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He was perfumed like a milliner.
. . » And still he talked, and talked.
Shakespeare.

ADatine srs s e tise e E’Mc;’enes‘s.[

Love is not love,

Which alters when it alteration finds.
Shalkespeare.
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Acacia e eee e e e wee Friendship.
We pine for kindred natures,
To mingle with our own,—Hemans,

Acaeia, BinkcoreWhite%..0 0 o ol Elegance.
Bear some glad image to my view,
Will please the mind and fancy too.—R&, Z. B.

ACICITEVENOW o osen il Do Secret love
Or sighed, and looked unutterable things.— Zkomson.

Acanthusts ESIUNE S e At Artifice.
"Twas Art, sweet Art ! New radiance broke
When her light foot flew o'er the ground.—Sprague,

ACAlAs Y R s s Temperance.
An honest man is still an unmoved rock,
Washed whiter, but not shaken with the shock,

Davenport.

A chil eV el i S
When the blast of war blows in our ears,
Then imitate the action of the tiger.—Skakespeare,

Aconite (Wolfsbane) ... ... ... Misantliropy.
Oh, how canst thou renounce the boundless store
Of charms, which Nature to her votaries yields ?— Beattie.

Beonite EGrowlootE o e v
Sweet flowers are bright
On earth, as setting suns are bright in heaven.
7. Wilson.

Adonis, Flos ... .. .. Painful Remembrance
But ever and anon of griefs subdued,
There comes a token, like a scorpion’s sting.—Byron.

oos - dUSTYE.
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African Marigold ... ... ... ... Vulgar minds.
He that depends upon your favours, swims

With fins of lead, and hews down oaks with rushes.
Shakespeare.

Agnus Castus ... ... ... Coldness. Indyference.

Blow, blow, blow, thou winter winds,
Thou art not so unkind
As man's ingratitude.—Skakespeare.

Agrimony ... ... ... Zhankfulness. Gratitude.
Love lights the flame that on the altar burns ;
Peace, joy, and gratitude, the choir compose.—Edmeston,

Almond (Common) ... Stupidity. Indiscretion.
Oh, let the steps of youth be cautious,
How they advance into a dangerous world.—Soutkey.

Almond (Flowering) ... .o wee o oo Hope
Immortal hope
Takes comfort from the foaming billows'rage,
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb, —Youzng.

ATMONAEAHTELss vl ara eeer oo ee.  Lerfidy.

The stings of falsehood this shall try,
And hard unkindness' alter'd eye.—Gray.

Allspice oo woe woe e wee e Compassion.
Justice, herself severe,
And Pity, dropping soft the sadly pleasing tear.—Gray.

Aloe ... ... ... Grief. Religious superstition.

Proud little man, opinion’s slave,
Error's fond child, too dutious to be free.—Crabb.
+*
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THE ALOE,

Althza Frutex (Syrian Mallow) ... ZPersuasion.
Persuasion hung upon thy lip,
And sly insinuation’s softer arts,—B/zé7.
Alyssum (Sweet) oo wee  Worth beyond beauty.
When we invite our best friends to a feast,
‘Tisnot allsweetmeats that weset before them.—AMzdd/leton,
Amaranth (Globe)... Zmmortality. Unfading love.

Sweet love, that seems not made to fade away ;

Sweet death, that seems to make us loveless clay.,
Tennyson.




THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS.

Amaranth (Cockscomb) ... ZFuppery. Affectation.
Ietnot the sound of shallow foppery enter
My sober house,—Shakespeare.

Amaryllis ... Pride. Timidity. Splendid beauty.

He pays himself with being proud.—Skakespeare.

Ambrosia e e L onie L e

A good woman is man's bliss,
Where her love right and stedfast is.—ZR. de Brunne.

American Cowslip... ... .. ... Divine beauly.
Happy the man, who, studying Nature's laws,
Through known effects, can trace the secret cause.
Dryden.

American Bl e ive s wieed st aes.  Latriotism.
Such is the patriot's boast, where'er we roam,
His first, best country, ever is at home.,—Goldsmith.

American Linden ... .. oo ... Matrimony.
Let me not to the marriage of true minds

Admit impediments,.—Skagespeare.
( Welcome to a stranger.
\ Cheerfulness inold age.

Beneath thy broad impartial eye,
How fade the lines of caste and birth.—%. G. Whettier.

American Starwort ...

AMethyst vee  eee woe ooe oo oo Admiration.
Her air, her manners, all who saw admired,

Courteous though coy, and gentle though retired.
; Crabbe.

Anemone (Zephyr Flower)... Sickness. Expectation.
Will not his name be fondly murmured there ?—ZHemans.
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Anemone (Garden) ... ... . ... ZForsaken.

One rose of the wilderness left on its stalk
To mark where a garden had been.—2B. Banton,

AngelICal cusi v oo v el ns wie, IHSPITOLION:
The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling,
Doth look from earth to heaven, from heaven to earth.
Shakespeare.

DT CEN e e s e L S R O a0
A kingly condescension graced his lips
The lion would have crouched to in his lair,—&, P, Willis,

Apple sost e mee s Tembitation.

Who quits & world where strong temptations try,
And, since 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly . —Goldsmith.

LPreference.  Fame speaks him

Apple (Blossom {
pple (Blossom) great and good.

Only the actions of the just
Smell sweet and blossom in their dust.—.SkzrZey.

Apple, Thorn ... ... .. ... Deeitful charms.
And sly insinuation's softer arts,
In ambush layabout thy flowing tongue.—2BZz7,

Apocynum (Dog’sbane) ... ... .. .. Deceit
‘When I consider life, 'tis all a cheat,
Yet, fool'd with hope, men favour the deceit.—Dryden.

ADICO BRI T iy e e R S

Our doubts are traitors,
And make us lose the good we oft might win,
Shakespeare.

Arum (Wake Robin) ... ... .. .. Ardour.

Reflect that life, like ev'ry other blessing,
Derives its value from its use alone,—D7, Fohnson.

s
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Ash-leaved Trumpet Flower ... ... Separation.
Fair and fragile as a flower,
Like one she passed away.—ZEpitaph of an Infant.

T D1 B ol N R R S e Grandeur.

The glories of our birth and state
Are shadows, not substantial things,—Ska/ey.

Aspen Tree .cc oo .sao wase iass Lamentation.

They have nothing to do but to stray ;
I have nothing to do but to weep.—Shenstone.

Aster (China)... ... ... Variey. Afterthought.

God is a worker. He hath thickly strewn
Infinity with grandeur. God is love.—4. S mith.

Asphodel ... My regrets follow you io the grave.
But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never return to me,— Zennyson

AULICUIAL . oo ees ¢ R SR DA NN
To 'T]ld refined gold, to p’unt the hly —Shakespeare.

Auricula, Scarlet ... ..o ees e ee Avarice.

O cursed lust of gold, whenfor thy sake
The fool throws up his interest in both worlds,— ¥Yo#zg.

ATTSEUTHIIN ove wee ees s’ weis aws - WSPlendout.

Summer cometh,
The bee hummeth,—Anozn.

At night returning, ev'ry labour sped,
Hesits him down, the monarch of a shed. —Goldsmith.

ATALEAE T it evi alesia veselame st eax D emDeraTIe

._____
== T
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‘They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw,
They mind me o' Nanni le—my Nannie's awa'.—Burns.

Through many a varying tone unfolds
The harmony of human souls.—Clapone.

Bachelot e RItONS o oo e v o Celibacy.

L s o e e e S Sympatiy.
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Balm, Gentle ... coe  cer s eee Pleasantry.

What lively pleasure to divine
The thought implied, the hinted line.—A. More,

Balm of:Gilead i s b m Gure Relief.
Fancy still paints the future bright, and hope the present

cheers ;
Nor can we deem the path we tread leads through a vale

of tears.—Barion.

Balsam, Red... Zouck me not. Impatient resolves.
They rage and strive, desire and love,
But all their noise is vain. '
Balsam, Yellow ... .o o0 oo e Impatience.
Then I smiled to think God's greatness

Rolls around our incompleteness,
Round our restlessness His rest.—A77s. Browning.

Barberry ei e anw il .Sourness of temper.
But now, when he's fawning, I with a sour look
Cry * Sirrah |” and give him a blow with my crook.
Byron.

Barberry Tree ... oo oo ees sae Sharpness.
It rains, and there is gloom around,
Slippery and sullen is the ground.—Landor.

B AT e i RO T
And now it courted Love,
New, raging, called on Hate.—Gray.

BayLeaf .. oo oo e I change but in death.

Follow Love's folding star
To the evening land.—Sandys.
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Bay (Rose) Rhododendron ... Danger. Beware.
Out of this nettle Danger, we
Pluck the flower Safety.—Skakespeare.

Byl e R i e i ey GO
Till war, their coming joys to blight,
Called him away from love to glory.—C. Dibdin.

Bay Wreath ... oo oo oo Reward of merit.

1Rl L CIE R e = oo o o roon s YR

| Hear this truth sublime,
He who allows oppression shares the crime,—Da»wizn.

BecchliTee e ier e se wanss i IO NI
I By vain Prosperity received,
To herthey vow their truth, and are again believed.—Gray.

BEe @ TS e e S S 71517,
Toil's the citizen’s vocation,
Honour, toil’s reward should be.—S¢ckiizer,

BEeh® phrys s s S e S s s Ry
His wit invites you, by his looks to come,
But when you knock it never is at home,—Cowper.

{ Belladonl]a [N LA W 'R [N LN ] Sz’zgﬂd-fa
. Silence, in love, betrays more woe,
E | Than words, though ne'er so witty.—Raleigh.

g | Bell Flower, Pyramidal ... ... ... Constancy

* ’Tis often constancy to change the mind.,— Zasso.

Bell Flower (small white) ... ... ... Grafitude.
] 11 i How fresh, O Lord | howsweet and clean {
1 Are Thy returns ! ev'n as the flowers in Spring.—Herbert,




—

THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS. 27

Belvedere ... . e oo 1 declare against you.
There's not a joy the earth can give
Like those it takes away.—ZByron.

BETONY s ok aeret oeaisese SStegeittdes Surprise.

Till I have felt a sad surprise
That none looked up with me.—Z. E. Landor.

Bilberry ... ees Treachery.

In secret we met, in silence I grieve,
That thy heart could forget, thy spirit deceive.—Byron.

Bindweed, Great ... ..o e e Insinuation.

But bachelor holly, who spied her out late,
Destroyed all her plans, by a hint at her date.—Sigourney.

Bindweed, Small ... ... oo ae e Humility.

With little here to do or see
Of things that in the great world be.— Wordsworth.

o N i e e S R S O Meekness.

Sorrow and silence are strong, and patient
Endurance is godlike.—ZLong/ellow.

Birdsfoot Trefoil ... oo oo sos  oon [JreVENGE.
The nobler spirit is
In virtue, than in vengeance.—Shkakespeare.

Bittersweet ; Nightshade ... ... .0 o Truth.

When the deluded soul, in peace,
Can listen to the voice of truth,—G. C: rabbe.

BlackiRoplar ... e wsaeelBeleifiaie o Courage.
Lo ! the bent stalk from the plain,
Riseth gradual up again,—Melastasio,
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Blackthorn e s miiess Wit veel Sees = ses e Dt icui)

When thou canst toil or gain no more,
Destroy not what was gained before.

Bladder Nut Tree ... ... JZrwolity. Amusement,

Who friendship with a knave hath made,

Is judged a partner in the trade.—Gay.

f}(#'d-ﬂ" - A, éﬁn[j}h %
Pty '\.'5 J{W r. - : _FJ?::,‘IJ

Bluebottle (Centaury) ... -es oo oue Delicacy. |
Her face was like an April morn,
Clad in a wintry cloud.—AMallet

Bluehellustne =it o i e Constandy,
As sainted martyrs, patient to endure,
Simple as unweaned infancy, and pure '—Canning.

