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Dr. Bunny Vreeland is a former professional model, an award winning Color and 
Image Consultant and, for the past 20+ years, a Board Certified, Clinical 
Hypnotherapist.  

While going through the garage one day, recently, she found an incomplete 
coffee table book that she had started 30 years ago.  She decided to publish it as a 
complimentary ebook for all to enjoy. 

She is a graduate of the Neuro Concepts Institute in Laguna Hills, CA, she earned 
her Ph.D. in Hypnotherapy from Huntington Pacific University in 2007. In 
addition, she's a certified Bariatric Hypnotherapist and certified Hypnotic 
Anesthesiologist. 

Dr. Bunny has been a featured guest on many TV and radio shows and a keynote 
speaker for countless corporations, organizations and service clubs. Her articles 
on image, stress, self-esteem and hypnotherapy have appeared in numerous 
publications including The Star newspaper, Your Health Connection, and Agent.  

She co-authored ‘The "G" Spot: The Ecstasy of Life Through Gratitude’ with 
Sumner Davenport, and is currently writing a book titled, ‘What Runs You?’.  
She had a successful two-year run as the host of "The Dr. Bunny Show... Here's 
the Thing" on KKZZ AM 1400 in Ventura, California. And, she hosted ‘The Dr. 
Bunny Show’ on KADY TV in Ventura, CA. 

In January, 2011, she founded the Vreeland College of the Healing Arts in 
Camarillo, California, where she teaches Hypnotherapy and continues her private 
Clinical Hypnotherapy practice at her peaceful office, located within the college. 

Dr. Bunny specializes in helping her clients overcome old, unhealthy habits and 
phobias, and helps them make positive life changes. 

Being a 16-year old high school drop-out who went back to school and received 
her Ph.D. at age 60, Dr. Bunny is very interested in helping teens stay in school.     
www.VreelandCollege.org  www.BunnyVreeland.com 
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The Sonnets XX  
 

    By William Shakespeare 
 

    A woman’s face with nature’s own hand painted, 
    Hast thou, the master mistress of my passion; 
    A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted 

    With shifting change, as is false women’s fashion: 
    An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling, 

    Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth; 
    A man in hue all ‘hues’ in his controlling, 

    Which steals men’s eyes and women’s souls amazeth. 
    And for a woman wert thou first created; 

    Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting, 
    And by addition me of thee defeated, 

    By adding one thing to my purpose nothing. 
    But since she prick’d thee out for women’s pleasure, 

    Mine be thy love and thy love’s use their treasure. 
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Perfect Woman 
By William Wordsworth 

 
She was a phantom of delight 

When first she gleam'd upon my sight; 
A lovely apparition, sent 

To be a moment's ornament; 
Her eyes as star of twilight fair; 

Like twilight's, too, her dusky hair; 
But all things else about her drawn 

From May-time and the cheerful dawn; 
A dancing shape, an image gay, 
To haunt, to startle, and waylay. 

 
I saw her upon nearer view, 
A Spirit, yet a Woman too! 

Her household motions light and free, 
And steps of virgin liberty; 

A countenance in which did meet 
Sweet records, promises as sweet; 

A creature not too bright or good 
For human nature's daily food; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 
Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and 

smiles. 
 

And now I see with eye serene 
The very pulse of the machine; 

A being breathing thoughtful breath, 
A traveller between life and death; 

The reason firm, the temperate will, 
Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill; 

A perfect Woman, nobly plann'd 
To warm, to comfort, and command; 

And yet a Spirit still, and bright 
With something of angelic light. 
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A Life Lesson 

By James Whitcomb Riley 
 

There! Little girl; don't cry! 
They have broken your doll, I know; 

And your tea-set blue, 
And your play-house too, 

Are things of the long ago; 
But childish troubles will soon pass by. 

There! Little girl; don't cry! 
 

There! Little girl; don't cry! 
They have broken your slate, I know; 

And the glad, wild ways 
Of your school-girl days 

Are things of the long ago; 
But life and love will soon come by. 

There! Little girl; don't cry! 
 

There! Little girl; don't cry! 
They have broken your heart, I know; 

And the rainbow gleams 
Of your youthful dreams 

Are things of the long ago; 
But heaven holds all for which you sigh. 

There! Little girl; don't cry! 
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To His Mistress 
By John Wilmot 

 
Why dost thou shade thy lovely face? O why 

Does that eclipsing hand of thine deny 
The sunshine of the Sun's enlivening eye? 

