Sweet Silvery Bride.
Sweet, silvery, Bride, in earliest childhood’s days

I loved to roam thy winding, wooded ways;

Hours long I gambolled in thy waters blue,

Each bird that nestled near thy banks I knew

In that fair Long Ago of life’s young morn

With roses robed that never held a thorn

In glade and grove and meadow soft and wide

I gambolled by thy banks, fair, lovely, Bride.

A boy beside thee, far I strayed and dreamed,

While sunshine through thy sheltering branches streamed,

I watched thy gleaming waters leap and play

When all my world, like them, was glad and gay.

I sought thee when thy whispering wavelets sued

My wandering feet from flowery field and wood,

When earth was all one grand, sweet garden wide

I strayed beside thy banks, fair, lovely Bride.

When Manhood’s message speeding Summers spoke

And Duty’s call my dreaming rudely broke,

When purpose sternly pointed path to pace

And idle wishings gave to work their place,

That path pursuing, oft a pleasant way,

But oftimes, too, unlit by cheering ray,

With all the best that brain and brawn supplied

I toiled beside thy banks, fair, lovely, Bride.

With many a season’s joys and sorrows shared,

With some things done and others vainly dared,

Not wholly bootless if not wholly blest

Here lengthened labour found at last a rest.

And now completed, ill or well, my task

‘Mong other blessings this great boon I ask

The leisured evenings of my life to bide

Beside thy beauteous banks, fair, lovely Bride.

With Spring’s returning to thy birds and bowers,

I’d tread the haunts of boyhood’s happy hours,

And hear, co-mingled with thine own sweet song,

The chorused concert of the warbling throng,

The lambkins bleating in thy bordering dales,

The cuckoos calling in thy lawns and vales,

And, blithe as bonny bounding by thy side,

I’d walk beside thy banks, fair, lovely, Bride.

‘Twere sweet in Summer ‘neath some fav-rite tree

To sit, communing with the Past, near thee;

When harvest reapers should around thee ring

New-heightened gladness in my heart would sing.

The sere leaves borne on thy Wintry breast

Would, as I watched, a lesson grave suggest

That, like them, hastening down a hurrying tide,

I soon should say ‘Goodbye, fair, lovely Bride.’

