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In the absence of an available digital edition of this important volume, these poems
have been collected, where possible, from contemporary sources. Where such cannot
be found, the texts have been transcribed from F. J. Sypher’s Poem s from the
Annuals.

In the original, the opening poem, 7o Victoria, has artist drawn capitals, each
entwined with the appropriate plant.



With poetical illustrations by L. E. L.



The opening poem as it appears in the review in The Literary Gazette, 21st October
1837

 To Victoria,

Violet, grace of the vernal year !
Oftee'd be thou to this spﬂw ke reign !
Is not thy tint to that ladye dear,
Whose tuacer of blue h the land of the main ?

X vy we twine of changeless
“uamw-.x for ever ﬁ lnfrmboogh :
So ma‘ the heart of our traiden queen
always verdant and fresh as pow.

© arnation, laced with many a streek
0( blooming red on its leadets h“im.
be a t&'pc of her mantliag
lcnt with a beow ol peacly ‘Nu.

T ansy, though humble an hetd it be,
Laok not wpon It with scomful oyos
On virtue, that lurks s Jow degree,
A glance should fall kind from those o high.

O live, thy beaneh, dove-borae o'cr the fosm,
Was a sign for the su of dsath to cease ;
So. from the lips of our dove should come
The soft but the sure command of peace.

R oaen of England, ceasing from fight,
T'wine round her brow 5 whoso velins are met

The princely Slood those roses unlte
* I the vc‘.u of the noblest Plantagenet.”

X ris, Lo thee the mald of the bow,
That proceises hope, ber pame hasgiven ;
Join, then, the wreath at her feet we throw,
Who bearas as a symnbol of hope from hearen,

A nemone, Lower of Lhe wind ! s the Iast
Wo cull,—and our garland is now complete :
Gentle the curvent, and soft be the blast,
Which Y’mh. the queenn of the ocean, shall
met 1



CLEMATIS

Artist T. Uwins Engraver H. Robinson



From The New Yorker, 16th December 1837. Page 615

THE CLEMATIS,
BY L. i L.
AROUND the cross e Sower is winding,
Arvund the old and roined wall;
And, with its fragile Sowers, binding
The arch with which it soun must fall.
And 1wo before that crosa are peaying,—
One, with Ler catnest eyes above;
The other, asthe heart, delaying,
Bleat beavenly with some earthly love,

St. Marie's shrine is now laid lowly,
Sbhivered its windaws' ratnbow panes:

Sileat its hymn ;—that pale tawer sulely,
O7 all its forwer pride remains,

Rushed ie tie ancicat anthem, Keeping
'The vicil of the silevt night;

Gane is the conaer’s silver sweeping
Dim is the sacred taper’s Jight

True, the rapt soul’s diviae ewation
‘I'he desert wind to hearen may bear;
*Tie not the sbrine that makes devotion,
The place that sanctilies the prayer;
But yet I grieve that, thus departed,
The (aith has left the fallen cell;
How many, lorn and broken-hearted,
Wete thank{al in their shade w dwell!

Not on the young mind. filled with fancies
And bopes, whoae glass is not yet gone ;
Notoa the early world's romacces,
Should the cell elose its funeral stone !
Still is the quiet cloister wanted,
For thare who wear & weary eye;
Whose life has long heen disenchanted,
Who have one ouly wish-=to die.

