






Text: James Merrick,
on Ps 39, vv. 9-14

p166, W. D. Tattersall,
Improved Psalmody,
London, (1794)

Where, Lord, shall I my refuge see?
God alone can afford Men Pardon and relief.

Their frail Nature is unable
to sustain the Effects of his Anger.

Samuel Webbe Sr.
(1740-1816)

This edition by Edmund Gooch
released into the public domain,
February 2011. As such, it may

be freely copied and performed.
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Emendations: Bar 16, beat 4, alto part: Ab is editorial (no accidental marked in the original).
The first stanza only of the text is underlaid in the source, with subsequent stanzas printed after the music: these
have been underlaid editorially.
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Where, Lord, shall I my refuge see? (Samuel Webbe Sr.)2


