
LTW Virtual Valentines Love Poems Choices 
 

1. The Passionate Shepherd to His Love 
By Christopher Marlowe 
Come live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove, 
That Valleys, groves, hills, and fields, 
Woods, or steepy mountain yields. 
 
And we will sit upon the Rocks, 
Seeing the Shepherds feed their flocks, 
By shallow Rivers to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing Madrigals. 
 
And I will make thee beds of Roses 
And a thousand fragrant posies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroidered all with leaves of Myrtle; 
 
A gown made of the finest wool 
Which from our pretty Lambs we pull; 
Fair lined slippers for the cold, 
With buckles of the purest gold; 
 
A belt of straw and Ivy buds, 
With Coral clasps and Amber studs: 
And if these pleasures may thee move, 
Come live with me, and be my love. 
 
The Shepherds’ Swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May-morning: 
If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 
 
 

2. She Walks in Beauty 
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! 
 
 
 
 
 

3. Sonnet 116: Let me not to the marriage of 
true minds 

By William Shakespeare 
Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 
Or bends with the remover to remove. 
O no! it is an ever-fixed mark 
That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 
It is the star to every wand'ring bark, 
Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken. 
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle's compass come; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 
If this be error and upon me prov'd, 
I never writ, nor no man ever lov'd. 
 
 

4. “Bright Star” 
By John Keats 
Bright star, would I were steadfast as thou art— 
Not in lone splendor 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 steadfast, still unchangeable, 
Pillow'd upon my fair love's ripening breast, 
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 
Awake forever in a sweet unrest, 
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 
And so live ever—or else swoon to death. 
 
 

5. How Do I Love Thee? (Let Me Count the 
Ways) 

By Elizabeth Barrett Browning 
How do I love thee? Let me count 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 every day's 
Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light. 
I love thee freely, as men strive for right. 
I love thee purely, as they turn from praise. 
I love thee with the 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 God choose, 
I shall but love thee better after death. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



6. Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
(Sonnet 18) 

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. 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimmed; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimmed; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st, 
Nor shall death brag thou wand'rest in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to Time thou grow'st. 
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 
 

7. A Red, Red Rose 
By Robert Burns (Scotland) 
 
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 I; 
And I 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: 
O I will love thee still, my dear, 
While the sands o' life shall run. 
 
And fare thee weel, my only luve, 
And fare thee weel awhile! 
And I will come again, my luve, 
Though it were ten thousand mile. 
 

8. Windchime 
By Tony Hoagland 
She goes out to hang the windchime 
in her nightie and her work boots. 
It’s six-thirty in the morning 
and she’s standing on the plastic ice chest 
tiptoe to reach the crossbeam of the porch, 
 
windchime in her left hand, 
hammer in her right, the nail 
gripped tight between her teeth 
but nothing happens next because 
she’s trying to figure out 
how to switch #1 with #3. 
 
She must have been standing in the kitchen, 
coffee in her hand, asleep, 
when she heard it—the wind blowing 
through the sound the windchime 
wasn’t making 
because it wasn’t there. 

 
No one, including me, especially anymore believes 
till death do us part, 
but I can see what I would miss in leaving— 
the way her ankles go into the work boots 
as she stands upon the ice chest; 
the problem scrunched into her forehead; 
the little kissable mouth 
with the nail in it. 
 

9. To My Dear and Loving Husband 
By Anne Bradstreet 
If ever two were one, then surely, we. 
If ever man were loved by wife, then thee. 
If ever wife was happy in a man, 
Compare with me, ye women, if you can. 
I 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 recompense. 
Thy love is such I can no way repay; 
The heavens reward thee manifold; I pray. 
Then while we live, in love let’s so persevere, 
That when we live no more, we may live ever. 
 

10. Brown Eyes 
By Nadia McGhee 
Her eyes are blue 
Yours are brown 
Hers represents the ocean 
Yours represents the ground 
You’ve always hated your eyes 
And wished that they were blue 
But your eyes have a tint of gold 
So rare it must not be true 
So yes her eyes are blue 
And yes your eyes are brown 
But your eyes hold the riches 
That are buried in the ground 
Her eyes carry storms 
And rage like the sea 
Your eyes carry earthquakes 
That bring mountains to their knees 
Maybe her eyes are blue 
But your eyes reign queen 
Because they hold the purest riches 
The world has ever seen 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



11. “I Love You” 
by Carl Sandberg 
I love you for what you are, but I love you yet more for 
what you are going to be. 
I love you not so much for your realities as for your 
ideals. I pray for your desires that they may be great, 
rather than for your satisfactions, which may be so 
hazardously little. 
A satisfied flower is one whose petals are about to fall. 
The most beautiful rose is one hardly more than a bud 
wherein the pangs and ecstasies of desire are working 
for a larger and finer growth. Not always shall you be 
what you are now. You are going forward toward 
something great. I am on the way with you and therefore 
I love you. 
 

12. Unending Love 
By Rabindranath Tagore 
I seem to have loved you in numberless forms, 
numberless times… 
In life after life, in age after age, forever. 
My spellbound heart has made and remade the necklace 
of songs, 
That you take as a gift, wear round your neck in your 
many forms, 
In life after life, in age after age, forever. 
 
Whenever I hear old chronicles of love, its age-old pain, 
Its ancient tale of being apart or together. 
As I stare on and on into the past, in the end you 
emerge, 
Clad in the light of a pole-star piercing the darkness of 
time: 
You become an image of what is remembered forever. 
 
You and I have floated here on the stream that brings 
from the fount. 
At the heart of time, love of one for another. 
We have played along side millions of lovers, shared in 
the same 
Shy sweetness of meeting, the same distressful tears of 
farewell- 
Old love but in shapes that renew and renew forever. 
 
Today it is heaped at your feet, it has found its end in 
you 
The love of all man’s days both past and forever: 
Universal joy, universal sorrow, universal life. 
The memories of all loves merging with this one love of 
ours – 
And the songs of every poet past and forever. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

13. [i carry your heart with me(i carry it in] 
By E. E. Cummings 
i carry your heart with me (i carry it in 
my heart) i am never without it (anywhere 
i go you go, my dear; and whatever is done 
by only me is your doing, my darling) 
                                  i fear 
no fate (for you are my fate, my sweet) i want 
no world (for beautiful you are my world, my true) 
and it's you are whatever a moon has always meant 
and whatever a sun will always sing is you 
 
here is the deepest secret nobody knows 
(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud 
and the sky of the sky of a tree called life; which grows 
higher than soul can hope or mind can hide) 
and this is the wonder that's keeping the stars apart 
 
i carry your heart (i carry it in my heart) 
 
14. Come and Be My Baby 
By Maya Angelou 
The highway is full of big cars going nowhere fast 
And folks is smoking anything that'll burn 
Some people wrap their lives around a cocktail glass 
And you sit wondering 
where you're going to turn. 
I got it. 
Come. And be my baby. 
 
Some prophets say the world is gonna end tomorrow 
But others say we've got a week or two 
The paper is full of every kind of blooming horror 
And you sit wondering 
what you're gonna do. 
I got it. 
Come. And be my baby. 
 


