                   Freeland

She’s stood now for 200 years,

   A beacon in the night.

Holding out her loving arms,

    A glimmer of free light.

To all the people in the world,

    She’s stood a mighty rock.

A place they could find refuge,

     And to her shores the millions flocked.

A place to raise their families.

    A place to worship God.

They spread out among her rolling hills,

     And upon her lush green sod.

There are people of all religions,

    And from every walk of life.

Who are working altogether,

     To fuel her freedom’s light.

Her body has been racked with pain,

     Her soil’s run red with blood.

Shed by her many children,

     They died for her with love.

America, they call her,

    And freedom is her cry.

For 200 years now its been ringing,

     And it’s never going to die.
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