O Love Incomprehensible

O Love incomprehensible,
That made Thee bleed for me
The Judge of all has suffered death,
To set His prisoner free

What pain what soul-oppressing pain,
The Great Redeemer bore
While bloody sweat like drops of rain,
Distilled from every pore! 

Arraigned at Pilate‚s shameful bar,
Unparalleled disgrace!
See spotless innocence appear,
In guilt's detested place 

"Tis finished!" now aloud He cries,
No more the Law requires
And now (amazing sacrifice),
The Lord of Life expires! 

On Thee alone my hope relies,
Beneath Thy cross I fall
My Lord, my Life, my Sacrifice,
My Savior and my All! 

Famous One

You are the Lord, the famous One, the famous One

Great is Your name in all the earth

The heavens declare You’re glorious, glorious

Great is Your fame beyond the earth

And for all You’ve done and yet to do

With every breath I’m praising You

Desire of nations and every heart

You alone are God, You alone are God

The morning star is shining through

And every eye is watching You

Revealed by nature and miracles

You are beautiful, You are beautiful

One Pure and Holy Passion

Give me one pure and holy passion

And give me one magnificent obsession

Give me one glorious ambition for my life

To know and follow hard after You

To know and follow hard after You

To grow as Your disciple in the truth

This world is empty, pale, and poor

Compared to knowing You, my Lord

Lead me on, and I will run after You

Lead me on, and I will run after You

Wedding Dress

If you could love me as a wife 

And for my wedding gift, your life 

Should that be all I’d ever need 

Or is there more I’m looking for 

And should I read between the lines 

And look for blessings in disguise 

To make me handsome, rich, and wise 

Is that really what you want 

I am a whore I do confess 

But I put you on just like a wedding dress 

And I run down the aisle 

And I run down the aisle 

I’m a prodigal with no way home 

But I put you on just like a ring of gold 

And I run down the aisle to you 

So could you love this bastard child 

Though I don’t trust you to provide 

With one hand in a pot of gold 

And with the other in your side 

I am so easily satisfied 

By the call of lovers so less wild 

That I would take a little cash 

Over your very flesh and blood 

Because m oney cannot buy 

A husband’s jealous eye 

When you have knowingly deceived his wife

