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Sweet childless child go on home.
The True Judge just bled me to the bone.

Retrace your steps 
And race to fill your womb.

A woman without a child’s 
A walkin’ tomb.

No I’ll follow, Oh I follow.

Your God your land your people 
Call my name.

I know you, Naomi, 
Lead me without shame.
Have you heard about Ruth, 

She’s a stranger in our camp,

Whiperin’, “Where you go 
I go with you.”

Go and ask her for proof 
And she’ll offer you her hand,

“Your people are my people, 
That’s my truth.”

Then she follows every hint 
And every cue,

Bending low to bear our burdens, 
To share our blues.

There’s a grief behind those eyes,

But if you ask she only smiles.

Such is faith when you’ve got 
Nothing left to lose.

SO YOU BEND YOUR HEAD 
AND YOU SWALLOW YOUR PRIDE,

AND YOU LEAVE YOUR PAST BURIED DEEP INSIDE.
YOUR TEARS ARE SPENT 
ON MEN NOW GONE,

BUT THE FUTURE’S BRIGHT BEARING DAVID’S SONG,

YES I FOLLOW.

Have you heard about Ruth, 
Lying naked at your feet,

With one kind word 
You’ve bought your tender bride.

Take a look inside, 
You were once so strong, so new,
Countless harvest moons 
They’ve striped you of you pride. 
But like the eyes of prophets 
Ridin’ chariots of fire,

Like the dance of freed slaves 
Armed with lute and lyre,

You are drunk with faith anew, 
As she gives herself to you,

Send you prayers to God, 
Reserve your thanks for Ruth.
SO YOU BEND YOUR HEAD 
AND YOU SWALLOW YOUR PRIDE,

AND YOU LEAVE YOUR PAST BURIED DEEP INSIDE.

YOUR TEARS ARE SPENT 
ON MEN NOW GONE,

BUT THE FUTURE’S BRIGHT BEARING DAVID’S SONG,

YES I FOLLOW.

Sweet childless child,

You’re on your own.

Follow your sister, go back to momma’, just leave me alone.

You who walk this trail 
Paved by a widow’s tears,

Have you answered a call, 
Is your faith more than fear?

No I’ll follow, Oh I follow.

‘Till death we part, 
You’ll walk no more alone.

The desert’s cold, 
Now Naomi take me home.
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