What a Friend We Have in Jesus,

Joseph Medlicott Scriven (10th September 1819 – 10th August 1866) written 1855

Brethren - born at Ballymoney Lodge, Banbridge. His first fiancé drowned when she fell from her horse into the River Bann on the eve of their wedding. He then emigrated to Canada aged 25. His second fiancé, Eliza Roche died of pneumonia she contracted after her baptism. He wrote the piece as a poem to his mother back home in Ulster; he died in an accidental drowning in Canada in 1886.

There is a memorial in the grounds of Banbridge District Council, County Down, and also in Port Hope, Ontario, Canada.
What a friend we have in Jesus,

 All our sins and griefs to bear!

 What a privilege to carry

 Ev'rything to God in prayer!

 Oh, what peace we often forfeit,

 Oh what needless pain we bear,

 All because we do not carry

 Ev'rything to God in prayer!

 Have we trials and temptations?

 Is there trouble anywhere?

 We should never be discouraged, 

 Take it to the Lord in prayer:

 Can we find a friend so faithful

 Who will all our sorrows share?

 Jesus Knows our every weakness,

 Take it to the Lord in prayer.

 Are we weak and heavy laden,

 Cumbered with a load of care?

 Precious Saviour, still our refuge;

 Take it to the Lord in prayer:

 Do thy friends despise, forsake thee?

 Take it to the Lord in prayer;

 In His arms He'll take and shield thee;

 Thou wilt find a solace there.

Blessed Savior, Thou hast promised

Thou wilt all our burdens bear

May we ever, Lord, be bringing

All to Thee in earnest prayer.

Soon in glory bright unclouded

There will be no need for prayer

Rapture, praise and endless worship

Will be our sweet portion there.
