
PATRIOTIC MEDLEY 

 

O beautiful for spacious skies, 

For amber waves of grain, 

For purple mountain majesties 

Above the fruited plain! 

America! America! 

God shed His grace on thee 

And crown thy good with brotherhood 

From sea to shining sea! 

 

Give me your tired, your poor, 

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free; 

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore, 

Send these, the homeless, 

Tempest-tossed to me 

I lift my lamp beside the golden door! 

 

God bless America, land that I love 
Stand beside her and guide her 
Through the night with the light from above 
From the mountains to the prairies 
To the oceans white with foam 
God bless America, my home sweet home 
 
 


