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J7 Recitativk. (Farmer.) '-If.,:,' f^lt-asant arc thne cheeyfiil ironis."

How pleasant arc tl ose cheerful words,
Happiness comes not irotn wealth,

Happiness comes not ironi station,

Bnt from contentmenr, calm and true, calm and true.
He who walks cheerfully
On the path of duty.

Dom^' with his might what his hands find to dr,
Loving God and his fellow-man,

He, he alone has the right to be h.appv.

28 So.VG. (Farmer.) " Blilheli/ <;„ wo fovth, lis our Iianr.<f day,'

i

,

Blitldy go we forth, 'tis our harvest day,
^Everything around us is bright and gay

;

From the waving tree-tops, hear the merry sung,
Floating thro' the valley, the tones prolong,

Hear the distant murmur of the woodland so fair;
\\'elcome is its music on the bright morning air;

xv'Iingle then our voices as we go on our wa}-.
With the cheerfid s(jund, for tisour harvest day,

With the cheerful sound, tis our harvest day.

29 Chorus am:) Echo. «' Lt^^ht-hcayted an we, mid/nr ffoin aire.'

Light-hearted are we. and free Irom care,
As forth to the fields we go.

While singing laughing, shouting.
The echoing hills are sounding,

As merrily forth we go.

Yo ho ! yo ho ! yo ho ! yo ! ho !

Sweet echoes from the hills are sounding.
As merrily forth we go.

Yes merrily forth, a happy band,
\\ e go to tiie mead(nv fair.

The joyful birds are singing,
And hills and valleys rii:gin'^,

As merrily forth we go.

30 Chorus. (Men's Voices.) " How like some tented camp:'

How like some tented camp the distant field appears !

All glorious in the morning light,

Tho' wet with dewy tears.

How Ries the heavy mist like smoke of jjaltle's strife,
As brightening all the sky the sun is bursting into life,

Like the sword's bright f^ash and the saber's clash,
And the rolling drum,