How aft the hoart of woman, yearning
For love it dreams but aever inects,
From the world, worn an:l weary, turning,
Could shelter in these dim retreats !
There wera that salemn quint given,
‘Ubnt life's harsh, feverish, houre deny!
There mighs tl:e last prayer rise to heaven,
“My God ! 1 pray thee, let me die ™

e —




HYACINTH

Engraver W. H. Egleton

Artist T. Uwins



From The New Yorker, 23rd December 1837. Page 630

-
TUHE HIYACINTIL
Wneny 0 the bre its aweetest music bringing ¢
Tho mysic s imy inils busy wingss
Like the anuuil fountain’s tow, perprinal singing,
Ciunzing the yuiel hours that noouaide briogs.

e s the Uy2cinth, wliow sweet bella siooping,
Beivl witis the odors ticavy iu their cells;
Anid the sitadows of their fragtunt drivping,

Aeaory, that ts sl s shaduw, dwells,

At do net wreathe It *mid the golden tresses
"That woed the eyrchine an tbhat chiliish head;
Biu{ tere the iwanlow lowers the wind caresses,

Around 2 thoussnd carelesk blossoms shed :

Bot ot the Hyacimh. whame purple sadrecss
To an old warld long shce gune by appeals;
What bath the cicld's one hoar of eager iaducss
To do with all that hisunted floner zevecis !

Life pave Dia lirst derg eolor 1o thiat blogseen
Life inan evil Boue annmely alied 3

Dows to tha wartiy invhinga ios lragreant bogom,
Ailieavy with the inciorny of'tle dead.

Deep fnhe wwilight depeiss of thae dask Qowers
Are mystic chacters amid thern fucded ;

Are they the lanxirpe of ancestial hupuri—
Thio recurds of o youuger, lovelier world ¢

Whnt is the sencor writter: in their nurnbers,
Sieange as the fisures no Bay ptian shirinee ?
Whnt marvet 0f tho umcient eatth wow shutebene

I the uhacuziny nd tose dit times ?

Litdo we know the secrets whiclt surmnnd us,
Al nuciy has vauishod Inen nur futee day ;

Nctuge with wany wnyatery 1as bound o,
And siuch of vur old love baa yarsed nway,

No aucient voices iv the dita wends erying
Ravealthe hidden warlde—no propliot’s exe

Askrthie foreseeing sarn for their replying,
Asid rewls tive Fulure iv the anduigbt sky.

Many the lovely things wiich uow are banisbed
Yoo nar harah ‘mtb. «thie ortual ned the cold;

The auge ami the spiriy esch are vanished;
Where are the beauiful that were of ok 7

Vain, thouzh ea leraly, was thisold believing,
But not thus vain the faith that gave it bint;
It way the beamy of thie Far-o@=leyvin

The prosence of thic spiritual oa earti. L. E. L.
Flomery ol Loseliness for 1923,



HEATH

Artist F. Corbaux Engraver J. Thomson



Transcribed from F. J. Sypher

THE HEATH

Ah, gentle flower! on which the wind
Delays, as if it loved delay;
I ask of thee no wreath to bind,
I take no blossom from thy spray:
I only breathe upon thy bloom,
And ask it, for my sake, to bear
A message on its faint perfume,
Afar amid its native air.

Slight are the links that waken thought,
And slight are those I trust to now;
Yet by that soft flower may be brought

The memory of a broken vow!
E’en as thy soft hues fade away,

So fadeth love! so doth the heart
See, in a single hour, decay

All that was once its loveliest part.

Ah! fairy blossoms! tell my love,—
Or he who once was love of mine,—
How can the conscious heaven above
Upon such utter falsehood shine.
Tell him, that since he left my fears,
To bear with all that absence bears,
I have but thought of him with tears;
I have but breathed of him in prayers.

I loved him, like an eager child,
That knows not how it loves, or why!
My spirit brightened when he smiled;
I never gave him cause to sigh,—
Yet loved with woman’s fondness too,
That knows it is her life she gives;
Deep, earnest, passionate, and true,
The love that in the spirit lives.



Thou fragile flower! if thou hast brought
His image, too beloved! to me;
It is because I link his thought
With every object that I see!
I watch the morning’s rosy light
Redden amid the dewy air;
I watch the silent stars at night;
But only meet his image there.

Yet he is false! he loves me not!

