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What	  a	  Friend	  We	  Have	  in	  Jesus	  
Joseph	  Scriven	  

What	  a	  Friend	  we	  have	  in	  Jesus,	  
All	  our	  sins	  and	  griefs	  to	  bear!	  
What	  a	  privilege	  to	  carry	  
Everything	  to	  God	  in	  prayer!	  
O	  what	  peace	  we	  often	  forfeit,	  
O	  what	  needless	  pain	  we	  bear,	  
All	  because	  we	  do	  not	  carry	  
Everything	  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	  Iind	  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	  Iind	  a	  solace	  there.	  

Philippians	  3-‐4	  
(NRSV)	   3:12	   Not	   that	   I	  
have	  already	  obtained	  this	  
or	   have	   already	   reached	  
the	  goal;	  but	  I	  press	  on	  to	  
make	   it	  my	   own,	   because	  
Christ	   Jesus	  has	  made	  me	  
his	   own.	   13	  Beloved,	   I	   do	  
not	   consider	   that	   I	   have	  
made	   it	  my	   own;	   but	   this	  
one	   thing	   I	   do:	   forgetting	   what	   lies	   behind	   and	   straining	   forward	   to	  
what	   lies	   ahead,	   14	   I	   press	   on	   toward	   the	   goal	   for	   the	   prize	   of	   the	  
heavenly	   call	   of	   God	   in	   Christ	   Jesus.	   15	   Let	   those	   of	   us	   then	  who	   are	  
mature	   be	   of	   the	   same	   mind;	   and	   if	   you	   think	   differently	   about	  
anything,	  this	  too	  God	  will	  reveal	  to	  you.	  16	  Only	  let	  us	  hold	  fast	  to	  what	  
we	  have	  attained.	  

17	  Brothers	   and	   sisters,	   join	   in	   imitating	  me,	   and	   observe	   those	  who	  
live	   according	   to	   the	   example	   you	   have	   in	   us.	   18	   For	   many	   live	   as	  
enemies	  of	  the	  cross	  of	  Christ;	  I	  have	  often	  told	  you	  of	  them,	  and	  now	  I	  
tell	   you	   even	  with	   tears.	   19	  Their	   end	   is	   destruction;	   their	   god	   is	   the	  
belly	  (koilia);	  and	  their	  glory	  is	  in	  their	  shame;	  their	  minds	  are	  set	  on	  
earthly	  things.	  20	  But	  our	  citizenship	  is	  in	  heaven,	  and	  it	  is	  from	  there	  
that	   we	   are	   expecting	   a	   Saviour,	   the	   Lord	   Jesus	   Christ.	   21	   He	   will	  
transform	  the	  body	  of	  our	  humiliation	  that	  it	  may	  be	  conformed	  to	  the	  
body	  of	  his	  glory,	  by	  the	  power	  that	  also	  enables	  him	  to	  make	  all	  things	  
subject	  to	  himself.	  

4:1	  Therefore,	  my	  brothers	  and	  sisters,	  whom	  I	  love	  and	  long	  for,	  my	  joy	  
and	  crown,	  stand	  Iirm	  in	  the	  Lord	  in	  this	  way,	  my	  beloved.	  



Pressing	  Toward	  the	  Goal	  

• Running	  the	  race	  
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• Roman	  virtue	  vs	  Christian	  virtue	  

• The	  goal	  is	  Christian	  maturity	  

• In	  the	  Garden,	  C.	  Austin	  Miles,	  1913	  
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• “Their	  god	  is	  the	  belly”	  

• koilia	  
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• One	  thing	  
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There	  is	  a	  Fountain	  
William	  Cowper	  

There	  is	  a	  fountain	  Iilled	  with	  blood	  
Drawn	  from	  Immanuel’s	  veins;	  
And	  sinners,	  plunged	  beneath	  that	  Ilood,	  
Lose	  all	  their	  guilty	  stains:	  Lose	  all	  their	  guilty	  stains,	  
Lose	  all	  their	  guilty	  stains;	  
And	  sinners,	  plunged	  beneath	  that	  Ilood,	  
Lose	  all	  their	  guilty	  stains.	  

The	  dying	  thief	  rejoiced	  to	  see	  
That	  fountain	  in	  his	  day;	  
And	  there	  have	  I,	  though	  vile	  as	  he,	  
Washed	  all	  my	  sins	  away:	  Washed	  all	  my	  sins	  away,	  
Washed	  all	  my	  sins	  away;	  
And	  there	  have	  I,	  though	  vile	  as	  he,	  
Washed	  all	  my	  sins	  away.	  

Dear	  dying	  Lamb,	  Thy	  precious	  blood	  
Shall	  never	  lose	  its	  power,	  
Till	  all	  the	  ransomed	  church	  of	  God	  
Be	  saved,	  to	  sin	  no	  more:	  Be	  saved,	  to	  sin	  no	  more,	  
Be	  saved,	  to	  sin	  no	  more;	  
Till	  all	  the	  ransomed	  church	  of	  God,	  
Be	  saved	  to	  sin	  no	  more.	  

E’er	  since	  by	  faith	  I	  saw	  the	  stream	  
Thy	  Ilowing	  wounds	  supply,	  
Redeeming	  love	  has	  been	  my	  theme,	  
And	  shall	  be	  till	  I	  die:	  And	  shall	  be	  till	  I	  die,	  
And	  shall	  be	  till	  I	  die;	  
Redeeming	  love	  has	  been	  my	  theme,	  
And	  shall	  be	  till	  I	  die


