God Bless Our Native Land
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1.God bless our na - tive land! Firm may she ev - er stand,
2. For her our prayers shall rise To God, a - bove the skies;
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Thru storm and night! When the wild tem - pests rave, Rul - er of
On Him we  wait; Thou who art ev - er nigh, Guard - ing with
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wind and wave, Do Thou our coun - try save By Thy great might.
watch - ful eye, To Thee a - loud we cry, God save the state!
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Words: C. T. Brooks, 1834 & J. S. Dwight, 1844
Music: Henry Carey, (1663-1743), 1740. Har. 1745
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