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God bless yo

I lonz to be back
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\/ No. 4—12 lines.




Oi Lerk I hear tase voices as taey

siljthe sun seemed brishter on my Lome so far away;
still the time ip petting short,snd soon there 1 suall
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ev'ryone foin in and sing,the grandold sons of Feace,

rusio swe. and ¥reedom rvinp,that war shell alvays cenee;

ver taere our friends tiey eay tuat ve ‘served them well,

ee one §till be our triends,snd mewories shall dwell,

STAR SPANGLED RENNER that taey saw so clear,
edom, for the world,tiic ¥lag thiat knows no 1
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