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              My Song Is Love Unknown    "Love Unknown"

Samuel Crossman (1624-1683) John Ireland (1879-1962)
Descant and Organ Part

by Paul Halley
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6   Here might I stay and sing, no sto ry- so di -

6   Here might I stay and sing, no sto ry- so di vine:- ne -

vine: ne ver- was grief like thine. Ah! my friend,

ver was love, dear King, ne ver- was grief like thine. This is my friend, in

in whose praise I all my days could spend.

whose sweet praise I all my days could glad ly- spend.
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