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

Sometimes too hot the eye of heaven shines

And often is his gold complexion dimmed 

And every fair from fair sometimes declines

By chance or nature's changing course untrimmed

But thy eternal summer shall not fade

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest

Nor shall death brag thou wanderest in his shade

when in eternal lines to time thou growest

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see

So long lives this. and this gives life to thee
The Crystal Gazer 

I shall gather myself into myself again, 
I shall take my scattered selves and make them one.
I shall fuse them into a polished crystal ball 
Where I can see the moon and the flashing sun. 
I Shall sit like a sibyl, hour after hour intent. 
Watching the future come and the present go - 
And the little shifting pictures of people rushing 
In tiny self-importance to and fro. 

- Sara Teasdale
The Workaholic 
Sleep? In the raging day that is my heart, 
For my heart carries the full-raging day, 
I walk in anger playing my loud part 
Immersed in the troubles of the part I play. 

Sleep? I can no more sleep than see my life 
As a dream in which I leave no trace, 
Do you suppose that my life's strife 
Is merely a form of Cosmic Waste? 

Sleep? How can I sleep, how can I bear 
To stumble, tremble before some God, 
When my life's full of my life's care 
And cannot - will not - bend to a distant nod. 

Sleep!? I live! I work! I have import! 
I carry and direct myself with thought!
