
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? 

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. 

Sometimes they strew his way,  
and his strong praises sing,  
resounding all the day  
hosannas to their King.  
Then "Crucify!"  
is all their breath,  
and for his death  
they thirst and cry. 

They rise, and needs will have  
my dear Lord made away;  
a murderer they save,  
the Prince of Life they slay.  
Yet steadfast he  
to suffering goes,  
that he his foes  
from thence might free. 

Here might I stay and sing,  
no story so divine:  
never was love, dear King,  
never was grief like thine.  
This is my friend,  
in whose sweet praise  
I all my days  
could gladly spend. 



When I survey the wondrous cross  
on which the Prince of Glory died,  
my richest gain I count but loss,  
and pour contempt on all my pride. 

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,  
save in the cross of Christ, my God:  
all the vain things that charm me most,  
I sacrifice them to his blood. 

See, from his head, his hands, his feet,  
sorrow and love flow mingling down!  
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet,  
or thorns compose so rich a crown? 

Were the whole realm of nature mine,  
that were an offering far too small;  
love so amazing, so divine,  
demands my soul, my life, my all. 

We sing the praise of him who died,  
of him who died upon the cross;  
the sinner's hope let men deride;  
for this we count the world but loss. 

Inscribed upon the cross we see  
in shining letters, God is love:  
he bears our sins upon the tree:  
he brings us mercy from above. 

The cross: it takes our guilt away,  
it holds the fainting spirit up;  
it cheers with hope the gloomy day,  
and sweetens every bitter cup. 

It makes the coward spirit brave,  
and nerves the feeble arm for fight;  
it takes its terror from the grave,  
and gilds the bed of death with light. 

The balm of life, the cure of woe,  
the measure and the pledge of love,  
the sinner's refuge here below,  
the angel's theme in heaven above.


