JINGLE BELLS

Doshing Jrhrough the snow
On a one-horse open s|eigh,
Over the fields we %P.
Loughing all the way:

Bells on bob-tail ring,
Moking spir“iJrs br‘igH,
What fun it is to ride and sing
A s|ei9hin9 song Jroni<‘:]th
Jing|e be||s,J'ing|e bells,
Jing|e all the way!

O what fun it is to ride

In a one—hor‘se open s|e|gh

A dCI}/ or +WO GgO,

I Hwoughjr ['d take a ride,

And soon Miss Fonny Brighjr
Was seated by my side:

The horse was lean and lank;
Misfortune seemed his lot:
He goJr into a drifted bank,
And we, we goJr upsoJr.
Jing|e Bells, Jing|e Bells,
Jing|e all the way!

What fun it is fo ride

In a one—hor‘se open s|e|9|'1

A CIGy or 'I'WO 090,
T|'1€ S+OI">/ I mus+ 'I'e”
I Wen'l' OU'I' on 'H'Te Snow

And on my back I fell;
A genJr was riding by

In a one-horse open s|ei9|'1,
He |ou9|'1ed as there

I sprow|in9 lie,

But otJic|<|y drove away.
Jing|e Bells, J—ing|e Bells,
Jing|e all the way!

What fun it is fo ride

In a one—hor‘se open s|e|gh

Now the 9r‘ound is white
Go it while you'r‘e young,
Take the gir‘|s JronigH

And sing this s|eighin9 song;
Just geJr a bob-tailed boy
Two—{orjry as his speed

Hitch him fo an open s|ei9h

And crack! you'” take the lead.
Jing|e Bells, Jing|e Bells,
Jing|e all the way!

What fun it is to ride

In a one—hor‘se open s|e|9|'1
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