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1.  If  the  world  from  you  withhold,  of  its  sil  -ver  and  it

s  gold,  And  you 

2.  If  your  hod  -  y  suf  -  fers  pain,  and  your  health  you  can
  t  re-gain,  And  your 

3.  Whenyonren-e-mies  as -sail,  and  your  heart  be -g
ins  to  fail,  Don  tfor- 

4.  When  your  youthful  days  are  gone,  and  old  age  is  steal 
-mg  on,  And  your 

have  to  get  a-long  with  mea-ger  fare,  Just  re-mem-ber,  i
n  His  word,  how  He 

soul  is  al-most  sink-ingin  de-spair,  Je-sus  knows  the  pain  you  f
eel,  He  can 

get  that  God  in  heav-en  an-swersprayer;  He  will  make  a  way  for
  you  and  will 

d-y  bends  be-neath  the  weight  of  care,  He  will  nev-  er  leave  you  then, 
 He  11  go J  "  ft  ft _ b _ 

feedsthe  lit -tie  bird;  Take  your  bur -den  to  the  Lord  and  leave
  it  there, 

save  and  He  can  heal;  Take  your  bur- den  to  the  Lord  and 
 eave  it  there, 

lead  you  safe- ly  thro’;  Take  your  bur -den  to  the  Lord  and  
leave  it  there, 

with  you  to  the  end;  Take  your  bur -den  to  the  Lord  a
nd  leave  it  there. 11  *  *  *  - -  *  -  •  -r  ‘  - 

Chorus. 
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Leave  it  there, .  leave  it  there/ .  Take  your  bur-den 

Leave  it  there, ^  ^  leave  it  there, 
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to  the 
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Lord  and  leave  it  there; .  If  you  trust  and  nev- er  doubt,  E leave  it  there; 
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le  will 



teaoe  3t  Cfyere. 

u  V  l>  D  i 

319  3rt  tfyc  £?our  of  Crial. 
James  Montgomery. Spencer  Lane. 

1  Tn  the  hour  of  tri  -  al,  Je-sus,  p
lead  for  me,  Lest  by  base  de-ni  -  al,

 

3  should  Thy  mercy  send  me  Sor-ro
w,  toil  and  woe;  Or  should  pain  at-t

end  me 

4.  When  my  list  hour  cometh,  Fraught
wiihstrife  andpain,  Whenmy  dustre

turneth 

T  de-Dart  from  Thee.  When  Tho
u  see’st  me  wav- er,  With  a  lo

ok  re- 

To  the  dust  a  -  gain;  On  Thy  trutn  re  ly  mg.  ^ 

call,  -  • Nor  for  fear  or  fa  -  vor  Suf
  -  fer  me  to  fall. 

Or,  in  dark-er  sem-blance,  Cro
ss-crowned  Calvary. 

see  .  ’ . .  Grant  that  I  may  ev  -  er 

strife, ...  Je  -  sus,  take  me,  
dy  -  ing,  To 

Cast  my  care  on  Thee. 

e  -  ter  -  nal  life.  A -MEN. 


