O the deep, deep love of Jesus!  Vast, unmeasured, boundless, free,
Rolling as a mighty ocean,  in its fullness over me.
Underneath me, all around me,  is the current of Thy love;
Leading onward, leading homeward,  to Thy glorious rest above.

O the deep, deep love of Jesus!  spread His praise from shore to shore;
How He loveth, ever loveth,  changeth never, nevermore;
How He watches o'er his loved ones,  died to call them all His own;
How for them He intercedeth,  watcheth o'er them from the throne.
O the deep, deep love of Jesus!  love of ev'ry love the best:
'tis an ocean vast of blessing,  'tis a haven sweet of rest.
O the deep, deep love of Jesus!  tis a heav'n of heav'ns to me;
And it lifts me up to glory,  for it lifts me up to Thee.
[Samuel Trevor Francis]

Here is love, vast as the ocean,   Lovingkindness as the flood;
When the Prince of Life my ransom,   Shed for me His precious blood.
Who His love will not remember?   Who can cease to sing His praise?
He shall never be forgotten,   Throughout heav’n’s eternal days.
On the mount of crucifixion,  Fountains opened deep and wide;
Thro’ the flood gates of God’s mercy  
Flow’d the vast and gracious tide;
Grace and love like mighty rivers  Pour’d incessant from above,
And heav’n’s peace and perfect justice  Kissed a guilty world in love.

Let me all Thy love accepting,  Love Thee ever all my days;
Let me seek Thy Kingdom only  And my life be to Thy praise;
Thou alone shalt be my glory;  Nothing in the world I see:
Thou hast cleansed and sanctified me;
Thou Thyself hast set me free.
In Thy truth Thou dost direct me   By Thy Spirit through Thy Word;
And Thy grace my need is meeting,  As I trust in Thee, my Lord.
All Thy fullness Thou art pouring  In Thy love and power in me
Without measure, full and boundless,
As I yield myself to Thee.
[William Rees]



How deep the Father’s love for us,  How vast beyond all measure,
That He should give His only Son  To make a wretch His treasure.
How great the pain of searing loss –  The Father turns His face away,
As wounds which mar the Chosen One  Bring many sons to glory.

Behold the man upon a cross,  My sin upon His shoulders;
Ashamed, I hear my mocking voice,  Call out among the scoffers.
It was my sin that held Him there,  Until it was accomplished;
His dying breath has brought me life –  I know that it is finished.

I will not boast in anything,  No gifts, no power, no wisdom;
But I will boast in Jesus Christ,  His death and resurrection.
Why should I gain from His reward?  I cannot give an answer;
But this I know with all my heart –  His wounds have paid my ransom.
[Stuart Townend]



