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THE POETRY OF FLCWERS.

The spirit paused in silent thought,—
What grace was there that flower had not?
'Twas but a moment—o'er the rose

A veil of moss the angel throws,

And, robed in nature's simplest weed,
Could there a flower that rose exceed ?

GO, HAPPY ROSE.

Go, happy rose! and, interwove
With other flowers, bind my love.
Tell her, too, she must not be
Longer flowing, longer free,

That so oft has fetter'd me.

Say, if she's fretful, I have bands

Of pearl and gold to bind her hands ;
Tell her, if she struggle still,
I have myrtle rods at will,
For to tame, though not to kill,
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THE POETRY OF FLOWERS.

Take thou my blessing thus, and g0,
And tell her this,—but do not so |
Lest a handsome anger fly
Like a lightning from her eye,
And burn thee up as well as I.
Herrick,
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GO, LOVELY ROSE.

Go, lovely rose |

‘Tell her that wastes her time and me,

That now she knows,
When I resemble her to thee,

How sweet and fair she seems to be.

Tell her that's young,
And shuns to have her graces spied,
That hadst thou sprung
In deserts where no men abide,
Thou must have uncommended died,

Small is the worth

Of beauty from the light retired :
Bid her come forth,

Suffer herself to be desired,

And not blush so to be admired,

Then die ! that she

"The common fate of all things rare
May read in thee,—
How small a part of time they share
That are so wondrous sweet and fair.
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