
“Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?” 

(Shakespeare’s Sonnet 18) 

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 

And summer’s lease hath all too short a date; 

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimm'd; 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance or nature’s changing course untrimm'd; 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st; 

Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade, 

When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st: 

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,  

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

William Shakespeare (1609) 

Source: Poetry Foundation 



“My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun” 

(Shakespeare’s Sonnet 130) 

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun; 

Coral is far more red, than her lips red: 

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 

I have seen roses damask'd, red and white, 

But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 

And in some perfumes is there more delight 

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 

That music hath a far more pleasing sound: 

I grant I never saw a goddess go,— 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 

And yet by heaven, I think my love as rare, 

As any she belied with false compare. 

William Shakespeare (1609) 

Source: Project Gutenberg 



“Meeting at Night”

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. 

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! 

Robert Browning (1845) 
Source: PoemHunter.com 



“How do I love thee? Let me count the ways” 

(Sonnets from the Portuguese 43) 

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 everyday's 

Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight. 

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. 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1850) 
Source: Poetry Foundation 



“When You Are Old” 

When you are old and grey and full of sleep, 

And nodding by the fire, take down this book, 

And slowly read, and dream of the soft look 

Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep; 

How many loved your moments of glad grace, 

And loved your beauty with love false or true, 

But one man loved the pilgrim Soul in you, 

And loved the sorrows of your changing face; 

And bending down beside the glowing bars, 

Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled 

And paced upon the mountains overhead 

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars. 

William Butler Yeats (1892) 

Source: PoemHunter.com 



“Down By the Salley Gardens” 

Down by the salley gardens 

my love and I did meet; 

She passed the salley gardens 

with little snow-white feet. 

She bid me take love easy, 

as the leaves grow on the tree; 

But I, being young and foolish, 

with her would not agree. 

In a field by the river 

my love and I did stand, 

And on my leaning shoulder 

she laid her snow-white hand. 

She bid me take life easy, 

as the grass grows on the weirs; 

But I was young and foolish, 

and now am full of tears. 

William Butler Yeats (1889) 
Source: Poetry Foundation                                    



“When I Was One and Twenty” 

When I was one-and-twenty 

I heard a wise man say, 

"Give crowns and pounds and guineas 

But not your heart away; 

Give pearls away and rubies 

But keep your fancy free." 

But I was one-and-twenty, 

No use to talk to me. 

When I was one-and-twenty 

I heard him say again, 

"The heart out of the bosom 

Was never given in vain; 

'Tis paid with sighs a plenty 

And sold for endless rue." 

And I am two-and-twenty, 

And oh, 'tis true, 'tis true. 

A. E. Housman (1896)  
Source: Project Gutenberg  


