With Trust, Dear Lord.

When heartless Death’s relentless call

  Takes from us friends we prize,

And rudely torn apart are all

  Our bosoms’ closest ties;

When bruised and stricken thus we pine,

  ‘Neath seeming hopeless woe,

Oh teach us to Thy Heart Divine

  With trust,dear Lord, to go.

When round our barque the storm loud raves,

  With deadly danger charged,

And mast and helm are in the waves

  Dismantled and submerged,

When shipwreck dire we feel is nigh

  And round but ruin see,

Oh teach us then for aid to fly

  With trust, dear Lord, to Thee.

When idols we deemed half divine

  Of clay we find are framed,

And shattered lies the fallen shrine

  That once our worship claimed,

When aching every wounded chord

  Within our breasts may be,

Oh teach us  turn with trust dear Lord

  For solace sure to Thee.

However heavy cross and care

  That crush us with their weight,

However sore our sorrows share,

  Our grief however great;

Whate’er the harrowing wretchedness

  Our riven souls may wring,

Oh teach us trustingly to bless

  Thy Name, Our Lord and King.

