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From The Psalmodist
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l.How  pleas - ant, how di - wvine - ly fair, ¢] Lord of hosts, Thy dwel-lings  are! With long de - sire my
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2. My flesh would rest in Thine a - bode, My pant - ing heart cries out to God: My God, my King, why
s = -
A s A & & D
%2 A —h———A—A — |
3. Cheer - ful they walk, with grow - ing strength, Till shall meet in heav’n at length; Till all  be - fore Thy
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spir - it faints To meet th’as - sem - blies of Thy saints, To meet th’as - sem - blies of Thy saints.
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should 1 be So far from all my joys and  Thee? So far from all my joys and Thee?
# A | | |
—— === = :
{%‘ A a A — A A
face ap - pear, And join  in no - bler wor - ship there, And join in no - bler wor - ship there.
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