A:       Come my sisters come my brothers

Unison   at the sounding of the horn

Then as  On the hillsides on the mountains  

round    harvesting the yellow corn

            Hey heya hey, hey heya hey, hey hey 

            hey heya hey.........

B1:        Golden shines our father son

            Silver shines our mother moon 

High:   Sickles flashing fill your baskets

            Harvesting the yellow corn

Low:    Hey heya hey hey heya hey.....

 B2:           Gently blows the autumn wind

            Softly wave the silken sheaves 

High:   Sickles flashing fill your baskets

            Harvesting the yellow corn

Low:    Hey heya hey hey heya hey.....

Repeat A no heya’s

