












A SUMMER SONG 
 
When March has blustered out of ken, 
And May is waxing mellow, 
Who finds himself at Sherborne then, 
Somewhere ‘twixt twenty years and ten, 
I deem a happy fellow; 
For all day long and every day 
Merrily goes the time, they say. 
 
Six-thirty sees him out of bed, 
With fifteen hours before him; 
By hope allured, by fancy led, 
To him ‘twill seem scarce five are sped 
‘Ere night is closing o’er him; 
For what with work, and what with play, 
Merrily runs the world away. 
 
No fears his prowess can impeach; 
No fates but he’ll control them; 
No score too high for him to reach, 
No stumps so firm but time will teach 
His cunning hand to bowl them; 
Where wills are bent to find a way 
Merrily goes the longest day. 
 
O lads, though pleasure fan the flame, 
Of your bright youth be thrifty; 
Hereafter ‘tis not all the same; 
No bat awaits us in life’s game,  
When we have scored our fifty; 
When limbs are stiff and locks are grey, 
Heavily hangs the time, they say. 
 
The threads that fairies spin so fine – 
‘Tis boyhood’s bliss to weave them; 
So let your air-built castles shine; 
Dreams dream of glory, comrades mine, 
Then waken to achieve them; 
So every hour that strikes shall say 
‘Merrily goes the world to-day.’ 
 
 
Words by James Rhoades (1841-1923). 
Score by Louis Napoleon Parker (1852-1944). 
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