Blue-flowered Greek Valerian ... ... ZRupture.
I feel, though fate our lives must sever,
Yet shall thy image live for ever.—%. Wilson.
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Bonus HENTICUS ... ee  con  sos ses Goodyess.
There is some soul of goodness in things evil,

Would men observingly distil it out,—Skakespeare.

BOage ess  wesioeosaanes oo Bluniness.

Hearts that once beat high for praise,
Now feel that pulse no more.—7. More.

Box LT v e et Stoicism.
Take what he gives, since to rebel is vain ;
The bad grows better which we well sustain,—Dryden.

Bramble ... ... Zowliness. Lnvy. Remorse.
I.owliness is young Ambition's ladder,
Whereto the climber upward turns his face.—Skakespeare.

dranch of Currants ... ... ... - Yow please all.

Her care was never to offend,
And ev'ry creature was her friend.—Gay.
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Branch of Thorns ... ... ... Severily, Rigour.

Here's a sigh for those that love me,
And a smile for those that hate.—ZByron.

BridallROBE. |« ves ovsl = dess = o sesillapiyElond:

Oh, lovers' eyes are sharp to see,
And lovers' ears in hearing.—Scof/.

Broom ... eee  eeo oo Humility. INeatness.

A pearl may in a toad’s head dwell,
And may be found, too, in an oyster shell. —Bunyan.

BUCKDEAN -l ss maen. cvol Todamus e s Calmbr gfose:

Oh | well may poets make a fuss
In summer-time, and sigh, ‘*O rus ! "—Hood.

Bud of White Rose ... Heart ignorant of love.

Their smiles and censures are to me the same,
I care not what they praise, and what they blame.
Dryden.

B11g10551l| LN LN LN ] LU LN ] LN ] E?;&‘ﬁ‘&gﬂ(&t
Oh, what a tangled web we weave
When first we practice to deceive.—Sco#Z,

Bulrtish . vee ) feovs oot oee o dnidiscretions Doctitty,
Struck blind with beauty ;
Shot with a woman's smile, —Beaumont Fletcher.

Bundle of Reeds, with their Panicles ... Ausic.
If music be the food of love, play on,
Give me excess of it.—Skakespeare,

Burdock... ... ... ZImportunily. Touck me not,

A partnership with men m power
We cannot build upon an hour.—Gay.
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Buttercup (Kingcup)... Jngratitude. Childishness.

No sister flower would be forgiven
If it disdained its brother.—S%elley.

Butterfly Orchis ... .o oo oo oo Gaiely.
Is Folly then so old ? Ah, let me see,
About what time of life may Folly be ?— W. Sgencer.

Butterfly Weed ... ... ... .o .. Let mego.

Through the lone groves would pace in solemn mood,
Wooing the pensive charms of solitude.—Fye.
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Cabbagetn ety ok o R,

Still heaps up wealth, yet dares not use the store,
But fears to touch it, as 'twere sacred ore.—C7reecs.

Cacalia‘ L L L L LB L A(j!(z(zéibl’z!
While with antic gestures he doth gape and grin,
The sisters admire, and he wheedles them in.—S. Builer.
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IS s o Tave B Y rmliy;
She sought in vain to ease her pain,
The heedless winds did fan her fire. —EZkerege.

Calla Athiopica ... ... ... Magnificent beauty.
More lovely than Pandora, whom the gods
Endowed with all their gifts,—M:/ion.

Calycanthus — «eo® oo oo <os " oon Benevolence.
Who elevates humanity
And dignifies its name.—X&. Brown,

Camellia Japonica, Red  Unprefending excellence.
He is a humble pastor of the poor,
He thinks not of himself.— 7. Grakame.

Camellia Japonica, White ... Perfected loveliness.
Dear wishes hovering round her life,
And tending thoughts, and dreams divine.
W. C. Bennett.

Camomile ... ... . . ZEnergyin adversily.
For men must work, and women must weep,
And the sooner it's over, the sooner to sleep.—A7zngsiey.

Canary GIass ... Jeee  eoe  ooa  o0o LCHSEVEKQTCES
There is, in every human heart,
Some not completely barren part.—Bowring.

Candytuftsss s i e e o Anazlerence.
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness
May toss him to my breast.—/Herbert.

Canterbury Bell ... ... ... Acknowledgment.
Happy ! whose gifts thus bright ean shine,
And of such good account be made.— Goet/e.
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€ape Jasmine ... oo s e Limmitloofagpy.
O love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy,
In measure rein thy joy, scant this excess.—Skakespeare.
GATdamINe i o eve eve  wiee EILEXRAISEIY O
Be checked for silence,

But never taxed for speech,—Skakespeare.

Carnation, Deep Red ...

We look before and after;
We pine for what is not.—S%elley.

Alas ! for my poor heart.

Catnation,iStripedi-so vie T v LecsndRafrical;

Be thine own palace, or the world's thy jail.—Donne,
Carnation, Yellow i we Lt e Disdatn

Life, never contented with honest estate,

Lamented is oft, and repented too late.-—7". Tusser.
Cardinal Flower Distinction.
The bravest trophy ever man obtained
Is that which o'er himself himself hath gained.

Larl of Stiriing.

CruTelatiliE U A i 0 B0 O - T LS
Curly locks cever foolish brains ;
Billing and cooing is all your cheer.—7kackeray.
Catcllﬁy’ Red L ) L “adae LN N ) I’r(}sz]{/}l'z j()z’fc

I had a love once, fairest among women ;
Closed are her doors on me, I must not see her,.—C. Lamb.

CatchflywWhite. e s ovn . vnv aps

Love mistress is of many minds,
Yet few know whom they serve.

Betrayed.

Sonthwele.
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QR 2N s e, o SR SRS

A spirit yet unquelled and high,

That claims and keeps ascendency.—ZByron.
Cedar of Lebanon ..o «v oo oo Jncorruptible.
I seek divine simplicity in him

Who handles things divine,—Cowper.

Codar Tieal m.0" 00 ey hsent oot lve 07 Wates
Ye're a' the warl' to me, lassie,

Ye're a' the warl' to me,.— 7. Gemmet.

Celandine (LesSer)... .. e s FOYS 20 CONE.

Guide, oh guide his way,

To heaven's perfect day.— W. C. Bennett,
Cereus (Creeping)... oo . -.. JModest GeENtus.
Wrapt, earthgazing Reverie,

Blushing, artless ?\IudLst}r.—angcr.

Centaury R i o e e RsselJelicacy.
An old man's tears lie far too deep
To be poured for this alone,—ZHemans.

Champignon Sl e B T S S Aet ol
3ut with sharp eyes those nicer faults to find,

Which lie obscurely in the wisest mind.—Dryder.

Chequered Fritillary... ... ... .. Persecution.
So virtue blooms, brought forth amid the storms
Of chill adversity.—ZH. Kirke White.

| Cherry Tree
A poet should inform us, or divert;
But joining both he shows his greatest art —Roscommon.

K

2 i

Good education. |

|
e |
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Cherry Tree, White ..o «e) o oo Deception.

Yea, he deserves to find himself deceived
Who seeks a heart in the unthinking man,—Schiller,

Chestnut Tree Do me justice. Luxury.
There's no dearth of kindness in this world of ours,

Only in our blindness we gather thorns for flowers.
G. Massey.

Chickweed RS e e e ESV0US .

Meet me by moonlight alone,
And then I will tell thee a tale,—Bayley.

Chicory SRR e 1 i sk LY HEAIY)
Though love be, in choosing, far better than gold,
Let love come with somewhat, the better to hold.— T urner.

Chiﬂf’l Aster Bae (R (N saw e saw Varj{?{v.
Has everything by starts, and nothing long.—Dryden.

China Aster (Double)... 7 partake your sentiments.

'Twas but a kindred sound to move,
For pity melts the heart to love,—Dryden,

China Aster (Single) e oo £ will think of it.

Consideration, like an angel, came
And whipt the offending Adam out of him,—Shakespeare.

China or Indian Pink ... e eee woe Averston.

China ROSE e wee  ooe woe Beauly always new.

Oh, how can beauty master the most strong,
And simple truth subdue avenging wrong I—Spenser.

Chinese Chrysanthemum ... { Clecrulncssiunacs
adversity.

It is not always May.—ZLongfellow.




CALADIUM.
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Christmas ROSe oo «oo ... Relieve my anxicly.
Be not fearful, come away.—ZFlatman.

Chrysanthemum, Red ... oo oor oo I love. ;.

Of all pains, the greatest pain :
It is to love, but love in vain,.—Cow/ey. ] il 4

| Chrysanthemum, White ... ... oo o Truth.

What work does truth, what bright distinctions bear? 8 |l
FPomfret. :

Chrysanthemum, Yellow... ... ... Stighted love.

"Tis hard to smile when one would weep ;
To speak, when one would silent be.—Mrs. Hunler.

Cinquefoil .. oo oo oo Maternal affection.

What is a mother's love?—Adoi7,

Chcea s o R e oS

We pine for what is not.—&, Browning.

' Cistus, or Rock Rose... ... ... ZPopular favour. [ I
Rash youth, beware ! thy home-bred virtues save, i e
And sweetly sleep in thy paternal grave.—Leyden.

Nor blush, my fair, to own you copy these,

Your best, your sweetest empire is to please.
A. L, Barbauk.

Cistus, Gum oo vee oo L skall die lo-morrow.
1 Like the bubble on the fountain,—Seco?Z.

CIEON  vvo eve weni wvs oo Tl-natured Beauly.

Vou are not free because you're fair.—Elkeridge.
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Clematis = ... i . o .o Mentalbeauty.

Governed with a goodly modesty,
That suffers not a look to glance awry,—Spenser.

Clematis, Evergreen ... ... . .0 Poverty.
See poverty to fill the hand
‘That numbs the soul with icy hand,—Gray.

Clotbur ... ... .. .. Rudeness. Pertinacity.

Cloves LA ] LELL LN ] LN ] e LA ] LA Dz:é).}zz}:};.
"T'was the queenliest hand in all lady-land ;
And she was a poor man's wife.—G. Massey,

Gloyerghionr-leaved e ol -niimms sil e atennst, =,
Come live with me, and be my love,—MarZowe,

CloyerkRed s oo Industry,

I'll be content with what I get.—A#non,

ClovertWhitergeer o ool Think of me.

Some pious drops the closing eye requires.— Gray,

Cobaea G:)m{/b.

A fellow of infinite discourse.—SkaZkespeare,

Loppery.  Affectation.
Singularity.

Always obliging, and without offence,

And fancied for his gay impertinence,—BZackmore.

Cockscomb Amaranth .. {

My best days

are past,
Thou art e'en such, gone with a touch,—ZErskine.

Colchicum, or Meadow Saffron ... {




—
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Coltsfoot ... ... o o Fusticeshall be done.
With honour crowned and dignity.—ZLovelace,

Columbine s e e e et e S )

Rich trifles, serious bagatelles,—Prior.,

Columbine, Purple ... .. ... ZResolved fo win.
I must go, lest the foe
Gain the cause and win the day.—Adamson.

Columbine, Red ... ... Anxious and trembling.
My heart is dying, and my spirits faint.—Azon.

Convolvllllls LR LR LR L LU LU Ba?}dj.
Joyless he sees the growing oils and wines.—Addison.

Convolvulus, Blue (Minor) ... Repose. Night.

That tranquil shore,
Where the pale spectre Care pnrsues no more.—C, Smitf.
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Convolvulus (Major)
Long have my harp’s best notes been gone.—Sco#?,

Convolvulus, Pink... Worth sustained by ajjection.

He's happiest far, whose humble mind
Is unto Providence resigned.—Anon.

Corchorus ... ... ... ... JZmpatient of absence.
Alas, what winds can happy prove

That bear me far from what I love P—Prior.

COTEOPSISE i wva - soer wss e Always cheerful
Flowers sweet and gay, and delicate like you,
Emblems of innocence and beauty too,.—A. L. Barbauld.

