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The Floter Spirit.

A DRAMATIC FAIRY TALE

NotE,—The plat of the following drama s founded opon & Fuiry
tale in Brimm’s sollection, entifled Jorinds and Jorindel. Thaiatro-
duction of the Flower Bpirit was saggested by & charming Litfle
poem, published many years ago 1o the London Magasine ; & pert of
which is quated, vie. the wddress of the Flower Spicit to Geraldine.



Peraons Keorrenicl.

GEMALIy @ Foulh.

ANGELINA, e Mother of Griain,

GERALDINE, o orpdat Mawd, {fefrotded Lo Grmaly.}
A Gunr

Two Wircnes,

Pee Frowse Srikiy.



ACT L
Scexz L—4 Garden.
GeraLD and GERALDINE discoverad arvanging o bower.

Ferald., ARt thou not weary? Let us rest awhile.
Geraldine, In truth T must. The sultry heat of noon
Had scarcaly waned ere we commenced our task,
So that I am tired too soun.
Ger. Then let it be ; we'll finlsh it to-morrow.
Come, we will ait npon this mossy bank,
And watch the setting sun a8 he descends
Upon the bosom of the placid lake.
See how he gilds the water with his beams,
And as he hasters to its pure ‘exvbrace,
Mark how each ripple on the lucid wave
Brightens with life and gladuess. S0 have I seen
The pretty dimples on & maiden’s cheek,
When hope's bright promise panis within her breast,
Deepen and glow with soft and blushing joy.
Geraldine. What pretty maiden bast thon watehld =n
fondly?



4 THE FLOWER BFIRIT.

Nay, teil me, Gerald—my foolish heart betrays
Unwonted fears—eay—Troat love another ¢
Oh, look not on me with that cruel smile,
While my heart trembles to its iomost core,
But speak ; delay not, for I fain would know
What pretty maiden thou hast watch'd so fondly.
Ger, Sit by me, then I'll tell thee. Hat
Thou futt'rest likke a bird but newly caught.
(lome closer yet, that I may wind my arm
Ahout thy waist, and soothe thee into calmness,
Feraldine. False one! Now, then, tell me
Ger. Canst thou not gues t
Feraldine, 1f my guess were sure to prove a true one,
T know whom I should name.
Fer, Whot
Feraldine. Why!
She who loves you best. Now 'tis your turn
To gnes.
Fer, If by such token I might venturs
To disclose my hopes, shall I own at onee,
That haply 1 have seen thine own sweet face,
My Geralding, expand with peninl mmnile,
When, after long delay and cruel abeenos,
Thou'st wateh’'d my hast'ning steps sa [ advanced
To meet thea, Then T have thought thou lov'st me.
Feraldine, Do not meek we, Gerald ; for if T laek
" skill, which those more proctised have, to hide



