“Got His Blood On Me”

Simon of Cyrene:  

You are probably familiar with Simon of Cyrene, but you may not know the rest of the story
Mark 15:21

        A certain man from Cyrene, Simon, the father of Alexander and Rufus, was passing by on his way in from the country, and they forced him to carry the cross.
Rom.16:13
       Greet Rufus, chosen in the Lord, and his mother, who has been a mother to me, too.


When Mark writes the verse he speaks as though all of the readers would certainly know who Alexander and Rufus are.  He identifies the father by means of the sons and not the sons by means of the father.  This would indicate that by the time Mark’s gospel is written, about 30-35 years after the crucifixion, Simon of Cyrene’s two son’s were well known to the church.  Later we read about a man named Rufus in Roman 16:13 where Paul refers not only to Rufus, but also to his mother.  It can’t be proven that this is the same Rufus, but it does seem likely.  These are the only two times the name is mentioned in the Bible.  If this is the same Rufus, then when Paul writes to the church in Rome he tells them to greet Rufus and his mother, ( who would be the wife of Simon of Cyrene ) whom Paul considers to be like his own mother also.  This would mean that Paul must have been very close to this family.  If this is the case, then Simon of Cyrene must have gotten saved and his wife and kids as well.  And later in their life, Simon’s family must have been close friends with and a blessing to the Apostle Paul.  

“Got His Blood On Me”
Just a little west of Egypt
the coast along the sea,

The place where I was born and raised
the city called Cyrene.
Back when I was a young man
I had the strength of three,

So no-one dared to cross the path
of Simon of Cyrene.     *
One day a woman cried for help
as I came on a scene.

I didn’t want to hurt the man
or even come between,

But sin is like a flaming fire
that burns in passion’s heat,

I won the fight but lost the war
a dead man at my feet.     *
The strangest things can change our lives
for reasons we can’t see.

My life would never be the same.
I got his blood on me.

Through the desert, down to Cairo,
I knew that I must flee;

It wouldn’t be long before the law
was coming after me.

I tried to leave my past behind
and hoped no-one would see,

but guilt and shame can’t be outrun
and would not let me be.    *

I tossed and turned upon my bed;
“Oh torment, set me free”;

Was I about to lose my life
or just my sanity.

I am a Jew, that’s where I’ll go; ..
there is no guarantee,

But maybe if I sacrifice
then God will hear my plea.    *
How could I know, how could I guess
and how could I foresee

That I would never be the same.
I got his blood on me.

From Egypt to Jerusalem,
the temple and the priest.

Today we’ll kill the spotless lamb
and then tonight we’ll  feast.

The city gates come into view,
but what is this I see?

An angry crowd is shouting loud
and coming right at me.    *
I know the Romans love to kill
I’ve seen their savagery,

But this time hatred filled the air
and reeked of cruelty.

A soldier saw that I was strong
and said to lift that beam,

the prisoner had fallen down,
his torture was extreme.    *

I was afraid, I gripped the cross,
that’s when He looked at me

My life would never be the same.
I got His blood on me.

We kept on walking to a place
that they call Calvary

They screamed at me as well as Him,
in hateful mockery,

I yelled at them, I’ve done no wrong,
I’ve done no wrong indeed.

I looked at Him and our eyes met
and I could see Him grieve.    *
He knew my heart, He knew my life,
He knew my ev’ry deed.

But still I sensed a mercy and
a loving sympathy.
The shouts grew silent in my ears.
They laid Him on the tree.

He looked at me as they drove nails
through both His hands and feet.    *
They made me help them lift the cross
and I beheld Him bleed.

My life would never be the same.
I got His blood on me.

The earth below and hv’n above
and there He was between.

As if to bridge some awful gap,
as if to intervene.

Some said He is the Prophet who
came down from Galilee.

He came to save us, then why can’t
He set His own self free.    *
Some said that He had blasphemed God
and claimed divinity,

And others said He’d raised the dead
and spoke of purity.

Then He forgave the man by Him
who was a common thief.

And mercy for His killers, (sigh) …
I heard His prayerful plea.    *

Was He insane or was He God?
With which did I agree.

The truth is that he changed me when
I got His blood on me.

The sun, as though ashamed to shine,
made quick its sad retreat.

The end had come and Jesus knew,
His mission was complete.

He offered up His soul and then
His heart no longer beat.

The world shook and I stood still
just mourning His defeat.    *
They buried Him and sealed the tomb.
He lost, so it would seem.

The hope was gone, the end had come
to what had seemed a dream.

But Jesus is the Source of life
with love that is extreme

When He arose He conquered death
and mankind was redeemed.    *
I turned to Him, confessed my sins
and won the victory.

My life has never been the same.
I‘ve got His blood on me.

By grace He’s kept me here for now,
but sometime soon I’ll leave.

My sweetest joy will be the ones
that I’ve helped to believe.

I thank my God for letting me
share in His ministry.

I thank Him for His faithfulness
and for my family.

But, looking back I’ll always have
one precious memory.

I held His cross, then He held me
and then He set me free.

I never did go back there to
the city of Cyrene.

My Lord took all my sins away
the day He made me clean.

I’m waiting for the moment when
He’s coming back for me.

I fell in love with Him the day,   *
I got His blood on me.
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