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"For I hungered and ye gave me meat; I was thirsty and ye gave me drink; I was a stranger and ye took me in, naked and ye clothed me." Matt. 25:35-36

James Montgomery, 1826 Key of A Major Rev. George Cole, about 1835. Alto by S. M. Denson, 1911
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1.A poor way - far - ing man of grief hath of - ten crossed me on my  way, Who
2.1 spied him where a foun - tain burst Clear from the rock: his strength was gone; The
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3.In pris - on I saw him next con-demned To meet a trai - tor's doom  at morn,
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4. Then in mo - ment to my view The stran - ger start - ed from dis - guise: The
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sued so  hum - bly for re - lief That 1 could nev - er an - swer nay.
heed - less wa - ter mocked his thirst; he heard it, saw it hur - ry'ng on.
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The  tide of ly - ing tongues stemmed, and hon - ored him mid shame and  scorn.
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to - kens in his hands 1 knew— my Sav - ior stood be fore my eyes.
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