
O Jesus, We Adore Thee 
1 O Jesus, we adore thee, 

upon the cross, our King! 

We bow our hearts before thee, 

thy gracious name we sing. 

That name hath brought salvation, 

that name in life our stay, 

our peace, our consolation, 

when life shall fade away. 

2 Yet doth the world disdain thee, 

still passing by the cross; 

Lord, may our hearts retain thee; 

all else we count but loss. 

Ah, Lord, our sins arraigned thee, 

and nailed thee to the tree: 

our pride, our Lord, disdained thee; 

yet deign our hope to be. 

3 O glorious King, we bless thee, 

no longer pass thee by; 

O Jesus, we confess thee, 

the Son enthroned on high. 

Lord, grant to us remission; 

life through thy death restore; 

yea, grant us the fruition 

of life forevermore. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There Is a Fountain Filled with Blood 
 

1 There is a fountain filled with blood 
Drawn from Immanuel'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. 
 
2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in his day; 
And there have I, as vile as he, 
Washed all my sins away: 
Washed all my sins away, 
Washed all my sins away; 
And there have I, as vile as he, 
Washed all my sins away. 

3 E'er since by faith I saw the stream 
Your 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. 

4Then in a nobler, sweeter song,  
I’ll sing your pow’r to save, 
When this poor lisping, stamm’ring tongue 
Lies silent in the grave: 
Lies silent in the grave, 
Lies silent in the grave; 
When this poor lisping, stamm’ring tongue 
Lies silent in the grave. 
 
5 Dear dying Lamb, your precious blood 
Shall never lose its pow'r, 
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. 

Come, My Soul, Thy Suit Prepare 
1 Come, my soul, they suit prepare:  
Jesus loves to answer prayer;  
He himself has bid thee pray,  
Therefore will not say thee nay;  
Therefore will not say thee nay. 
 
2 Thou art coming to a King, 
Large petitions with thee bring; 
For his grace and pow’r are such,  
None can ever ask too much;  
None can ever ask too much. 
 
3 With my burden I begin:  
Lord, removed this load of sin; 
Let thy blood, for sinners spilt,  
Set my conscience free from guilt;  
Set my conscience free from guilt. 
 
4 Lord, I come to thee for rest,  
Take possession of my breast;  
There they blood-bought right maintain, 
And without a rival reign; 
And without a rival reign. 
 
5 While I am a pilgrim here, 
Let thy love my spirit cheer;  
As my Guide, my Guard, my Friend, 
Lead me to my journey’s end;  
Lead me to my journey’s end. 
 
6 Show me what I have to do, 
Ev’ry hour my strength renew: 
Let me life a life of faith, 
Let me die thy people’s death; 
Let me die thy people’s death. 
 


