
There Is a Fountain Filled with Blood

20 APRIL
WILLIAM COWPER suffered from deep de-
pression for most of his life. In 1764 he
found himself within the walls of an institu-
tion for the mentally ill. There in the asylum,
William Cowper found Christ through read-
ing the Bible.

Despite his emotional pain, or perhaps
because of it, Cowper produced literature
of amazing insight. He is still renowned in
literary circles as one of England’s greatest
poets.

Today’s hymn, written about 1770, is
based on Zechariah 13:1. Cowper would
certainly be surprised that the work of his
“poor lisping, stammering tongue” has
filled the mouths of millions who claim the
blood of Christ as their atonement.

�
On that day a fountain will be opened for

the dynasty of David and for the people of

Jerusalem, a fountain to cleanse them from

all their sins and impurity.

Z E C H A R I A H 13 : 1

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;

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood,

Lose all their guilty stains.

The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his day;

And there may I, though vile as he,

Wash all my sins away,

Wash all my sins away;

And there may I, though vile as he,

Wash all my sins away.

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;

Redeeming love has been my theme,

And shall be till I die.

Then in a nobler, sweeter song,

I’ll sing Thy pow’r to save,

When this poor lisping, stammering

tongue

Lies silent in the grave,

Lies silent in the grave;

When this poor lisping, stammering

tongue

Lies silent in the grave.

WILLIAM COWPER (1731–1800)
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Am I a Soldier of the Cross?

Am I a soldier of the cross?

A foll’wer of the Lamb?

And shall I fear to own His cause

Or blush to speak His name?

Must I be carried to the skies

On flow’ry beds of ease,

While others fought to win the prize

And sailed through bloody seas?

Are there no foes for me to face?

Must I not stem the flood?

Is this vile world a friend to grace,

To help me on to God?

Sure I must fight if I would reign—

Increase my courage, Lord!

I’ll bear the toil, endure the pain,

Supported by Thy Word.

ISAAC WATTS (1674–1748)

APRIL 21
IN THE EARLY eighteenth century, when
Isaac Watts was preaching in England, he
frequently would write a hymn to illustrate
his sermon. After preaching the sermon, he
(or a clerk in the church) would teach the
congregation the hymn.

One Sunday in 1727, Watts was
preaching a sermon entitled “Holy Forti-
tude, or Remedies against Fear.” The text
was 1 Corinthians 16:13, “Be on guard.
Stand firm in the faith.” At that time many
Nonconformist believers were imprisoned
for their views, even as Watts’s own father
had been. In his sermon, Watts urged his
congregation to “practice unfashionable vir-
tues, plead the cause of the oppressed, be
courageous before infidels and scoffers.”
Then, as he closed the sermon, he began
the hymn, “Am I a Soldier of the Cross?”

�
Endure suffering along with me, as a good

soldier of Christ Jesus. Soldiers don’t get

tied up in the affairs of civilian life, for

then they cannot please the officer who

enlisted them. 2 T I M OT H Y 2 : 3 - 4
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Wonderful Grace of Jesus

22 APRIL
IN 1917, young pastor Haldor Lillenas and
his wife were settling into a ministry at the
Nazarene church of Auburn, Illinois. After
buying a house in nearby Olivet, they had
little money left to furnish it. Though they
were both hymnwriters, they had no
money for a piano. Then Haldor found a
“wheezy little organ” in the home of a
neighbor and paid five dollars for it. Lillenas
wrote a number of songs on that instru-
ment, including this one.

This song, with its rolling melody and
climbing chorus, became very popular at
evangelistic meetings. Lillenas used it in his
own evangelistic crusades, and others,
such as the famous songleader Charles Al-
exander, used it often.

The message of Scripture comes
through clearly here—you cannot outsin
God’s grace. No matter how great your
guilt, God’s forgiveness is greater. Praise His
name.

�
God can point to us in all future ages as

examples of the incredible wealth of his

grace and kindness toward us, as shown in

all he has done for us who are united with

Christ Jesus. E P H E S I A N S 2 : 7

Wonderful grace of Jesus,

Greater than all my sin;

How shall my tongue describe it,

Where shall its praise begin?

Taking away my burden,

Setting my spirit free,

For the wonderful grace of Jesus reaches me.

Wonderful the matchless grace of Jesus,

Deeper than the mighty rolling sea;

Higher than the mountain, sparkling

like a fountain,

All sufficient grace for even me;

Broader than the scope of my

transgressions,

Greater far than all my sin and shame;

O magnify the precious name of Jesus,

Praise His name!