He leaves me lone and wretched here;
Ye Heavens! how can they be forgot,—

Vows that he called on ye to hear?
And yet, I never asked a vow;

Doubts, fears, were utterly unknown;
The faith that is so worthless now,

I then believed in by my own.

I read his heart by mine! and deemed
Its truth was clear, its choice was made;
The happiness I only dreamed,
How bitterly has it been paid!
Breathe, ye soft flowers, my long despair!
But tell him, now, return is vain;
My heart has had too much to bear,
Ever to be his own again.



WATER-LILTES

Artist Fanny Corbaux  Engraver G. Adcock



From the review in The Literary Gazette, 21st October 1837 Page 667-668

" The Water 1Ly

Nat *md the scll and the shadow of earth,
Have ve cur hvrne, of take we our birth;
Kéep ye your valleys that breathe of the rose,

Whryy beadeth the mytile; we peck ot of thasg,

Law in the walers pur palace we ke, ‘
Where aweepeih the river, ve :’-ua.mls the lake:

Andd the willow, thsl ends with ite groon Palr alon e,
Like a ludy (n geuwee, is the tree [hat wo love, ‘

AL raon-tide we shotp to Lhe moshe of shiells, |
‘I'hat we befieg Franst the depths of the sed to our cuills;
ur ceils that azo roeled with the cryital, whose [ight
Lalike the young mooe’s, an her ot sumomer night,

Stratge plants ave erovrdd us, whoss delcate bavies
MNa hae ymm the sunshise or mooelight roceive
Yet, tich are the enlaur, as thove that are given
When the first hours of Apell are gsore e heaven.

Thete ranches the eoral, &8 rod s the lip

Of the vatllest 2ose that the honey Decs i

And alove arg cacsusted a wnytiad of §pars,

With the hum of the rainbow, the ligut of the staas

Orar streasns are 1ike teirroes, reflecting the ranks

L the wild fowers that Bdoseom and bend oo aut battks ;
Wo give ack their beauty—the face 15 & fair

W pose b e ware, 23 It Ls oo Lhe alr,




Dut the lower thst we choose in our tresues to hlml‘,— |
How loag are thone tresses when Butg on the wind 'ee
I1s the Jily, that flcats on the shadawy tide,

Wik & while cup that treasures bs gold-dust Ingide,

"The pearls that llo usder the exgan are white,

Like a brlde's sanny weeping, whose Lears are half fight,
And pure & the 1al] of 150 seoe’s eatiy showers §

Hat they are not move falr nor nuore pure than these

flowen.,

We Coat Jown the wave when the watars sre rel

With the blushes thut momdog around her hath shed:
Al we weing from our Jong heir Che damps of the night,
The dew-drops tha! ahlne co the graas spe less baight,

But alone, in the night, with {he planets above,
Or the silvery moon, s the hour we love;
Cobl, pade is the lighe, and it suils with cur doon,
"o oc;: heart has une warmth, and our ¢heek has po

The night wimd then bears cur sad singleg along ¢
Aly! wg utito him who sball Haten th:‘mqg!

There s love In the nouac that Hoats oo the air

But the motial who seeks as, sexks death ard) dospair,



WHITE ROSE & NIGHT CONVOLVULUS

Artist Eliza Sharpe ~ Engraver G. Adcock



From The New Yorker, 16th December 1837, page 612

TIE NIGHT-BLOWING CONVOLYULUS.
BY L. E. L.

Not to the sunny bours
That waken other flowers,
Dost thou fling fuith the odor on thy sighieg;
But in the time of gloom,
Is yielded thy perfome,
Like Love, that lives wheo all beside is dying.

Mournfol the chamber where
Thou doat embaim the air!
Famlliar long with watching nod with weeping,
An anxious circle gaze
Upon the moonlit rays,
Amid the trmnquil waves of ocean sleeping.

