Where Water Lilies Grow





Just inside the ring of trees


where clover flourishes by threes,


and underneath the starlight’s gleam,


you’ll find me in a fairy’s dream.


I’ll leave the world of men behind


in laughter with those of my kind


that I lost, oh so long ago


down where the water lilies grow.





In truth, my heart was hot that night


and of my life found no delight


in dancing circles in the glade


or riding toads beneath the shade.


I wanted something more than here


and wished it all would disappear


and take me where I did not know,


far from where water lilies grow.





But then I saw a mortal man


who watched whereto the water ran


and sighed for things he could not have.


I instantly became his slave,


for who could understand my heart


to want a life so far apart


than one who also wished just so


and sat where water lilies grow?





My heart leapt up to see his eyes


reflect the stars and seem so wise.


I only wanted him the more


as he collapsed there on the shore


and cried until no tears were left,


and left his soul (like mine) bereft.


It seemed his heart would burst with woe


there where the water lilies grow.








Just then I felt a mighty pain


and cried out sharply from the strain


and fell quite heavily to the grass


to gasp and wait for it to pass.


I raised my head at last to see


how so great pain had come to me


and screamed, for I had altered so


there where the water lilies grow!





He came at once and took my hand,


and I began to understand


our hearts had mingled with our sighs


and joined us under starry skies.


He stared in wonder at my face,


then took me swiftly from that place


and never after let me go


down where the water lilies grow.





The time we loved was full and deep


and justified the loss of sleep.


Our children brought me close to tears,


reminding me of my lost years.


But I could never leave the man


whose kiss completed all I am.


I taught the children not to go


down where the water lilies grow.





Now I lie beside the water’s edge


where clover makes a fragrant hedge


and cry for loneliness and pain


that he should die and I remain;


our children grown, our cottage clean.


My hair is silver on the green


green circle where old trees stoop low


down where the water lilies grow.





So just inside the ring of trees


where clover flourishes by threes,


I lie and wish with each tear’s gleam


to live again a fairy’s dream


and leave the world of men behind  


in laughter with those of my kind,


to dance beneath the full moon’s glow


down where the water lilies grow.
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