
Sonnet 71 by William Shakespeare 
 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead 

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell 

Give warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vile world with vilest worms to dwell;  

Nay, if you read this line, remember not 

The hand that writ it; for I love you so,  
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot,  

If thinking on me then should make you woe. 

O, if (I say) you look upon this verse,  
When I (perhaps) compounded am with clay, 

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse, 

But let your love even with my life decay, 

Lest the wise world should look into your moan,  
And mock you with me after I am gone. 

 

Sonnet 61 by William Shakespeare 
 

Is it thy will, thy image should keep open 

My heavy eyelids to the weary night? 
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken, 

While shadows like to thee do mock my sight? 

Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee 

So far from home into my deeds to pry, 
To find out shames and idle hours in me, 

The scope and tenor of thy jealousy? 

O, no! thy love, though much, is not so great: 
It is my love that keeps mine eye awake: 

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat, 

To play the watchman ever for thy sake: 

   For thee watch I, whilst thou dost wake elsewhere, 
   From me far off, with others all too near. 

 

Sonnet 2 by William Shakespeare 
 

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow, 

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field, 
Thy youth's proud livery so gazed on now, 

Will be a totter'd weed of small worth held:  

Then being asked, where all thy beauty lies, 

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days;  
To say, within thine own deep sunken eyes, 

Were an all-eating shame, and thriftless praise. 

How much more praise deserv'd thy beauty's use, 
If thou couldst answer 'This fair child of mine 

Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse,' 

Proving his beauty by succession thine! 
  This were to be new made when thou art old, 

  And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it cold. 

 

 
 

 

 
 

One Hundred Love Sonnets: 27 by Pablo Neruda 
 

I don’t love you as if you were a rose of salt, topaz,    

or arrow of carnations that propagate fire:    

I love you as one loves certain obscure things,    
secretly, between the shadow and the soul.  

 

I love you as the plant that doesn’t bloom but carries    
the light of those flowers, hidden, within itself,    

and thanks to your love the tight aroma that arose    

from the earth lives dimly in my body.  
 

I love you without knowing how, or when, or from 

where,    

I love you directly without problems or pride:  
I love you like this because I don’t know any other way 

to love,  

except in this form in which I am not nor are you,    
so close that your hand upon my chest is mine,    

so close that your eyes close with my dreams. 

 
 

“Love Is Not All” by Edna St. Vincent Millay 

 

Love is not all: It is not meat nor drink 
Nor slumber nor a roof against the rain, 

Nor yet a floating spar to men that sink 

and rise and sink and rise and sink again. 
Love cannot fill the thickened lung with breath 

Nor clean the blood, nor set the fractured bone; 

Yet many a man is making friends with death 

even as I speak, for lack of love alone. 
It well may be that in a difficult hour, 

pinned down by need and moaning for release 

or nagged by want past resolution's power, 
I might be driven to sell your love for peace, 

Or trade the memory of this night for food. 

It may well be. I do not think I would. 
 

 


