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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 sin made blind, and none 

the longed-for Christ would know. 

But O, my friend, my friend indeed, 

who at my need his life did spend.  

 

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.  

 
Text: Samuel Crossman (c.1624 - 1694) 

Music: John Ireland (1879 - 1962) 

 

 

Song of Songs, 2:16 

 

O stand up, my love, my dove, my beautiful, and come 

Winter is past, and the rain is away and gone 

The flowers are come up in the field, the twisting time is come, 

The vines bear blossoms, and have a sweet scent 

 

 



Up thou north wind, come thou south wind, 

Blow upon my garden, that the smell thereof  

may be carried on ev'ry side 

Yea, that my beloved may come into my garden  

and eat of the fruits and  

apples that grow therein. 

My love is mine and I am his,  

my love is mine which feedeth among the lilies  

until the day break and the shadows be gone. 

 

O stand up my love, my dove, my beautiful, and come 

Out of the caverns of the rocks, out of the holes of the wall: 

O let me see they countenance and hear thy voice 

For sweet is thy voice and fair thy face. 

 

My love is mine and I am his,  

my love is mine which feedeth among the lilies  

until the day break and the shadows be gone. 
 

Trans. Miles Coverdale 

 

A Prayer for Musicians 

 

Lord, please bless this music, that it might glorify your name, 

May using it to serve you, always be my aim.  

Let it be a witness to your majesty and love, 

and remind us that you’re watching from your throne above.  

Oh Lord, I ask for guidance in everything I do, 

And pray you’ll make my music an instrument for you.  

Amen 

 

 

When, in our music, God is glorified, 

and adoration leaves no room for pride, 

it is as though the whole creation cried: 

Alleluia! 

 



How often, making music, we have found 

a new dimension in the world of sound,  

as worship moved us to a more profound 

Alleluia! 

 

So has the Church, in liturgy and song, 

in faith and love, through centuries of wrong, 

borne witness to the truth in ev’ry tongue: 

Alleluia! 

 

And did not Jesus sing psalm that night 

when utmost evil strove against the Light? 

Then let us sing, for whom he won the fight: 

Alleluia! 

 

Let ev’ry instrument be tuned for praise! 

Let all rejoice who have a voice to raise! 

And may God give us faith to sing always: 

Alleluia! 

 
Text: Fred Pratt Green (1903 – 2000) 

Music: Charles Villiers Stanford (1852 – 1924) 

 

 


