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“I saw, in gradual vision through my tears,
The sweet, sad years, the melancholy years,
Those of my own life, who by turns had flung
A shadow across me. Straightway | was 'ware,
So weeping, how a mystic shape did move
Behind me, and drew me backward by the hair;

And a voice said in mastery,

Guess now who holds thee? Death, | said.

10 But there, the Silver answer rang, ... not Death, but LOVE.
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How do | love thee?

Let me count the ways

[ 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.

[ love thee to the level of everyday's

Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight.

[ love thee freely, purely, and passionately

With smiles, tears, and all my life. «
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