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14b.		The	maid	forsaken
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The	blossom	that	silver’d	the	tree,	
					I’ve	seen	so	bright	and	gay,	–	
And	then	seen	the	biting	wind	
					Sweep	all	the	bloom	away.	
And	mournful	look’d	the	tree,	
					And	lifeless	every	bough,	–	
And	Fortune	thus	breath’d	on	me,	
					And	I	am	blighted	now.	
									 Oh! 	gone	forever	
									 The	hours	of	mirth	and	glee;	
									 O	fool! 	O	silly	fool! 	
									 That	happier	thought	to	be.	
	

To	me	he	seem’d	true-hearted,	–	
					Why	was	he	to	deceive?	
His	vows,	when	last	we	parted,	
					I	could	not	but	believe.	
Too	late	comes	cold	reflection,	
					And	all	the	wise	can	say,	
When	hapless,	lost	affection,	
					Has	thrown	her	heart	away.	
									 Oh! 	gone	forever	
									 The	hours	of	mirth	and	glee;	
									 O	fool! 	O	silly	fool! 	
								 	That	happier	thought	to	be.	

THE	BLOSSOM	THAT	SILVER'D	THE	TREE.

WRITTEN	FOR	THIS	WORK

By	WILLIAM	SMYTH	Esq.

THE	SONG,	AS	WELL	AS	THE	SYMHONIES	AND	ACCOMPANIMENTS,	BY	HUMMEL,	FIRST	PUBLISHED	IN	1830.

AIR.		-	THE	MAID	FORSAKEN

O	why	by	pitying	heaven,	
					To	maiden	weak	like	me,	–	
Why	never	was	it	given	
					The	future	hour	to	see: 	
To	look	into	the	morrow,	
					To	bid	the	heart	beware,	
And	fly	the	coming	sorrow,	
					Too	hard	perhaps	to	bear.	
									 But	gone	forever	
									 The	hours	of	mirth	and	glee;	
									 O	fool! 	O	silly	fool! 	
									 That	happier	thought	to	be.
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