
To The Dandelion  

by Lowell 

 

Dear common flower, that grow'st beside the way, 

Fringing the dusty road with harmless gold, 

First pledge of blithesome May, 

Thou teachest me to deem 

More sacredly of every human heart, 

Since each reflects in joy its scanty gleam 

Of heaven, and could some wondrous secret show, 

Did we but pay the love we owe, 

And with a child's undoubting wisdom look 

On all these living pages of God's book. 


