To Be One With Each Other -

 George Eliot (1819-1880)

"What greater thing is there for two human souls than to feel that they are to join for life—to strengthen each other in all labour, to rest on each other in all sorrow, to minister to each other in all pain, to be one with each other in silent, unspeakable memories at the moment of the last parting."

A Celtic Blessing

Author Unknown

May the road rise up to meet you

May the wind be always at your back

May the sun shine warm upon your face 

The rain fall soft upon your fields

May the joy of living for each other

Trip a smile from you lips

A twinkle from your eye

May you have walls for the wind

And a roof for the rain

Drinks beside the fire

Laughter to cheer you

And may you know nothing but happiness

From this day forward

These I Can Promise 
Author Unknown 
I cannot promise you a life of sunshine;
I cannot promise riches, wealth, or gold;
I cannot promise you an easy pathway
That leads away from change or growing old.

But I can promise all my heart's devotion;
A smile to chase away your tears of sorrow;
A love that's ever true and ever growing;
A hand to hold in yours through each tomorrow.

Irish Blessing

Author Unknown

May the road rise to meet you,

May the wind be always at your back.

May the sun shine warm upon your face,

The rains fall soft upon your fields.

And until we meet again,

May good fortune be your companion.

May peace be with you and may you be blessed 
May you see your children's children.

May you be poor in misfortune,

Rich in blessings,

May you know nothing but happiness

From this day forward.

May the road rise to meet you

May the wind be always at your back

May the warm rays of sun fall upon your home

And may the hand of a friend always be near.

May green be the grass you walk on,

May blue be the skies above you,

May pure be the joys that surround you,

May true be the hearts that love you.
 Sonnet 116
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:
Oh, 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.

On Your Wedding Day 

Author Unknown
Today is a day you will always remember
The greatest in anyone’s life

You’ll start off the day just two people in love

And end it as Husband and Wife

It’s a brand new beginning the start of a journey

With moments to cherish and treasure

And although there’ll be times

when you’ll both disagree

These will surely be outweighed by pleasure

You’ll have heard many words of advice in the past

When the secrets of marriage were spoken

But you know that the answers lie hidden inside

Where the bond of true love lies unbroken

So live happy lives for ever as lovers and friends

It’s the dawn of a new life for you

As you stand there together with love in your eyes

From the moment you whisper “I do”

And with luck

all your hopes and your dreams can be real

May success find its way to your hearts

Tomorrow can bring you the greatest of joys

But today is the day it all starts

The  Blessing of The Apaches

Author Unknown

Now you will feel no rain

For each of you will be shelter to the other

Now you will feel no cold

For each of you will be warmth to the other

Now there is no more loneliness for you

For each of you will be companion to the other

Now you are two bodies

But there is only one life before you

Go now and enter

into the days of your togetherness

And may your days be good and long

upon the earth

My Love is Like a Red, Red, Rose
Robert Burns
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 play'd in tune

As fair art thou, my bonie 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 luve thee still, my Dear
While the sands o' life shall run

And fare thee weel, my only Luve
And fare thee weel a while!
And I will come again, my Luve
Tho' it were ten thousand mile

My Love Is Like Red Red Shirt

With Apologies to Robert Burns

O, my love is like a red red shirt

On a Liverpool players back

So let me watch the football

And don't give me any flack

As fair art thou my pretty lass

So deep in love we are

Please promise me that just one time

You'll try and wash the car

Til a' the seas gang dry my Dear

Whilst breath comes from my lips

I vow until my dying day

To put gravy on my chips

And once again my only love

As life's long journey unfolds

We both make a pact from this day forth

To replace the used toilet roll

As we move along my love

Along life's winding path

Just try not to use all the water up

When you are having a bath

Above else the thing we must do

Along life's every mile

Is ensure that whatever it is we do

We do it with a smile.
Commitment Poem of the Pueblo Indian

Author Unknown
Before we met, you and I were halves un-joined 
except in the wide rivers of our minds.

We were each other’s distant shore, the opposite wings of a bird, 
the other half of a seashell.