 
Without thy light what light remains in me? 
Thou art my life; my way, my light's in thee; 

I live, I move, and by thy beams I see. 
 

Thou art my life-if thou but turn away 
My life's a thousand deaths. Thou art my way- 

Without.thee, Love, I travel not but stray. 
 

My light thou art-without thy glorious sight 
My eyes are darken'd with eternal night. 

My Love, thou art my way, my life, my light. 
 

Thou art my way; I wander if thou fly. 
Thou art my light; if hid, how blind am I! 

Thou art my life; if thou withdraw'st, I die. 
 

My eyes are dark and blind, I cannot see: 
To whom or whither should my darkness flee, 
But to that light?-and who's that light but thee? 

 

If I have lost my path, dear lover, say, 
Shall I still wander in a doubtful way? 

Love, shall a lamb of Israel's sheepfold stray? 
 

My path is lost, my wandering steps do stray; 
I cannot go, nor can I safely stay; 

Whom should I seek but thee, my path, my way? 
 

And yet thou turn'st thy face away and fly'st me! 
And yet I sue for grace and thou deny'st me! 

Speak, art thou angry, Love, or only try'st me? 
 

Thou art the pilgrim's path, the blind man's eye, 
The dead man's life. On thee my hopes rely: 

If I but them remove, I surely die. 
 

Dissolve thy sunbeams, close thy wings and stay! 
See, see how I am blind, and dead, and stray! 

-O thou art my life, my light, my way! 
 

Then work thy will! If passion bid me flee, 
My reason shall obey, my wings shall be 

Stretch'd out no farther than from me to thee!
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Nightingale Pledge 
 

"I solemnly pledge myself before God and in the presence of this assembly: 
To pass my life in purity and to practice my profession faithfully; 

 
I will abstain from whatever is deleterious and mischievous and will not take 

or knowingly administer any harmful drug; 
 

I will do all in my power to maintain and elevate the standard of my profession 
and will hold in confidence all personal matters committed to my keeping and all 

family affairs coming to my knowledge in the practice of my calling; 
 

With loyalty will I endeavor to aid the physician in his work and devote myself 
to the welfare of those committed to my care." 
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Remember 
By Christina Rosetti 

 
Remember me when I am gone away, 

Gone far away into the silent land; 
When you can no more hold me by the hand, 

Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay. 
 

Remember me when no more, day by day, 
You tell me of our future that you planned: 

Only remember me; you understand 
It will be late to counsel then or pray. 

 
Yet if you should forget me for a while 

And afterwards remember, do not grieve: 
For if the darkness and corruption leave 

A vestige of the thoughts that once I had, 
Better by far you should forget and smile 

Than that you should remember and be sad. 
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To A Common Prostitute 

by Walt Whitman 
 

Be composed, be at ease with me, 
I am Walt Whitman, 

liberal and lusty as Nature; 
Not till the sun excludes you, 

do I exclude you; 
Not till the waters refuse to glisten for you, 

and the leaves to rustle for you, 
do my words refuse to glisten and rustle for you. 

 
My girl, I appoint with you an appointment, 
and I charge you that you make preparation 

to be worthy to meet me, 
And I charge you that you be patient 

and perfect till I come. 
 

Till then, I salute you with a significant look, 
that you do not forget me. 
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THE QUARREL 

By Erica Jong 
 
 
 

It is a rainy night 
when the wind beats at your door 
like a man you have turned away 

 
He comes back trailing leaves & branches 

He comes back in a shower of earth 
He comes back with blades of grass 

still clinging to his hair 
 

No matter how hard he holds you 
he is still elsewhere 

making love to another 
 

No matter how hard you hold him 
you are still elsewhere 

Your bodies slide together 
like wet grass blades 

You cling & stop the raindrops 
with your tongues 

 
Later you rise 

& pick the nettles from your hair 
You take the leaves for clothing 

 
Your loneliness 

is a small gray hole in the rain 
You rise & go knocking 
at his locked front door 
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A Woman’s Execution 

By Edward King 
 

SWEET-BREATHED and young, The people’s daughter, 
No nerves unstrung, Going to slaughter! 

“Good morning, friends, 
You’ll love us better, Make us amends: We’ve burst your fetter! 

“How the sun gleams!(Women are snarling): 
Give me your beams, Liberty’s darling!” 

