
 

I lived my life, I loved my life                                                                                    

Iõm sorry I could not stay                               

Back to God I had to go                                  

when He called me home that special day        

but more, much more than this                        
HE LET ME DO IT                                                 

MY WAY 



Your memory is my keepsake                    

with which weõll never part      

God has you in his keeping                           

I have you in my heart  

You never looked for praises                     

You were never one to boast                     

You were always there                                     

For those you loved the most  

Your battle is now over          

no more tears flowing down your cheek      

No more pain no more suffering                    

now you are no longer weak  

I still do not understand why       

this had to happen to you        

but I am proud to say                       

You are the greatest man I ever knew    

and I thank God for you.  

       Nina      

              (your Elizabeth)  
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B lessed assurance, Jesus is mine                          O what a foretaste of glory divine! 

Heir of salvation, purchase of God, 

Born of His Spirit, washed in His blood. 

 

This is my story, this is my song, 

Praising my Saviour all the day long; 

This is my story, this is my song, 

Praising my Saviour all the day long. 

 

Perfect submission, perfect delight, 

Visions of rapture now burst on my sight; 

Angels descending bring from above 

Echoes of mercy, whispers of love. 

 

This is my story, this is my song, 

Praising my Saviour all the day long; 

This is my story, this is my song, 

Praising my Saviour all the day long. 

 

Perfect submission, all is at rest; 

I in my Saviour am happy and blest, 

Watching and waiting, looking above, 

Filled with His goodness, lost in His love...  