We did not know the other then, 
did not know our determination to keep alive 
the cry of one riverbank to the other.

We were apart, yet connected in our ignorance of each other, 
like two apples sharing a common tree. Remember?

I knew you existed long before you understood 
my desire to join my freedom to yours.

Our paths collided long enough for our indecision 
to be swallowed up by the greater need of love.

When you came to me, the sun surged towards the earth 
and moon escaped from darkness to bless the union of two spirits, 
so alike that the creator had designed them for life’s endless circle.

Beloved partner, keeper of my heart’s odd secrets, 
clothed in summer blossoms so the icy hand of winter never touches us.

I thank your patience.

Our joining is like a tree to earth, 
a cloud to sky and even more.

We are the reason the world can laugh on its battlefields 
and rise from the ashes of its selfishness to hear me say, 
in this time, this place, this way – I loved you best of all.

Shall I Compare Thee To A Summers 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.   
The Art Of A Good Marriage

Wilfred Arlan Peterson (1900 – 1995)
Happiness in marriage is not something that just happens.

A good marriage must be created.

In marriage the little things are big things.

It is never being too old to hold hands.

It is remembering to say “I love you” at least once a day.

It is never going to sleep angry.

It is at no time taking the other for granted;

the courtship should not end with the honeymoon, 
it should continue through all the years.

It is having a mutual sense of values and common objectives.

It is standing together facing the world.

It is forming a circle of love that gathers in the whole family.

It is doing things for each other, not in the attitude of duty or sacrifice, 
but in the spirit of joy.

It is speaking words of appreciation 
and demonstrating gratitude in thoughtful ways.

It is not looking for perfection in each other.

It is cultivating flexibility, patience, understanding 
and a sense of humour.

It is having the capacity to forgive and forget.

It is giving each other an atmosphere in which each can grow.

It is a common search for the good and the beautiful.

It is establishing a relationship in which the independence is equal,

Dependence is mutual and the obligation is reciprocal.

It is not only marrying the right partner, it is being the right partner.

A Special Person

Author Unknown

Sometimes in life, 

You find a special person

Someone who can change your life,

Just by being part of it

Someone who will laugh with you 

And cry with you

Someone who can make you believe 

That there really is good in the world

Love isn't the person 

You can see yourself with

It's the person 

You can't see yourself without

To Love 

Author Unknown

To love is to enter a whole New World, 
a world of togetherness, a world of sharing
All that is dearest and deepest within your hearts. 
To love is to remember and keep alive forever 
all those unique qualities that drew you to one another in the beginning
 Those first halting phrases
 That wonderful feeling of oneness when your eyes first met. 
To love is to constantly search for new ways to bring each other happiness,
to make the most of every moment you share together, 
and marvel at how your feelings for one another 
keep rising to new dimensions. 
To love is to create an oasis of tranquility for one another 
and a quiet place, apart from others, 
where you need not pretend
where you can be yourselves
And know within your hearts, 
you will be accepted by one another. 
To love is to greet each day with anticipation
Always eager for another opportunity to share new adventures
And gather up new memories together! 
To love is to follow the rainbow through the rain, 
to be able to laugh at yourselves and be willing to say
"I was wrong, I'm sorry"
To forgive, and more importantly, to forget, 
and to always believe and trust in one another. 
To love is to watch with wonder all the miracles of creation, 
to find beauty in all the simple things of life, 
and to find, within yourselves, a deeper appreciation 
and a new awareness of how wonderful it is to be alive
To be happy
To be together. 
To love is coming together from the pathways of your past 
and then moving forward
Hand in hand, along the uncharted roads of your future, 
ready to risk, to dream, and to dare
Always believing that all things are possible with faith and love.

True Love 

Author Unknown

True love is a sacred flame that burns eternally, 
And none can dim its special glow or change its destiny. 
True love speaks in tender tones and hears with gentle ear, 
True love gives with open heart and true love conquers fear. 
True love makes no harsh demands It neither rules nor binds, 
True love holds with gentle hands the hearts that it entwines.

