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POEMS ABOUT LOVE 
(author chronological order) 

 
 
Sappho (around 610-570 BC) 
Hymn to Aphrodite 

Shimmering-throned immortal Aphrodite, 
Daughter of Zeus, Enchantress, I implore thee, 
Spare me, O queen, this agony and anguish, 
     Crush not my spirit 

Whenever before thou has hearkened to me-- 
To my voice calling to thee in the distance, 
And heeding, thou hast come, leaving thy father's 
     Golden dominions, 

With chariot yoked to thy fleet-winged coursers, 
Fluttering swift pinions over earth's darkness, 
And bringing thee through the infinite, gliding 
     Downwards from heaven, 

Then, soon they arrived and thou, blessed goddess, 
With divine contenance smiling, didst ask me 
What new woe had befallen me now and why, 
     Thus I had called the. 

What in my mad heart was my greatest desire, 
Who was it now that must feel my allurements, 
Who was the fair one that must be persuaded, 
     Who wronged thee Sappho? 

For if now she flees, quickly she shall follow 
And if she spurns gifts, soon shall she offer them 
Yea, if she knows not love, soon shall she feel it 
     Even reluctant. 

Come then, I pray, grant me surcease from sorrow, 
Drive away care, I beseech thee, O goddess 
Fulfil for me what I yearn to accomplish, 
     Be thou my ally. 
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Andrew Marvell (1621-1678) 
To His Coy Mistress 
 
Had we but world enough, and time, 
This coyness, Lady, were no crime 
We would sit down and think which way 
To walk and pass our long love's day. 
Thou by the Indian Ganges' side 
Shouldst rubies find: I by the tide 
Of Humber would complain. I would 
Love you ten years before the Flood, 
And you should, if you please, refuse 
Till the conversion of the Jews. 
My vegetable love should grow 
Vaster than empires, and more slow; 
An hundred years should go to praise 
Thine eyes and on thy forehead gaze; 
Two hundred to adore each breast, 
But thirty thousand to the rest; 
An age at least to every part, 
And the last age should show your heart. 
For, Lady, you deserve this state, 
Nor would I love at lower rate. 
 
But at my back I always hear 
Time's wingèd chariot hurrying near; 
And yonder all before us lie 
Deserts of vast eternity. 
Thy beauty shall no more be found, 
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound 
My echoing song: then worms shall try 
That long preserved virginity, 
And your quaint honour turn to dust, 
And into ashes all my lust: 
The grave's a fine and private place, 
But none, I think, do there embrace. 
 
Now therefore, while the youthful hue 
Sits on thy skin like morning dew, 
And while thy willing soul transpires 
At every pore with instant fires, 
Now let us sport us while we may, 
And now, like amorous birds of prey, 
Rather at once our time devour 
Than languish in his slow-chapt power. 
Let us roll all our strength and all 
Our sweetness up into one ball, 
And tear our pleasures with rough strife 
Through the iron gates of life: 
Thus, though we cannot make our sun 
Stand still, yet we will make him run. 
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George Gordon Lord Byron (1788-1824)              
She walks in beauty 

She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies; 
And all that's best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes: 
Thus mellow'd to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

One shade the more, one ray the less, 
Had half impair'd the nameless grace 
Which waves in every raven tress, 
Or softly lightens o'er her face; 
Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure, how dear their dwelling place. 

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow, 
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 
The smiles that win, the tints that glow, 
But tell of days in goodness spent, 
A mind at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent! 

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822) 
Time long past 
 
Like the ghost of a dear friend dead 

Is Time long past. 
A tone which is now forever fled, 
A hope which is now forever past, 
A love so sweet it could not last, 

Was Time long past. 
 
There were sweet dreams in the night 

Of Time long past: 
And, was it sadness or delight, 
Each day a shadow onward cast 
Which made us wish it yet might last-- 

That Time long past. 
 
There is regret, almost remorse, 

For Time long past. 
'Tis like a child's belovèd corse 
A father watches, till at last 
Beauty is like remembrance, cast 
 From Time long past. 
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Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822)            
One Word Is Too Often Profaned 

One word is too often profaned 
For me to profane it; 
One feeling too falsely disdained 
For thee to disdain it; 
One hope is too like despair 
For prudence to smother; 
And pity from thee more dear 
Than that from another. 
 
