B'LIEVE HIM WITH A SMILE|

(Air: Leave Me with a Smile)
Farmer John is blowing how his
corn is growing
On his giant toe;
All  his grain ingrowing, hardly
makes a showing. ;
He ' would have you know;
Rye is ill begotten, oats is twice as
rotten,
Barleys out of style.
Listen teo the sinner; he is no
= ,bggx_nner—-ll 4 i
~b’lieve-~him wﬂ;h e sﬁul&
Ain’t it funny—John is losin’g money
On his poland-china boar—

Yes sir, sonny, he is peddling honey,
Both to you and to the store—
All his chlckens they went plumb

to dickens
And his cows laid down awhile—
| If you hear this story tell him you
i are sorry.
+ B’lie ve‘ hup with a sm:le.
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