Coreopsis Arkansa... Love at first sight.
She was a phantom of delight.— Wordsworth.

Corander it .
I ask not to increase my store,—Swi/Z.

Hidden worth.

G000 e e o MO B A Sl s ) T A
The great, vain man, who fared on costly food,
Whose life was too luxurious to be good.—Parnell.

@Gorn(Broken )y ss=msair. - S e DUy el

Whispering tongues will poison truth.—Sco#Z,

Corll Str&"‘lr LN (NN (] o w RN LU Ag?'flf}fszff.
This picture once resembled thee.—/Pkz/ips,

Eorn=Bottles R e e < e ek,

Honest in thought, in word, in deed.—Gay.

ComiCacklefirviinit st an G nGenllily

A creature of heroic blood.—-Hemans.,

Lxtinguished hopes.
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Duration.

Returned f1 om long delay.,—Pollock.

Coronella ... ... . Success crown your wishes.
But westward look, the land is bright. —Cloxgh.

Cowslip. Pensiveness. Winning grace.
I S 8

The Uo]den cowslip, who, with fairy bell,
Rings in the wild bee to his wonted thrift.—Grakan.

{ Divine beauty. You
are my divinity.
My soul took hold on thee.—Addzison.

Cranberry Ciure for heartache.

A man’s best things are nearest him,—ZLord Houghton,

Horror.

Cowslip (American)

Creeping Cereus ... ... .u

BICSS tsh aosmee e dives Stability. Power.

CR OGS e S ias ilusy « v uessiiiines Abuse not.

The wisest of the wise,
Listen to pretty lies.— W. S. Landor.

Crocus, Spring Youthful gladness.

The fertile soil will a full harvest bear.—Cow/ey.

Crocus, Saffron ...  eie  wee  cie see ene Mirth,

June will be here anon.—E. Akers.
Crown Imperial ... Majesty. Power.
Eternity, eternity and power.—Z£7octer.

i e e e e e s

Appease your discon'ented mind.—Gay.

e
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Crowfooteiz: e s v s el iy dtitude.
Thou art subtle and cruel of heart,—Swindurne,

Crowfoot (Aconite-leaved) ... ... .. Zustre.
And her hope was in the skies.—Procter,

CuckoorBlantri.. N | v oo
A fiery soul which, working out its way,
Fretted the pigmy body to decay.—Dryden.

Cudweed (American) ... Unceasing remembrance.
Though oft we may see, looking down on the tide,
The wreck of full many a hope shining through,
7T, Moore.

Currant ... ... ... . Zhy frown will kill me.

Forced to dote on thee thy own way,
I chide thee first and then obey,—Prior,

Cuscuta GO 00, 2 S TR O < ot e | BT
And each imprisoned hero quaked with fear,—Swi/2,

Cyelamen svo = wb” vooe comtii. iee Difideneel

He sighed, but would not speak,—P7or.

Cypress vie wne e oo Death.  Mourning.

O sacred sorrow, by which souls are tried,
Sent not to punish mortals, but to guide.—Craéée,

=
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Daisy, Parti-coloured - ca8 =035 e .o Beauly.

Daffodil ... ... ZRegard.
Come live with me, and be
Marlowe.

my love,

G- &4 : e
N Dablia ... .. ... Tustabilily.
N i\ \ ' ' Like woman's love the flower will fade,
:"':' ¢  But, ah! not half so soon.— 7. Moore.

\* DAISY: sue s ats: ore  ITITOCEHCE.
Plain without pomp, and rich without a
show,—Dyryden.
Daisy, Garden ... ... 7 share your sentiments.
The generous spark extinct, revive,
‘Teach me to love, and to forgive.—Gray.

Daisy, Michaelmas ... ... .o ...  Farewell.
Peace ! what can tears avail ?
She lies all dumb and pale.—Barry Cornwall.

Her face, like a vision
Onceseen, leaves a charm that will everendure.—C. Swaz.
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B S WildE s sie ds s e e L sl thinesaliait,
Don't plead a dilatory plea,
Let's have the general issue.—Say/le.

Damask Rose ... ... ... Brilliant complexion.
The war of white and damask in
Their nicely gauded cheeks,—Skakespeare.

Dandelion= " it ias o s YRUSLCRONGLE:
When the wind blows the blossoms fall,
But a good God reigns over all,—AZackay.

Baphne @derates . ... N Eaintingilie LY
To gild refined gold, to paint the lily. . . .
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess.—Skakespeare.

Parmel(Ray orass)s Tttt ava e 70,
Vice is a monster of such hideous mien
As, to be hated, needs but to be seen.—/Pope.

P eadilieaves ica i s s, B Gy o o
Earth seemed a desert I was boind to traverse,
Seeking in vain the old familiar faces.—C, Lovel.

BewaRlant s s s T e e a ksl et A

Love will find out the way.—Anozn.

Dittalyofs Crete e T hi nea i e - B
How delicious is the winning
Of a kiss at love's beginning,.—Camphell.

Sigh no more, lady, sigh no mere,
Men were deceivers ever.—0/d Ballad,

Dittany of Crete, White B e assion |
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DOCk LN ] LU L LN asm (N ] LN ] ﬂz:‘!‘c';!cl-{',l

Oh, soothe her breast, ye rocks around,
With softest sympathy of sound.—Darwizn.

Despair, and fell Disease, and ghastly Poverty.—Gray.

Dodder of Thyme e e e e s en ey
Dost thou thirst, base Trojan,
To have me fold up Parca's fatal web ?—Skakespeare.

Dogsbane ... ... ... .o Deett, Falsehood.
Oh, what a goodly outside Falsehood hath.—S%azespeare.

DOgWOOH fie iovel wes sser wea  wus Durability.

Though earth may shroud Harmodius now,
We still have sword and myrtle bough.—ZHemans.

Dragon Plant ... w0 e eee eee eee Snare.
He, the deceiver,
‘Who could win maiden's breast,
Run, and leave her.—Sco?t,

DIagonwort eee eee  ses  see  ees ess Horror.
With screaming Horror’s funeral cry.

e AR AR et s e gy ewe . ALY
Want beareth ye colde truely, or man,
Ye hissinge of a goose.—Sayle.
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‘* Emblems of our own great resurrection ;
Emblems of the bright and better land.”
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Elm... = o e R B,

Which is the happier or the wiser,
A man of merit, or a miser ?—Swift.

- 1chanter’s Nightshade ... Wilcheraft. Sorcery.
Thy various follies who can trace ?—Swift.

O T Pt e Zoc OO X Frugality.
\ She had a frugal mind,—Cowper.
s Sz s eiDelay.

Eupatorium ... oo e e
Be wise to day, 'tis madness to defer ;
Procrastination is the thief of time.— Young.

Everflowering Candytuft ... ... ... Indifference.

'Tis better to have loved and lost,
Than never to have loved at all.— Tennyson.
Evergreen Clematis A s e Roler

Hard usage you must bear,
Few hands your youth will rear.— W. S. Landor.

Evergreen Thorn ... ... Solace in adversity.

The economy of Heaven is dark,
And wisest clerks have missed the mark.—C. Lamb.

Everlasting ... ... Never-ceasing remembrance.

To act in thought
Past seasons o'er, and be again a child,—C. Lamb.

Everlasting Pea... ... ... .- Lasting pleasure.

As some love bird, at day’s departing hour,

Sings in the sunbeam of the transient shower.—
W. L. Bowles.

B
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Fennel ... ... Worthy of all praise. Strength. |
Make ye not two sorrows of one.—Heywood.

eI R oo e S LN T IO,
To speed to-day, to be put back to-morrow,
To feed on hope, to pine with fear and sorrow.—Sgenser.
Ficoides, Ice Plant ... ... Your looks freeze me.
Cold earth, or marble.—S7anley.

Fig LN LN L L AL LI *ee A”g’ﬂ?}!f}]r}
For e'en though vanqnished, he could argue still.—
Goldsmitk.
g SNV ATICO1E Sl it e s iah =+ siste dus dasgeosd (DL CTTESS:
They did just nothing all the day,—F7or.
-4 #
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B1OETIITCE Gy e oiilieve s yaaeit one cqaisive’

il ar s el v e ebe Reconciliation.

| Fir Tree FElevation.

Prolific.

Fear not, we ne'er shall be disgraced
While that bright magazine shall last,—Prior.

To err is human, to forgive divine.—ZFope.
Fir Time.
Time is like a fashionable host,
That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand.
Shakespeare.

A soft, meek, patient, humble tranquil spirit,
The first true gentleman that ever breathed.—Decker.

FIaX oo wor ies nese nDomestic endustyy. s Late.
I feel your kindness.
Make Money thy judge, for to follow thy work,

Make Wisdom controller, and Order thy clerk.
7 dpsid & Y7

Flax-leaved Goldy-locks ... ... ... Zardiness.

And I alone sit lingering here,.— Vaughan.

Fleur-de-Lis S e e e i Ve B T

FlCL]I'-(.lC-LUCC s “re L] sae e O .Z;J‘rl{-‘.

Flowering Fern  «o o0 oo cee oee Reverie.
Safe from the storm, the meteor, and the shower,
Some pleasing page shall charm the solemn hour.

7. Campbell.
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Flowering Reed ... ... Confidence in Heaven.
Lovely, lasting peace of mind,
Sweet delight of human kind | —Farnell.

Flower-of-an-Hour ... ... .  Dedlicale Beauty.

BlviOIchiSss S ns e s et LoRTOT

They know, yet will not know.—Baxter.
BIVEran < . covi - fooenr i e s et/ Dy s 1

Fool’s Parsley T S TR o8 SV A
“Tis pitiful
‘T'o court a grin where you should woo a soul.—Cowper.

Forget Me Not... ... Zvuelove. Forget me not.
But when friends are nearest,
And when joys are dearest,
O then remember me!— 7. Moore.

R OXD] OV et O . s T siarre L,
Cameleon-like, they thus their colour change.—J/ore.

BoxtaleGrass,. B s OneE e S SO0,

French Honeysuckle ... ... ... Rustic beauty.
This brilliant is so breathing and so bright,
He needs no foil, but shines by his own proper light.
Dryden.

BrencheMangold oSt e e SFealaisy):
Beware of Jealousy,
"Tis the green-eyed monster that doth make
The meat it feeds on.—Skakespeare.

French Willow ... ... Bravery and humanity.

- P

S = |

|
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Frog @ phrysiiaas fesy s eibs treie oo Disgust.

| Fuller's Teasel Misanthrop).

Of good they choose the least.—ZHaxter.

Fumitory ... SRy
Anger, in hasty words or blows,
Itself discharges on our foes.— Waller.

Fuchsia, Scarlet voe  ers  nee oo vve aee Zuste.

e e — o —— —




8 ARDEN Anemone/Zorsaken.

She sat little Patience on a
monument

Smiling at Grief. —Shakespeare.

fﬁ&%‘i‘i Garden Chervil Szzcerity.

N e :
W There are no tricks in plain and

simple faith.—S#%akespeare.

Garden Daisy ... ... [ partake your sentiments.

Ne dearer is none in God's hurd,
Than a good woman with lovely wurd, — R, de Brunne.

Garden Marxigold™ = ... ... " ai e Dneasiness.
Then, happy low lie down ;
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown.—Skakespeare.

Garden Ranunculus ... You are rich tn attractions.
She was a phantom of delight
When first she beamed upon my sight.— Wordswortk.
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GardeniSase il s L e e EiSTeam.
Forget not yet the tried intent
Of such a truth as I have meant.—Sir 7", Wyait

Garland of Roses ... ... ... ZReward of Virtue.

A correspondence fixed wi' Heaven
Is, sure, a noble anchor.—Burns.

Germander Speedwell ... ... .. .. ZFaclily.
There is not a season, there is not a scene
That Fancy and Reason may gaze on serene.—ZXKickardson. |

Geranium, Park™ ... ... .. e Melancholy.
With eyes upraised, as one inspired,
Pale Melancholy sat retired.—Collins.