Wonderful grace of Jesus,

Reaching to all the lost,

By it I have been pardoned,

Saved to the uttermost;

Chains have been torn asunder,

Giving me liberty,

For the wonderful grace of Jesus reaches me.

Wonderful grace of Jesus,

Reaching the most defiled,

By its transforming power

Making me God’s dear child,

Purchasing peace and heaven

For all eternity—

And the wonderful grace of Jesus reaches me.

HALDOR LILLENAS (1885–1959)
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I Will Sing of My Redeemer

I will sing of my Redeemer

And His wondrous love to me;

On the cruel cross He suffered,

From the curse to set me free.

Sing, O sing of my Redeemer,

With His blood He purchased me;

On the cross He sealed my pardon,

Paid the debt and made me free.

I will tell the wondrous story,

How, my lost estate to save,

In His boundless love and mercy,

He the ransom freely gave.

I will praise my dear Redeemer,

His triumphant pow’r I’ll tell,

How the victory He giveth

Over sin and death and hell.

I will sing of my Redeemer

And His heav’nly love to me;

He from death to life hath bro’t me,

Son of God with Him to be.

PHILIP PAUL BLISS (1838–1876)

APRIL 23
IT’S NOT EASY to keep the Christian faith
bottled up. Throughout history, various rul-
ers have tried to keep Christians from
preaching the gospel, but with little suc-
cess. Ancient Rome would not have
minded if Christians had just kept to them-
selves, privately enjoying their faith. But it
doesn’t work that way. As the apostles told
the authorities in Jerusalem, “We cannot
help speaking about what we have seen
and heard” (Acts 4:20).

Bliss was the songleader for an evange-
list known as Major Whittle, based in Chi-
cago. This hymn text was found in Bliss’s
trunk after he and his wife died in a train ac-
cident in 1876. James McGranahan, who
succeeded Bliss as Whittle’s songleader,
wrote the music and used it in their meet-
ings.

�
Praise God for the glorious grace he has

poured out on us who belong to his dear

Son. He is so rich in kindness and grace

that he purchased our freedom with the

blood of his Son and forgave our sins.

E P H E S I A N S 1 : 6 - 7
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I Know That My Redeemer Lives

24 APRIL
EVERY ONCE IN A WHILE, a verse jumps out
of the Old Testament and takes on a new
meaning. Job lost his fortune, family, and
much of his health. In a stunning display of
faith, he expressed his only remaining
hope: “I know that my Redeemer lives, and
he will stand upon the earth at last” (Job
19:25). The words find fulfillment in Jesus.

Jesus gave His life to redeem us, to
buy us back from our slavery to sin. His
death was the price of our freedom. But
that’s not the bottom line, thank God. As
the sun rises on Easter morning, we can say
with Job, “I know that my Redeemer lives.”
He lives! Death could not hold Him. He
lives, to finish salvation’s work in me.

Hymnwriter Samuel Medley often re-
peated words and phrases in his songs.
Here, what’s repeated is the most impor-
tant concept: “He lives . . . He lives . . . He
lives.”

�
As for me, I know that my Redeemer lives,

and he will stand upon the earth at last.

And after my body has decayed, yet in my

body I will see God! I will see him for

myself. Yes, I will see him with my own

eyes. I am overwhelmed at the thought!

J O B 19 : 2 5 - 2 7

I know that my Redeemer lives:

What joy the blest assurance gives!

He lives, He lives, who once was dead;

He lives, my everlasting Head!

He lives to bless me with His love;

He lives to plead for me above;

He lives my hungry soul to feed;

He lives to help in time of need.

He lives and grants me daily breath;

He lives and I shall conquer death;

He lives my mansion to prepare;

He lives to bring me safely there.

He lives, all glory to His name;

He lives, my Savior, still the same;

What joy the blest assurance gives:

I know that my Redeemer lives!

SAMUEL MEDLEY (1738–1799)
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Redeemed

Redeemed, how I love to proclaim it!

Redeemed by the blood of the Lamb;

Redeemed through His infinite mercy,

His child, and forever, I am.

Redeemed, redeemed,

Redeemed by the blood of the Lamb.

Redeemed, redeemed,

His child, and forever, I am.

Redeemed and so happy in Jesus,

No language my rapture can tell;

I know that the light of His presence

With me doth continually dwell.

I think of my blessed Redeemer,

I think of Him all the day long;

I sing, for I cannot be silent;

His love is the theme of my song.

I know I shall see in His beauty

The King in whose law I delight;

Who lovingly guardeth my footsteps,

And giveth me songs in the night.

