
Lesson 4: What is Love?  
 
 
She Walks in Beauty – George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788-1824)  
 

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! 
 
 
Sonnet 116 – William Shakespeare (1564-1616)  
 
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 wandering 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 proved, 
   I never writ, nor no man ever loved.  
 
 
Sonnet 138 – Shakespeare  
 

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. 
 
 
The Passionate Shepherd to His Love - 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. 
 
 
Sonnets from the Portuguese 7  - Elizabeth Barrett Browning  

 

The face of all the world is changed, I think, 

Since first I heard the footsteps of thy soul 

Move still, oh, still, beside me, as they stole 

Betwixt me and the dreadful outer brink 

Of obvious death, where I, who thought to sink, 

Was caught up into love, and taught the whole 

Of life in a new rhythm. The cup of dole 

God gave for baptism, I am fain to drink, 

And praise its sweetness, Sweet, with thee anear. 

The names of country, heaven, are changed away 

For where thou art or shalt be, there or here; 

And this ... this lute and song ... loved yesterday, 



(The singing angels know) are only dear, 

Because thy name moves right in what they say. 
 
 
 

Love is Not All (Sonnet XXX)  - Edna St. Vincent Millay, 1892 – 1950 

 

Love is not all: it is not meat nor drink 

 Nor slumber nor a roof against the rain;  

 Nor yet a floating spar to men that sink   

And rise and sink and rise and sink again;  

 Love can not fill the thickened lung with breath,  

 Nor clean the blood, nor set the fractured bone;  

 Yet many a man is making friends with death   

Even as I speak, for lack of love alone.  

 It well may be that in a difficult hour,  

 Pinned down by pain and moaning for release,   

Or nagged by want past resolution’s power,  

 I might be driven to sell your love for peace,  

 Or trade the memory of this night for food.  

 It well may be. I do not think I would.  
 
 
Scholars - Walter de la Mare (1873-1956) 
 

Logic does well at school; 

And Reason answers every question right; 

Poll-parrot Memory unwinds her spool; 

And Copy-cat keeps Teacher well in sight; 

 

The Heart's a truant; nothing does by rule; 

Safe in its wisdom, is taken for a fool; 

Nods through the morning on the dunce's stool; 

And wakes to dream all night. 
 


