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Personal note from the commentator:
The hymns of the Church are sacred text. The Lord has made it very clear to us through his prophets that the
singing of hymns is a form of prayer, and as such is sacred communication. Much of the sacred Spirit and
reverence we experience in our meetings, especially Sacrament Meeting, comes from the Spirit that
accompanies the singing of the hymns.
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A Poor Wayfaring Man of Grief

1. A poor, wayfaring Man of grief
Hath often crossed me on my way,
Who sued so humbly for relief
That I could never answer nay.
I had not pow'r to ask his name,
Whereto he went, or whence he came;
Yet there was something in his eye
That won my love; I knew not why.

A wayfarer is one who travels, especially on foot. This first line
says a lot. This lone, foot-sore traveler is poor and filled with
grief. To cross paths is to meet someone by accident. In this
song the speaker (“I”) represents each of us. This hymn is
making reference to the parable of the sheep and the goats in
Matthew 25, starting in verse 31.

The wayfarer sues or pleads for relief of his suffering with such
humility that I dare not ask his name, where he is going to or
where he came from. But there is something familiar about
him that makes me love him for some reason. We need to
learn to feel this love for all those in need. That is the point of
the parable.

2. Once, when my scanty meal was spread,
He entered; not a word he spake,
Just perishing for want of bread.
I gave him all; he blessed it, brake,
And ate, but gave me part again.
Mine was an angel's portion then,
For while I fed with eager haste,
The crust was manna to my taste.

Once, when I had prepared and set out my own meal that was
barely sufficient to feed myself, someone in need came silently
into my life in worse condition than myself. I had sufficient for
my needs, but he was perishing (dying) for lack of food. I gave
him all that I had. He blessed the food and separated it into
parts (this is reminiscent of the loaves and fishes story) and
gave me part of what I had given to him. In that portion of my
food, it was as though I feasted on plenty, an angel’s portion.
Though I ate eagerly with my own hunger, my simple food was
like manna (food sent from God) to my taste.

Is this not how we feel when we share with others? Do our
hearts not overflow with gratitude for what little we have
when we have shared that smaller offering with those who
have even less? It really is all about perspective.

3. I spied him where a fountain burst
Clear from the rock; his strength was gone.
The heedless water mocked his thirst;
He heard it, saw it hurrying on.
I ran and raised the suff'rer up;
Thrice from the stream he drained my cup,
Dipped and returned it running o'er;
I drank and never thirsted more.

Once I found a person next to where a fountain of pure water
poured out of a rock. He had collapsed next to the water he
needed, but was too weak to drink and be refreshed, though it
was right next to him. My heart was touched by this sad scene,
and I ran and helped the man sit up. I filled the cup with water
three times for him and helped him drink it down each time.
When it was my turn to drink I felt as though I would never be
thirsty again.

Again, this comes back to the gratitude and perspective we
acquire when we help someone in need who is struggling.
Often the resources they need the most are right at hand, but,
for whatever reason, they are not able to use them. They need
someone to save them in that hour of need. By doing so we
save ourselves.

4. 'Twas night; the floods were out; it blew
A winter hurricane aloof.
I heard his voice abroad and flew
To bid him welcome to my roof.
I warmed and clothed and cheered my guest
And laid him on my couch to rest,
Then made the earth my bed and seemed

In this scene I am in my home. A terrible storm is raging
outside. The waters are rising, travel is dangerous, the winter
winds are blowing, and far away (aloof) I hear a cry for help. I
run out into the storm to find and bring home this wet, cold,
and weary traveler.

I got him warm, put dry clothes on his back, and did what I
could to cheer him up. I laid him on my own bed, and I slept on



In Eden's garden while I dreamed. the ground instead. My soul was so satisfied by what I had
done that it was as though I slept in the garden of Eden. Who
could be uncomfortable in the garden of Eden?

5. Stript, wounded, beaten nigh to death,
I found him by the highway side.
I roused his pulse, brought back his breath,
Revived his spirit, and supplied
Wine, oil, refreshment--he was healed.
I had myself a wound concealed,
But from that hour forgot the smart,
And peace bound up my broken heart.

This verse describes the story of the Good Samaritan. Traveling
along a highway I chance upon a man who has been stripped
of his clothing, he is bleeding, and has been almost beaten to
death. He has been tossed to the side of the road, like so much
trash. I did what I could to make sure he was still breathing
and had a pulse then cared for him, fed him, and did what I
could to give him his strength back.

I, myself, was suffering from my own wound, but got so
involved in helping this stranger that from that hour onward I
forgot my own hurt. The peace that service to another in need
gave me bound up my own wound and healed my broken
heart.

6. In pris'n I saw him next, condemned
To meet a traitor's doom at morn.
The tide of lying tongues I stemmed,
And honored him 'mid shame and scorn.
My friendship's utmost zeal to try,
He asked if I for him would die.
The flesh was weak; my blood ran chill,
But my free spirit cried, "I will!"

In this last scene I found a man who was condemned by all to a
traitor’s doom. Death. I knew he was falsely accused. I went to
work to restore his good name, stopping the lies and honoring
him, even as others shamed and scorned me for doing so. To
test my love he asked if I would die in his place. Though the
thought of dying made my blood run cold, my love for my
friend was stronger still, and I said, “I will!”

This is a dramatic scenario, but it demonstrates the point -
what are we willing to do for those we love? Are we willing to
sacrifice comfort, social position, even our lives, if necessary,
to defend those we love. Mind you, in this scene it is being
assumed that the accused man is completely innocent of the
wrong for which he is being punished.

7. Then in a moment to my view
The stranger started from disguise.
The tokens in his hands I knew;
The Savior stood before mine eyes.
He spake, and my poor name he named,
"Of me thou hast not been ashamed.
These deeds shall thy memorial be;
Fear not, thou didst them unto me."

This is the moment of truth. In all things we have been tested
to see if our own comforts are more important to us than the
needs of other. In each case the person has proven that
another’s needs are more important than his own, even to the
sacrificing of his actual life and reputation for the welfare of
another. It is then that he discovers that the stranger he has
been helping time and time again is someone he should have
known all along. As though taking off a disguise, he now
recognizes the face of his Savior.

The Savior calls him by name and assures him that by doing
these deeds to others, he has, in fact, been doing them to
Christ. Salvation is the reward.

The lesson of this moving hymn is partly that by rescuing
others who need help, without judgment on our part, is what
Christ has done for us. By learning to serve and love as Christ
has done for us, we become more like him, and we become
more fit for His company.
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