I Loved You…
By Alexander Pushkin

I loved you, and I probably still do,
And for a while the feeling may remain…
But let my love no longer trouble you,
I do not wish to cause you any pain.
I loved you; and the hopelessness I knew,
The jealousy, the shyness – though in vain
Made up a love so tender and so true
As may God grant you to be loved again.

Translated by Genia Gurarue, 11/10/1995



My Love is like a Red Red Rose
By Robert Burns

O my love is like a red, red rose
That’s newly sprung in June;
O my love is like the melody 
That’s sweetly played in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in love am I:
And I will love thee still, my dear,
Till a’ the seas gang dry.

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear,
And rocks melt wi’ the sun:
I will love thee still, my dear,
While the sands o’ life shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only Love,
And fare thee weel awhile!
And I will come again, my Love,
Tho’ it were ten thousand mile.








How Do I Love Thee? Let Me Count the Ways
By Elizabeth Barrett Browning

How do I love thee? Let me county the ways.
I 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.
I love thee to the level of everyday’s
Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;
I love thee purely, as the turn from Praise.
I love thee with a passion put to use
In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith.
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose
With my lost saints, - I love thee with the breath,
Smiles, tears, of all my life! – and, if Go choose,
I shall but love thee better after death.



Sonnet 18
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 eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimm’d;
And every fair from fair sometimes declines,
By chance or nature’s changing course untrimm’d;
But the eternal summer shall not fade
Nor lose possession of that fir thou owest;
Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st 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.








The Kiss
By Sara Teasdale

I hoped that he would love me,
And he has kissed my mouth,
But I am like a stricken bird
That can not reach the south.

For though I know he loves me, 
To-night my heart is sad;
His kiss was not so wonderful
As all the dreams I had.




Love and Friendship
By Emily Bronte

Love is like the wild rose-briar,
Friendship like the holly tree
The holly is dark when the rose-briar blooms
But which will bloom most constantly?

The wild rose briar is sweet in the spring,
Its summer blossoms scent the air;
Yet wait till winter comes again
And who will call the wild-briar fair?

Then scorn the silly rose-wreath now
And deck thee with the holly’s sheen,
That when December blights they brow
He may still leave they garland green.
