“I Crucified Our Lord”
By Jason Kirk Bartley
I crucified our Lord,
I led Him up Golgothas hill.
‘Cause all my sins were 
upon His back,
He chose to save me still.
For all the times I lied and every time I lack,
was a stripe that they struck upon my Saviors
back, 
And every time I did not measure up,
And every time I cowered down,
They shoved the thorns upon my Saviors crown.
When I was deep in condemnation,
And I was so at a loss,
They nailed my savior and hung Him high 
upon that Roman cross.
The blood trickled down,
As the agony became too much,
The Savior still chose to die and give us His holy touch.
When I was in my weakness,
He chose to suffer pain,
This He did, knowing I’d not be able to repay
Him anything.
But He knew His Father’s will and this love for each one Christ shared,
that God with all His mercy and his grace,
His Son was not spared.
He took it upon Himself,
to resurrect His Son,
now His spirit is the light of love shining in each and every one,
who kneels before our King,
the creator and author of each and everything,
He chose to die, and the disrespect was real,
I crucified our Savior,
But humbled down, I accepted His blood applied,
He chose to do this for each one and this is why He died.
The powers of darkness,
Thought they’d killed Gods Son.
He rose again,
resurrected for each and everyone.

 


