
O Love That Will Not Let Me Go

O Love that wilt not let me go
I rest my weary soul in Thee

I give Thee back the life I owe
That in Thine ocean depths its flow

May richer fuller be

O Light that followest all my way
I yield my flickering torch to Thee
My heart restores its borrowed ray 

That in Thy sunshine’s blaze its day
May brighter fairer be

O Joy that seeks me through pain
I cannot close my heart to Thee

I trace the rainbow through the rain
And feel the promise is not vain

That morn shall tearless be 

O Cross that lightest up my head
I dare not ask to fly from Thee
I lay in dust life’s glory dead

And from the ground there blossoms red
Life that shall endless be

The Love of God

The love of God is greater far
Than tongue or pen can ever tell
It goes beyond the highest star
And reaches to the lowest hell.

The guilty pair, bowed down with care,
God gave His Son to win;

His erring child He reconciled
And pardoned from his sin.

(Chorus)
O love of God, how rich and pure!

How measureless and strong!
It shall forevermore endure—
The saints’ and angels’ song.

When hoary time shall pass away,
And earthly thrones and kingdoms fall;

When men who here refuse to pray,
On rocks and hills and mountains call;

God’s love, so sure, shall still endure,
All measureless and strong;

Redeeming grace to Adam’s race—
The saints’ and angels’ song.

(Chorus)

Could we with ink the ocean fill,
And were the skies of parchment made;

Were every stalk on earth a quill,
And every man a scribe by trade;

To write the love of God above
Would drain the ocean dry;

Nor could the scroll contain the whole, 
Though stretched from sky to sky.

(Chorus)



Yet Not I, But Through Christ In Me

What gift of grace is Jesus my redeemer,
There is no more for heaven now to 

give. He is my joy, my righteousness, 
and freedom. My steadfast love, 
My deep and boundless peace. 

To this I hold, my hope is only Jesus,
For my life is wholly bound to His.

Oh how strange and divine,
I can sing: All is done!

Yet no I, but through Christ in me.

The night is dark but I am not forsaken.
For by my side, the Saviour He will stay.

I labour on in weakness and rejoicing.
For in my need, His power is displayed.

To this I hold, my Shepherd will defend 
me, Through the deepest valley He will 

lead. Oh the night has been won, 
And I shall overcome!

Yet not I, but through Christ in me. 

No fate I dread, I know I am forgiven.
The future sure, the price it has been 

paid. For Jesus bled and suffered for my 
pardon, And He was raised to overthrow 

the grave.

To this I hold, my sin has been defeated. 
Jesus now and ever is my plea.

Oh the chains are released,
I can sing: I am free!

Yet not I, but through Christ in me.

With every breath I long to follow Jesus.
For He has said that He will bring me 
home, And day by day I know He will 
renew me, Until I stand with joy before 

the throne.

To this I hold, my hope is only Jesus.
All the glory evermore to Him.

When the race is complete, 
Still my lips shall repeat:

Yet not I, but through Christ in me!

To this I hold, my hope is only Jesus.
All the glory evermore to Him.

When the race is complete,
Still my lips shall repeat:

Yet not I, but through Christ in me!