FANNY JANE CROSBY (1820–1915)

APRIL 25
FANNY CROSBY didn’t start writing hymns
until she was forty, but she made up for lost
time. Only a rare few have matched the
number of Christian songs she’s written.
Blinded in infancy because of a doctor’s er-
ror, Crosby demonstrates no bitterness in
her songs. We find nothing but joy and long-
ing for the Lord. “Redeemed and so happy
in Jesus” is not just a line that sounds good
in a hymn, it’s the story of Crosby’s life.
Blinded to the light of this world, Fanny
Crosby had a light shining in her soul.

Love is another major topic in Crosby’s
work. She regularly marvels at God’s love.
“His love is the theme of my song.” Only as
we come face to face with the overwhelm-
ing love of God can we begin to love others
fully. As John says, “We love each other be-
cause he loved us first” (1 John 4:19). And
Jesus said that the world would recognize
his disciples by the love they had for each
other.

�
For you know that God paid a ransom to

save you from the empty life you inherited

from your ancestors. And the ransom he

paid was not mere gold or silver. It was the

precious blood of Christ, the sinless,

spotless Lamb of God. 1 P E T E R 1 : 18 - 19
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My Faith Looks Up to Thee

26 APRIL
AT TWENTY-TWO, Ray Palmer was having a
tough year. He wanted to go into the minis-
try but was stuck teaching in New York City.
He was lonely, depressed, and sick. Then
he found a German poem about a sinner
kneeling before the cross. He translated it
and added four stanzas.

“I wrote the verses with tender emo-
tion,” he said later. “There was not the slight-
est thought of writing for another eye, least
of all writing a hymn for Christian worship.”

Two years later, while visiting Boston,
he ran across his friend Lowell Mason. Ma-
son, a major figure in American music in
the early 1800s, was preparing a new hym-
nal. He asked Palmer if he’d like to contrib-
ute anything. Palmer bashfully showed
Mason these verses. “You may live many
years and do many good things,” Mason
said, “but I think you will be best known to
posterity as the author of ‘My Faith Looks
Up to Thee.’”

�
Have you never heard? Have you never

understood? The Lord is the everlasting

God, the Creator of all the earth. He never

grows weak or weary. No one can measure

the depths of his understanding. He gives

power to the weak and strength to the

powerless. I S A I A H 4 0 : 2 8 - 2 9

My faith looks up to Thee,

Thou Lamb of Calvary,

Savior divine!

Now hear me while I pray,

Take all my guilt away,

O let me from this day

Be wholly Thine!

May Thy rich grace impart

Strength to my fainting heart,

My zeal inspire;

As Thou hast died for me,

O may my love to Thee

Pure, warm, and changeless be,

A living fire!

While life’s dark maze I tread

And griefs around me spread,

Be Thou my guide;

Bid darkness turn to day,

Wipe sorrow’s tears away,

Nor let me ever stray

From Thee aside.

When ends life’s passing dream,

When death’s cold, threatening stream

Shall o’er me roll,

Blest Savior, then, in love,

Fear and distrust remove;

O lift me safe above,

A ransomed soul!

RAY PALMER (1808–1887)
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Depth of Mercy!

Depth of mercy! can there be

Mercy still reserved for me?

Can my God His wrath forbear,

Me, the chief of sinners, spare?

I my Master have denied;

I afresh have crucified,

Oft profaned His hallowed name,

Put Him to an open shame.

Now incline me to repent;

Let me now my sins lament;

Now my foul revolt deplore,

Weep, believe, and sin no more.

There for me the Savior stands,

Holding forth His wounded hands;

God is love! I know, I feel,

Jesus weeps and loves me still.

CHARLES WESLEY (1707–1788)

APRIL 27
LIFE WOULD BE much tidier if Christians
were suddenly made perfect, incapable of
sin. Certainly by the power of God’s Spirit
we can walk in righteousness, but our sinful
nature still drags us down. We are tempted.
We go astray.

This was originally part of a thirteen-
stanza hymn entitled, “After a Relapse into
Sin.” Charles Wesley knew that people
would wander from the faith. He also knew
that God welcomed them back. The first
three stanzas of this compact version
clearly depict the plight of the wanderer.
The guilt is strong, often keeping the person
from returning to Christ. It’s the last stanza
that answers the doubts—yes, Jesus is
there, holding out His wounded hands. He
is weeping, He mourns my sin, but He still
loves me. It’s a great picture. We have a
great Savior to come home to.

�
If we claim we have no sin, we are only

fooling ourselves and not living in the

truth. But if we confess our sins to him, he

is faithful and just to forgive us our sins

and to cleanse us from all wickedness.

1 J O H N 1 : 8 - 9
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