
Rose Alice Cleveland

2

Hymn of the Toilers

3 4 5

9 10 11 12

6 7

Air--"America"

8

13 14

15 16

21 22

17

23

18 19

24 25

20

26






  

   

 
 






   







       



  


 



 


 

  

 

 

 

 



  

     






















  


 



 













  









 
  







   
















  











 
























 




























  


























 












 






  

 










































3
4

3
4









 




























O, tion,na strong andgreat, For thine own hon sake,or's

Hear

Si

thou our

lent and pa

call; We

tient through

are thy child

Dark -ness

We've tried in vain climbto Where noth

ren, too,

and toil.

From year to

Out from the

year, we

depths of

grew,

crime,

ing led; When life and jus tice asked,












 















































27 28 29

31 32 33

30

34 35 36

37 38

43

39 40

44

41

45

42

46

  




 
 

  




 
 





     








  
   

   
  


 








 
 







 

   














 










 
 

























  


  














  










 




















 

















   

































  








































 

 





 

















Still fur ther down were cast E ven sobs were hushed at last,

And

Crown

hope seemed

thy the

dead.

right. We

But now, O,

are thy child

Ne'er rest -ing till we fill

na tionstrong,

ren still,

To thee

Work ing with

must truth

might and

long,be

will,

The world with light.


















































2


