In the New Jerusalem





When I have fought the good fight and  finished the race, 


at the time of my departing the world, 


I shall meet with my beloved and joyfully sing to the Lord in the New Jerusalem.


(chorus)


When the saints go marching home, 


some shout for joy and others sing, 


New Jerusalem, New Jerusalem!


Palms waving and hosannas ringing, 


it’s time for the great King to reign over 


the New Jerusalem.





Though the path may be rough at times 


that my knees and my arms become feeble, though there are tears and heartaches, 


I gladly follow till the day


in the New Jerusalem.


 (chorus)





As a pilgrim on earth, 


I can rejoice even when I am poor, 


for I’ll soon move on to the heavenly city.  While others might love the world, 


my hope is in the New Jerusalem.


(chorus)


When the saints go marching home, 


some shout for joy and others sing, 


New Jerusalem, New Jerusalem!


Palms waving and hosanna ringing, 


it’s time for the great King to reign over 


the New Jerusalem.





I do not fight like a man beating the air, 


nor do I run aimlessly.   I’m seeking the best


the Lord has in store for me. 


Forgetting what is behind, 


I strain toward the goal ahead 


in the New Jerusalem.


(chorus)


