
The hardest road to travel 
  

In the beauty of the morning 
You see a golden sky, 
Touched, as if, by Jesus 
His power you can’t deny. 
  

But in the night of sorrow 
Where pain and grief abide, 
You might not feel your Jesus 
Is with you; by your side. 
  

He longs to carry burdens 
The ones that you can’t bear. 
His love is always with you 
It speaks into your fear. 
  

He longs to wipe the tearstains 
From faces; those He loves, 
And when your face is near Him 
This is what He does. 
  

His voice is never silent 
You’ll hear it on the breeze 
That lifts the ancient branches 
And scatters drying leaves. 
  

His arm; you may not feel it 
As it holds you now to ‘see’ 
Another view of heaven 
The one that He can see. 
  

He sees all things and tells you 
Of hope that lives and breathes 
In days of endless glory 
For those who do believe ... 
  

For no-other will be with you 
Through desert places where 
You thirst for strength and healing - 
He hears your voice, and cares. 

  
pause ... 
  

The mystery; the anguish 
The toiling, faithful prayer 
Lifts upwards; as an offering 
An incense pure and rare. 
  

To join with words outspoken 
In a garden where He bled, 
To join with sorrow’s droplets 
That soaked the ground, and fed ... 
  

Each life with hope and wonder 
Each life in pain and need 
Each life that calls in anguish 
Each life held tight in grief. 

  

 
 
For frailest flesh cannot survive 
The grief, the fear, the pain - 
Unless the Spirit’s strength and power 
Infills us and remains. 
  

“Never leave us Jesus 
In You we’re filled once more 
With all we need to follow 
The One that we adore.” 
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“Praise be to the Lord,  
to God our Saviour,  

who daily  
bears our burdens.” 
Psalm 68:19 (NIV) 
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