
Words of Hymns Feb 7th 
 

My song is love unknown 
My song is love unknown, 
My Saviour’s love to me; 
Love to the loveless shown, 
That they might lovely be. 
O who am I, That for my sake 
My Lord should take Frail flesh and die? X 2 
 

He came from His blest throne 
Salvation to bestow; 
But men made strange, and none 
The longed-for Christ would know: 
But O! my Friend, My Friend indeed, 
Who at my need His life did spend. X 2 
 

Here might I stay and sing, 
No story so divine; 
Never was love, dear King! 
Never was grief like Thine. 
This is my Friend, n Whose sweet praise 
I all my days could gladly spend. X 2 Amen 

O sacred head now wounded 

O sacred head now wounded 
With grief and shame weighed down, 
Now scornfully surrounded 
With thorns thine only crown, 
O sacred Head, what glory,  
What bliss till now was Thine 
Yet, though despised and gory,  
I joy to call Thee mine. 
 

What Thou, my Lord, hast suffered,  
Was all for sinners’ gain; 
Mine, mine was the transgression,  
But Thine the deadly pain. 
Lo, here I fall, my Saviour!  
’Tis I deserve Thy place; 
Look on me with Thy favour,  
Vouchsafe to me Thy grace. 
 

What language shall I borrow  
To thank Thee, dearest friend, 
For this Thy dying sorrow,  
Thy pity without end? 
O make me Thine forever,  
And should I fainting be, 
Lord, let me never, never  
Outlive my love to Thee. 
 

 
 
 

What wondrous love is this? 
 

What wondrous love is this, O my soul, O my soul! 
What wondrous love is this, O my soul! 
What wondrous love is this  
That caused the Lord of bliss 
To bear the dreadful curse, for my soul, for my soul, 
To bear the dreadful curse for my soul. 
 

When I was sinking down,  
sinking down, sinking down, 
When I was sinking down, sinking down, 
When I was sinking down 
beneath God’s righteous frown, 
Christ laid aside His crown, for my soul, for my soul, 
Christ laid aside His crown for my soul. 
 

To God and to the Lamb, I will sing, I will sing; 
To God and to the Lamb I will sing. 
To God and to the Lamb 
Who is the great I Am 
While millions join the theme, I will sing, I will sing; 
While millions join the theme, I will sing. Amen 
 

Take up thy cross 
 

Take up thy cross, the Saviour said, 
If thou wouldst my disciple be; 
Deny thyself, the world forsake, 
And humbly follow after me. 
 

Take up thy cross, let not its weight 
Fill thy weak spirit with alarm; 
His strength shall bear thy spirit up, 
And brace thy heart and nerve thine arm. 
 

Take up thy cross, nor heed the shame, 
Nor let thy foolish pride rebel; 
The Lord for thee the cross endured, 
To save thy soul from death and hell. 
 

Take up thy cross then in his strength, 
And calmly every danger brave, 
'Twill guide thee to a better home, 
And lead to victory o'er the grave. 
 

Take up thy cross and follow Christ, 
Nor think ‘til death to lay it down; 
For only those who bear the cross 
May hope to wear the glorious crown. 
 

To thee, great Lord, the One in Three, 
All praise forevermore ascend: 
O grant us in our home to see 
The heavenly life that knows no end. 
 
 


