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p22, Sacred Music, comprising

Thirty Six Select Hymns,

London: [c1812]

Text: Isaac Watts, on Ps 119

Thomas Jarman

My soul lies cleaving to the dust

Plaintive. C.M. Psalm 119. Pt. 17. Dr. Watts.

This edition by Edmund Gooch

released into the public domain,

May 2014.
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Notes: The original order of parts is Tenor - Alto - Air - [Bass]: the alto part is printed in the treble clef an octave above

sounding pitch in the source. Only the first verse of the text is given in the source: three other verses have been added

editorially. Although this tune is marked ‘Psalm 119. Pt. 17. Dr. Watts’ in the source, the text underlaid there is from the

sixteenth of Watts’ paraphrases of Ps. 119.
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