
 

       My        na - tive land     is       ve-ry  dear to  me;      Its 

  le-gends,  its  he-roes,                 its   his-to-ry.         I       love my count-ry but      still it’s true there 

     is   an-oth-er land      I love too.         In   the count-ry of       mu  -  sic,            thestreams are fresh and 

  clear,                         and  I know they will     al - ways flow          ev’-ry sea-son of the       year. 



 

 

    In        the count-ry of         mu   -    sic                   the moun-tains are       sub    -    lime,  

though   they seem to              touch  the sky,             they are not too high      to          climb. 

  Oh,   the land,  the       land      of  mu  - sic                 is       the love  - li- est         land      I     know. 

  I love to roam there       for I’m at home there        wher-ev-er      I may go. 



 

 In the count-ry of       mu    -   sic,               whathap-py days I       spend,                    for each strang-er 

  that     I meet                 soon be-comes a  last-ing           friend.                          In       the count-ry of  

Mu      -      sic                       the har-vests nev-er             cease.                               Doub-ly blest are 

those who dwell             in har-mo-ny   and       peace,       in        har - mo-ny  and      peace. 

Oh,    the land,   the      land      of  mu - sic                 is       the love –  li-est         land      I   know 



 

    I    love to   roam there                for  I’m at  home there             wher-ev - er           I    may go. 

 Oh,    the land,      the       land     of  mu -  sic                 is      the love – li-est         land      I   know 

     I   love to roam there             for  I’m at home there           wher-ev - er            I               may 

  go. 