Faron the waters wild:
Far from his wife and child,

For his sake, resticss on their quiet pillow ;
More restleas than his own,

He who is careless 1thrown, (billow.
Where sweeps the sutbiern wind, where swells the
Long have they watched and wept,

And bitter reckomiog kept

Of days. alas ! that seem to have no ending ;
The hoarly prayer unwon,
They see the setting sun

Upon the same unbrokes sea descending.

To every pavaing cloud
A fancy is allowed ;
It is the lair ship, through the water springing !
o  Ah.no! not yetthe gale
Expands her homeward sail!
Him whowm they bave so long expected bringing.



He wauld not koow his child!
It was an infant amiled,
Uncooscions of his sarrowfyl caressing;
Frowm the red lip was Leard
No small famitiar word ;
Now . the fair boy can sk his father s blessing.

The mother was no more
The soule and blush she wore
1o the clad days when ey were last together ¢
Her brow is wan with fenes ;
Her eyes are dim with tears ;

Her check has chasged with every change of weather,

Ales! her love bas growan
Ton avxious, and tow prose
To tremble with its passionste emotion !
Upom her dreams at wgh,
Come visions of allrighte
All the tumsltuous perils of the ocean.

When these dark thoughts prevail,
What bope can then avail,

But that which riseth amid prayer to heaven 1
Upoa the cloowmy lhiowr,
Like thy soft breatl, swoet flower,

Whose odors are alone 1o mbdni‘hl givcn.
——— . ——



POPPY

Artist Miss Corbaux  Engraver T. A. Dean



From the review in The Literary Gazette, 21st October 1837, page 667

“* The Poppy.

1*ale are her enchanted ¢lumbers §
Pale is she with many dreams ¢

That white brow the turban cumnbers ;
Wan, feverish she seeme

Nat the fountain's silvery flowing
Lulle that haunted sleep )

Round her are wild vidoos growing,
Sudn as wake and weep,

gR'd is that Im {n.lmdskvpm;
sl«' that is like life ’

the unqilet pilllow Keepl
l’yllow, and {u';‘. and u.mte"‘
Faat the fatal flower has bound her
In Its heavy spelly
Strange witd phantasms sarround her,
But she knows them well,

Fimt, there comes an hour Elysian,
Would u ¢ remnain !

Bringing tac .m'c'c wly viston,
Rut uu.‘nut its

Soft the mytties © tbc wild wood,
Round her path-way part:

tm , like a guuelan childhood,

& womaa's heart.

But & deeper shadow closes
On those lovely houn,
Al the opecing sky disclotes
O mcu‘nl Lowers :
There they stand—white, stately, soleman ;
While she looks, 7 falls
Round her licsthe b column,
And the ruined wall,



‘Then, 2rmid a fovest lonely
Does she soem L0 stray:

One huge serpent, and one only,
Seems to mark her way.

Then begias her hour of terror;
.S‘tnnfzt shapes know their time—
Strugpling with somoe nrneless error,

With seme unknown crime,

Phantoms crowd around, repeath
Waords that are of death; .
Loud her startied heart &s beating,
» Louder tll:_uhr:ttbvu:h.h'
ut a lased »
Wll!ﬁg&;{u she wakos ;
Pale she gazes oa the slster
Who her Llumber breaks,

Mighty wust have beens the sorrow,
assiocals the grief,
Which caa thus a solace borrow,
From that haunted leaf.
Hcoarcely does the broken-hearted
ucl')uw allving |ml «::‘;fuud
ter it were quite N
Than this ll!: fn death™



CANTERBURY BELL

Artist Louisa Seyffarth  Engraver H. Robinson



From Tait’s Edinburgh Magazine, December 1837, page 796

ITHE CANTERBUAY MELL,

¢ [ sne it grow beneath my hand,
I see it day by day,

1 weasure an its purple wand
How loxg he is sway.

