
 

Sarah, CM

Charles Hutchinson Gabriel, 1901

I’ll speak the hon ours- of thy nam e With my last labour ing-
O may thy nam e u pon- my heart Shed a rich frag rance-

Yes, thou art prec ious- to my soul, My trans port- and my
Je sus,- I love thy charm ing- nam e; ’Tis mu sic- in my

a
G =70

1.
2.
3.
4.

d 34 kks kks kk
s

Jesus precious. 1 Pet. 2. 4, 7; Phil. 3. 8; Ps. 45. 17
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breath; And, dy ing,- clasp thee in my arms, The An ti- dote- of death!
there; The nobl est- balm of all my wounds, The cor dial- of my care.
trust; Jew els- to thee are gaud y- toys, And gold is sor did- dust.
ear; Fain would I sound it out so loud, That earth and heavenmight hear.
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