O He loves me to the uttermost

For this Christ, is the Lord of Hosts

And as I abide in the vine

I drink of the heavenly wine

Then praise from my lips starts to flow

And love for my Lord starts to grow

Then of Him I long more to know

This Christ Who loved man long ago

It is Him that I like to please

Not to cling to a life of ease

But to live a life of a slave

Just His will to value and crave

Most of all to enjoy my King

For pleasure to Him this does bring

This to my Savior is true gain

And for this my Jesus was slain