H4¢ The sted was aleeping in the earth,
The saow was vo the ground,

An? Cutlstmas gashered in its mirth
Ve sicnds now scattered round.,

Yo 1o was the time of thy farewel),
Cold, wintry, dead—and now
The violets pre in the deil,

The May upon the bough,

i We sowed i sgpd when winds were chill,
The plant now grown so fair g

We pluced it on the winlow.sill,
To catch the sus and sir!

“f Yousiid you would 1oturn sgain
Belose 4 war in bloome

Al ! it aheds its Lighs in valn
Around our sitered room,

& My beart is sick with hopy deferred,
Dayw, weeks pose slowly 0'cfe
Alas! one velee is siill ucheard,
One step retyros 4o wore !



©¢ I'm weary of thess watcking Lours,
‘Thst fres my Life away; ‘
I de not love my favosrite Sowers
1 lcattg the sunny day,

“¢ Is not the heart a sacred thing ?
Ls it noy laye shat gives
Tur shadaw of au sogel's wing,
Where'or its prosece lives 7
“¢ 1 gave my beart, T thought, for thiGee
Mine waa the gift alone
Why have the falee no cutward sign
By which they may be known ?

H'* Falr fower, that 1 have wept to sew
Day afier day nrise ;

1 little chaught t3as thou woaldst be
Welcozied with tearful oyes !

¢ Why should there be divided trutd; ?
Ah! why should one love gn 2

I'sn wearj—wenry of my fouth,
Whase bapziness is guae !

“A LUght step makes ber atary the while;
Blic seeq bt suster stand

Beside the gute, with eager amile,
A letter iu her hxnd,

“ Poor girl ! she might have spared the blush
That with the letter came ;

Se took tha scroll—pate grew the foghe
It did not bear his vawe !



PANSEY

Artist K. Meadows — Engraver W. H. Mote



From the New Yorker, 20th October, 1838, page 69

Flowers......BY L. B. L.

THE PANSY.*
‘A little purple flower,
And maidens eall it Love in Idiencsn  Shalspeere.

His name is in the haunted lawer,

Lioked with thos drvams that came
In Inspimtion's lovely hour,

Whose memory is Fame.
Ho saw that fower when bo was young,

Alike in Life and heart,
Azd round it thoso sweet fancios flung

That uever niwore depart.

A thousand blossoms Lloom and die
Upow their motber Earth, ~

Unnoticed in their transicnt sigh,
Forgotien in their birgh;

But when the Poct’s heart bas cast

- Its own deep beauty thero,

The shadow of the channad Past

Makes every leaf more fair.



Tho Poot and the Flower repay
What each the other viclds;
Heo loiters on his twilight way
Amid the summer fields,
Delighting in the lovely things
That round his pathway gleam,
While over them his apirit fliags
A music and a dream.

Ho of the Avon's gentle wave

Waa conscious of his power;
Was ho not bappy when he gave

L

Hic funey to that Howor,
And Jeft a vision of delight

Amid its folded leavas 1=
A vision delicate and brighe,

Which every heart reccives.

His lot was what the Poct's lot
Has ever been o carth
Yet toil and trouble were forgot
The Ir (:xno enchanted birth.
t litde purple flower imparts
- A plensure deep and true;
Then ho bequeaths to other hearts
Thejoy that first he know.
© * Illestratiag a funcifal picture of o youthful poet.




MARVEL OF PERU

Artist K. Meadows — Engraved by J. Cochran



From the New Yorker, 8th September, 1838, page 389

THE MARVEL OF PERVU.
A naDiaxT beaaty of the lovely Soath,
As laoguid as ber valley's sceuted gale:
The tase hath only place on that sw2et 1outhe—
A tose it is, but the solt check is pale,

Her large, dark eyes are like a summner night,
Iefone the meon's sl crescent alines 3b0re :

Fillod with a teader. yet & shadowy light,
Whouse sileuce is tha eloquence of Luve,

She dwelleth like a loage aad fuiry flower,
‘That hatn ite bame ia soae eucnaated soil
What knoweth shie of life’s wore troubled hour—
Our northern Lot ul' hurry,care and toil?

