LH 480
A pilgrim and a stranger


Tune: Herzlich tut mich

1
A pilgrim and a stranger,


I travel here below;


far distant is my country,


the home to which I go.


Here I must struggle onwards,


on earth a passing guest,


but there my God will lead me


to everlasting rest.

2
It is a well-worn pathway -


a crowd has gone this way,


those faithful men and women,


the saints of yesterday.


They suffered on their journey


in patience and in faith;


they set us an example, 


content in life and death.

3
We know we'll share their blessing,


but we must suffer too.


As strangers on life's journey,


like them, we travel through.


The enemies lie waiting,


the dangers must be passed;


and only will the faithful


receive the crown at last.

4
So I keep pressing forward;


I know the end will come.


This place of my brief shelter


is not my final home.


I look to God's great city,


the home of light and love,


that will remain forever,


Jerusalem above.

5
My thoughts are in that country,


for there I long to be;


come, Lord, and call your servant


to your eternity!


Let all my work be over,


let all my wandering cease;


and call me from these shadows


to your bright home of peace.
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