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Thouggh painful the cross you have to be-ar,
Jesus is ready its weigrht to sliare
And heavier far was the cross He bore
'W'hen lie sufféred, upon this mortal shore.

Thoiiggh trials around yoitr path inay faI4
Let not the tempter your beart appall
But strive to do GoTs holy will,
And never for(yet that He loves you stIIL

Whtn your weary days on earth arui o'(j,,
You then. will cro home to thie Iteavenly sliore

sorrow and sicyliincr sliall flee away'
Wlien yon enter the land of eternal

The Ilesting Place*
Come unto me I will give you rest.

Dear Father in Heaven, look down upon me,
The world is all dar-, but l'in trusting in Thee
1 bring Thee a burden of sorrow and sili,
Forgive me and inake me more lioly withirL

crather nie close to Tliy k-ind, loving breas%
Vve come to tlice Father for pardon and rest.

I've knelt at t1iy mercy-thronc often hefore
My sins to confess and thy grace to implore
Eut still thou liast never once tur4d nie, away,

Nor to my heares pleadings and loii(rin(,,s sai
Nay-

Now gather me close to thy kin(], loving breast,
1 find nowhere else such sweet comfoft and rest.

1 know I'm a wayward and wandering child,
And often by Satan allured and becruiled
But when 1 have grieved thee, ýny soul is cast down,
For 1 cannot be happ ýI nder thy frown.

gather me close to tihy kind, ving breast,
Thou knowest how much I am ging for rest.


