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A happiae« that's «, complete,

With every joy is 80 replete,
As lite do™ in the country.

At early mom up with the Urk
H«gh-ho I n-ith the lark

For Chloris early milks the coTO,
Chlcns, shy and blushing, vows
My love is but a country spark,

Heigh-ho I country spark
'

There is no joy that's so refined,
rtere 13 no joy of any kind,

Like sparking in the countly.

To all my city friends I say :

" Heigh-ho
1 friends I say

_Whea you've gained fortune on the streetfek out some sylvan, snug retreat
'

Where summer birds sing roundelay
Ueigh-ho I roundelay

AMU^aid's love will soo'the your heart,AU haunting cares will quick depart
iMwa m the country.

^-Sn"; ::itr--'''™«'»''«tgiow,ikeg„,d
I blush .0 o™Tve s :lThTC7'. "":'' *^'"^ ™"'

'
Not yours mv PrinI 7 Amnishes with age.

But t^T,'
°'^/™«'' ''" P«"y girls now I'U engaireout to return to our miiff«„ u

<="8B«e.

Do take me in your c™fiH
^"""^ ""' ^^P-^ion,

HcwcanyouJteX'r, '^'' " '""'' «""™'».
H what you saTiMl how

'""^ ''°"'™
""" ^' '»»'«'.


