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Whoso List to Hunt      First published 1557, England 

 

by Thomas Wyatt 

 

 

Whoso list to hunt, I know where is an hind,  

But as for me, hélas, I may no more.  

The vain travail hath wearied me so sore,  

I am of them that farthest cometh behind.  

Yet may I by no means my wearied mind  

Draw from the deer, but as she fleeth afore  

Fainting I follow. I leave off therefore,  

Sithens in a net I seek to hold the wind.  

Who list her hunt, I put him out of doubt,  

As well as I may spend his time in vain.  

And graven with diamonds in letters plain  

There is written, her fair neck round about:  

Noli me tangere, for Caesar's I am,  

And wild for to hold, though I seem tame.  

 

 

 

  



She Walks in Beauty                 First published 1813, England 

 

by Lord Byron 

 

 

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 mellowed to that tender light  

Which heaven to gaudy day denies.  

 

One shade the more, one ray the less,  

Had half impaired 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! 

 

 

 

  



I loved you first: but afterwards your love         First published in 1881, England 

 

by Christina Rossetti 

 

 

Poca favilla gran fiamma seconda. – Dante  

Ogni altra cosa, ogni pensier va fore,  

E sol ivi con voi rimansi amore. – Petrarca  

 

I loved you first: but afterwards your love  

Outsoaring mine, sang such a loftier song  

As drowned the friendly cooings of my dove.  

Which owes the other most? my love was long,  

And yours one moment seemed to wax more strong;  

I loved and guessed at you, you construed me  

And loved me for what might or might not be –  

Nay, weights and measures do us both a wrong.  

For verily love knows not ‘mine’ or ‘thine;’  

With separate ‘I’ and ‘thou’ free love has done,  

For one is both and both are one in love:  

Rich love knows nought of ‘thine that is not mine;’  

Both have the strength and both the length thereof,  

Both of us, of the love which makes us one.  

 

 

  



XVII (I do not love you...)    First published 1959, Argentina 

 

by Pablo Neruda 

 

 

I do not love you as if you were salt-rose, or topaz, 

or the arrow of carnations the fire shoots off. 

I love you as certain dark things are to be loved, 

in secret, between the shadow and the soul. 

 

I love you as the plant that never blooms 

but carries in itself the light of hidden flowers; 

thanks to your love a certain solid fragrance, 

risen from the earth, lives darkly in my body. 

 

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

I love you straightforwardly, without complexities or pride; 

so I love you because I know no other way 

 

than this: where I does not exist, nor you, 

so close that your hand on my chest is my hand, 

so close that your eyes close as I fall asleep. 

 

  



For My Lover Returning to His Wife    First published 1967, USA 

 

by Anne Sexton 

 

 

She is all there. 

She was melted carefully down for you 

and cast up from your childhood, 

cast up from your one hundred favorite aggies.  

She has always been there, my darling. 

She is, in fact, exquisite. 

Fireworks in the dull middle of February 

and as real as a cast-iron pot.  

Let's face it, I have been momentary. 

A luxury. A bright red sloop in the harbor. 

My hair rising like smoke from the car window. 

Littleneck clams out of season.  

She is more than that. She is your have to have, 

has grown you your practical your tropical growth. 

This is not an experiment. She is all harmony. 

She sees to oars and oarlocks for the dinghy,  

has placed wild flowers at the window at breakfast, 

sat by the potter's wheel at midday, 

set forth three children under the moon, 

three cherubs drawn by Michelangelo,  

done this with her legs spread out 

in the terrible months in the chapel. 

If you glance up, the children are there 

like delicate balloons resting on the ceiling.  

She has also carried each one down the hall 

after supper, their heads privately bent, 

two legs protesting, person to person 

her face flushed with a song and their little sleep.  

I give you back your heart. 

I give you permission—  



for the fuse inside her, throbbing 

angrily in the dirt, for the bitch in her 

and the burying of her wound— 

for the burying of her small red wound alive—  

for the pale flickering flare under her ribs, 

for the drunken sailor who waits in her left pulse, 

for the mother's knee, for the stockings, 

for the garter belt, for the call—  

the curious call 

when you will burrow in arms and breasts 

and tug at the orange ribbon in her hair 

and answer the call, the curious call.  

She is so naked and singular. 

She is the sum of yourself and your dream. 

Climb her like a monument, step after step. 

She is solid.  

As for me, I am a watercolor. 

I wash off.  

 

 

  

 

  



Valentine       First published 1993, Great Britain 

 

by Carol Ann Duffy 

 

 

Not a red rose or a satin heart.  

 

I give you an onion. 

It is a moon wrapped in brown paper. 

It promises light 

like the careful undressing of love. 

 

Here.  

It will blind you with tears  

like a lover. 

It will make your reflection 

a wobbling photo of grief. 

 

I am trying to be truthful. 

 

Not a cute card or a kissogram. 

 

I give you an onion. 

Its fierce kiss will stay on your lips, 

possessive and faithful 

as we are, 

for as long as we are. 

 

Take it. 

Its platinum loops shrink to a wedding-ring, 

if you like. 

 

Lethal. 

Its scent will cling to your fingers, 

cling to your knife. 


