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sat iii the sclhool of sorrow,

Tlhe -Maser %vs teaching thiere;

Aiîd mn i'.]art ivas fil of care.

Iinsteadl of looki ng iipward,

And secingt- 1-ls face Divinie

So full of the tendferest pity

For -%eary hiearts like mine.

1 onily tihonght of the burdlens,

The cross that befbre nie Iay,

So bard and hcavy to carry

That it darkenied the liglit of day.

So, I could not learti mvl lesson,>
And say, Thv aitt bc dlonec;

And the Ma-ster came not near nie

As the weary bouts Nvent ou.

At kast iii mny weary sorrow,

I looked froin the cross above,

And 1 saw the Master watchiug

\Vitli a glance of tender love.


