My Own Native Vale Ever Dear.
Hail, you green flowery fields, ever fruitful and fair,

Of my blest happy boyhood beloved, 
Where so oft, ere my path was yet crossed by a care,
The long hours I delightfully roved; 
All as blithe as the lark that unseen poured its song
In the blue, sunny sky high and clear, 
And as free as the wild'ring brook dancing along
Through my own native vale ever dear.
There is sunshine and shade, in those glad, golden days
Treasured deep in fond memory's shrine 
By bower and bank and by wood-bordered ways

Oh, what rare blissful moments were mine. 
Then my world was all brimful of gladness and joy
Unalloyed by a trouble or tear
Or the thought I'd be ever aught else but a boy 
In my own native vale ever dear.
But the blossoms that bask in the warm sunshine's light,
Blooming fair in their fresh vernal youth, 
All too seemingly soon shed their gay petals bright
To bring forth a more bountiful fruit.
So as early years fast to maturer took wing
Spoke a loud voice in lesson severe
That from vain pleasures past fruitful purpose should spring In my own native vale ever dear.
As its words all so wise ever pressing appealed
To their bidding I bowed and obeyed, 
Took sad leave of the lane, of each friendly green field,
Of the grot and the grove and the glade; 
Bade goodbye, ah, so soon, to the bridge and the brook,
To the crossroad's leaf-curtained seats near, 
To the Holy Well hid in its own hallowed nook —
To my whole native vale ever dear.
For great lands to me called o'er the wide ocean wave, 

Lands unbounded, young, glamorous and grand, 
Where enthroned Opportunity beckoned the brave

Who courageously clasped her strong hand. 
And out here where my tireless feet ne'er ceased to roam 

At the urge of Ambition austere,
Ever far, far away was my heart o'er the foam

In my own native vale ever dear.
I hailed it in visions; it haunted my dreams

By fancy's soft brush pictured bright; 
I saw it when bathed in mem'ry's moonbeams,

It glowed `neath their glory alight. 
By oceans though parted, e'er present to me

Were the brook and the bridge and the weir 
And the paths through the pinewood and laneway and lea

In my own native vale ever dear.
Oh, more prized than by miser his riches and gold,

Far more precious than crown to the Queen, 
In my heart ever hallowed till death will I hold

Every sod of that sacred old scene.
And when age ever tighter his toils round will close

And the leaves on life's tree are growing sere, 
From his rovings at rest let the pilgrim repose

In his own native vale ever dear.