Half slave, half idel, sho is kept apart;
Her palace-prisunis o veiled shrine;
Eavagi for hee tho sweet world of the heart;
Ab ! Intle hat the ledye toresign!

Listlessahe dreams the soltry nuon away,
Toe painted an just otirs hier raven baic;
The silken curtains yicld a shadawy day,
Tuat taakes the pale, (3ic Leauty seem more fair.



Fawstace the colorsin that darkened rcom;
Wuen the wind liics tho cuttain’s cfunson fold,
Awmid a tich vdrcunty of gloon

Are scea the rainbow geins. the carved gold.

And wn a 1able nvar, a little dower
Druaps in & vase as white as sculptored enow;
It was ter Cavacite in herechitiditant’s bower,
Tae Marvel of Peru;—sbe luves it now,

The petfumed atmosphere around is filled
With many vdors—sununer’s scented apoil:
The fraziant waters from sweet woods distilied,

8pices, and ciunainun, and precinus il

Oh, life of pleasant languor aed repare!
Like aomne feail plast that lanuishics ot 0003 ;
The dark.eyed heaury need nut envy those
To whom such clisruned lot were eanth’s best boon.

What is the world we live in buta susife
OF vanity and envy, bate aod fear?
Toat which we so mncail var social life
e 000 great error—=sulien, vast and dresr.

A bappier lot is Woman’s thus conficed
Tovas deep love, gad ase sweet solitude;
Ob ! wuat availeth 10 awake the mind,
Whuse bigier strugeies are 30 scva subdced ?

N |




THE LAUREL

Artist F. Corbaux  Engraver B. Holl



From The New Yorker, 23rd December 1837, page 629

From the Plowers of Loveliness for 1038,
THE LAUREL.(M)
‘Pling down the laurel from her goldos hair:
A woutans brow Leewlhiat Joth the laurel there Y

Nor w0 the silent bitteroess of teare
Do T commis, o false une ! thy requiting ;
My mescured moments shall be paidt by years
OF luug avenging ou tay faithless slighting.

¥ call upon the boon that nature gave,
Ere iny young spicit koew its own possessing;
And, from the fire that bas consumed me, crave
The cold, stern power that knows ite owa redressing.

Love was my elcment: e¢'en as the bird
Knows the soft air that swells wcound its pinion,
Sweet thuughta and cager ones my apirit stirred,
Whase ouly influence was the beart's duinion,

They were but shadows of & deeper power,
For life s ominvae, inell revealing

By the faiot likeness of the coming hove,
Felt ere it vivily v aciual fecling.

Bat from that fated hour s no return;
Life bhas grown actual—we bave done with dreaming ;
It is & bitter treth at lastwo learn
all we vace believed was ouly seeming.

Thou who bast taught me this! upon thy head
Be all the evila thou hast mun‘n;n scattered ;
Through thee the Light that led me vy is dead—
My wreath is i the dust—my lute is shatiered.

I could forgive each miserable night
When | bave waked, fur that | dreaded sleeping;
I knew that | should dream-=iny fevered sizht
Would bring tie image | alar was keeping.

Alss, the weary houra! when [ have asked

The faint eols siars, amnd the daskaess slining,
Why is mortality s0 ovettusked 1—

Whay am I grows famiiiar with repiniog 1



Then comes the weary day, that would not bring
Impatient wislies that it were tomorrow ;

While wvery new and every uswal thing
Seemed but o irrate the dden sorrow,

And this T owe 1o thee, to whom T broughe
A love that was half fondness, baif dev vion;
Alas, the glorious triumphs of hizh thought
Ate now subducd by passinate emotion,

Upoa my silent lute there is no song;

[ st and geieve above my power departed ;
To others let the laurelwreath belong ;

I oaly koow that | am brokeo heariel,

Enough yetlingers of the hroken spell
T show Viat oncads was 3 thing rurlu.n’d é
I lesve my spict o the low sweet shell
By whose far musie shall thy ssul be hauntgd.

