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And I said, 'My cousin Amy, speak, and speak the truth to me,

Trust me, cousin, all the current of my being sets to thee.'

25 On her pallid cheek and forehead cams a colour and a light,

As I have seen the rosy red flushing in the northern night.

And she turn'd—her bosom shaken with a sudden storm of

sighs

—

All the spirit deeply dawning in the dark of liazel eyes

—

Saying, *I have hid my feelings, fearing they should do me
wrong

;

30 Saying, 'Dost thou love me, cousin?' weeping, 'I have loved

thee long.'

Love took up the glass of Time, and turn'd it in his glowing
hands

;

Every moment, lightly shaken, ran itself in golden sands.

Lo\s took up the harp of Life, and smote on all the chords
with might;

Smote the chord of Self, that, trembling, pass'd in music out

of sight.

35 Many a morning on the moorland did we hear the copses ring,

And her whisper throng'd my pulses with the fulness of the

Spring.

Many an evening by the waters did we watch the stately ships,

And our spirits rush'd together at the touching of the lips.

O ray cousin, shallow-hearted ! my Amy, mine no more

!

40 O the dreary, dreary moorland ! O the barren, barren shore

!

Falser than all fancy fathoms, falser than all songs have sung,

Puppet to a father's threat, and servile to a shrewish tongue

!

Is it well to wish thee happy ?—having known me—to decline

On a range of lower feelings and a narrower heart than mine 1
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