Inge Bels

Dashing through the snow, In a one-horse open seign,
Orer the fields we go, laughing al the \way.

Bels on bob-tals ring, making spirits brigt,

\X/hat fun it is to ride and sing a sleigning song tonight

Jnge béls, jnde bels,

dnde al the \way/!

O whatfunitistoride

N a one-horse open seigh,

A day or bwo ago | thought I'd take a ride

And soon Miss Famny Bright was seated by my side
The horse \was lean and lank misFortune seemed his ot
\X/e ran into a drifted bank and there \we got upsot

Jnge bels, jnge bels,

Jnde al the way/

O what funitis to ride

N 3 one-horse open sleigh.

A day or bwo ago the story | must tel

| went out on the snow and on my back: | Fel

A gent was ridng by in a one-horse open sieigh

He laugned at me as | there lay but quickly drove away

Jnge bels, jnde bels,

Inde al the \way!

O whatfunitis to ride

N a one-horse open sSeigh

Now/ the ground is white. Go It while youTe voung
T ake the gris aong and sing this sleighing song
Just bet a bobtaled bay Two-forty as his speed
Hitch him to an open sleigh and arack!

Youltake the lead

Jnge bels, jnde bels,

Inge al the \way!

O what funttis to ride

N a one-horse open seigh




