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I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD

I wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host, of golden daffodil;
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretched 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:
I gazed and gazed but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought: 

For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils. 

William Wordsworth 

My Heart Leaps Up When I Behold

My heart leaps up when I behold

              A rainbow in the sky:

          So was it when my life began;

          So is it now I am a man;

          So be it when I shall grow old,

              Or let me die!

          The Child is father of the Man;

              I could wish my days to be

          Bound each to each by natural piety.

                                                 William Wordsworth  1802.

How Do I Love Thee
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 with the breath,
Smiles, tears, of all my life; and, if God choose,
I shall but love thee better after death. 
She Walks In Beauty
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.
Time 
Percy Bysshe Shelley

Unfathomable Sea! whose waves are years,
       Ocean of Time, whose waters of deep woe
  Are brackish with the salt of human tears!
       Thou shoreless flood, which in thy ebb and flow
  Claspest the limits of mortality!

     And sick of prey, yet howling on for more,
  Vomitest thy wrecks on its inhospitable shore;
      Treacherous in calm, and terrible in storm,
       Who shall put forth on thee,
       Unfathomable Sea?

When I Have Fears that I May Cease to Be
John Keats


        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. 
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