
Three Poems for Easter Eve. 
 
 

Sonnet by Edna St. Vincent Millay 
 
Time does not bring relief; you all have lied    

Who told me time would ease me of my pain!    

I miss him in the weeping of the rain;    

I want him at the shrinking of the tide; 

The old snows melt from every mountain-side,    

And last year’s leaves are smoke in every lane;    

But last year’s bitter loving must remain 

Heaped on my heart, and my old thoughts abide.    

There are a hundred places where I fear    

To go,—so with his memory they brim.    

And entering with relief some quiet place    

Where never fell his foot or shone his face    

I say, “There is no memory of him here!”    

And so stand stricken, so remembering him. 

 

 
 

Sonnet 146 by William Shakespeare 
 
Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,  

[Rebuke] these rebel powers that thee array,  

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth,  

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?  

Why so large cost, having so short a lease,  

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?  

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,  

Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body's end?  

Then soul, live thou upon thy servant's loss  

And let that pine to aggravate thy store;  

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross;  

Within be fed, without be rich no more.  

So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men,  

And, Death once dead, there's no more dying then. 

  



‘The Kingdom’ by R. S. Thomas 
 
It’s a long way off but inside it 

There are quite different things going on: 

Festivals at which the poor man 

Is king and the consumptive is 

Healed; mirrors in which the blind look 

At themselves and love looks at them 

Back; and industry is for mending 

The bent bones and the minds fractured 

By life. It’s a long way off, but to get 

There takes no time and admission 

Is free, if you purge yourself 

Of desire, and present yourself with 

Your need only and the simple offering 

Of your faith, green as a leaf. 


