
Sonnets 
 

 
 

To My Dear and Loving Husband by Anne Bradstreet (1612-1672) 
 

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. 

 
 
 

 
Love's Inconsistency by Francesco Petrarca (1304-1374) 
           
I Find no peace, and all my war is done;  
  I fear and hope, I burn and freeze likewise;  

  I fly above the wind, yet cannot rise;  
  And nought I have, yet all the world I seize on;  
That looseth, nor locketh, holdeth me in prison,          

  And holds me not, yet can I ’scape no wise;  
  Nor lets me live, nor die, at my devise,  
  And yet of death it giveth none occasion.  

Without eyes I see, and without tongue I plain;  
  I wish to perish, yet I ask for health;             
  I love another, and yet I hate myself;  

I feed in sorrow, and laugh in all my pain;  
  Lo, thus displeaseth me both death and life,  
  And my delight is causer of my grief. 

 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 

Sonnet 11 by Pablo Neruda (1904-1973) 
 (note: Sonnets are usually composed in a single stanza. Neruda's sonnet experiments with form) 

 
I crave your mouth, your voice, your hair. 
Silent and starving, I prowl through the streets. 

Bread does not nourish me, dawn disrupts me, all day 
I hunt for the liquid measure of your steps. 
   

I hunger for your sleek laugh, 
your hands the color of a savage harvest, 
hunger for the pale stones of your fingernails, 

I want to eat your skin like a whole almond. 
  
I want to eat the sunbeam flaring in your lovely body, 

the sovereign nose of your arrogant face, 
I want to eat the fleeting shade of your lashes, 
  

and I pace around hungry, sniffing the twilight, 
hunting for you, for your hot heart, 
like a puma in the barrens of Quitratue. 

 
 
 

How Do I Love Thee? (Sonnet 43) by Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806-1861) 
 
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. 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 
Oh, think not I am faithful to a vow by Edna St. Vincent Millay 

 
Oh, think not I am faithful to a vow! 
Faithless am I save to love's self alone. 

Were you not lovely I would leave you now: 
After the feet of beauty fly my own. 
Were you not still my hunger's rarest food, 

And water ever to my wildest thirst, 
I would desert you--think not but I would! 
And seek another as I sought you first. 

But you are mobile as the veering air, 
And all your charms more changeful than the tide, 
Wherefore to be inconstant is no care: 

I have but to continue at your side. 
So wanton, light and false, my love, are you, 
I am most faithless when I most am true. 

 
 
 

 
Sonnet 138 by William Shakespeare (1564-1616) 
 

When my love swears that she is made of truth, 
I do believe her, though I know she lies, 
That she might think me some untutored youth, 

Unlearnèd in the world’s false subtleties. 
Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young, 
Although she knows my days are past the best, 

Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue: 
On both sides thus is simple truth suppressed. 
But wherefore says she not she is unjust? 

And wherefore say not I that I am old? 
Oh, love’s best habit is in seeming trust, 
And age in love loves not to have years told. 

    Therefore I lie with her and she with me, 
    And in our faults by lies we flattered be. 
 

 
 
 



 
 

 
 
Sonnet 15 by Edmund Spenser (1552-1599) 

 
Ye tradefull Merchants that with weary toyle, 
Do seeke most pretious things to make your gain: 

And both the Indias of their treasures spoile, 
What needeth you to seeke so farre in vaine? 
For loe my love doth in her selfe containe 

All this worlds riches that may farre be found, 
If Saphyres, loe hir eies be Saphyres plaine, 
If Rubies, loe hir lips be Rubies sound: 

If Pearles, hir teeth be pearles both pure and round; 
If Yvorie, her forhead yvory weene; 
If Gold, her locks are finest gold on ground; 

If silver, her faire hands are silver sheene; 
But that which fairest is, but few behold, 
Her mind adornd with vertues manifold. 

 
 
 

 
Sonnet 130 by William Shakespeare (1564-1616) 
 

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun; 
Coral is far more red than her lips' red; 
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 
I have seen roses damasked, red and white, 
But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 

And in some perfumes is there more delight 
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 

That music hath a far more pleasing sound; 
I grant I never saw a goddess go; 
My mistress when she walks treads on the ground. 

     And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
     As any she belied with false compare. 
 

 


