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" Thou wUt tell,

With the grimace of hate, how horrible

It was to meet my love when thine grew less

;

Thou wilt admire how I could e'er address

Such features to love'swork . . . This taunt, though true,

(For indeed Nature nor in form nor hue
Bestowed on me her choicest workmanship)
Shall not be thy defence : for since thy lip

Met mine first, years long past,—since thine eye kindled
With soft fife under mine,—I have not dwindled,
Nor changed in mind, or body, or in aught
But as love changes what it loveth not
After long years and many trials.

" How vain
Are words

;
I thought never to speak again,

Not even in secret, not to my own heart-
But from my lips the unwilling accents start.

And from my pen the words flow as I write.

Dazzling my eyes with scalding tears—my sight

Is dim to see that (charactered in vain

On this unfeeling leaf) which burns the brain

And eats into it, blotting aU things fair.

And wise and good, which time had written there.

Those who inflict must suffer, for they see
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