Geraniumy Tvys e o e dve ¢ Bridal favour.
When first her empire o'er his heart began,
Since first he called her his, before the holy man.—
Campbell.

Geranium, Lemon vorwon Unexpecled meeling.
When shall we three meet again,
In lightning, thunder, or in rain ?P—ShaZespeare.

Geranium, Nutmeg ... ... ... ZExpected meeting.
Come into the garden, Maud,
For the black bat, Night, has flown.— Zennyson.

Geranium, Oak-leaved ... ... Zrue Friendship.
This worthy knight durst prove
‘To lose his crown, rather than fail his love.—
Sir P. Sidney.
GeraniumiPencilled B0l im0 coels Lnngeniitiy.

Wild wit, invention ever new.—Gray.
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Geranium, Rose-scented ... ... ... Preference.
Oh, thou shalt find, where'er thy footsteps roam,

That land thy country, and that spot thy home.
F. Montgomery.

Geranium, Scarlet... ... Comforting. Stupidity.

And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind.
Goldsmith.

Geranium, Silver-leaved ... ... ... ... Recall.

He suffered, but his pangs are o'er ;
Enjoyed, but his delights are fled.—Monigomery.

Geranium, Wild ... ... ... ... Steadfast picty.
So must we hope to see God's face, at least in heaven on
high,

When we have changed this mortal place for immortality,
Gascoyne.

Gillyflower ... ... ... ... Bondsqf affection.
The griefs we've borne, together borne, we would not now
forget.— W. C. Benneil.

Glory Flower ... ... .. ... Glorious beauty.

Where Beauty, mother to the Muses, sits
And comments volumes with her mighty pen.—Mazr/lowe.

oAt s BT o e e L eSO

Who judgeth well, well God them send ;
Who judgeth ill, God them amend.—S#» 7. Wyalt.

Golden Rod T e e SRt o T T VA LAY

She freely leant to all the poor;
Who left a pledge behind,—Goldsmith.

GOOSEDEITY  wvs  wos ave  ons ~ees Anticipation.




WINTER,
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With all this bulk there’s nothing lost in Og,

For ev'ry inch that is not fool is rogue.—Dryden.
Grape, Wild b Charity.
And a hand,

Open as day to melting Charity.—Shakespeare.
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GIASS «vo.  eas wee . avn  oas aoubmission. ~Utiltdy.

‘Who shall say that flowers
Dress not Heaven's own bowers ?—ZLeigh Hunt.

Guelder Rose ... voe oo ... Winter. Adge.
Threescore summers, when they're gone,
Will appear as short as one,—0/dys.

=

e

YOUTH 1S FULL OE PLEASURE,
AGE IS FULL OF CARE,—Skakespeare.
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TO BEAR IS TO CONQUER QOUR FATE.

aeae?
G
i

Hand Flower Tree ... ... s oo Warnng.
I know a maiden fair to see, —Beware |—ZLongfellow.

Harebell oot aie wse e iSubmission. NGrie].

To bear is to conquer our fate.—B. Bartor.

Hawkweed .o oo oo oo Quicksightedness.
Quite a scandal not to learn.—Swi/?.

HaWthorD: s = ol e Hevnis susr Sreds N oot 0D,

But I may live in hope.—S%kakespeare.
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Hazell i ns e e i oo b s R ECONCILALION:
I cry no more, because he's dead.—Swi/Z

Heath « smr v e atraas o= o=l Solziune.
And lonely the dark raven's sheltering tree.—25. Barion.

U o s e s b S St et o o v e oS,
Let me kiss off that falling tear.—Gay. '

Heliotrope ... ... ... Devotion. [Fuithfulness.
That turns to the sun when he sets
The same look that she turned when he rose.—Moore.

Eellebare o e | e oo iandal. o Calimny.
'That mocks the tear it forced to flow.—Gray.

Helmet Flower (Monkshood) ... Knight-errantry.
He was a very perfect gentle knight.—Clhaucer.

Hemlock ..o eoe woo  ooo Youwwill be my death.

And pledged them in Death's black wine.—/Procter.

IS HTT000 ol o b D00 o 0 - 000 oo | i i

Except wind stands as never it stood,
It is an ill wind turns none to good.—7", Zusser.

HENDANE e soe L oher leser  len eues LIPDETECHON.
With all my imperfections on my head.—Skakespeare.

BEIepatica R e s oo o SR Conplaende:

R bISCUS i e s e e e e L)

Look you how she cometh, tiilling
Out her gay heart's bird-like bliss |—G. Aassey.
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FLollyie et o St S S S e Loresight.

Look to the end.—ZFupe,

Holly Herb ... oo oo wee oo Enchanimens.

'Twas beauty! 'Twas enchantment all.—ScoZZ.

Hollyhock ... ... ... Ambition. Fecundity.
Lowliness is young Ambition’s ladder,
Whereto the climber upward turns his face.—Shakespeare.

HONESLY -oe  woe  oos ons  LHONESYH). Fascination.
Corruption wins not more than honesty. —Shakespeare.
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Honey Flower ... ... ... ZLove sweet and secrel. |

My love is like the red, red rose.—Burs.

Honeysuckle ... Generous and devoled affection.
Gladness brimming over gladness ;
Joy in care, delight in sadness.— W. C. Bennett.

Honeysuckle, Coral ... ... Z%e colour of my fate.

Journeys end in lovers’ meetings.—Shakespeare.

Honeysuckle, French ... ... ... Rustic beauty.
The queen of curds and cream.—Skakespeare.

HIODE o SEons S3 . oot sl S e R e S s /ST e
To fawn, to crouch, to wait, to ride, to run,
To spend, to give, to wait, to be undone.—Spenser.

Hernheam¥Eniasing, ni s e e = Crnamens:
The world is still deceived by ornament.—Skakespeare.

HorSel@hestniiGesoms s Sy Loy
O Luxury | thou curst by Heaven's decree.— Goldsmith.

Hiortensia™ = o o eSS el ow e ol
That repose
That marks the caste of Vere de Vere.—Zennyson.

Houseleek ... ... Vivacity. Domestic industyy.
And Lucy at her wheel shall spin,—Zogers.

EHoustonias., e e ety Sl o G oAl enT
Our portion is not large, indeed,
But, then, how little do we need.—Cot/o.

H oya N e e e Srr i g,

The pregnant quarry teemed with human form,
Goldsmith.

— ey
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| Hundredleaved Rose ... ... Dignity of mind.
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ETumble Plant..c eee one —ises oo DESPONRENLY.
Welcome, slumber, to mine eyes,
Tired with glaring vanities.—Doddridge.

If solid happiness we prize,
Within our breast this jewel lies.—Cotfon.

Hyacinth... .. ..o oo Spori. Game. Llay.

The sports of children satisfy the child, —Goldsmith.

Hyacinth, White ... ... Unobtrusive Loveltness.
The maid was on the eve of womanhocd.—By»osn.

Hydrangea... ... ... < boaster. HHeartlessness.
How vain was their boasting.—/Moore.

HlySsopit some o aar it o e Cleanliness.

The unpolluted gale which sweeps the glades.
Bloomfiedd,
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Teeland:Mosstadiins @ o oo s
Buxom health of rosy hue.—Gray.

Ses s ZLal

Ice Plant ... .. ... . Your looks freeze me.
And ceremony doffed his pride,—.Sco.

Imperial Montague ... ... ... ... .. Power.
You see what awful sway I bear,—Anon.

Indian Cress ... .. . . Warlike trophy.
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments.—Skakespeare,
5 I
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Indian Jasmine (Ipomcea) ... ... Attackment.
The faithful compass that still points to thee.—Gay.

Indian Pink, Double Always lovely.

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods.—ZByron.

Indian Plum T e e e L N Ly T O
Thou ask'st why do the poor complain ?—SoxZ/ey.

Tris st oo Message.

Here's a double health to thee.—ZByron,

Iris, GErman ... oo see  wer see ses Flame.
What is genius? 'tis a flame |—AZvore.

e T ORI S 00 22 Fidelity, Marriage.

Marriage, rightly understood,
Gives to the tender and the good
A paradise below.—Cotfon.

Ivy, Sprig of, with tendrils ... Assiduous to please.

Should he upbraid, I'll answer with a smile.—SkaZkespeare.
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IaCObTS Ladderonn LR ] aa LN LA R ] CQJHE dﬂw;}-
Holy and blest
Is the calm of thy rest.—A ford.

Japan Rose... ... DBeauty is your only attraction.

The rosy lip may cease to smile on you,
The kindly beaming eye grow cold and strange.
Hon., Mrs. Norton:

Jasmine SSImNasL S e e S A Y-
The generous spark extinct, revive,
Teach me to love, and to forgive.—Gray.

Jasmine, Cape < aes 2hes SimeSLie= Ty ansport of 1oy,

The future has its heaven,

Jasmme, Earolinals SN L Seharation.
There's a magical tie to the land of our home,
Which the heart cannot break, though the footsteps may
roam.—Z%Z. Cook.

S*
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Jasmine, Indian ... e I attach myself to you.

We have been friends together,

Shall a light word part us now ?—Hon, Mrs. Norton.

Jasmine, Spanish ... Sensuality.

Where all the storms of passion mainly beat
On flesh and blood.—S. Daniel,

Jasmine, Yellow ... ... Grace and elegance.
Great thoughts, great feelings came 10 them

Like instincts, unawares.—ZHoughton.
Jonquil ... oo e T desire a return of ajfection.

Thou, my only joy,
Thou my chief sorrow, when I saw thee not.—A/ford.

Judas TTEE oo woe  wre oo Unbelief. Betrayal.

Juniper ... Succour. Protection.

Their souls flashed out like naked swords,
Unsheathed for fiery fate.—G. Massey.

Justicia ... ... The perfection of female Joveliness.

Oh, and proudly stood she up,
Her heart within her did not fail.— Tennyson,
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)
S0
LN

Kennedia oo o0 ovs
He saw her lovely, but he saw not half
The charms her downcast modesty concealed.— Z%omsorn.

o  Mental beauty.

King-Cups e oo oov e wo Desive of viches.

What is fame P—an empty bubble ;
Gold ?—a transient, shining trouble.—Grarnger.

i iy

o ———
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COWPER'S SUMMER-HOUSE,

P ooool)

ca ] m
M ke
roeco

Laburnum... ... .. JZForsaken. Pensive beauty.
Sweet is true love, though giv'n in vain,

| And sweet is Death, who puts an end to pain.— Zennyson.

{ Capricious beauty. Win

me and wear e,
Our appetites as apt to change as theirs,
And full as craving too, and full as vain.—Dryden.

Lady’s Slipper ...

| Lagerstremia, Indian... ... ... ... ZFEloguence.
That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man,
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman,—S/kakespeare.

PANEANG: o o sasi aeraaitesie e s DOy
Should such a man, too fond to rule alone,
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne.—2Pope.
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Larch ... «oo oo oo oo Audacity. Boldness.

Man doth ransack man,
And builds on blood, and rises by distress.—S. Daniel.

Larkspur oo weo oo oo Lightness. Levidy.
Beggared by fools, whom still he found too late,
He had his jest, and they had his estate,.—Dryden.

Larkspur, Pink ... .. oo oo oo Fickleness.

Thus always teasing others, always teased,
His only pleasure is to be displeased.—Cowper.

Larkspur, Purple ... ... .. ... ZHaughtiness.

What the weak head with strongest brain rules,
Is pride, the never-failing vice of fools.—FPope.

Laurel e S e e N s e e

The paths of glory lead but to the grave.—Gray.

Laurel, Common (in flower) e e Eeriidity.
Before her Hope, behind Remorse,
Fair first, in fine unseemly.—Z&. Sowthwell.

Laurel, Ground ... ... ... ... LFerseverance.