I can give not what men call love; 
But wilt thou accept not 
The worship the heart lifts above 
And the heavens reject not, --  
The desire of the moth for the star, 
Of the night for the morrow, 
The devotion to something afar 
From the sphere of our sorrow? 
 
 
 
Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822)         
Love's Philosophy 

The fountains mingle with the river 
And the rivers with the ocean, 
The winds of Heaven mix for ever 
With a sweet emotion; 
Nothing in the world is single, 
All things by a law divine 
In one spirit meet and mingle -  
Why not I with thine? 
 
See the mountains kiss high Heaven 
And the waves clasp one another; 
No sister-flower would be forgiven 
If it disdained its brother; 
And the sunlight clasps the earth, 
And the moonbeams kiss the sea -  
What are all these kissings worth 
If thou kiss not me? 
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Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822) 
Asia (From Prometheus Unbound) 

My soul is an enchanted boat, 
Which, like a sleeping swan, doth float 
Upon the silver waves of thy sweet singing; 
And thine doth like an angel sit 
Beside a helm conducting it, 
Whilst all the winds with melody are ringing. 
It seems to float ever, for ever, 
Upon that many-winding river, 
Between mountains, woods, abysses, 
A paradise of wildernesses! 
Till, like one in slumber bound, 
Borne to the ocean, I float down, around, 
Into a sea profound, of ever-spreading sound: 
 
Meanwhile thy spirit lifts its pinions 
In music's most serene dominions; 
Catching the winds that fan that happy heaven. 
And we sail on, away, afar, 
Without a course, without a star, 
But, by the instinct of sweet music driven; 
Till through Elysian garden islets 
By thee, most beautiful of pilots, 
Where never mortal pinnace glided, 
The boat of my desire is guided: 
Realms where the air we breathe is love, 
Which in the winds and on the waves doth move, 
Harmonizing this earth with what we feel above. 
 
We have past Age's icy caves, 
And Manhood's dark and tossing waves, 
And Youth's smooth ocean, smiling to betray: 
Beyond the glassy gulfs we flee 
Of shadow-peopled Infancy, 
Through Death and Birth, to a diviner day; 
A paradise of vaulted bowers, 
Lit by downward-gazing flowers, 
And watery paths that wind between 
Wildernesses calm and green, 
Peopled by shapes too bright to see, 
And rest, having beheld; somewhat like thee; 
Which walk upon the sea, and chant melodiously! 
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John Keats (1795-1821) 
When I have fears that I may cease to be 
 
When I have fears that I may cease to be 
Before my pen has glean'd my teeming brain, 
Before high piled books, in charact'ry, 
Hold like rich garners the full-ripen'd grain; 
When I behold, upon the night's starr'd face, 
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance, 
And think that I may never live to trace 
Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance; 
And when I feel, fair creature of an hour! 
That I shall never look upon thee more, 
Never have relish in the faery power 
Of unreflecting love;—then on the shore 
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think, 
Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink. 
 
 
 
John Keats (1795-1821) 
Bright Star, Would I were Steadfast as Thou Art 
 
Bright star, would I were stedfast as thou art-- 
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night 
And watching, with eternal lids apart, 
Like nature's patient, sleepless Eremite, 
The moving waters at their priestlike task 
Of pure ablution round earth's human shores, 
Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask 
Of snow upon the mountains and the moors-- 
No--yet still stedfast, still unchangeable, 
Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast, 
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 
Awake for ever in a sweet unrest, 
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 
And so live ever--or else swoon to death. 
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John Keats (1795-1821) 
Ode to Psyche 
 
O Goddess! hear these tuneless numbers, wrung 
By sweet enforcement and remembrance dear, 
And pardon that thy secrets should be sung 
Even into thine own soft-conched ear: 
Surely I dreamt today, or did I see 
The winged Psyche with awakened eyes? 
I wandered in a forest thoughtlessly, 
And, on the sudden, fainting with surprise, 
Saw two fair creatures, couched side by side 
In deepest grass, beneath the whisp'ring roof 
Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran 
A brooklet, scarce espied: 
 
'Mid hushed, cool-rooted flowers, fragrant-eyed, 
Blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrian, 
They lay calm-breathing on the bedded grass; 
Their arms embraced, and their pinions too; 
Their lips touched not, but had not bade adieu, 
As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber, 
And ready still past kisses to outnumber 
At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love: 
The winged boy I knew; 
But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove? 
His Psyche true! 
 
