A.M. Mathews

The Daffodils of Beacon Hill
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Beneath the trees that skirt the hills---

I saw a cloud of daffodils---

It mattered little where I went---

Their golden heads were downward bent---
As if in prayer, unless perchance---

The breath of spring urged them to dance---
And so, for miles it seemed to me---

Full many a regiment I did see--

I wished that I might sojourn there---

It was so beautiful and fair.---

Repeat introduction

When e’er my heart with rapture thrills---
I’'m there, among my daffodils.
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