
 
Words: William Cow 
per, 1772 
 
THERE IS A 
FOUNTAIN FILLED 
WITH BLOOD 
 
There is a fountain filled 
with blood drawn from 
Emmanuel’s veins; 
And sinners plunged 
beneath that flood lose 
all their guilty stains. 
Lose all their guilty 
stains, lose all their 
guilty stains; 
And sinners plunged 
beneath that flood lose 
all their guilty stains. 
 
The dying thief rejoiced 
to see that fountain in 
his day; 
And there have I, though 
vile as he, washed all 
my sins away. 
Washed all my sins 
away, washed all my 
sins away; 
And there have I, though 
vile as he, washed all 
my sins away. 

 
Dear dying Lamb, Thy 
precious blood shall 
never lose its power 
Till all the ransomed 
church of God be saved, 
to sin no more. 
Be saved, to sin no 
more, be saved, to sin no 
more; 
Till all the ransomed 
church of God be saved, 
to sin no more. 
 
E’er since, by faith, I 
saw the stream Thy 
flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has 
been my theme, and 
shall be till I die. 
And shall be till I die, 
and shall be till I die; 
Redeeming love has 
been my theme, and 
shall be till I die. 
 
Then in a nobler, 
sweeter song, I’ll sing 
Thy power to save, 
When this poor lisping, 
stammering tongue lies 
silent in the grave. 
Lies silent in the grave, 
lies silent in the grave; 
When this poor lisping, 
stammering tongue lies 
silent in the grave. 
 
Lord, I believe Thou 
hast prepared, unworthy 
though I be, 
For me a blood bought 
free reward, a golden 
harp for me! 

’Tis strung and tuned for 
endless years, and 
formed by power divine, 
To sound in God the 
Father’s ears no other 
name but Thine. 
 

 
Words & Music: Elisha 
A. Hoffman (1878) 
 
ARE YOU WASHED 
IN THE BLOOD? 
 
Have you been to Jesus 
for the cleansing power? 
Are you washed in the 
blood of the Lamb? Are 
you fully trusting in His 
grace this hour? Are you 
washed in the blood of 
the Lamb? 
 
Refrain 
 
Are you washed in the 
blood, In the soul 
cleansing blood of the 
Lamb? Are your 
garments spotless? Are 
they white as snow? 
Are you washed in the 
blood of the Lamb? 
 



Are you walking daily 
by the Savior’s side? 
Are you washed in the 
blood of the Lamb? Do 
you rest each moment in 
the Crucified? Are you 
washed in the blood of 
the Lamb? 
 
Refrain 
 
When the Bridegroom 
cometh will your robes 
be white? Are you 
washed in the blood of 
the Lamb? Will your 
soul be ready for the 
mansions bright, And be 
washed in the blood of 
the Lamb? 
 
Refrain 
 
Lay aside the garments 
that are stained with sin, 
And be washed in the 
blood of the Lamb; 
There’s a fountain 
flowing for the soul 
unclean, O be washed in 
the blood of the Lamb! 
 
Refrain 
 

 
Words & Music: Robert 
Lowry, 1876 
 
NOTHING BUT THE 
BLOOD 
 
What can wash away my 
sin? Nothing but the 
blood of Jesus; What 
can make me whole 
again? Nothing but the 
blood of Jesus. 
 
Refrain 
 
Oh! precious is the flow 
That makes me white as 
snow; No other fount I 
know, Nothing but the 
blood of Jesus. 
 
For my pardon, this I 
see, Nothing but the 
blood of Jesus; For my 
cleansing this my plea, 
Nothing but the blood of 
Jesus. 
 
Refrain 
 
Nothing can for sin 
atone, Nothing but the 
blood of Jesus; 

Naught of good that I 
have done, Nothing but 
the blood of Jesus. 
 
Refrain 
 
This is all my hope and 
peace, Nothing but the 
blood of Jesus; This is 
all my righteousness, 
Nothing but the blood of 
Jesus. 
 
Refrain 
 
Now by this I’ll 
overcome— Nothing but 
the blood of Jesus, 
Now by this I’ll reach 
my home— Nothing but 
the blood of Jesus. 
 
Refrain 
 
Glory! Glory! This I 
sing— Nothing but the 
blood of Jesus, All my 
praise for this I bring— 
Nothing but the blood of 
Jesus. 
 
Refrain 
 
 



 
Words & Music: Lewis 
E. Jones, 1899 
 
THERE IS POWER 
IN THE BLOOD 
 
Would you be free from 
the burden of sin? 
There’s power in the 
blood, power in the 
blood; Would you o’er 
evil a victory win? 
There’s wonderful 
power in the blood. 
 
Refrain 
 
There is power, power, 
wonder working power 
In the blood of the 
Lamb; There is power, 
power, wonder working 
power In the precious 
blood of the Lamb. 
 
Would you be free from 
your passion and pride? 
There’s power in the 
blood, power in the 
blood; Come for a 
cleansing to Calvary’s 
tide; There’s wonderful 
power in the blood. 

 
Refrain 
 
Would you be whiter, 
much whiter than snow? 
There’s power in the 
blood, power in the 
blood; Sin stains are lost 
in its life giving flow. 
There’s wonderful 
power in the blood. 
 
Refrain 
 
Would you do service 
for Jesus your King? 
There’s power in the 
blood, power in the 
blood; Would you live 
daily His praises to 
sing? There’s wonderful 
power in the blood. 
 
Refrain 
 

 
Words: Charles Wesley, 
1738. 
 
AND CAN IT BE 
THAT I SHOULD 
GAIN? 
 
And can it be that I 
should gain An interest 
in the Savior’s blood? 

Died He for me, who 
caused His pain— For 
me, who Him to death 
pursued? Amazing love! 
How can it be, That 
Thou, my God, shouldst 
die for me? Amazing 
love! How can it be, 
That Thou, my God, 
shouldst die for me? 
 
’Tis mystery all: 
th’Immortal dies: Who 
can explore His strange 
design? In vain the 
firstborn seraph tries To 
sound the depths of love 
divine. ’Tis mercy all! 
Let earth adore, Let 
angel minds inquire no 
more. ’Tis mercy all! 
Let earth adore; Let 
angel minds inquire no 
more. 
 
He left His Father’s 
throne above So free, so 
infinite His grace— 
Emptied Himself of all 
but love, And bled for 
Adam’s helpless race: 
’Tis mercy all, immense 
and free, For O my God, 
it found out me! ’Tis 
mercy all, immense and 
free, For O my God, it 
found out me! 
 
Long my imprisoned 
spirit lay, Fast bound in 
sin and nature’s night; 
Thine eye diffused a 
quickening ray— I 
woke, the dungeon 
flamed with light; 



My chains fell off, my 
heart was free, I rose, 
went forth, and followed 
Thee. My chains fell off, 
my heart was free, I 
rose, went forth, and 
followed Thee. 
 
Still the small inward 
voice I hear, That 
whispers all my sins 
forgiven; Still the 
atoning blood is near, 
That quenched the wrath 
of hostile Heaven. I feel 
the life His wounds 
impart; I feel the Savior 
in my heart. I feel the 
life His wounds impart; 
I feel the Savior in my 
heart. 
 
No condemnation now I 
dread; Jesus, and all in 
Him, is mine; Alive in 
Him, my living Head, 
And clothed in 
righteousness divine, 
Bold I approach 
th’eternal throne, And 
claim the crown, 
through Christ my own. 
Bold I approach 
th’eternal throne, And 
claim the crown, 
through Christ my own. 


