
Summer Poems 
 
The first poem is ‘To Summer’ by William Blake, the second poem is ‘Summer Sun’ by 
Robert Louis Stevenson and the third poem ‘Sonnet 18’ by William Shakespeare. You may 
have learnt all three at school. 
 
Take time to read through the poems. Which one do you like the best and why? 

 

To Summer  
William Blake (from Poetical Sketches, 1783)  
 
 O thou who passest thro’ our valleys in 
 Thy strength, curb thy fierce steeds, allay the heat 
 That flames from their large nostrils! thou, O Summer, 
 Oft pitchedst here thy golden tent, and oft 
 Beneath our oaks hast slept, while we beheld 
 With joy, thy ruddy limbs and flourishing hair. 
 
 Beneath our thickest shades we oft have heard 
 Thy voice, when noon upon his fervid car 
 Rode o’er the deep of heaven: beside our springs 
 Sit down, and in our mossy valleys, on 
 Some bank beside a river clear, throw thy 
 Silk draperies off, and rush into the stream: 
 Our valleys love the Summer in his pride. 
 
 Our bards are famed who strike the silver wire: 
 Our youth are bolder than the southern swains: 
 Our maidens fairer in the sprightly dance: 
 We lack not songs, nor instruments of joy, 
 Nor echoes sweet, nor waters clear as heaven, 
 Nor laurel wreaths against the sultry heat. 
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Summer Sun  
Robert Louis Stevenson (from A Child’s Garden of Verses, 1885)  
 
 Great is the sun, and wide he goes 
 Through empty heaven with repose; 
 And in the blue and glowing days 
 More thick than rain he showers his rays. 
 
 Though closer still the blinds we pull 
 To keep the shady parlour cool, 
 Yet he will find a chink or two 
 To slip his golden fingers through. 
 
 The dusty attic spider-clad 
 He, through the keyhole, maketh glad; 
 And through the broken edge of tiles 
 Into the laddered hay-loft smiles. 
 
 Meantime his golden face around 
 He bares to all the garden ground, 
 And sheds a warm and glittering look 
 Among the ivy’s inmost nook. 
 
 Above the hills, along the blue, 
 Round the bright air with footing true, 
 To please the child, to paint the rose, 
 The gardener of the World, he goes. 
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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 dimm'd;  
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature's changing course, untrimm'd; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st; 
Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st 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. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


