from the “Pust of Gold”
Pohnavur Fellowship

India, October 1937

tHeart that is weary becausg of thg way
Facing the wind and the sting of the sprag,
Comg unto Me and [ will refresh gou.

Heart that has tasted of travail and toil,
Burdgnegd for souls when the fog would dgspoil,
Comg unto Me and | will refresh goa.

Heart that is frozgn- a handful of snow,
Heart that is faded- a sky without glow,
Comg unto Me and [ will refresh gou.
Heart that is weary, O comg unto Mg,

Fear not, whategver the troublg mag be,
Comg unto Me and [ will refresh gou.
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