AMABEL

I marked her ruined hues,
Her custom-straitened views,
And asked, "Can there indwell

My Amabel?"

I looked upon her gown,
Once rose, now earthen brown,;
The change was like the knell

Of Amabel.

Her step's mechanic ways
Had lost the life of May's;
Her laugh, once sweet in swell,

Spoilt Amabel.

I mused: "Who sings the strain
I sang ere warmth did wane?
Who thinks its numbers spell

His Amabel?" -

Knowing that, though Love cease,

Love's race shows undecrease;



All find in dorp or dell

An Amabel.

- I felt that I could creep
To some housetop, and weep,
That Time the tyrant fell

Ruled Amabel!

I said (the while I sighed
That love like ours had died),
"Fond things I'll no more tell

To Amabel,
"But leave her to her fate,
And fling across the gate,
"Till the Last Trump, farewell,

O Amabel!"
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If but some vengeful god would call to me
From up the sky, and laugh: "Thou suffering thing,
Know that thy sorrow is my ecstasy,

That thy love's loss is my hate's profiting!"

Then would I bear, and clench myself, and die,
Steeled by the sense of ire unmerited,;
Half-eased in that a Powerfuller than I

Had willed and meted me the tears I shed.

But not so. How arrives it joy lies slain,

And why unblooms the best hope ever sown?

- Crass Casualty obstructs the sun and rain,
And dicing Time for gladness casts a moan . . .
These purblind Doomsters had as readily strown

Blisses about my pilgrimage as pain.
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