Words from a Native American Wedding Ceremony

Author  Unknown

May the sun bring you new energies by day,

May the moon softly restore you by night,

May the rain wash away any worries you may have,

And the breeze blow new strength into your being,

And then, all the days of your life,

May you walk gently through the world,

and know its beauty and yours

Fidelity

D.H. Lawrence (1885 – 1930)
Man and woman are like the earth, that brings forth flowers
in summer, and love, but underneath is rock.
Older than flowers, older than ferns, older than foraminiferae,
older than plasm altogether is the soul underneath.
And when, throughout all the wild chaos of love
slowly a gem forms, in the ancient, once-more-molten rocks
of two human hearts, two ancient rocks,
a man's heart and a woman's,
that is the crystal of peace, the slow hard jewel of trust,
the sapphire of fidelity.
The gem of mutual peace emerging from the wild chaos of love.

Eskimo Love Song
Author Unknown

You are my husband, you are my wife
My feet shall run because of you
My feet dance because of you
My heart shall beat because of you
My eyes see because of you
My mind thinks because of you
And I shall love, because of you.

How Do I Love Thee

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 an 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 grief's, 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.

 

The Good Morrow

John Donne (1572 - 1631)
I wonder by my troth, what thou and I
Did, till we loved ? were we not weaned till then ?
But sucked on country pleasures, childishly ?
Or snorted we in the Seven Sleepers' den ?
'Twas so ; but this, all pleasures fancies be;
If ever any beauty I did see,
Which I desired, and got, 'twas but a dream of thee.

And now good-morrow to our waking souls,
Which watch not one another out of fear;
For love all love of other sights controls,
And makes one little room an everywhere.
Let sea-discoverers to new worlds have gone;
Let maps to other, worlds on worlds have shown;
Let us possess one world ; each hath one, and is one.

My face in thine eye, thine in mine appears,
And true plain hearts do in the faces rest;
Where can we find two better hemispheres
Without sharp north, without declining west ?
Whatever dies, was not mixed equally;
If our two loves be one, or thou and I
Love so alike that none can slacken, none can die

Believe Me, 
If All Those Endearing Young Charms

Thomas Moore (1779 – 1852)
Believe me, if all those endearing young charms,
Which I gaze on so fondly to-day,
Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my arms,
Live fairy-gifts fading away,
Thou wouldst still be adored, as this moment thou art,
Let thy loveliness fade as it will,
And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart
Would entwine itself verdantly still.

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own,
And thy cheeks unprofaned by a tear,
That the fervor and faith of a soul may be known,
To which time will but make thee more dear!
No, the heart that has truly loved never forgets,
But as truly loves on to the close,
As the sunflower turns on her god when he sets
The same look which she turned when he rose!

Love's Philosophy  

Percy Bysshe Shelley  (1792 – 1822)

The fountains mingle with the rivers And the rivers with the oceans, 
The winds of heaven mix forever 
With a sweet emotion; 
Nothing in the world is single; 
All things by a law divine 
In one spirit meet and mingle. 
Why not I with thine? 
See the mountains kiss high heaven 
And the waves clasp one another; 
No sister-flower would be forgiven 
If it disdained its brother, 
And the sunlight clasps the earth 
And the moonbeams kiss the sea: 
What is all this sweet work worth 
If thou kiss not me? 

Excerpt From 100 Love Sonnets 
Pablo Neruda (1904 – 1973)

I do not love you as if you were salt-rose, or topaz, 
or the arrow of carnations the fire shoots off. 
I love you as certain dark things are to be loved, 
in secret, between the shadow and the soul. 

I love you as the plant that never blooms 
but carries in itself the light of hidden flowers; 
thanks to your love a certain solid fragrance, 
risen from the earth, lives darkly in my body. 

I love you without knowing how, or when, or from where. 
I love you straightforwardly, without complexities or pride; 
so I love you because I know no other way than this: 
Where "I " does not exist, nor "You", 
so close that your hand on my chest is my hand, 
so close that your eyes close as I fall asleep.
He Wishes For The Cloths Of Heaven
William Butler Yates (1865 – 1939)

Enwrought with golden and silver light

The blue and the dim and the dark cloths

Of night and light and the half light

I would spread the cloths beneath you feet

But I, being poor, have only my dreams

I have spread my dreams under you feet

Tread softly because you tread on my dreams

I Ching

When two people are at one

in their inmost hearts,

they shatter even the strength 

of iron or bronze.

