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My Country, Tis of Thee

Music by Thesaurus Musicus, 1744 
Arranged by Benjamin Esh
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(added to celebrate Washington's Centennial)

5. 

Our joyful hearts today,

Their grateful tribute pay,

Happy and free,

After our toils and fears,

After our blood and tears,

Strong with our hundred years,

O God, to Thee.
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(Words by Henry van Dyke)

6.

We love thine inland seas,

Thy groves and giant trees,

Thy rolling plains;

Thy rivers' mighty sweep,

Thy mystic canyons deep,

Thy mountains wild and steep,--

All thy domains.
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7.

Thy silver Eastern strands,

Thy Golden Gate that stands

Fronting the West;

Thy flowery Southland fair,

Thy North's sweet, crystal air:

O Land beyond compare,

We love thee best!
(Words by Henry van Dyke)
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