I Was a Wandering Sheep
Citation, lyrics and music are copied from The Cyber Hymnal and are public
domain. Midi file is modified to piano only. Lyrics may be modified for doctrinal
accuracy. This version is not copyrighted. If you find it a blessing, please feel
free to use it. — In Christ, Paul W. Davis

For the Son of man is come to save that which was lost. How
think ye? if a man have an hundred sheep, and one of them be
gone astray, doth he not leave the ninety and nine, and goeth
into the mountains, and seeketh that which is gone astray? And
if so be that he find it, verily I say unto you, he rejoiceth
more of that sheep, than of the ninety and nine which went not
astray. Even so it is not the will of your Father which is in
heaven, that one of these little ones should perish. (Matthew
18:11-14)
Words: Horatius Bonar, 1843.

Listen to the hymn melody

Music: “Lebanon“, John Zundel,
1856. (midi, mp3)

This hymn is dedicated to Logan, Jennifer and Michael in the
hope and prayer that they will turn unto the truth they know
and be obedient before it is far too late.
I was a wandering sheep,
I did not love the fold;
I did not love my Shepherd’s voice,
I would not be controlled.
I was a wayward child,
I did not love my home;
I did not love my Father’s voice,
I loved afar to roam.
The Shepherd sought His sheep,
The Father sought His child;
They followed me o’er vale and hill,
O’er deserts waste and wild;
They found me nigh to death,
Famished and faint and lone;

They bound me with the bands of love,
They saved the wand’ring one.
They spoke in tender love,
They raised my drooping head,
They gently closed my bleeding wounds,
My fainting soul they fed;
They washed my filth away,
They made me clean and fair;
They brought me to my home in peace,
The long sought wanderer.
Jesus my Shepherd is:
‘Twas He that loved my soul;
‘Twas He that washed me in His blood,
‘Twas He that made me whole.
‘Twas He that sought the lost,
That found the wand’ring sheep,
‘Twas He that brought me to the fold,
‘Tis He that still doth keep.
No more a wandering sheep,
I love to be controlled;
I love my tender Shepherd’s voice,
I love the peaceful fold.
No more a wayward child,
I seek no more to roam;
I love my heavenly Father’s voice,
I love, I love His home!

