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T W O O ' C L O C K . 



N E A E E E , M Y G O D T O T H E E . 

Nearer, my God , to thee, nearer to thee! 

E ' e n though i t be a cross that raiseth me; 

StUl al l my song shall be. Nearer, my God, to 

thee. 

Nearer, my God, to thee! Nearer to thee! 

T h o u g h l ike the wanderer, the sun gone down. 

Darkness be orer me, M y rest a stone; 

Y e t i n my dreams I ' d be. Nearer, my God , 

to thee. 

Nearer, my God , to thee! Nearer to thee! 

T h e r e let the way appear, steps unto heaven; 

A l l that thou sendest me, I n mercy given; 

Angels to beckon me. Nearer, my God, to 

thee, 

Neaj:er, my God, to thee! Nearer to thee! 



A M E R I C A . 
M y country, 't is of thee. 
Sweet land of l iberty. 
Of thee I sing; 
L a n d where my fathers died. 
L a n d of the pi lgrims' pride, 
P r o m every mountain side. 
L e t freedom r i n g ! 
M y native country, thee. 
L a n d of the noble free. 
T h y name I love; 
I love thy rocks and r i l l s . 
T h y woods and templed hOls; 
M y heart w i t h rapture thr i l ls 
L i k e that above! 
Our fathers ' G o d to thee. 
Author of l iberty. 
T o thee we sing; 
L o n g may our land be bright 
W i t h freedom's holy l ight ; 
Protect us by thy might, 
Gxeat God, our K i n g ! 


