
A WANDERING PILGRIM
I'm a wandering pilgrim, and wide do I roam,
I'm on the western border far from my native home.
I cross these broad prairies and face the wind and rain,
To tell these careless sinners that Christ will come again.
I take the Holy Bible to be my only guide,
I have no other Gospel but Jesus crucified.
I have no earthly master to tell me where to go,
To preach a risen Saviour to mortals here below.
I fellowship with Christians and Saints of every name,
Believing true religion is everywhere the same.
I hope I'm not superstitious or filled with empty zeal,
For the love of God is precious, It's virtues I do feel.
But while I am preaching as Jesus gave command,
I meet with trials and oppositions on every hand.
Some say that I'm crazy and filled with heresy,
Because I preach so fervently "No endless misery."
Though the world despise me and call me poor and mean,
and now to persecute me and call me scoffing names,
I'll trust the Holy Saviour to help me endure,
With christian meekness these reports I do hear.
For it shall not be long til my Saviour shall appear,
O, then a crown of glory he'll give me to wear.
And I, with all the saints, shall live forever more,
In the blessed kingdom on Canaan's fair shore.
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