Crown me with thy love again,
And we both shall monarchs prove.—A. Marvell.

But wild Ambition loves to slide, not stand,
And Fortune’s ice prefers to Virtue's land.—Dryden.

Awake, my muse, and leave to dream of loves.

Laurel, Mountain... ... ... ... ... Ambition.

Laurelleaved Magnolia... ... ... .. Dignily.

Shake off soft Fancy's chains, I must be free.—A lexander.
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Laurestina ... ... A token. I die if neglected.
Gather therefore the rose which yet is prime,
For soon comes age, that with her pride deflower.
Spenser.

Lavender R e i e DT 5 Ty & |

In the night, imagining some fear,
How easy is a bush supposed a bear,.—Skakespeare.

Leaves (dead) ... ... oo wee oo Melancholy.

Melancholy, silent man,
With leaden eye, that loves the ground.—Gray.

T ON e S sy Lovas st o bl e M S LS
Is it that Youth paints every view too bright,
And, life advancing, Fancy fades her light >—A4. A/,

Lemon Blossoms... ... ... ... JZidelity inlove
The tree of deepest root is found
Least willing still to quit the ground.—Z~&ozzz.

FetCE B o onL i e A G O REOT LSS

Leave her to meet all hopeless meed,
And bless thyself that so art freed.—Harringion.

Eichen s e il Lot o S Derd i S 0T UaE:

In that still, thoughtful, solitary hour,
When Truth exerts her unresisted power.—.A Zenside.

FilachFieldecs S e sa e nmunnd il dumiitty:

Lilac, Purple ... ... ... Zirst emolions of love.
When as we sat and sighed
And looked upon each other, and conceived

Not what we ailed, yet something we did ail.—S. Daniel.

——
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Lilac, White ... Youthful innocence

In that first garden of our simpleness
We spent our childhood.—5. Daniel.
Tk IDENA oo oo eoon i K00 -k Cogquetry.
They jealous are of every sight they see,
They strive to seem, but never care to be.—Gascoigne.
Lily, Imperial... Majesty:
A kingly condescension graced his lips,

The lion might have crouched to in his lair.—
N, P, Willis-

Lily, White ... Purity. Sweetness.
And then towards me, like a very maid,
Came blushing, winning, willing, and afraid. —Kea?s.

Lily, Yellow... Falsehood. Gaiety.

Take, oh take, those lips away,
That so sweetly were forsworn.—Skakespeare.

Lily of the Valley Return of happiness.

Smiles on past Misfortune's brow,

Soft Reflection's hand can trace,—Gray.
Linden or Lime Trees ... ... ... Conjugallove
But hand-in-hand we'll go.

TEAR s ¥ ades miorr s ek & oot I feel my obligations.

And think, how well soeer it be that thou hast spent the

day,
It came of God, and not of thee, and so direct thy way.—
Gascoigne.
live Oak foivee vt L o $aeeinke. Liberty.

He is a free-man whom the truth makes free.

P i
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LAVErWOrtRR T v San NG o)
Be just, and fear not.—SkaZespeare.

Licorice, Wild ... oo 1 declare against you.
Look to thyself—thou art in jeopardy.—Skakespeare.

Lobelia Toel R leonit o M leninlence;
Oppression's heart might be imbued,

With kindling drops of loving-kindness,—C., Mackay.

Focustliree & - e sRaRn s, Sl Ba, MNP fisance,
She walks in beauty like the night.

Locust Tree (Green)... Agfection beyond the grave.

E'en from the grave the voice of Nature cries.—Gray.

London Pride

The hours must at her toilet wait,—2Prior.

Frivolity.

Lote Tree o
A competent living, and honestly had,
Makes such as are godly both thankful and glad.—
T, Tusser.

Concord.

Lotus sseri vl e oo E oarence,
His copious accents fell with easy art.—Pope.

Lotus Flower i
The falling out of faithful friends
Renewal is of love.—R. Edwards,

Lotus Leaf

If I am wrong, oh teach my heart

Lstranged love.

oo Iecantation.

To find that better way.— Pope.
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I am amazed, and know not what to say.—Shakespeare.

Lllcerll LR e L e e
Then you know the worth of a lass,
When you have come to forty year.— Thackeray.

e stuffs, and swills, and stuffs again,—ZFope

oV MY oo aestrise st oost ouer, e PlEXTLY.

Love lies Bleeding ... . Hopeless, not heartless.

Life.

Luping ... .. ... Voractousness. Imagination.
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M

Madder il el el e e bsesihs CALEINY:

Thou shalt not 'scape detraction.—Skakespeare.

Magnolia ... .. oo weo ... Love of Nature,
O for a lodge in some vast wilderness.—Cowper.

Magnolia, Swamp ... ... ... ... Lerseverance.
Smallest helps if rightly given,
Make the impulse stronger.—C. Mackay.

o T S o oy o M rliness:

To err s human, to forgive divine.—ZPope.

Mallow, Marsh ... ...’ <o oo ... Bengjicence.
Reflect that life, like ev'ry other blessing,
Derives its value from its use alone.—Dr. Foknson.

Mallow, Syrian SRS Consumed byilove
Trust me truly that I shall die, soon after ye be gone,
For in my mind, of all mankind, I love but you alone.

Mallow, Venetian ... ... ... Delicate beauty.
So sweet a face, such angel grace,
In all that land had never been.— Zénznyson.

NManchineall Tree s as o e & Halsehood.

Falsehood and fraud shoot up in every soil,
The product of all climes,—Addison.

Mandrake o et Sl WSIERRR S pear ST ) )

How custom steels the human breast,
To deeds that nature’s thoughts detest | —%. SecoZz.
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Maple Reserve.

Where he might, free from trouble, pass his days
In his own way, and pay hisrent in praise,—C% urchill.

Maroold i o s e e e G

To be perked up in a glistening grief,
And wear a golden sorrow.—Skakespeare.

Marigold, African... ... ... .. Vulgar minds.
Above the vulgar flight of common souls,.—Murphy.

Marigold, French... ... .. co oo Fealousy.

Love looks aloft, and laughs to scorn all such as griefs

annoy,
The more extreme their passions be, the greater is his

joy.—W. Hunnis.
Marigold, Prophetic ... ... «ee ee Prediction,

Like Eden's dread probationary tree,
Knowledge of good and evil is from thee,.—Cowper.

Marigold and Cypress ... ... ..o e Despair.

All her maidens, watching, said,
«« She must weep, or she will die,"—Zenanyson.
Marjoram s ey P e S Blushes.
Oh | my love’s a winsome lady,
Sweeter face ne'er fed love on,—G. Massey.

Narvel Of- Pertl: oo fooss e eve, wons ASMIOT

Groundless Hope and anxious fear,
By turns the busy moments share.—Merrick.

Meadow Lychnis .o oo eoe feer oo eee Wit.

Great wits are sure to madness near allied,

And thin partitions do their bounds divide.—Dryden.
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Meadow Saffron My best days are past.

Yet, taught by Time, my heart has learn'd to glow
At others’ good, and melt at others' woe,—Pope,

Meadowsweet B Do e ol DG
Have we not seen, on'Britain's peopled shore,
Her useful sons exchanged for useless ore >—Goldsmith.

Mercurys..' oh S E s e e e
Unbribed, unsought, the wretched to redress,
Swift of despatch, and easy of access.—-Dryden,

Mesembryanthemum Vo Lieed aaesa e dILENESS)
An idler is a watch that wants both hands,
As useless when it goes as when it stands,.—Cowper.

Mezereon=eamecios St i Desire {0 please!
Stella looked on, and from her heavenly face

Sent forth the beams which made so fair my face.—
Sir P, Sidney.

Michaelmas DaiSy oo oo e Afterthought.
Mignionette Your qualities surpass your charms.
Her pure and eloquent blood
Spoke in her cheeks.—D»r. Donne,
N e v e et )

Cease to consult the time, for action calls :
War, horrid war, approaches to your walls.— Poge.

Milkvetch ... Your presence softens my pains.
She drank down her half of our bitterest cup,
And taught me how to bear.—G. Massey.
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WIS ol S e O RIS e 5 /) 14170

The moss his bed, the cave his humble cell,
His food the fruits, his drink the crystal well.

Mimosa (Sensitive Plant) ... ... Seusitiveness.

N e e o e e e e 71 102
On eagle's wings immortal scandals fly,
While virtuous actions are but born and die.—&arvey.

Mistletoe ... oo oo oo L surmount difficulties.
Never say ‘‘fail” again.—Lytton.

Mock™Orange” Si. o= it ... Counterfert.

Skilled with a touch to deepen scandals' tints,
With all the high mendacity of hints.—ZByren.

Monkshood (Helmet Flower) { Cﬁ”;‘:“::’;;-z ;f;”gﬁf-

Men may rise on stepping-stones
Of their dead selves to higher things.-——Zennyson.

WVIOODWOTLL: . jees: Siscer vodirasnt inarossnBOTE e UINESS:

Morning GIOIy ... «oo  woe oo oo Affectation.

And with a sly, insinuating grace,
Laughed at his friend, and looked him in the face.—
Dryden.

MoschHatels g S e e SWealness,

He that of greater works is finisher,
Oft does them by the weakest minister.—Skakespeare.

- pl—
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WIS s o e S R S SR, L 7y v 14 H Al 10972
A mother's love | how sweet the name !
What is a mother's love P—Mowultine,

M OSSESE L oottt cpai et o LS S ansg
His whispered theme, dilated, and at large,
Proves, after all, a wind gun’s airy charge.—Cowper.

MossyrSaxifrages & i eee .. Afection.

Thine ears are set wide open evermore,
Before we knock, thou comest to the door.—Gascoigne.

Motherworfte: feee oses = sse Concealed love.
Why did shelove him? Curious fool, be still ;
Is human love the growth of human will >—2ZBy»oz.

MountainzASh - Sl s oo i aniainee & Yse SRl URLTIGES
Youth stops at first its wilful ears,
To Wisdom's prudent choice.—Granger.

I have lost all.

Year chases year, decay pursues decay,
Still drops some joy from withering life away.— 7oknson.

Mourning Bride ... { Unfortunate attachment.

Mouse-eared Chickweed
In this the art of living lies,
To count no more than may suffice.—Co#fon.

Ingenuous simplicity.

Mouse-eared Scorpion Grass ... Forget me not,
The streams with softest sound are flowing,
The grass, you almost hear it growing.— Wordsworth.

Moving Plante =t i o oo A oyialion.

Content thyself to be obscurely good.—Addéson.
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B ET 0 dE ot e oo 000+ O0e e = A B A T 1
May all my wants be still supplied,
My state too low t' admit of pride,
And yet above contempt. —Merrick.

R SRR

WIBERR(TAn = ook i Ot oo oo o0 S L T L

Whatever different paths mankind pursues,
O Happiness, 'tis thee we keep in view.— Cow/ey.

Mulberry Tree (Black) ... 7 shall not survive you.
Whoever joins instruction with delight,
Pleasure with profit, is most surely right,—ZXoscommon.

Mulberry Tree (White)... ... ... ... Wisdom.

Stronger by weakness, wiser men become,
As they draw near to their eternal home,— Waller.

NS GO e o oo s OWSLIEION,
Suspicion still doth haunt the guilty mind ;
The thief doth fear each bush an officer.—Shakespeare.

NMislBlant oo s v e e e bty

Spend none but your own, howsoever ye spend,
Forbribingand shifting have seldom good end.—7". Tusser

Mustard Seed ... .o oo ees  eee  Lndifference.

I care for nobody, no, not I,
And nobody cares for me.—0O/d Song.

Viveobalan loe o s i e LA tOaE:
But before they were enjoyed,
Poverty had made them void.—Zowel/,

VrmhE e s s e e (G eSS

There's a good time coming, boys,
A good time coming.——C. Mackay.




THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS.

Myrtle ...

