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K I'f" H the Sun | rise at moru, ,

~ Baste my flocks intothe mead,
By the fields of yellow corn, .

There my geatle Jambkins feed,
Eversportive,evergay, . -
‘Whileon the merry pipe I play, -

Lovely Mirajoins tho strain,

 Calls the wandezer toits mate,
- Herswast voice can sooths eachpain,
- And make the troubled heart elafe,
Ever cheerful, ever gay, et
While on the merry pipe I play,

And when from winters rugged arms
~Zephyrs flcsting leave the grove,
Bira cheers me with her charms,

For her song is turned to love,
Ever happy, ever g?'.
On the metry pipe § play,

Tho'-no splendor deck my cot,
~ Witn my fair I live content,
Mayit be my bappy lot

3till to love andp ne‘et repent, |
W hileat dswn and setting day,
On the merry pipe I play,




