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How Do I Love Thee

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height

My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight

For the ends of being and ideal grace.

I love thee to the level of every day's

Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.

I love thee freely, as men strive for right.

I love thee purely, as they turn from praise.

I love thee with the passion put to use

In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith.

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose

With my lost saints. I love thee with the breath,

Smiles, tears, of all my life; and, if God choose,

            I shall but love thee better after death.
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Lost Mistress

        I.

All's over, then: does truth sound bitter

  As one at first believes?

Hark, 'tis the sparrows' good-night twitter

  About your cottage eaves!

        II.

And the leaf-buds on the vine are woolly,

  I noticed that, to-day;

One day more bursts them open fully

  ---You know the red turns grey.

        III.

To-morrow we meet the same then, dearest?

  May I take your hand in mine?

Mere friends are we,---well, friends the merest

  Keep much that I resign:

        IV.

For each glance of the eye so bright and black,

  Though I keep with heart's endeavour,---

Your voice, when you wish the snowdrops back,

  Though it stay in my soul for ever!---

       V.

Yet I will but say what mere friends say,

  Or only a thought stronger;

I will hold your hand but as long as all may,

      Or so very little longer!
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Meeting at Night

        I.

The grey sea and the long black land;

And the yellow half-moon large and low;

And the startled little waves that leap

In fiery ringlets from their sleep,

As I gain the cove with pushing prow,

And quench its speed i' the slushy sand.

        II.

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach;

Three fields to cross till a farm appears;

A tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch

And blue spurt of a lighted match,

And a voice less loud, thro' its joys and fears,

Than the two hearts beating each to each!
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