
Victory In Jesus 

I heard an old old story 

How a Savior came from glory 

How He gave His life on Calvary 

To save a wretch like me 

I heard about His groaning 

Of His precious blood's atoning 

Then I repented of my sins 

And won the victory 

  

Chorus 

O victory in Jesus 

My Savior forever 

He sought me and bought me 

With His redeeming blood 

He loved me ere I knew Him 

And all my love is due Him 

He plunged me to victory 

Beneath the cleansing flood 

 

I heard about His healing 

Of His cleansing pow'r revealing 

How He made the lame to walk again 

And caused the blind to see 

And then I cried dear Jesus 

Come and heal my broken spirit 

And somehow Jesus came and brought 

To me the victory 

  

I heard about a mansion 

He has built for me in glory 

And I heard about the streets of gold 

Beyond the crystal sea 

About the angels singing 

And the old redemption story 

And some sweet day I'll sing up there 

The song of victory 
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The Love Of God 

The love of God is greater far 

Than tongue or pen can ever tell 

It goes beyond the highest star 

And reaches to the lowest hell 

The guilty pair bowed down with care 

God gave His Son to win 

His erring child He reconciled 

And pardoned from his sin 

 

Chorus 

O love of God how rich and pure 

How measureless and strong 

It shall forevermore endure 

The saints and angels song 

 

When years of time shall pass away 

And earthly thrones and kingdoms fall 

When men who here refuse to pray 

On rocks and hills and mountains call 

God's love so sure shall still endure 

All measureless and strong 

Redeeming grace to Adam's race 

The saints and angels song 

  

Could we with ink the ocean fill 

And were the skies of parchment made 

Were every stalk on earth a quill 

And every man a scribe by trade 

To write the love of God above 

Would drain the ocean dry 

Nor could the scroll contain the whole 

Though stretched from sky to sky 
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