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Five Flower Songs Op.47

No.1
To Daffodils

Fair daffodils
We weep to see you
Haste away so soon
As yet the early rising sun
Has not attained his noon

Sfay, stay untilthe hasting day
Has run butto even-song
And having prayed together
We willgo with you along

We have shod time to stay
As you daffodils
We have as shorf a spring
As quick a growth
To meet decay
As you or anything

We die as your hours do
And dry away
Like to the summer's rain
Or as the pearls
Of morning's dew
Ne'er to be found again

No.2
Ihe Succession of the Four Sweet Months

First, April she with mellow showers
Opens the way for early flowers

Then after her comes smiling May
ln a more rich and sweet array

Nexl enlers June and brngs us more gems
Than those two that went before

Then (lastly) July comes
And she more wealth brings in
Than all those three

IVo.3
Marsh Flowers

Here the strong mallow
Sfrikes her slimy root
Here hangs her deadly fruit

On hills of dust the henbane's faded green
Flower of sickly scenf is seen
The flower is green

Here on its wiry stem in rigid bloom
Grows the salt lavender that lacks peffume

At the wall's base the fiery nettle sprngs
With fruit g/obose and fierce with poison'd
stlngs
ln every chink with glossy leaf
And tawny bloom below
The few dull flowers
That o'er the place are spread

Partake the nature of their fenny bed

These with our sea weed
Rolling up and down up and down
Form the contracted flora of our town

No.4
The Evening Primrose

When once the sun srnks ln the west
And dew-drops pearl the evening's breast
Almost as pale as moonbeams are
Or its companionable star
The evening primrose opes anew
Its delicate b/ossoms to the dew
And hermit like, shunning the light
Wasfes its fair bloom upon the night
Who blindfold to its fond caresses
Knows not the beauty he possesses

Thus it blooms on while night is by
When day looks out with open eye'bashed atthe gaze it cannot shun
It faints and withers and is gone

filo.5
Ballad of Green Broom

There was an old man liv'd out in the wood
And his trade was a cufting of broom
Green broom
He had but one son without thought
Without good
Who lay in his bed till t'was noon, bright noon

The old man awoke one morning and spoke
He swore he would fire the room that room
If his John would not rise and open his eyes
And away to the wood to cut broom

So Johnny arose and slipp'd on his clothes
And away to the wood to cut broom
He sharpen'd his knives and for once
He contrives to cut a great bundle of broom
Green broom, green broom

When Johnny pass? under a lady's fine house
Pass d under a lady's fine room
She call'd to her maid "go fetch me" she said"go fetch me the boy that sells broom"

When Johnny came in to lady's fine house
And stood in the lady's fine room
"young Johnny" she said
"will you give up your trade and marry

A lady in bloom, full bloom?"

Johnny gave his consent
And to church they both went
And he wedded the lady in bloom, full bloom

At market and fair all folks do declare
There's none like the bov that sold broom
Green broom
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Misto klekdni
(Twilight b/essrng)

ln a forest clearing
Handsome, proud of bearing
Lives a young shepherd boy
Watching o'er his charges.

On high sfands his dwelling
Lonely in the evening
Hidden from allthe folk
Of the town below him

And down in that small town
Lives a fair your maiden
Singing, fullof longing filled with heart-felt
wishes
Love-lorn songs she hopes will reach
Her own beloved

When the song she's singing
Sounds through paslures ringing
New life comes to every flower in the meadow
Who but that young shepherd
Hears her song so tender
Like a breath from heaven
In his lowly dwelling

As her songs rise up the hill
All care and every sorrow sebms to vanish
Every worry's banished
Like an angel chasing all man's fears far away

Happy and contented
S/eeps that young shepherd
Safe rn the knowledge
That these songs are sent to him alone
Sweetly sung for him alone

Ukolhbavka
(Lullaby)

Red lip'd Johnny
Face so bonnie
Haste to sleep
While mother rocks you

Red lip'd Johnny
Face so bonnie
Haste to sleep
While mother stays by

Little bright eyes
Like a bird spies
Mother sleeping by his bed side
Do not wake her'til the morning comes

Golden fingers
Like soft feathers
Safe'neath covers
Fly away through clouds of dreaming
Like an eagle

Go fo s/eep my liftle lily
Shut your eyes and don't be silly
One by one sweet dreams
Will come down to your pillow

While you sleep
The angels keep a watch o'er your soul
Gainsf the nightly terrors

When at dawning comes the morning
All your dreams willvanish swiftly
But at night in the pale moonlight
Come creatures singing, dancing
To David's harp.

Nepovfm
(l will not say)

By an ancient fountain
Sfands a fair young maiden"Tell me, oh, tell me my dearest

only darling
Do you truly love me?"

"How can I tell you so
When myself I do not know;
Come to me at evening
And then I will answer
When l've asked my mother"

"So I will ride to you
On a horse of darkest hue
And by your cedar tree
You'll plight your troth to me
Ah lovely cedar tree."

Our dearest cedar tree
Thrice bless'd and evergreen
Thru' summer thru' winter
Evergreen stays our tree

Opusten!
(One forsaken)

Why do you spurn me so
Why say "yes" then say "no"?

Two years wasted on your word
Two years /ong /asfs fhis song
Why could you not tell me
That I must be gone

Up and down over this fair hillside
Waiting so long for you
Hoping that you are true

Cedar tree, evergreen
Never trust to foftune
Do not give your heart
To fine young fickle maidens

Why do you spum me so
Why say "yes" then say "no"

Why hide fhose sweef dark eyes
Why tell me such needless /les
Ihose sarne eyes now look on gladly
As they see me leaving
Bending so sad/y

Why do you spurn me so
saying "yes" then saying "no"

Why hide fhose sweef dark eyes
Why tell me such bold lies
Ihose same eyes now look on gladly
As I leave here so sad
Two years long last this song
Now I must be gone