My faith, lo here | I vow to thee, my troth thou know’st

to tell.—2&. Edwards,

too well ;
My goods, my friends, my life is thine ; what need I more
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So0eey
L.%\I.
cooco
INGTCISSUSERER o0l L ST oo
Proud of her beauty, and proud of her pride,
And proud of fifty matters beside.—Saxe.
INASEHEEIUDNL T, o e el el e B triotesm,

Who never to himself hath said,
This is my own, my native land —.S coZZ.

NettleWBuUrnINg = s 0l v he e STy ey

And he said likewise,
That a lie that is half a truth is ever the blackest of lies.
Tennyson.

Nettle Bree “vov ot ®iaic s es o vis - cons - Conpert:

The eye of the master enricheth the hutch,
The eye of the mistress availeth as much,— 7", Zwsser.

Night-blooming Cereus ... ... Zransient beauty.

Still wheeling her flight through the gladsome air,
The spirit of beauty is everywhere.—/Hawes.

Night Convolvulus= ... .o oot i o ilVoght.

How beautiful is night !
A dewy freshness fills the silent air.—Souz/ey.

Nightshade e i et R ot Ll L,

Oh, while you live, speak truth and shame the devil.—
Shakespeare.
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SO0
@

cocod)

D e
O alcileaves it is s i s e ihiase LIDRATER).
Dark days have fallen, yet in the strife

They fate no hope sublime.—G. Massey.

B o =Y it or s el s o Sl B

Come, if the love thou hast for me
Is pure and fresh, as mine for thee.—Aoore.

@altWhite) s aie watioe o

But Virtue can itself advance,—ZParnell.

Hospitalily.

Lndependence.

@ataetne tL e The witching soul of music.
As if one heard heaven's thunders meet in music.—Zrere.

O A A T T tn i i o ontia o s il AT E.

Bright Reason will mock thee.—SZkelley.

Oy e il = ot SR N s 8

Quit a worn being without pain.—AM. Green.

J.D eace.

Sweet delight of human kind.—ZParnell.

Orange Flowers ... Chastity.
She spoused, about him twines
Her marriageable arms.—AMi/{on.

Granoetiliree S e U
Let us aid it all we can,
Ev'ry woman, evry man,
The good time coming.—C. Mackay.

'. 2

Orange Blossoms. Your purity equals your loveliness.

Bridal festivities.

Generosity.
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Orchis e e e L e el e,

I arise from dreams of thee.—.Skelley.

S e s e P T Taa's

Osmunda R e o N SRR ) 0 )

I love tranquil solitude.—S/kelley.

Ox-Eye ... %
My stedfast heart shall fear no ill,
For thou, O Lord, art with me still.—A4dd7502.

Frankness.

'Tis plain without turnpikes ; so, nothing to pay.—Greez.

es e v latiencel
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B

Palm RR7 I R O SR S~ SOBSE Falif 7Yy 717 1)

And thrice he routed all his foes,
And thrice he slew the slain,.— D»yden.

PanNSY i s e S e R 0T T 1S

The present moment flies,
And bears our life away.—Doddridge.

Parsleye sl s s e Festivily.
Take the goods the gods provide thee.— Dryden.

Pasque Flower ... ... ... Yowu have no claims.
Wag as it will, the world for me.—Byron.

Passion Flower... ... ... [Religious superstition.
Why should religion make me sad ?>—Ferguson.

Batience MDOCKiil ciiuiiene o sl ot (obe o LT ATIEHCES
Patient endurance is godlike.—ZLongfellow.

{ An appointed meeting.
Lasting pleasure.
Meet me by moonlight alone.—ZBayley.

Pea, Everlasting ...

BeasSweebisi ool L0l =it e e siDepariure

The old year went with mourning by,
The new came dancing after.— W, M. Praed.

Peach ... Your gqualitics, like your charms, are
unequalled.
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Peach BloSSOM..c  «oo  sse oo d @m YoUr captive.

You know, if I have been untrue,
It was in too much praising you.—Gascoigne.

Pear o vrela z'ﬁ-‘r.‘fe’-dfl.

I love a friendship free and frank,
And hate to hang upon a hank.—37. Byrom.

Pear Tree ™ = oo™ e Comfort.

To heaven, from whence it fell,
It turns not back again.—Doddridge.

Pennyroyal ... ... coo eee eee een Flee away.

But now 'tis fled, ﬂed far away.—7. Elliot.

Peony ... oo eee e Shame. Bashfulness.

True modesty is a discerning grace,—Cowper.

Peppermint ... e oo e Warmth qff%’Zm‘b

Thou art brilliant as a flower,
Crimsoning in the sunny hour.—A/7s, Burton.

Periwinkle, Blue  «o. ... ... ZBarly friendship.

I had a friend ; a better friend hath no man.—ZLamd.

Periwinkle, White ... ... Pleasures of memory.

Far off thou art, but ever nigh;
I shall not lose thee, though I die.—Zennyson.

PEISICATIA cov ses v seo
Give, oh give me b&{ﬂ'. my heart.—By»on.

Persimon ... ... Bury me amid Nature's beautics.

Malke her a grave where the sunbeams rest.—Aoore.

Restoration.
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Peruvian Heliotrope ... ... ...
Prayer is the Christian's vital breath.— 7. Montgomery.

Pheasant’s Eye ... ... ... ... Remembrance.
Remembrance swells, and turns the past to pain.—
Goldsmith.

Bhlox, e tetis e e s e nanunt )
So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart.—S/kakespeare.

Eigeoni Befry ol S ST i orenze
She did, in sooth, display the heart,
That might have wrought the greater smart,—Harrington.

Pimpernel oo woo woo  Change. Assignation.

The deep foundations that we lay,
Time ploughs them up, and not a trace remains,— Cowper.

Biner e s e e s At D P )
The hardest breast sweet pity mollifies.
What stony heart resists a woman's tear?

Fairfax.

Bieapplesiioies sl e s S onidre fev it
She's divine, all mankind's wonder.—Rockester.

Bme B eh s e e L P s o,

Minds are of celestial birth. —7. Montgomery.

Pine, Spruce ... ... .. ... Hopein adversity.
The very thought of change I hate,
As much as of despair,—Parnell,

R eI e s s Dol
Saucy and audacious eloquence,—Skakespeare.

Pink, Carnation . ... ... ... ... Woman's love.
With you, roses brighter bloom ;
Sweeter every sweet perfume.—Granger,

oo Devotion.
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Pink, Indian, Double ... ... ... Alwayslovely.

Thus am I Beauty’s bounden thrall,
At her command she me doth call.—G. Gascoigne.

Pink, Indian, Single ... .. oo ... Awersion.
Walks early out, and ever is alone.—Dzyden.

Pinkl MOUNTAINT o ke oat ese aust VASTINING:

Glories, like glowworms, afar off shine bright,
But looked to near, have neither heat nor light,.— WebsZer.

Pink, Red, Double ... ... Pureand ardent love.
Dear friend, far off, my lost desire ;
So far, so near, in woe and weal,— Z'ennyson.

Pink, Single ... oo oo wen ees o0 Pure love.

From the king unto the beggar,
Love conquers all,.—0/d Ballad,

Pink, Variegated ... ..o oo o ewe cdREfUSGL

Give o'er thy plaint, the danger’s o'er;
She might have poisoned all thy life. —Harrington.

Pink, White ... ee o .. Ingenuity. Zulent.

Born with each method and each art to please.—Z#ope.

Plane Tree P B R e o (G (T

Welcome, pure thoughts! welcome, ye silent groves;
These guests, these courts, my soul most dearly loves.—
Wotlon.

Plum; Indian = ... woo wis oo w5 Privation.

That numbs the soul with icy hand.—G7ray.

DI IMTCC i e et e e s ol AelT):

But to see her was to love het,
Love but her, and love for ever.—Burns.
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| Ih Flum, Wild ... ... .. .. .. Jndependence.
' :1|. Lord of himself, though not of lands ;

1( And having nothing, yet hath all.— Wo#ton.
I

Polyanthus ... ... ... .. ... Prideofriches:

Fortune, men say, doth give too much to many,

:i. But yet, she never gave enough to any.—Harrington.
| Polyanthus, Crimson ... ... ZVe heart's mystery. :

Polyanthus, Lilac .. .. oo o Confidence:
We only part to meet again.—Gray.

‘# Pomegranate ... ... ... ... .. ZFoolishness.
ll Plumed Conceit, himself surveying ;
;ii Folly with her shadow playing.—Granger.

Pomegranate Flower... ... ... Mature elegance.

i |
i 11 I
ol RoplariBlackss. ol S o i s it GOUTEEE
l | ‘ Virtue can gain the odds of Fate.—Parnell.
iy Poplar, White ™ oo oo o e e e Time

Bring boughs of cypress for the bier ;
Fling roses on the cradle,— W, M, Praed.

|
“ i l Foppy;iRed ot o Ls waaes s Oonsolation,

Yet now we meet, that parted were so wide,
O’er rough and smooth to travel side by side,—
Hartley Coleridge.

Poppy, Scarlet vo oo Fantastic extravagance.
i* ' On sure foundations let your fabric rise.—/Xosconimon.

— T ——

Poppy, White ... Sleep. My bane. My antidole.
Sleep, that knits up the ravelled sleeve of care.— |
Shakespeare. |
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Potato Bk o Wi SR SR S
He that is thy friend indeed,
He will help thee in thy need.—2. Harnfield.

Prickly Pear ... . eee ooeceer e WSalive.

All fools have still an itching to deride.—ZPope,

Pride of ChiNa et i ottty e AL I5Sension.

Love has bliss, but love has rueing.—Campbell.

Primrose ... ... Loaien aeat QTSN OWLR

Sleep, image of thy hther —Campbell.

Primrose, Evening ... ... ... ... Juconstancy.
Time drives the flocks from field to fold,

When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold.—Sér W. Raleigh.

Primrose, Red
Whether my life shall still decay,
And when my sorrow end.—, Brefon,

Privet e e e s s e RO Ol

But the weary ne'er return
To their ain countree.—Gz/fillan.

Purple Clover

Still waiting for the end.—Schzller.

Pyrus Japonica... ... ... s e Fairies’ fire.

Thou happy, happy elf l—Hood.

Unpatronised merit.

e Provident.
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AWy Quaking-Grass ... Agitation.
il Learn that glory and disgrace,
Wisdom and folly, pass away.—

Macaulay.
i l l:; Queen’s Rocket ... ... 4 couguette. Fashion.
i |: | The mind still turns where shifting Fashion draws.—
-' Goldsmiih.

O (o e e S e T I T
Eence, vain, deluding joys |—Ai2os.
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SO0
R
<)

Sooa

Ragged Robin  w.  woo cee wee wee wee L
True wit is knowledge to advantage dressed.—Pope.

Ranunculus iv ees  wee Radiant with charms.
'Twere madness not to love thee,.—ZXockester.

Ranunculus, Garden... You are riek in atlractions.
Love is the happy privilege of the mind,
Love is the reason of all living things.—S. Dobell,

Ranunculus, Wild ... ... .. ... JZngratitude.
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky,
Thou dost not bite so nigh,
As benefits forgot.—Shakespears.

Raspherryst s SulUBs SRRiE et o eentorse.
And grim Remorse, with blood defiled.—G7ray.

RAVIGTASSE Wevvitiiies Boos nises siives Lusonileoas iz,

RediCatchfly . ooe veo wos- oo YOULhJUZ {oVE

This bitter sweet, this honey gall to prove,
And all the oil and vinegar of love.-—Smart.

Reed S hee ea e Complasancess Muste,

If music be the food of love, play on,
Give me excess of it.—Shakespeare.

RieedsSplites Sonmcmmntse oo o Indiscrelion
The kiss snatched hasty from the sideling maid,
On purpose guardless, or pretending sleep.— Z%omson.

—
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Rhododendron (Rosebay) ... Danger. Beware.
I know a maiden, fair to see,
She can both false and friendly be.—ZLongfellow.

