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Text: James Merrick,

on Ps. 43

p185, ed W. D. Tattersall,

Improved Psalmody,

London: (1794)

O weigh me, Lord, in equal scale

PSALM 43. Ver: 1. 2. 3. 4. 5. 6. 7.

A Prayer against Oppressors, and for the joyful

Restoration to the Privileges of the faithful in God’s Sanctuary.

Samuel Arnold

This edition by Edmund Gooch

released into the public domain,

October 2012.
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Admitted to thy altars there,

My hands to thee the gift shall bear,

Whose mercies, to my heart revealed,

A theme of endless transport yield.

Thy praise, O God, my God, the lyre

Shall wake, thy love its song inspire;

And thankful teach the rapt’rous lay

Thy bounteous goodness to display.

Why thus, my soul, with care oppress’d?

And whence the woes that fill my breast?

In all thy cares, in all thy woes,

On God thy stedfast hope repose.

To him my thanks shall still be paid,

My sure defence, my constant aid;

His name my zeal shall ever raise,

And dictate to my lips his praise.

Notes:

The first verse only of the text

is underlaid in the source, where the

subsequent verses given here are

printed after the music.

This setting is attributed in the source

to ‘Dr. Arnold’.
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