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Among the waste and lumber of the shore,
Hard coils of cordage, swarthy fishing-net^
Anchors of rusty fluke, and boats updrawn

;

And built their castles of dissolving sand
To watch them overflow'd, or following up
And flying the white breaker, daily left
The little footprint daUy wash'd away.

A narrow cave ran in beneath the cliff:

In this the children play'd at keeping house.
Enoch was host one day, Philip the next,
While Annie still was mistress ; but at times
Enoch would hold possession for a week :

•Tliis is my house and this my little wife.'
' Mine too,' said Philip ' turn and turn about :

'

When, if they quarrell'd, Enoch stronger-made
Was master

: then would Philip, his blue eyes
All flooded with the helpless wrath of tears,
Shriek out

' I hate you, Enoch,' and at this
The little wife would weep for company,
And pray them not to quarrel for her sake,
And say she would be little wife to both.

But when the dawn of rosy childhood past,
And the new warmth of life's ascending sun
Was felt by either, either fixt his heart
On that one giri ; and Enoch spoke his love,
But Philip loved in silence ; and the giri

Seem'd kinder unto Philip than to him

;

But she loved En,jch ; the' she knew it not.
And would if asked deny it. Enoch set
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