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65Am I mad, that I should cherish that which bears but bitter

fruit?

I will pluck it from my bosom, tho' r , ii t be at the root.

Never, tho' my mortal summer'' to such length of years should

come

As the many-winter'd crow that leads the clanging rookery

home.

Where is comfort? in division of the records of the mind?

70 Can I part her from herself, and love her, as I knew her, kind?

I remember one that perish'd: sweetly did she speak and move:

Such a one do I remember, v^hom to look at was to love.

Can I think of her as dead, and love her for the love she bore?

No—she never loved me truly : love is love for evermore.

75 Comfort? comfort soorn'd of devils ! this is truth the poet sings,

That a sorrow's crown of sorrow is remembering happier things.

Drug thy memories, lest thou learn it, lest thy heart be put to

proof,

In the dead unhappy night, and when the rain is on the roof.

Like a dog, he hunts in dreams, and thou art staring at the wall,

80 Where the dying night-lamp flickers, and the shadows rise and
fall.

Then a hand shall pass before thee, pointing to his drunken
sleep.

To thy widow'd marriage-pillows, to the teats that thou wilt

weep.

Thou shalt hear the ' Never, never,' whisper'd by the phantom

years,

And a song from out the distance in the ringing of thine ears:
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