“If I were loved, as I desire to be"

Alfred Lord Tennyson


If I were loved, as I desire to be, 

What is there in the great sphere of the earth, 

And range of evil between death and birth, 

That I should fear,--if I were loved by thee? 

All the inner, all the outer world of pain 

Clear Love would pierce and cleave, if thou wert mine 

As I have heard that, somewhere in the main, 

Fresh-water springs come up through bitter brine. 

'T were joy, not fear, claspt hand-in-hand with thee, 

To wait for death--mute--careless of all ills, 

Apart upon a mountain, tho' the surge 

Of some new deluge from a thousand hills 

Flung leagues of roaring foam into the gorge 

Below us, as far on as eye could see. 

"My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun"

William Shakespeare


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. 

“I only know that every hour with you"

Edna St. Vincent Millay

I only know that every hour with you 

Is torture to me, and that I would be 

From your two piognant lovelinesses free! 

Rainbows, green fire, white diamonds, the fierce blue 

Of shimmering ice-bergs, or to be shot through 

With lightning or a sword incessantly-- 

Such things have beauty, doubtless; but to me 

Mist, shadow, silence--these are lovely, too. 

There is no shelter in you anywhere; 

Rhythmic intolerable, your burning rays 

Trample upon me, withering my breath; 

I will be gone, and rid of you, I swear: 

To stand upon the peaks of Love always 

Proves but that part of Love whose name is Death. 

William Shakespeare
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When I do count the clock that tells the time,
And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;
When I behold the violet past prime,
And sable
 curls all silvered o'er with white;
When lofty trees I see barren of leaves,
Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,
And summer's green all girded
 up in sheaves
,
Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard;
Then of thy beauty do I question make,
That thou among the wastes of 'time must go,
Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake,
And die as fast as they see others grow;
And nothing 'gainst Time's scythe
 can make defense,
Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.

� Black fur or dark and gloomy


� Bind or tighten


� Piles


� Cut 