T LS DN B e b e e s L e i s

ROC]{et L .-r e L LN L e LN Rz"z/'az@’t
Gathering her brows like gathering storm,
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm.—Burus,

L T i s e A W e P S s BT
“ Put on a Spanish padlock ! ¥ Reason cries,
But tender, gentle Love with every wish complies.—Smar?.

Rose, Austrian ... ... Zlou art all that is lovely.

See how, with all their arts and wiles,
The Loves and Graces arm her.— W. Crawfurd,

RioseBridals it e e e H A I,
Oh what's a table, richly spread,
‘Without a woman at its head ?— Warfon.

Rose, Burgundy ... ... ... Unconscious beauty.
Though with sighs and folded arms,
I muse with silence on her charms,— %, AH. Moozre.

Rose, Cabbage ... ... ... Ambassador of love.

Where the veiled virgin sits,
In the bliss of maiden fear,—Wilman.

Rose, Campion ... ... ... Only deserve my love.

Our love is principle, and has its root
In Reason, is judicious, manly, free.—Cowper.

Rose, Carolina ... ... ... ZLoveis dangerous.
The best things carried to excess are wrong.—Churchill.




Rose, Damask ... ... ... Brilliant complexion.
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iy
|- I I
Rose, China... ... ... ... Deauiy always new. | g
| W
The sprightly wit, the lively eye, i
Th' engaging smile, the gaiety.—ZFope. '}I i1
Rose, Christmas ... ... Zranquillise my anxicty. I [l |
So when away my caring went. i i‘ .
I counted cost, and was content. *I .;I'
I
An excellent thing it is | and ever lent “i i
To truth, and love, and meekness.—Z. 4r»nold. | 5: i
| E : | :

But, for her part, the truest taste
She found, was in retirement placed,— Whifekead.

|
Rose, Deep Red... ... ... ... DBaskful shame. ‘

|

|

Rose, DOZ ... oo wus oo Pleasure and pain.
Her from whose pain I never wished relief, |
And for whose pleasure I could smile at grief. —A4. /. I E

Rose, Guelder eic i ol wv Wianter s Age.

Time still, as he flies, adds increase to her truth, 'i |k
And gives to her mind what he steals from her youth. '
E. Moore. 18

Rose, Hundred-leaved ... oo - oo . oewr  L7ide. ‘

And the devil did grin, for his darling sin,
Is pride that apes humility.—Co/eridge. |

Rose, Japan vo  Beauty is your only attraction. |
Whence comes my love? Oh, heart, disclose ; _
It was from cheeks that shamed the rose ; - { v
Whence comes my woe? As freely own, '
Ah me | 'twas from a heart like stone.—Harrington.
7
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Rose, Maiden Blush ... ... { 7 Q0% love e300
will find it out.

Who ever loved that loved not at first sight >—Marlow.

Rose, Multiflora D R e o e e | C )
Beauty, which, whether waklng or asleep,
Shot forth peculiar graces,.—AZziton.

RoseptMundi v, S S i sk g riety,
Variety alone gives joy,
The sweetest meats the soonest cloy.—Prior.

Rose, Musk ... ... ... ... Capricious beauty.
They cried : ‘' La belle dame sans merci
Hath thee in thrall,"—&ea’s

Rose:Musk;sCluster ... ... ..o oe' CREVWINE.
And neixt my heart I'll wear her,
For fear my jewel tire.—Burns.

ROSR) SINEle e it Sy,
Humble Quiet builds her cell
Near the course where Pleasure flows.—Gray.

Rose, Thornless ... ... ... Zarly attachment

Rose, Unique ... ... ... Call me not beautiful.
Rose, White... ... ... .. Zeam worthy of you.

Rose, White (withered) ... Zransient impressions,
Sighing and moaning, on ilka green loaming,
The flowers of the forest are all wede away.— %, E/Ziot,

Rose, Yellow ... ... Derease of love.  Fealousy.
Or pining Love shall waste their youth,
And Jealousy with rankling tooth.—Gray.

P
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Rose, York and Lancaster... ... ... .. War.
In war and love none should be twice deceived.—ZDryden.

Rose, Full-blown, placed over two buds... Seczecy.
How hard it is for women to keep counsel.—SZ%akespeare.

Rose, White and Red together ... ... Unity.

One happiness for which we strive,
One heaven for me and thee,—Geilel,

Roses, Crown of ... ... ... Reward of virtue.
I prosper, circled with thy voice.
I shall not lose thee, though I die.—Zennyson.

Rosebud, Red ... ... . ... Pureand lovcly.

Beauty is truth, truth beauty! That is all
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.—A&ea#s.

RosehrdEWhite wii- 2o s vl oee - Girlhoog.

Soul not yet from heaven beguiled,
Soul not yet by earth defiled.— W. C. Bennell.

Rosebud, MoSS- ... . .. Confession of love.

Cold is the senseless heart that never strove,
With the wild tumult of a real flame.—Bamp/fylde.

Rosebay (Rhododendron) ... Beware. Danger.

For should I burn or break my brains,
Pray, who will pay me for my pains ?—2ZByron.

ROSEMALY ~ Fors Woatel s vanes soni suseon ARCMIEIMDIANCE.
Make me to say, when all my griefs are gone,

Happy the heart that sighed for such a one.—S. Daniel.
? =
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R dl e R SR s et s o RS T e
Plate sins with gold,
And the strong lance of Justice hurtlessbreaks.—
Shakespeare.

R s s ossl Haash e e 2 ST fort y 3
Britain's true sons a bribe can scorn,
And die as free as they were born.—Chatterton.

R e e e e e 1) o))

It spreads itself in holy deeds,
With sorrow sighs, in pity bleeds.—Bardauid,

Rye Grass ... ... ... Changeable disposition.
Change is the diet on which all subsist,
Created changeable,—Cowper.,




Sage

Saffton (CLOCUS. ssel diessiisss)  sus = sseiy <e

Saffron .. DBeware of excess.

When workmen strive to do better than
well;

They doconfound their skill in covetous-
ness.—Shkakespeare.

. Mirth.

Sport, sweet maid, in season of these years,
And learn to gather flowers before they wither, —S. Daniel.

Saffron, Meadow ... My happiest days are past,

Some blast had struck the cheerful scene,
The lawns, the woods, were not so green.— Whitehead.

Domestic viriie.

So live, that, sinking in thy last long sleep,
Calm thou may'st smile, while all around thee weep.—
Sir W. Jones.

ean st b

I = M
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pagelGardeniies et oI R aas b B eleeny
Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend,
Andround hisdwelling guardian saintsattend.— Goldsmith.

SETVAROT bl e e SR S S e 1 1
Say why, my friend, thy honest soul
Runs over at thine eye P—Chatlerton.

i Saint John’s Wort ... Auimosity. Superstition.
| No shades of superstition blot the day,
Liberty chases all that gloom away,— Cowper.

SALClON Y R = e e /s )

The king himself has followed her

]l When she has walked before.—Goldsniith.
[ Saxifrage, MOSSy' oo *eoel wees L avat b = Aot ion.
Like a voice from those that love us,—Bayley.

SCabIOUS: wee ' weei ae weii oo Unfortunate love.

i All June I bound the rose in sheaves,
Now, rose by rose, I strip the leaves.—&, Browning.

e

Scabious, Sweet ... ... ... ... Widoewhood,
Beyond the waking and the sleeping,

Beyond the sowing and the reaping,

I shall be soon.—Z#/. Bonar.

e

Scarlet Lychnis .o. ..o oo oo Sunbeaming eyes.

Schinus  w. oo ... .. Religious enthusiasm.
| With thy heavenly presence blest,
| Death is life, and labour rest.—Doddridge.

Seotchiliy FaseasiasSa ravar = iedl e S BV oo b5 ;

Jeauty, strength, youth, are flowers but fading seen,
Duty, faith, love, are roots, and ever green,— Peele. ‘
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%

Sensitive Plant ... Sensibility. Delicate feelings.
Beauty and truth—a vielet in the shade.— Zennyson.
I ATE0s - 00 ot Soph o o0ge K Indifference.

I hold my tongue to tell the truth,
And keep my breath to cool my broth,.—%. Byrom.

Shamrock... Light-heartedness.
A merry heart goes all the way,
Your sad tiresin a mile-a.—Shakespeare.

QI RESTOOLE he feebie ievr evoni e ol e Horror.
And shrieking Horror's funeral cry.—Gray.
Snapdragon e Presumption.
Malke thy stubborn knowledge bow.—FPrior.
Snowball . Bound-
They also serve who only stand and wait,—Milton.
Hope.

CHOWALOP e s s ke e s jrdonspiesemiisans
Content thee for awhile,—Parnell.

Sorrel Affection.

Sorrel; Wild: s oo Gpeiiiensy e Wit ili-timed.

That you, as sure, may pick and choose,
As, ‘* Cross, I win,” and ¢ Pile, you lose.”"—Butler.

Sorrel, Wood SRS s e g i RSO,

Safe, safe at home, no more to roaim,
Blow, tempests, blow, my love has come,-—C. Mackay.

Southernwood... .ee oo oo FeSE Bantertng.
Let it swiftly mount in air, —Parnell,

Sy e e e e — i - -
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Spanish Jasmine... ... .o o o0 Sensudlity,

All that wealth and grandeur proffer,
Soon, alas, must meet decay.—%. Greet.

Spearmint... ... .. ... Warmth of sentiment
Let us, then, welcome the new guest.— Cotfon,

SHEEAWRIIEtEEE. e e Lemale fidelity,
Unspotted faith, and comely womanhood,
Regard of honour, and mild modesty,—Spenser.

Speedwell, Germander ... ... ... .o Lactlity.

It is as easy as lying.—Shakespeare.

Speedwell, Spiked ... ... ... .. Semblance

Rich, ill poets are without excuse. —Roscommion,

Spider'Ophrys oo . i e s “Aboilnses
With monkeys' ingenuity,—Buéler,

OPIHEEWOLt s Naesl i o - Esiem ot love.
spikedWillow Herh ii- o i - apans
And, after time, a finikin lass

Did shine like the glistering gold.—0/d Ballad.

Spindle Tree Yourcharms are engraven on my heart.
If these delights thy mind may move,
Then live with me and be my love.—C. Marlowe.

tariofsBethlehem v o s o Lurity,
White mantled Innocence, ethereal sprite,
Shall chase far off the goblins of the night, —Smollett.
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e e R |

My heavy heart with sorrow bleeds,
To think that I must part with you.—V. Brefon.

Starwort, American... ... Cheerfulness in old age.
In the days of my youth I remembered my God,
And He hath not forgotten my age.—Sowtkey.

SO R i At eoe et Haiei Lasting beaut)y.

On the cold cheek of death smiles and roses are blending,
And beauty immortal awakes from the tomb.—DBeatlie.

Stock, Ten Week ... oo eee e Prompiness.

O come away, make no delay.— Vaughan.

StONECTOP  +ee  son  ses oo Tranguillity.

Though great the danger, and the task severe,
Vet bow not to the tyranny of fear.—Falconer.

Straw, Broken ... ... Rupture of a conlract.

Seek other mistress for your minds,

Love's serviceis in vain,—2&. Southwell.
Straw, Whole ... woo wee see eee e Union.

A pew life gives to other joys. _La;a:' Bristol.
Strawberry Tree... ... oo .o Esteem and love.
One kind wish before we part,
Drop a tear, and bid adieu.—Z%&. Dodsley.

Sumach, Venice Splendour. Intellectual excellence.

Dame Nature, doubtless, has designed
A man the monarch of his mind.— 7. Byront.

Sunflower, Dwarf Adoralion.
I dare not name the nymph that w orks my smart,

Though Love hath graven her name w ithin my heart.—
7. Watson.

E———
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sunflower, Tall... ... ... .. ... Haughtiness,

He that high growth on cedars did bestow,
Gave also lowly mushrooms leave to grow.—2&. Southwell.