A thownnd sofes of mine are on the air,

Aud they shall bresthie my memnory, and mine only,
Starthing thy soul with hopes no longer fair,

And juve that will but wake to leave thes lonely.

Tmmortal is the gift thas 1 inherft
Eternal is the iaveliness of verse ;

My heart chow mav'st destroy, but not my spirie,
And that aball linger round thee like s curse,

Farewel! the lute that 1 09 mora shisl! waken!
T music will be marmare | afier e
Farewell the laure! that 1 have fitsaken!
And, last, farewell, ol my faise love o thee! LEL.

-F Hlurtration—a poctess, dowrried by her lover, plockiog the lau.
re! from her hair.}




T'RIS

Artist Thos. Uwins Engraver Jas. Thomson



Transcribed from F. J. Sypher

THE IRIS

It boots not keeping back the scroll,
I know thy tender words,

(“My life, my 1dol, and my soul!™)
Its scented page affords.

There—give it me, that [ may fling
Its fragments on the wind,

A faithless and a worthless thing
For such a fate designed.

What tho’ the Iris in my room
Bids Hope’s sweet promise live,

I take no lesson from its bloom,
I have no hope to give.

Soon, with the summer sun’s control,
Those azure leaves decay;

And yet the words on yonder scroll
Are more short-lived than they.

I care not for a love that springs
Where other fancies dwell,

The rainbow’s hue upon its wings,
The rainbow’s date as well;

By Vanity and Folly nurst:
Of happiness it dies:

It springeth from a fancy first,
And with a fancy flies.

Ay, let them prettily complain,
With graceful sorrow strive;

They should be glad of my disdain,
It keeps their love alive.

I gave the ribbon from my hair,
The blossom from my hand,

But I have not a thought to spare
For any of their band.



The love that haunts my midnight hour,
A dream—and yet, how true!
Belongs to a diviner power,
Than vanity e’er knew:
It giveth, like the pale pure star,
A loveliness to night,
And winneth from the world afar,
Its own eternal light.

It bringeth to our earth again
The heavens it dwells among:—
Not to the worldly and the vain
Can such a love belong:
High, holy as the heaven above,
Yet sharing life’s worst part,
Until I meet with such a love
I cannot give my heart.



MIGNETTE

Artist K. Meadows Engraver T. W. Knight



Transcribed from F. J. Sypher

MIGNONETTE

Thou fairy flower! how lovely
Thy blossoms seem to be!
Thou art the summer’s darling,

And such thou art to me:
Thou bringest back old fancies,
And I am like a child;
Alas, alas! my childhood!
Where art thou now exiled?

Art thou amid these blossoms,
Lull’d with their breathings sweet;
Too much of unmarked beauty
Lies hidden at our feet:
We hurry on, too careless
Of many lovely things;
"Tis accident that often
The dearest pleasure brings.

Sweet flowers! are ye from childhood,
Or fairy land, or both?
So fresh are still the fancies
That linger round your growth.
With what an eager fondness
I leant your leaves above!
Oh! in our life’s beginning,
The heart is full of love!

We have a world within us,
Unwasted and unchilled;
And we long to share the gladness,
With which ourselves are filled:
"Tis life’s most bitter lesson,
That we must leave behind
Each warm and generous impulse,
That lighted once the mind.



We grow too cold and careless,
As after years come on;
The fanciful is vanished,
The beautiful is gone.
Where are the old affections,
That once appeared so true?
And if we could, we cannot,
Their once sweet life renew.

It is a mournful memory,
The memory of the past;
Each year a deeper darkness
Is on our pathway cast.
Ah! ye darling flowers of summer!
Would ye could bid depart
The shadow on my spirit,
The coldness at my heart.



