
 

 

  



 

 

Linkin HameLinkin HameLinkin HameLinkin Hame    
 

Jesus is my hert’s fond luv, 
Bans at tie us nane maun sever; 
On his airm I’m linkin hame, 
Wi himsel tae bide for ever. 

 
1  Adam’s bairns wis wannert faur, 

Fushionless an run tae ruin; 
Jesus quat his Faither’s side, 
An us fauters cam a-wooin. 
In the hungrie muirs he bade, 
Durst a giddie craig an narrow; 
Hou he loed me, nane maun tell, 
Bot he’s taen me for his marrow. 

Jesus is my hert’s fond luv, … 
 
2  Whan he dreed our dule an wae, 

Syne the warld did lichtliefíe him, 
Doom, an drive him furth the toun, 
Blithe o cryin, “Crucifíe him!” 
Him at’s weals coft us our heal, 
Nane be’n like til him for sorrow, 
Hingin at The Hairn-Pan, 
Thair he teuk me for his marrow. 

Jesus is my hert’s fond luv, … 
 
3  Wha will shed us frae his luv, 

Us be’n yokit ae til ither? 
An the starn begou tae faa, 
An the yird dis dirl an dither, 
Sauf aneth his wing we’l bide 
Trustin ey in his tomorrow, 
Whan baith airth an heiven will 
Sing the praises o my marrow. 

Jesus is my hert’s fond luv, … 
 
 

Wurds an music bi Alexander Halliday 
(c1850 - 1915), editit an arrangit for group 
singin frae Sacred Scotch Solos. 
 

(original form at http://sacredscotchsolos.blogspot.com) 


