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A Dream of Spring time at Pen-y-bont”

Earth her ermine mantle changes,
For the emerald of spring,
Zepyher o’er the moorland ranges,
On his balmy scented wing;-
Blooms the willow by the river,
Early haunt of bury bees;
Flows the brooklet singing ever,
‘Neath the tall o’er hanging trees.

Dappled kine are in the meadows,
Lambs are playing on the hills,
Pleasant are the lights and shadows,
Sweet the sound of mountain rills;
Birds sing out of wood and bower,
Musical is earth and air,
Nature moves with magic power,
Bids us throw aside our care.

Woos us to that charming valley,
Through which runs the “Sacred Dee”,
Over rocks with sudden sally,

On through deeps of mystery,
Where the noble Salmon hideth,

Or where leaps the spotted trout,

Or grim patriarch abideth,

That no angle hath found out.

Woos us to the flowing river,
Where it leaves the mystic hill,
On whose top the tall pines quiver,
Musical if seeming still;

And the spirit of Glendower,
Seems to beckon us away,
From the city to his bower,
“Come! O Come!” he seems to say.

“I have known of care and trouble,
“Fightings north and fightings south,
“Seeking “reputation’s bubble”,
“At the “cannon’s fearful mouth”.
“Here my friends is peace and quiet,
“Here no warrings after wealth,
“All is calm and free from riot,
“Here find gentle sport and health.”
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“We’ll all go a fishing today”

On a fine fishing day,
When ‘tis balmy as May,
And the trout in the river do rise,
Many rods will be there
And all trouble and care,

Will be banished at sight of each prize;
See! Anglers are wending their way,
Their skill by the streams to display,

Let us leave the rude throng,
That goes jostling along’
And we’ll all go a fishing today.

Chorus after each verse
We’ll all go a fishing some day,
When nature looks smiling and gay,
And we’ll leave the rude throng
That goes jostling along
And we’ll all go a fishing some day.

Master Tom’s dropt his book,
For his rod, line and hook,
Yet his lessons he knows he must say,

But he don’t care a jot
If he learns them or not

For he will go a fishing today.

Jack sharps are in ponds by the way,
So some of his school fellows say,

And he thinks it no sin,

With thread line and bent pin

If he does go a fishing today.

Here’s the Lover whose dream,
Is to be by the stream,

When the trout in the river do play,
Though he loves the dear girl,
With the bright auburn curl,

He must leave her for fishing today.
Returning light hearted and gay,
He’ll call at the farm on his way,
For he knows very well
That his own darling Nell
Will forgive him for fishing today.

There’s the Vicars old church
Left alone in the lurch’
There’s a time for all thing he doth say
I’ll wed them tomorrow
For joy or for sorrow
But [ must go a fishing today;
Dear friends for your welfare I’ll pray
My duty ‘tis now and away
I’ve a touch of the gout,

That I must get without

So I’me off for some fishing today.

Lawyers finished his brief
With a sigh of relief,

And turns to his head clerk to say,
“You will name to John Brown,
That I’me called out of town,
For I must go a fishing today;
Write Thompson those costs he must pay,
With Jones we’ll no longer delay,
And our client old Tait
He can very well wait,

Until after my fishing today.

There’s the Doctor’s old drag
With his fast trotting nag,
Quick, his visits he’s going to pay,
For he means when he’s out
To prescribe for the trout,

For he must have some fishing today.
If sent for, he’s left word to say,

A pressing case calls him away,
When Jane answers the bell
Why of course she don’t tell
That the Doctors’ gone fishing today.

There’s the Merchant at books
Pouring over with looks.
The reverse of what we call gay
He says without flurry,
(he’s ne’er in a hurry)
“That he will go a fishing today,
Without any further delay,
He eager sets out for the fray,
And again feels quite young
As he bursts into song
“Yes! I must go a fishing today”

Mr President too,

Mr Vice, sirs, and you
Brother Anglers, allow me to say
As your years may increase,
May your pleasures not cease,

Or grow dull on a fine fishing day,
And when you’re too old for the fray
May your grandchildren talk of the way
How you killed the big trout,

Or the salmon got out
Long ago, on a fine fishing day.

“Stargazer”
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