O latest born and loveliest vision far 
Of all Olympus' faded hierarchy! 
Fairer than Phoebe's sapphire-regioned star, 
Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky; 
Fairer than these, though temple thou hast none, 
Nor altar heaped with flowers; 
Nor virgin-choir to make delicious moan 
Upon the midnight hours; 
No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet 
From chain-swung censer teeming; 
No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat 
Of pale-mouthed prophet dreaming. 
 
O brightest! though too late for antique vows, 
Too, too late for the fond believing lyre, 
When holy were the haunted forest boughs, 
Holy the air, the water, and the fire; 
Yet even in these days so far retired 
From happy pieties, thy lucent fans, 
Fluttering among the faint Olympians, 
I see, and sing, by my own eyes inspired. 
So let me be thy choir, and make a moan 
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Upon the midnight hours; 
Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet 
From swinged censer teeming; 
Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat 
Of pale-mouthed prophet dreaming. 
 
Yes, I will be thy priest, and build a fane 
In some untrodden region of my mind, 
Where branched thoughts, new grown with pleasant pain, 
Instead of pines shall murmur in the wind: 
Far, far around shall those dark-clustered trees 
Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep; 
And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees, 
The moss-lain dryads shall be lulled to sleep; 
And in the midst of this wide quietness 
A rosy sanctuary will I dress 
With the wreathed trellis of a working brain, 
With buds, and bells, and stars without a name, 
With all the gardener Fancy e'er could feign, 
Who breeding flowers, will never breed the same: 
And there shall be for thee all soft delight 
That shadowy thought can win, 
A bright torch, and a casement ope at night, 
To let the warm Love in! 
 

Algernon Charles Swinburne (1837-1909)          
Love and Sleep 

Lying asleep between the strokes of night  
I saw my love lean over my sad bed,  
Pale as the duskiest lily's leaf or head,  
Smooth-skinned and dark, with bare throat made to bite,  
Too wan for blushing and too warm for white,  
But perfect-coloured without white or red.  
And her lips opened amorously, and said--  
I wist not what, saving one word--Delight  
And all her face was honey to my mouth,  
And all her body pasture to mine eyes;  
The long lithe arms and hotter hands than fire,  
The quivering flanks, hair smelling of the south,  
The bright light feet, the splendid supple thighs  
And glittering eyelids of my soul's desire. 
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Thomas Hardy (1840-1928)                  
Between Us Now  

Between us now and here--  
Two thrown together  
Who are not wont to wear  
Life's flushest feather-- 
 
Who see the scenes slide past,  
The daytimes dimming fast,  
Let there be truth at last,  
Even if despair. 
 
So thoroughly and long  
Have you now known me,  
So real in faith and strong  
Have I now shown me,  
That nothing needs disguise  
Further in any wise,  
Or asks or justifies  
A guarded tongue. 
 
Face unto face, then, say,  
Eyes my own meeting,  
Is your heart far away,  
Or with mine beating?  
When false things are brought low,  
And swift things have grown slow,  
Feigning like froth shall go,  
Faith be for aye. 
 
William Butler Yeats (1865-1939) 
When You Are Old 

When you are old and gray 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 among a crowd of stars.  
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Pablo Neruda (1904-1973)                      
Your Laughter          
                          
Take bread away from me, if you wish, 
take air away, but 
do not take from me your laughter. 
 
Do not take away the rose, 
the lance flower that you pluck, 
the water that suddenly 
bursts forth in joy, 
the sudden wave 
of silver born in you. 
 
My struggle is harsh and I come back 
with eyes tired 
at times from having seen 
the unchanging earth, 
but when your laughter enters 
it rises to the sky seeking me 
and it opens for me all 
the doors of life. 
 
My love, in the darkest 
hour your laughter 
opens, and if suddenly 
you see my blood staining 
the stones of the street, 
laugh, because your laughter 
will be for my hands 
like a fresh sword. 
 
Next to the sea in the autumn, 
your laughter must raise 
its foamy cascade, 
and in the spring, love, 
I want your laughter like 
the flower I was waiting for, 
the blue flower, the rose 
of my echoing country. 
 
Laugh at the night, 
at the day, at the moon, 
laugh at the twisted 
streets of the island, 
laugh at this clumsy 
boy who loves you, 
but when I open 
my eyes and close them, 
when my steps go, 
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when my steps return, 
deny me bread, air, 
light, spring, 
but never your laughter 
for I would die. 