And when two people 

understand each other

in their inmost hearts,

their words are sweet and strong,

like the fragrance of orchids.

O Mistress Mine

William Shakespeare

O Mistress mine, where are you roaming?

O, stay and hear; your true love's coming,

That can sing both high and low:

Trip no further, pretty sweeting;

Journeys end in lovers meeting,

Every wise man's son doth know.

What is love? 'Tis not hereafter;

Present mirth hath present laughter;

What's to come is still unsure:

In delay there lies not plenty;

Then, come kiss me, sweet and twenty,

Youth's a stuff will not endure.

Love Sonnet 55

William Shakespeare

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments

Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme;

But you shall shine more bright in these contents

Than unswept stone, besmear'd with sluttish time.

When wasteful war shall statues overturn,

And broils root out the work of masonry,

Nor Mars his sword nor war's quick fire shall burn

The living record of your memory.

'Gainst death and all oblivious enmity

Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room,

Even in the eyes of all posterity

That wear this world out to the ending doom.

So, till the judgment that yourself arise,

You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes.

Jean

Robert Burns
Of a' the airts the wind can blaw,
I dearly like the west,
For there the bonie lassie lives,
The lassie I lo've best:
There's wild woods grow, and rivers row,
And mony a hill between;
But day and night my fancy's flight
Is ever wi' my Jean.

I see her in the dewy flowers,
I see her sweet and fair:
I hear her in the tunefu' birds,
I hear her charm the air:
There's not a bonie flower that springs
By fountain, shaw, or green,
There's not a bonie bird that sings,
But minds me o' my Jean.

Love For Love

Robert Burns
Ithers seek they ken na what, 
Features, carriage, and a' that; 
Gie me love in her I court, 
Love to love makes a' the sport.

Let love sparkle in her e'e; 
Let her lo'e nae man but me; 
That's the tocher-gude* I prize, 
There the luver's treasure lies.

*tocher-gude = marriage portion

The Bonnie Lass o' Dundee

William McGonagall (1825 - 29th Sept 1902)
O' a' the toons that I've been in,
I dearly love Dundee,
It's there the bonnie lassie lives,
The lass I love to see. Her face is fair, broon is her hair,
And dark blue is her e'e,
And aboon a' the lasses e'er I saw,
There's nane like her to me
The bonnie broon-hair'd lassie o' Bonnie Dundee.

I see her in my night dreams,
Wi' her bonnie blue e'e,
And her face it is the fairest,
That ever I did see;
And aboon a' the lassies e'er I eaw,
There's nane like her to me,
For she makes my heart feel lichtsome,
And I'm aye richt glad to see
The bonnie broon-hair'd lassie o' Bonnie Dundee.

Her eyes, they beam with innocence,
Most lovely for to see,
And her heart it is as free from guile,
As a child on its mother's knee;
And aboon a' the lasses e'er I saw,
There's nane like her to me,
For she aye seems so happy, And has a blythe bhnk in her e'e
The bonnie broon-hair'd lassie o' Bonnie Dundee.

The lassie is tidy in her claes,
Baith neat and clean to see;
And her body's sma and slender,
And a neat foot has she;
And aboon a' the lassies e'er I saw,
There's nane like her to me
The bonnie broon-hair'd lassie o' Bonnie Dundee.

She sings like the nightingale,
Richt merrily, or a wee lintie,
Wi' its heart fou' o' glee,
And she's as frisky as a bee;
And aboon a' the lassies e'er I saw,
There's nane like her to me
The bonnie broon-hair'd lassie o' Bonnie Dundee.

The lassie is as handsome
As the lily on the lea,
And her mou' it is as red
As a cherry on the tree;
And she's a' the world to me,
The bonnie broon-hair'd lassie
Wi' the bonnie blue e'e,
She's the joy o' my heart
And the flower o' Dundee.

