
Yet Not I But 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 mine 

Yet not 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 

When the race is complete, still my lips shall repeat 

Yet not I, but through Christ in me 

Yet not I, but through Christ in me 

Yet not I, but through Christ in me 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In The Garden 

 

I come to the garden alone, 

While the dew is still on the roses, 

And the voice I hear falling on my ear 

The Son of God discloses. 

 

Refrain: 

And He walks with me, and He talks with me, 

And He tells me I am His own; 

And the joy we share as we tarry there, 

None other has ever known. 

 

He speaks, and the sound of His voice 

Is so sweet the birds hush their singing, 

And the melody that He gave to me 

Within my heart is ringing. 

 

I’d stay in the garden with Him, 

Though the night around me be falling, 

But He bids me go; through the voice of woe 

His voice to me is calling. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Come Thou Fount 

 

Come Thou Fount of every blessing,         

Tune my heart to sing Thy grace;            

Streams of mercy, never ceasing, 

Call for songs of loudest praise. 

Teach me some melodious sonnet, 

Sung by flaming tongues above; 

Praise his name I’m fixed upon it 

Name of God’s redeeming love. 

 

 

Here I raise my "Ebenezer"; 

Hither by Thy help I'm come; 

And I hope, by Thy good pleasure, 

Safely to arrive at home. 

Jesus sought me when a stranger, 

Wandering from the fold of God; 

He, to rescue me from danger, 

Interposed His precious blood. 

 

 

Oh, to grace how great a debtor, 

Daily I'm constrained to be! 

Let Thy goodness, like a fetter, 

Bind my wand'ring heart to Thee. 

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 

Prone to leave the God I love; 

Here's my heart, Oh, take and seal it, 

Seal it for Thy courts above. 

 