Swallow-wort ... ... ... .. Curefor heartacke.
Time shall administer its wonted balm,
And hush this storm of grief to no unpleasing calm,—
C. Shaw.

SweetiBasils i St e e oo Tl ke,
Farewell, good fortune gc with thee,—S/kakespeare.

Sweetbrier, American... ... ... ... Stmpliciiy.
O fair eyes, yet let me see
One good look, and I am gone.

Sweetbrier, European ... ... Z wound {0 heal.
The lopped tree in time may grow again,
Most naked plants renew both fruit and flower.—
R, Southwell,

Sweetbrier, Yellow ... ... ... ecrease of love.
The scene’s the same, the same the weather—
We live, my dear, too much together.— Whitehead.

sweet ' Pea .. . . . Delicate pleasures.

Not all that tempts your wand'ring eyes
And heedless hearts is lawful prize,
Not all that glitters, gold.—Gray.

BWeRbISULEan S e o e ot
So joyful my heart is, so easy my chain,
That freedom is tastelsss, and roving a pain.—Z. Moore.

SweetiWilham e o o,
Love Virtue, she alone is free,

o Gallanitry.
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SYCAMIONE " eer  meatfoentt i ciieselitess Curiosity.
Why so pale and wan, fond lover ?—Suckling.

SVEINGE: (oo Sese b vaals s isio - eaiibioey = ove Memory.

Memory, thou fond deceiver,
Still importunate and vain.—Goldsmith.

Syringa, Carolina = ... ... .. Disappointment.

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale,
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man,—Shakespeare.




e

Tamarisk ..o ais” Grome
Tremble, thou wretch |
That hast within thee undivulged
crimes,.—Siakespeare.

Tansy, Wild { I declare war

against you,

My voice is still for war,—A4ddison.

Leascl™ Cio v et s s v Misanilnay.

Turn misanthropes, and hate mankind.—SkaZespeare.

Tendrils of Climbing Plants ... ... ... Zies
And Fancy gives me back my wife ;
And Fancy gives me back my child.—X&7rke White.

Thistle, Common o 0 ool G A e
And would not ope their lips by way of smile,
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable.—Skakespeare.




|
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Thistle, Fuller’s fl')ri'_\‘c??;’ff;c‘i‘{y’)_)-'.
Patriots are grown too shrewd to be sincere,
And we too shrewd to trust them.—Cowper.

Thistle, Scotch ... ... Retaliation.

And black eyes oft will lead to rings,
And rings will lead to black eyes.— Praed.

Thorn Apple Decettful charms.

Other smiles may make you fickle,
Tears for other charms may trickle.—Campbell.

Thorn, Branch of ... ... ... ... .. Severity.
And justice to herself severe.—Gray.
TRRTIT o bl e e g Sympathy.

This truth of old was sorrow’s friend ;
Times at the worst will surely mend,—Clatlerion.

Throatwort... Neglected beauty.

Full many a gem of purest ray serene,

The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear.—G7ay.
TERVINE ¢ oetiess shailovarcnep sooagnices Activity.
A kindly housewife keen and sage,

And busy as her very bees.— V. C. Bennel?,

Tiger Flower ... Jfor once may Pride befriend me.

Pride in a life that Slander's tongue defied,
In fact, a noble passion, misnamed Pride,.—Crabbe.

Travellers’ JOy c.c  cee  soe oeo Safety.
Snatched sudden from the avenging rod,
Safe in the bosom of my God.—ZA’¢ble.
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—_—

ircel offlaiferts st et o eer St aasiie Ol gz,

Thus may I calmly meet my end,
Thus to the grave in peace descend.—B/ackstone.

AT . T T o A T b A T
Which, if not victory, is yet revenge.—Milton.
Tremella Nestoc el e e e LA TSI,
Proud bird of the mountain, thy plume shall be torn.—
Campbell.

Trillium Pictum ... ... ... ... Modest beauty.

Oh | could you view the melody of every grace,
And music of her face,
You'd drop a tear,—ZLovelace,

Rl T e s e el oo B S L AR IS 1P D e

Round large eyes,
Ever great with new surprise. — W, C. Bennelt.

Trumpet Flower o O S B e e e A H

‘What avails it to record a name,
That courts no rank among the sons of fame?—ZFalconer.

dBuberose Lo Loy s s Dangergus. pleasureés.

Let them not suck
The sweet that is their poison.—Skakespeare.

Tlllip LN L] o aw LN LN L ] LR N | LN Fan’”ﬂ
Fame is swiftest still when she goes laden
‘With news of mischief.—A7ay.

But hark! the trump ! te-morrow thou
In glory’'s fires shalt dry thy tears.—Campbell.

TRalipyRed =i . Declarationiofiloie
Oh, happy, happy now to die,
And go before thee to the sky.—Afackay.

— - —
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Tulip, Variegated... ... ... «.. Beautiful ¢yes.

Her eye in silence hath a speech,
Which eye best understands,—Southwell,

FulipyeVellow.... .o woob .. = o..n Flopeless love.
She was the rainbow to thy sight!
Thy sun—thy heaven of lost delight |

BT R e O e e e s G k)

Say to thy heart, rememb'ring I1im who said :
‘* These pesple come from far, and want for bread.”—
Langhorne.

Tussilage, Sweet-scented. Fustice shall be done you.

I go to life, and not to death,
Traet thov in God above,— Chalicrion.
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R T e, ooh i e e e sy e LI L LY

Humbled beneath His mighty hand '
Prostrate His providence adore.— . Monigomery.
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Valerian

LE R ]

An acconmodating disposition.

To feign joy and hide distress.—. Green.

Valerian, Greek

v Rupture.

I ken na why ane with anither should fight.—NicoZZ

Venice Sumach.../nfellectual excellence.
And the gentlemen were noble souls.—ZLeland.

Venus’ Car

Splendour,

Ly with me.

If I may but join thee singing in the rain.—4%ers,

Venus’ Looking-glass
Be nothing which thou art not.—Zd., Poe.

Venus’ Trap

Like the hopes I built in youth,—ooze.

Vernal Grass

Veronica...

LR

o Llattery.

oo Decetl

Foor, but happy.

This creature dared to love.—Parnell,

o Lidelily.

My word, my work, my heart, my hand ;
Still on a side together stand.— 7. Byrom.

Vervain ...

LN LN LE N

Immortal as her song.—Halleck.

Vine ...

LR ] LN LN ]

oo - Lnchantment.

Intoxication.

Who is this lady fine? The vine, boys, the vine.—

8

Barry

Cornwall.

e e —
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VioletiBltle s L foernthnis. .o Latitljulness.

My vows shall ever true remain.—Gay.

Violet, Dame Waichfulness.

Believe the oracles I tell.— Wolcot.

Violet. Sweetvis: et iveiitors hees b SonnonesHy,

Deject thyself that thou may'st rise.—Frior.

Violet, Yellow ... <. oo oo Rural happiness.
Make poisies in the sun.—C. Lam?.

Virginian Spiderwort ... Momentary happiness.
Prospects thus, viewed with her, inspired before,
Now seen without her, can delight no more.—4. &z/.

Virgin’s Bower ST LAY (17774
A smile of God thou art. —H’ W. Longfellow.

Volkamenia ... ... ... ... May you be happy.

This ignorance is bliss extreme,~2B. Zaylor.
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Walnub™ wie  see eeeare d7tlellect iStralagem.

And in thy worde use constancie,
To make thy bonds advisedly.—Ladder fo Thri/t.

Wall-flower ... ... ... ... ZFidelity in adversity.
The worldling prospers, laying up,
The Christian, laying out.—Haz%.

WA ter Tl e s oo sear nlurily ol heort:
Water Melon T, e e YU RTTIEST:

W BIantE Vel Siaiey tlessn pean TISUSCEDLIDITY,

I sought to weep for imaged woes,
Nor real life believed a tragic tale,.—%. Logan.

‘Vheat Stall{ LILN ] LR LR LA N ] LA R aaw Rz.l‘:&g-f.
Every man will be thy friend,
Whilst thou hast wherewith to spend.—2X. Barnfield.

‘f-\?llin (N ] NN (N wEw s w e san LR A;‘r{g{})’-

There is no hope of all our toil ;
There is no fruit from such a soil.—Harringion.

Whitelfasmine: i amd & saet Sevenwnvet Amiableness.

A countenance in which did meet
Sweet records, promises as sweet.— Wordsworth.

White Laly .o oo oo oo Purity and. modesty.
‘What though on her cheek the rose loses its hue,

Her wit and good humour bloom all the year through.—

E. Moore.
8 *
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White MUlleIns st vee ees . eee sss Grood nature:

I ne'er for satire torture common sense,
Nor show my wit at God's or man's expense.—2B/lacklock.

EWihitel @aket =0 SSRIT R Indepentadenit,
For shining wealth or scaring woe,

I force no friend, I fear no foe.—%. Byrom.

| WihitetBinlc e =arie s et e e en .

A fellow of infinite wit.—Skakespeare.

; W hite B Oplars Sr s et cs st s s st LTI
| O Time! forego thy wonted spite,
And lay thy future lashes light,—Sage.

: : Death preferable to
White Rose (dried) ... ... { z ﬁ
loss of innocence.
Twine it of poppies so dark and red,

And cypress, the garland that honours the dead.—
H, Neele.

| Whortleberry soo voee Tase wes. wesl - ornns LPEASON:
, _. Wears Friendship’s mask for purposes of spite,
Fawns in the day, and butchers in the night.—Churchill.

Willow, Creeping ... -.i wiei -o-  Love forsaken:
Oh, trifling head and fickle heart !
o Chagrined at whatsoe'er thou art !'— Warfosn.

| Willow, Water = oo wee eoe oo s Lreedoms)|

We love
The king who loves the law, respects his bounds,
And reigns within them.—Cowper.

Willow, Weeping et s Moz,
Thy tears are all fruitless, thy wishes are vain,

il The moments neglected, return not again.—

Szr G, Ellott.

TR




WATIOWAEICED . s e oes Tve o B ErnSIOl
The cit hunts a plum, while the soldier hunts fame,
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name.—G. Whitehead.

Willow, French ... ... JBravery and humanity.

"Tis a glorious lion, in battle so let it,
But, duty appeased, 'tis the heart of a lamb.—C. Dibdin.

Winter Cherry ..o cee wee aee o Deception,

He is the freeman whom the truth makes free,
And all are slaves beside.—Cowper.

Lvitl:h Hazel aue LR (AR (BN ek sae A -@fzz.
Thou hast with thy soft murmur
Murmured my senses away.—Muller.

T oAbME . e s e wee | Lraternal love.
If thou sorrow, he will weep ;
If thou wake, he cannot sleep.—ZX. Barnfield.

Wood Sorrel ... ... Foy. Maternal tenderness.

With blessings beyond hope or thought,
With blessings which no words can find. —Zennyson.

What shall I do with all the days and hours,
That must be counted e'er I see thy face 2—AZrs, Butler.

Wormwood  «ee oo et S A hceice,

THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS, 117 |
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ecoeod
.-\.T.-.

ocood)

Xanthium e oo ... Rudeniess. Pertinacity
To hate revengement hastily

For losing love and amitie.—Zadder to Thrift.

Xeranthemum ... Cheerfulness under adversily.
A merry heart goes all the way
Your sad tires in a mile-a.—Skakesteare,

GCoccod

YC\V li: .l._ aee LN e w (XX XL ] aee Sﬁr}‘az{’.
Sorrow never comes too late,—Gray,

Googed
¢ Z
GCeo

ZephyriBloweravs Wede S ot Expectation.

To have thy asking, yet wait many years ;
To fret thy soul with crosses and with cares,—Spenser.

Zinnia e woe oo TToughts of absent friends.
I will wear him
In my heart's core, aye, in my heart ef hearts,
As T do thee.—Skakespeare.
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