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Verse 1.
There's a path by an old deserted mill,
And a fish by the old bridge broken still.
Where the golden willow boughs bending low,
O'er the green mossy bank where the violets grow.
The wild birds are singing their same sweet lays,
That are charming in dreams of the dear old days;
When Laura my beautiful sat by me,
Through the long summer hours 'neath the old elm tree.

Verse 2.
'Twas there with the deep blue skies above,
That I told her the tale of my heart's true love.
And there ere the blossoms of summer died,
She had whispered the promise to be my bride.
And there fell the tears of our parting sore,
Oh little we dreamed we should meet no more;
That ere our return o'er the deep blue sea, 
They would make her a grave 'neath the old elm tree.

(Lyrics continued next page)
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Verse 3.

Oh, cruel in fall were the tales they told,
That my vows were broken, my love grown cold.
That my truant heart held another dear,
Forgetting the vows they had plighted here.
And her cheek grew pale with her heart('s) dull pain,
And the beautiful lips never smiled again;
And she bitterly wept where none could see,
She wept o'er the pot in the old elm tree.

Verse 4.

She died and they parted her silken hair,
O'er the cold pale brow death had left so fair.
And they laid her to rest where sweet wild flowers
Could bloom o'er her grave through the long summer hours.
Oh Laura, dear Laura, my heart's true love,
Shall we meet in that beautiful world above?
Her thought not a treasure so dear to me,
As the lonely grave 'neath the old elm tree.

************************************************************************************
Critical Commentary

HST notes:
In the Professional Papers series:
Winifred Bundy.  Her mother's favorite ballad - her showpiece.

Editor's notes:
The music of this song is by Joseph Philbrick Webster (1819-75), lyrics by Sarah S. Bolton.  Webster 
also wrote the music to "In the Sweet By and By," "Softly, Lightly, Sweetly Sing," "Little Maud," a 
musical adaptation of a Thomas Bailey Aldrich poem [see Little Maude], and "Brave Men, Behold your 
Fallen Chief" (McNeil 175).
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