


  What is the use
	 The	eyes	of	the	Happy	Prince	 filled	with	tears
	 beautiful	 moonlight
	 in	the	Palace	of	Sans-Souci,
	 pleasure	be	happiness	 	 I	died
	 ugliness	 	 misery	



stones never hit me
dancing girl
power of love!
 my dress
  the lantern
old Jews
feverishly  hopped,  fallen
gently round the boy’s
 wings.



He sat
up
and
cried.
My 
Temple
will never
bring
beautiful jewels



after 
the  dull
poor
bread
came
the
baker

he knew he was going to die.



broken
the 
Prince 
cried
as
they
quarrel still



From her  tree
she
cried
beautiful tears.
a true lover
sung
I told the
stars,   I see him. His hair



upon his
arms,
indeed
Love wonderful
precious
Pearls  cannot buy
love
will dance
and  courtiers
  she will 
  give
weeping a little



Daisy
Lizard
laughed
and
thought of Love
wings
soared into the air passed through
like a shadow
Rose-tree  flew over
a red rose



Death is great
Life 
is blue bells
Yet Love is better
‘Be happy
your 
heart
is true



in a mirror the shadow
blossomed
into
a rose
a delicate flush of pink
kisses the lips of the
Nightingale

the Nightingale pressed closer
Bitter, bitter pain
her
Love  dies



I
Love you.’
she said
I  believe
What a silly thing Love is



The children play
like
little blossoms in the
winter
grass



most beautiful music
dancing over his head,
and a delicious perfume
crept in,
covered  with blossoms
and
the Giant’s heart melted



little feet.
dared wound Giant
‘Nay!’ wounds
of Love
Paradise
covered
white blossoms



somehow his
friend
Miller
said
‘I am
far away,
in a
wheelbarrow



he
kissed
a white rose
as he received
the  princess



appreciate
the
most joyful occasion
 life



beauty
is
golden rain

tone
is never
the opinion



whenever 
the moon rose
danced beautifully
fireworks begin

Whizz
away,
Rocket



love others
who
disappeared



THE YOUNG KING
marvelous beauty, whose hands were
stabbed with many red wounds
from the very first moment of his
he had
 for beauty
Those who accompanied him
often spoke of
rich jewels
and joy
he flung aside his
coarse sheepskin cloak
and
found himself
a new world for his
delights
from room to room
like one who is seeking



fascination
for
magical
moonstones
and
the
coronation of
luxurious
famous artists
to
search for jewels



all day long,
We 
are slaves
in the morning



scar Wilde

the
youngest
sea. A few bubbles rose
he sank
a pearl in 
a
bag of green leather.
The King
began to quarrel over a string of
cranes

the full moon,
strangely pale fell upon the deck



her  teeth
muttered
Death
flame
touched
her feet
she cried
The 
servants
laughed
She 
fled
Death



Joy said
My son,
evil things are
in wait for
fishermen



dust on their wings, visiting each flower the
little lizards crept out of the  wall, and lay
basking in the
wonderful sunlight
and the air



He
cried out:
Bravo
At 
several
riders

he plunged
into
the son



THE
jug
covered with a red cloth,
grew
strange
darting tongues,
and 
clusters of
blossoms,
blue



When
the children
weep
The
father poor
unconscious
seemed



the
sting
grew quite hot and angry
as a birthday present



instead of jumping about merrily
the
shadow
children
screamed



he loved her
with gilt
of black velvet silver tulips
tangled  in a
purple  wall



sharp
wonderful things
hear
clinging
open portholes,
and
She sang
to
the
Mermaids
of
the tunny-fish



her
soul cried

she
went and
looked out
to
the Fisherman

Tell me  I
value my
soul



HIS SOUL
is worth
gold
rubies
the
beasts
he heard
said to him,
in the forest
harps of red gold
are
vile
and evil,
cursed  and
lure me



I
blossom
from
wondering,
silent  moments,
and
souls
that
weep



FISHERMAN
ring it and
do what matters
for u
this 
place
is all  kings
Take care, But
the
Riches
plunged
after the
Fisher
I couched in the shallow
And the Soul said to him


