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FLOW-ERS. ly

Oh bring me, bring me flowers, from my own dear land hl f

I feel as if the*' well-known scents would charm away my p »
Their forms would bring me back the dreams of childh ut 1

happy days, r Io

Like visions of the night, lit up by fancy's sparkling rays.

Oh, let me feel. the perfume of the violet in the air,

And clasp within my weary hand the pimrose paJe and

The mayflower's gorgeous leaves of gold, that decked

youthful queen,

The sorrel's snowy petals, hid among its leaves of green.

Bring me the dark blue hyâcinth, that studded all the

Where we, beneath the elm trees' shade, the joyous ho

would pass;

The roses, that around our bower, their thousand blossoms sh

Or mingled with the stately boughs, that arched it overhe

Oh, let me wreathe once more the flowers, I ever loved the

The gay and fiugrant hawthorn, in its springtide beauty

Thé* briffiant pansies--flowers of thought-like thoughte

quickly die,

The fragile harebell, ringing forth ita fairy melody.


