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Thus saith the high and  lof ty one, | sit up - on my__  ho - ly throne: My
But | des-cend to worlds be-low, On earth | have a___ man-sion too; The
The hum-ble soul my words  re-vive, | bid themour - ning_ sin - ner live, Heal
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Thus saith the high and  lof - ty  one, | sit up-on_ my_ ho - ly throne: My
But | des-cend to worlds be - low, On earth | have. a___ man-sion too; The
The hum-ble soul my words re - vive, | bid the mour- ning_ sin - ner live, Heal
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Thus saith the high and  lof - ty  one, | sit up-on_ my_ ho - ly throne: My
But | descend to worlds be - low, On earth | have. a___ man-sion too; The
The hum-ble soul my words re - vive, | bid the mour- ning_ sin - ner live, Heal
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Thus saith the high and  lof - ty one, | sit up-on_ my_ ho - ly throne: My
But | des-cend to worlds be-low, On earth | have. a___ man-sion too; The
The hum-ble soul my words  re-vive, | bid the mour- ning_ sin - ner live, Heal
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name is  God, | dwell on high, Dwell in my own e ter - ni -ty My
hum - ble  spi rit and con - trite Is an a - bode of my de - light,  The
al the bro - ken hearts |  find, And ease the  sor - rows of the mind, Heal
Qﬂ' T T T —— | |  — | T  — K\I X
! | | | | | | | | | | | i | T
o - & a I | | | &
name is  God, | dwell on high, Dwell in my own e ter - ni -ty My
hum - ble  spi it and con - trite Is an a - bode of my de - light,  The
al the bro - ken hearts |  find, And ease the  sor - rows of the mind, Heal
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¥ name is God, | dwell on high, Dwell in my_own e ter - ni - ty, My
hum - ble  spi rit and con - trite Is an a - bode of my de - light,  The
al  the bro - ken hearts | find, And ease the__ sor - rows of the mind, Heal
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name is  God, | dwell on high, Dwell in my own e ter - ni -ty My
hum - ble  spi it and con - trite Is an a - bode of my de - light,  The
al the bro - ken hearts | find, And ease the  sor - rows of the mind, Heal



Thus saith the high and lofty one - Montserrat (Thomas Clark)

The order of staves in the source is Tenor - [Alto] - Air - [Bass], with the alto part printed in the treble clef an octave above
sounding pitch.

Only the first verse of text is given in the source: subsequent verses have here been added editorially.
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name is God, | dwell on high, Dwell in myown e - ter - ni-ty
hum - ble spi - rit and con - trite Is an a-bode of my de- light.
al  the bro - ken hearts | find, And ease the sor - rows of the mind.
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name is God, | dwell on high, Dwell in myown e - ter - ni - ty
hum - ble spi - rit and con - trite Is an a-bode of my de - light.
all the bro - ken hearts |  find, And ease the sor - rows of the mind.
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name is God, | dwell on high, Dwell in myown e - ter - ni - ty
hum - ble spi - rit and con - trite Is an a-bode of my de - light.
al  the bro - ken hearts | find, And ease the sor - rows of the__ mind.
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name is God, | dwell on high, Dwell in myown e - ter - ni - ty
hum - ble spi - rit and con - trite Is an a-bode of my de - light
all the bro - ken hearts |  find, And ease the sor - rows of the mind.
When | contend against their sin,
| make them know how vile they’ve been;
But should my wrath for ever smoke,
Their souls would sink beneath my stroke.
O may thy pard’ning grace be nigh,
Lest we should faint, despair, and die!
Thus shall our better thoughts approve
The methods of thy chast’ning love.
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