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W I T H the Sun I rise a t m o r n , 
H a s t e my flocks in to t h e m e a d , 

By t he fields of yel low co rn , 
T h e r e m y gen t l e l a m b k i n s feed , 

Ever sportive, ever gay. 
While o n t h e m e r r y p i p e I p lay , 

Lovely M i r a j o i n s t h e strain, 
Calls t h e w a n d e r e r t o its m a t e , 

H e r swee t voice can soothe each pain, 
A n d m a k e t h e t roub led h e a r t clate, 

E v e r cheerful, ever gay, 
W h i l e on the m e r r y p ipe I p l a y , 

A n d w h e n from w i n t e r s r u g g e d a rms 
Z e p h y r s fleeting leave t he grove , 

Mira chee r s m e w i th he r c h a r m s . 
For he r song is t u r n e d t o love , 

Ever happy, ever gay, 
O n the mer ry pipe I play, 

Tho' n o splendor deck my c o t , 
With my fair I live content, 
May it b e my h a p p y lot 
Still to love and n e ' e r r e p e n t , 
W h i l e at d a w n a n d se t t ing day, 
O n t h e m e r r y p ipe I p lay, 


