
THE ROMANCE of MR. GRIMES GOLDEN and MISS MAIDEN BLUSH 
 
It was a merry morning 
In the merry month of May. 
The bees buzzed round the blossoms 
Tippling, all the livelong day. 
The zephyrs wove some pollen 
Into a lovely bridal veil, 
In the honor of a maiden, 
To an altar it should trail. 
 
For the lovely bonny Maiden Blush 
Had promised Golden Grimes 
That she would plight her troth to him, 
Anon, when rang the chimes, 
Of the Belle of Georgia, pealing 
From York Imperial’s tower. 
 
The chivalrous Grimes Golden 
Was waiting for the hour 
When he could cash her blushes 
In the Maiden’s lovely bower. 
The courtship was a Pippin, 
For he, across the heath 
Had sent his choicest petals forth 
To her on zephyrs’ breath. 
And she had sent some pollen 
By airplane with the bees, 
Which they, to guard the secret, 
Had hidden in their knees. 
 
Imperial’s silent tower, 
Disconcerting was to Grimes, 
And in breathless ‘ticipation 
Waited York’s Delicious chimes. 
And the Maiden apprehending, 
Caused a whirlwind her entwine, 
So her arms would wave the signal, 
“Dear Grimes Golden, you are mine!” 
 
Ignorant the other apples 
Of this romance in the rows, 
‘Cepting Northern Spy who whispered 
Something secret to Sheep Nose. 
Then this gossipy old maiden 
Donned her hood, Red Astrachan, 
Cranked her noisy Thompyhaukin 
To go forth and air the plan. 
 
Simultaneous a ringing 
In the York’s Imperial spire, 
Set the orchard all a-flutter 
And they hastened to inquire, 
What the purport and the meaning 
Of this long and clamorous gong? 
Then Miss Sheep Nose answered pertly, 
“I have known it all along.” 

 
Not entirely comprehending, 
O’er the orchard fell a hush, 
That was turned to apprehension, 
‘Till they saw the Maiden Blush. 
Then the fresh, impertinent Winesap 
Urged the Twig to some wise crack; 
Whereupon our brave Grimes Golden 
Choked the Twig ‘till he was Black. 
 
This was evidence conclusive, 
Whom the Maiden chose to wed. 
“We must get our garments ready” 
All the trees in concert said. 
So the Rome in all her Beauty 
Wore her pale Transparent neat, 
And the glances of the Black Twig, 
Winesap, too, were indiscreet. 
 
E’en the Baldwin’s head was covered, 
With a slipless, Stayman wig, 
And Jonathan and Pearmain wore 
Their McIntosh’s so big. 
The Duchess grand of Oldenburg 
With haughty mien and air, 
Was the self-esteemed queen 
Of this magnificent affair. 
 
“Who gives away this bonny bride?” 
Asked the Rev. Tompkin’s King. 
“I do,” replied the Senator, 
The bridegroom flashed the ring. 
It was a brilliant Gravenstein 
With Twenty Ounce of gold; 
And carried by Virginia 
Of the Winesap line so old. 
 
The Early Harvest moon was low 
When came time to adjourn, 
And they rallied round Smith Cider 
For just another turn. 
 
No doubt that you have wondered  
Of one of peerless line, 
Whose absence was conspicuous, 
From the orchard fest so fine. 
Well, Ben Davis once had asked her 
If her heart held him a place, 
And she answered just by pointing 
To the warts upon his face. 
So chagrined and disappointed 
Life to him a burden bore, 
And his dried up disposition, 
Finds him friendless evermore. 
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