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1 A - maz - ing grace!  how sweet the sound, that
2 'Twas grace  that taught my heart to fear, and
3  The Lord has prom - ised good to me, his
4 Through man - vy dan - gers, toils, and snares, I
*5 When we've been there ten thou - sand  years, . bright
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1 saved a wretch like me! once was lost but
2 grace my fears re - lieved; how pre. - cious did that
_3 word my hope se - cures; he will my " shield and
4 have al - rea - dy «come; tis = grace that  brought me
5 shin - ing @ as  the  sun, we've no less days to
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I now am found, was blind " but now I see.
2 grace ap - pear the hour I first be - lieved!
3 por - tion be as long as life en - dures.
4 safe thus far, and  grace will lead me  home.
5 sing God’'s praise than when we'd first be - gun.
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The melody may be sung in canon at distances of either two or three beals.

Words: John Newton (1725-1807), alt.; st. 5, John Rees (19th cent.)
Music: New Britain, from Virginia Harmony, 1831; adapt. att. Edwin Othello Excell (1851-1921);
harm. Austin Cole Lovelace (b. 1919) CM



National Songs
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1 My coun - try, tis of - thee, sweet land of
2 My na - tive coun - try, thee, land of the
3 Let mu - sic swell the breeze, and ring  from
4 Our fa - ther’s God, to thee, au - thor of
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lib - er -ty of thee I sing; land where my
no - ble free, thy mname 1 love; | love  thy
all the trees sweet free - dom’s’  song; let mor - tal
lib - er - gy, to thee we sing; long may our
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fa - thers died, land of the - pil - grim’s pride,
rocks and rills, thy woods and tem - pled hills;
tongues a - wake, let all - that - breathe  par - take,
land b} bright with  free - dom’s ho - ly lighy
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from ev - ery moun - tain - side et free - dom ring.
my heart with rap - ture thrills like that a - bove.
let rocks their =~ si - lencebreak, the sound pro - .long.
pro - tect us by thy might, great God, our King.

4 L4 7 4D L4
%;’;’ —T—]—t]_}_y; t =

b

Words: Samuel Francis Smith (1808-1895)
Music: America, from Thesaurus Musicus, 1745
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1 Rock of a - ges, cleft for me, let me hide my-self in thee; _

2 Shouldmy tears for ev -er flow, should my zeal mno lan - guor know,
3 While I draw this fleet-ing breath, when mine eye - lids close in death,
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let the wa - ter and the blood from thy wound-ed side that flowed,

all for sin could not a - tome: thoumustsave, and thou a - lone;
when I rise to worldsun - known and be - hold thee on thy throne,
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be of sin the dou-ble cure, cleanseme from its guiltand power.

in my hand no price I bring, sim - ply to thycross 1 cling.
Rock of a - ges, cleft for me, lett me hide my-self in thee.
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Words: Augustus Montague Toplady (1740-1778), alt.
Music: Toplady, Thomas Hastings (1784.1872)
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1 My faith looks  up
2 May thy rtich grace
3 While life’s dark maze
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to thee, thou Lamb of = Cal - va-ry,
im-part- strength to my faint - ing hea_u"_t,
I tread, and griefs a - round mespread,
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be thou my
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Sa - vior di - vine! Now hear me while I pray, take all my

my zeal in - spire; as  thou hast died for me, O may my
guide; bid dark-ness turn to day; wipe sOr-row’s
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_ gu.ilt a - way; O let me from. this day be whol¥ly thine.
love to thee pure, warm,and change-less be, a  liv-ing fire.
tears a-way, ner let ‘me ev - er strayfrom thee a - side.
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Words: Ray Palmer (1808-1887) I ' :
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Music: Olivet, Lowell Mason (1792-1872)
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