
 Pilgrims 

 “And I will strengthen them in the Lord, and in His name they will walk,” declares the Lord. 
 Zechariah 10:12 

 I  don’t  belong  here.  Where  I  am  currently  is  not  my  home.  Everything  is  di�erent,  weird, 
 from  the  weather  to  the  vegetation.  It’s  all  just  weird.  Not  all  bad,  necessarily,  but  very 
 di�erent.  There  are  things  about  my  current  location  that  I  don’t  like,  and  I  wouldn’t  like  to 
 be  here  permanently.  I’m  glad  I’m  on  vacation,  and  that  one  day  soon  I’ll  be  going  home.  I 
 can enjoy it here for a short time, knowing that home is on the horizon. 

 It’s  harder  when  I  think  about  the  fact  that  I  don’t  belong  “here”  (on  this  earth)  at  all.  I  feel 
 stranded  and  abandoned  sometimes,  left  to  travel  a  long  road  with  an  invisible  goal, 
 because  the  goal  itself  is  not  on  this  earth.  It’s  easy  to  get  spooked  and  want  to  hide.  It’s 
 easier  still  to  adapt  to  the  locals,  adopt  their  customs  and  ways,  so  that  I  don’t  stick  out 
 like  a  sore  thumb.  But  every  time  I  get  comfortable  where  I  am,  eventually  I  look  down  to 
 find shackles on my hands and feet, and bars surrounding me. 

 The  trip  I  am  on  is  often  frustrating,  discouraging,  and  there  are  times  when  I  want  to  find 
 a  cave  to  hide  out  in  until  the  day  I  am  called  home.  The  moment  I  called  on  Jesus  the 
 Christ  to  be  my  personal  Savior,  my  citizenship  changed.  I  am  no  longer  a  citizen  of  this 
 world,  I  am  a  citizen  of  the  world  to  come.  This  world  is  not  my  home,  and  yet  I  am  left  in  it 
 to  walk  a  long  and  winding  road  filled  with  beauty  and  terror,  desert  and  mountain  glen, 
 barrenness and overgrowth. I am a pilgrim. I am a traveler. 

 I  am  called  to  walk,  to  continue,  to  move  ever  onward.  I  am  called  to  abandon  things  this 
 world  o�ers,  to  set  down  what  I  carry  with  me  and  only  carry  His  letters  of 
 recommendation.  I  am  called  to  see  with  His  eyes  the  danger  that  those  around  me  are  in, 
 to  reach  out  with  a  helping  hand  to  pull  them  back  from  the  chasm  of  destruction.  I  am 
 called  to  o�er  what  strength  I  have  to  others  who  are  also  walking  this  road,  so  that 
 together  we  can  overcome  the  trials  before  us.  I  am  called  to  accept  their  strength  in 
 return in the times when I am weak and weary and unable to go on. 

 I  am  called  to  look  to  the  goal,  to  look  to  my  Savior,  to  keep  Him  ever  before  me,  leaning  in 
 to hear His whispers, resting in His love, rea�rmed and reassured by His beckoning hand. 

 I  am  weary,  but  I  am  still  walking.  I  know  that  at  my  lowest  He  will  strengthen  me,  in  a  way 
 that  can  only  be  His  work.  I  am  a  pilgrim,  on  my  way  to  a  new  home.  I  am  walking  in  His 
 name,  in  His  strength,  in  His  grace,  and  in  His  mercy.  Come  with  me.  It’s  hard,  but  the  goal 
 is worth more than the finest gold. 

 Father, we thank You for Your love, for calling us out of the prison we were in to walk in Your 
 name. We thank You for strengthening us when we are too tired to take another step. We thank 

 You for the hope, the goal. Help us not to lose sight of it and to keep walking. 

 https://freedom-in-christ.org 