Pablo Neruda (1904-1973)                   
I Do Not Love You Except Because I Love You 

I do not love you except because I love you; 
I go from loving to not loving you, 
From waiting to not waiting for you 
My heart moves from cold to fire. 
 
I love you only because it's you the one I love; 
I hate you deeply, and hating you 
Bend to you, and the measure of my changing love for you 
Is that I do not see you but love you blindly. 
 
Maybe January light will consume 
My heart with its cruel 
Ray, stealing my key to true calm. 
 
In this part of the story I am the one who 
Dies, the only one, and I will die of love because I love you, 
Because I love you, Love, in fire and blood. 

 

Pablo Neruda (1904-1973)                   
I Crave Your Mouth, Your Voice, Your Hair  

I crave your mouth, your voice, your hair. 
Silent and starving, I prowl through the streets. 
Bread does not nourish me, dawn disrupts me, all day 
I hunt for the liquid measure of your steps.  
 
I hunger for your sleek laugh, 
your hands the color of a savage harvest, 
hunger for the pale stones of your fingernails, 
I want to eat your skin like a whole almond.  
 
I want to eat the sunbeam flaring in your lovely body, 
the sovereign nose of your arrogant face, 
I want to eat the fleeting shade of your lashes,  
 
and I pace around hungry, sniffing the twilight, 
hunting for you, for your hot heart, 
like a puma in the barrens of Quitratue. 
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Pablo Neruda (1904-1973)                    
Tonight I can write the saddest lines 

Tonight I can write the saddest lines. 
 
Write, for example, 'The night is shattered 
and the blue stars shiver in the distance.' 
 
The night wind revolves in the sky and sings. 
 
Tonight I can write the saddest lines. 
I loved her, and sometimes she loved me too. 
 
Through nights like this one I held her in my arms 
I kissed her again and again under the endless sky. 
 
She loved me sometimes, and I loved her too. 
How could one not have loved her great still eyes. 
 
Tonight I can write the saddest lines. 
To think that I do not have her. To feel that I have lost her. 
 
To hear the immense night, still more immense without her. 
And the verse falls to the soul like dew to the pasture. 
 
What does it matter that my love could not keep her. 
The night is shattered and she is not with me. 
 
This is all. In the distance someone is singing. In the distance. 
My soul is not satisfied that it has lost her. 
 
My sight searches for her as though to go to her. 
My heart looks for her, and she is not with me. 
 
The same night whitening the same trees. 
We, of that time, are no longer the same. 
 
I no longer love her, that's certain, but how I loved her. 
My voice tried to find the wind to touch her hearing. 
 
Another's. She will be another's. Like my kisses before. 
Her voice Her bright body. Her infinite eyes. 
 
I no longer love her, that's certain, but maybe I love her.  
Love is so short, forgetting is so long. 
 
Because through nights like this one I held her in my arms 
my soul is not satisfied that it has lost her. 
 
Though this be the last pain that she makes me suffer 
and these the last verses that I write for her. 
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Pablo Neruda (1904-1973)                  
If You Forget Me 

I want you to know 
one thing.  
 
You know how this is:  
if I look  
at the crystal moon, at the red branch  
of the slow autumn at my window,  
if I touch  
near the fire  
the impalpable ash  
or the wrinkled body of the log,  
everything carries me to you,  
as if everything that exists,  
aromas, light, metals,  
were little boats  
that sail  
toward those isles of yours that wait for me.  
 
Well, now,  
if little by little you stop loving me  
I shall stop loving you little by little.  
 
If suddenly  
you forget me  
do not look for me,  
for I shall already have forgotten you.  
 
If you think it long and mad,  
the wind of banners  
that passes through my life,  
and you decide  
to leave me at the shore  
of the heart where I have roots,  
remember  
that on that day,  
at that hour,  
I shall lift my arms  
and my roots will set off  
to seek another land.  
 
But  
if each day,  
each hour,  
you feel that you are destined for me  
with implacable sweetness,  
if each day a flower  
climbs up to your lips to seek me,  
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ah my love, ah my own,  
in me all that fire is repeated,  
in me nothing is extinguished or forgotten,  
my love feeds on your love, beloved,  
and as long as you live it will be in your arms  
without leaving mine. 

 
 


