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Famous Romantic Poems

If ever two were one, then surely we.
If ever man were lov'd by wife, then thee.
If ever wife was happy in a man,
Compare with me, ye women, if you can.
| prize thy love more than whole Mines of gold
Or all the riches that the East doth hold.
My love is such that Rivers cannot quench,
Nor ought but love from thee give recompetence.
Thy love is such | can no way repay.
The heavens reward thee manifold, | pray.
Then while we live, in love let's so persever
That when we live no more, we may live ever.

- Anne Bradstreet

O my Luve's like a red, red rose
That's newly sprung in June;
O my Luve's like the melodie

That's sweetly played in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in luve am |;
And | will luve thee still, my dear,
Till a' the seas gang dry:

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi' the sun;
| will luve thee still, my dear,
While the sands o' life shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only Luve,
And fare thee weel awhile!
And | will come again, my Luve,
Tho' it ware ten thousand mile.

-Robert Burns



Chomed Rty S com %@ 2010

"""
L

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, as men strive for Right;
| love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.

| love thee with the passion put to use
In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith.
| love thee with a love | seemed to lose
With my lost saints, | 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

| gave myself to him,
And took himself for pay.
The solemn contract of a life
Was ratified this way

The value might disappoint,
Myself a poorer prove
Than this my purchaser suspect,
The daily own of Love

Depreciates the sight;
But, 'til the merchant buy,
Still fabled, in the isles of spice
The subtle cargoes lie.

At least, 'tis mutual risk,
Some found it mutual gain;
Sweet debt of Life, each night to owe,
Insolvent, every noon.

“Emily Dickenson
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It lies not in our power to love or hate,
For will in us is overruled by fate.

When two are stripped, long ere the course begin,
We wish that one should love, the other win;
And one especially do we affect
Of two gold ingots, like in each respect:

The reason no man knows, let it suffice,
What we behold is censured by our eyes.
Where both deliberate, the love is slight:
Who ever loved, that loved not at first sight?

-Christopher Marlowe

Have seen dawn and sunset on moors and windy hills
Coming in solemn beauty like slow old tunes of Spain:
| have seen the lady April bringing in the daffodils,
Bringing the springing grass and the soft warm April rain.

| have heard the song of the blossoms and the old chant of the sea,
And seen strange lands from under the arched white sails of ships;
But the loveliest things of beauty God ever has showed to me
Are her voice, and her hair, and eyes, and the dear red curve of her lips.

-John Masefield

From fairest creatures we desire increase,
That thereby beauty's rose might never die,
But as the riper should by time decease,
His tender heir might bear his memory:
But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,
Feed'st thy light'st flame with self-substantial fuel,
Making a famine where abundance lies,
Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.
Thou that art now the world's fresh ornament
And only herald to the gaudy spring,
Within thine own bud buriest thy content

—William Shakespeare



