The blood of Jesus is flowing, come, take a plunge. So freely
it is flowing; don’t watch the crowd. The Holy Spir it is
pleading, he has done it before. The precious blood Is flowing
come wash your soul. The hour is late, there is no time to
delay. The precious blood is flowing, come, come to day.

As you pause to take another look at your heart spi ritually, do you feel

as if you have been washed? Do you feel as  if the precious blood of the
Lamb of God has washed you clean? One day th is fountain which we now
take for granted will be dried up; and we do  not know how soon that will be.
Let us therefore take heed, less we find our  selves standing on the banks

of a dried up fountain. W.L. Nelson

{ 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 guil  ty stains; And sinners plunged
beneath that flood lose all their guilty sta  ins...}




