
To His Love 

By: William Shakespeare 
 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. 
 
Sometimes too hot the eyes of heaven shines 

And often is his complexion dimmed; 
And every fair from fair sometimes declines 

By chance or nature’s changing course untrimmed. 
 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest; 

 



Nor shall death brag thou wanderest in his shade 

When in eternal lines to time thou growest  
 

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

 

–  



 

 

–  

A Birthday 
By: Christina Rossetti

 

My heart is like a singing bird 
 Whose nest is in a watered shoot; 
 

My Heart is like an apple-tree  

Whose boughs are bent with thickest fruit. 
 

My heart is like a rainbow shell 
 That paddles in a halcyon sea; 
 

My heart is gladder than all these 

 



 Because my love is come to me 
 

Raise me a dias of silk and down; 
 Hang it with hair and purple dyes;  
 

 

Carve it in doves and pomegranates, 
 And peacocks with a hundred eyes;  
 

Work it in gold and silver fleur-de-lys;  

 Because the birthday of my life  
 

is come, my love is come to me.
 

–Horizons of Translation  



 

 

Duped by their saying: a beauty, 

 and the pretty are duped by praise. 
Think you she forgot my name when,  

 many others fell in her love ?   
When she sees me, she veers away,  
 as if there was nothing between us. 

A glance, a smile a greeting, 
 a chat, a date, a meeting,  

Then a separation, in which will be cure, 
 or a separation in which will be ailment.

 

–   

 

We are the hollow men 
We are the stuffed men. 
Leaning together  

Headpiece filled with straw.   Alas  ! 
Our dried voices, when  

We whisper together  
Are quiet and meaningless 
As wind in dry glass  

In our dry cellar 
Shape without form, shade without color,  

Paralyzed force, gesture without motion; 
 This is the dead land  
This is the cactus land  

 



Here the stone images 

Are raised, here they receive 
The supplication of a dead man’s hand  

Under the twinkle of a fainting star.  
T.S. Eliot 

 

–Horizons of Translation  

I wander’d lonely as a cloud 

Tat floats on high o’er vales and hills. 
When all at once I saw a crowd,  

A host of golden daffodils, 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees 

 



Flattering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way,  

They stretch’d in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance 

Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
The waves beside them danced, but they 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee 
A poet could not but be gay 
In such a jocund company !

W. Wordsworth

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


