Das erste Veilchen

"The First Violet"
H. E. Christiane vom Hagen Joachim Meyerhof
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I greet you, first child of nature.

You ornament of my valley, you soothing breath of fresh air!

How your gentle blue laughs amid all the new growth on the ground!
You breathe your freagrance, and smell so sweet.

My search for you was long, but finally I found you,

And for such little effort, how well you’ve rewarded me!

But why does my hand now pluck you?

Perhaps this hill, where your young petals

Bent over the grass, covers the grave

Of a girl, who, with her heart full of innocence and goodness,
Was brolen in the spring of her years, like you!

And, oh, I plucked you from the hill where she rests!

With tears I lay you, violet, back

On the ground from which I broke you too soon,
There, where you grew, die! — someday sweet violets
Will bloom on my future grave.

If then some tears of friendship fall,

Catch those precious tears,

And keep them safely in your tiny realm.






