83. THE PENITENT'S CONFLICT
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5. Our hearts would prove unfaithful,
Would tire of Jesus' love,
If He the heavy burden
'‘Neath which on earth He strove
For us and our transgressions
In His meek lowliness,
Should not lay on our shoulders
To share His sore distress.

6. Therefore, learn thou His guidance
Meekly to understand,
When times of gloom and sadness
Befall thee in this land.
Soon shall descend from heaven
His rich grace, as the dew,
And make the dreary desert
A meadow green and new.
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