“Marie ’s my name; 
Christ’s mother bore it. That badge? No shame: 

Glad that I wore it!” 
(Hair to her waist, Limbs like a Venus): 

Robes are displaced: 
“Soldiers, please screen us! 

“He at the front? 
That is my lover: Stood all the brunt; 

Now—the fight’s over.” 
 “Powder and bread 

Gave out together: Droll! to be dead In this bright weather!” 
“Jean, boy, we might  Have married in June! 

This the wall? Right! 
Vive la Commune!” 
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La Belle Dame Sans Merci 
By John Keats 

 
I met a lady in the meads 

Full beautiful—a faery’s child, 
Her hair was long, her foot was light, 

And her eyes were wild. 
I made a garland for her head, 

And bracelets too, and fragrant zone; 
She looked at me as she did love, 

And made sweet moan. 
I set her on my pacing steed, 

And nothing else saw all day long, 
For sidelong would she bend, and sing 

A faery’s song. 
She found me roots of relish sweet, 
And honey wild, and manna-dew, 

And sure in language strange she said— 
‘I love thee true’. 

She took me to her elfin grot, 
And there she wept and sighed full sore, 

And there I shut her wild wild eyes 
With kisses four. 
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Believe Me, if All Those Endearing Young Charms 
 

Believe me, if all those endearing young charms, 
Which I gaze on so fondly today, 

Were to change by tomorrow and fleet in my arms, 
Like fairy wings 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 fervently 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 can 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. 
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To A Vain Lady 
By George Gordon Byron  

    
Ah, heedless girl! why thus disclose 

    What ne'er was meant for other ears; 
    Why thus destroy thine own repose, 
    And dig the source of future tears? 

 
    Oh, thou wilt weep, imprudent maid, 

    While lurking envious foes will smile, 
    For all the follies thou hast said 

    Of those who spoke but to beguile. 
 

    Vain girl! thy lingering woes are nigh, 
    If thou believ'st what striplings say: 
    Oh, from the deep temptation fly, 

    Nor fall the specious spoiler's prey. 
 

    Dost thou repeat, in childish boast, 
    The words man utters to deceive? 

    Thy peace, thy hope, thy all is lost, 
    If thou canst venture to believe. 

 
    While now amongst thy female peers 
    Thou tell'st again the soothing tale, 

    Canst thou not mark the rising sneers 
    Duplicity in vain would veil? 

 
    These tales in secret silence hush, 
    Nor make thyself the public gaze: 
    What modest maid without a blush 

    Recounts a flattering coxcomb's praise? 
 

    Will not the laughing boy despise 
    Her who relates each fond conceit -  

    Who, thinking Heaven is in her eyes, 
    Yet cannot see the slight deceit? 

 
    For she who takes a soft delight 

    These amorous nothings in revealing, 
    Must credit all we say or write, 

    While vanity prevents concealing. 
 

    Cease, if you prize your Beauty's reign! 
    No jealousy bids me reprove: 

    One, who is thus from nature vain, 
    I pity, but I cannot love.
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Kubla Khan 

By Samuel Taylor Coleridge 
 

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree : 

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 

Down to a sunless sea. 
So twice five miles of fertile ground 

With walls and towers were girdled round: 
And here were gardens bright with sinuous rills, 
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree; 

And here were forests ancient as the hills, 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 

 
But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 

Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover! 
A savage place! as holy and enchanted 

As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted 
By woman wailing for her demon-lover! 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil 
seething, 

As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 
A mighty fountain momently was forced: 
Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 
Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher's flail: 

And 'mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 
It flung up momently the sacred river. 

 
Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 

Then reached the caverns measureless to man, 

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean: 
And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 

Ancestral voices prophesying war! 
 

The shadow of the dome of pleasure 
Floated midway on the waves; 

Where was heard the mingled measure 
From the fountain and the caves. 
It was a miracle of rare device, 

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice! 
 

A damsel with a dulcimer 
In a vision once I saw: 

It was an Abyssinian maid, 
And on her dulcimer she played, 

Singing of Mount Abora. 
Could I revive within me 
Her symphony and song, 

To such a deep delight 'twould win me, 
 

That with music loud and long, 
I would build that dome in air, 

That sunny dome! those caves of ice! 
And all who heard should see them there, 

And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair! 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 

And close your eyes with holy dread, 
For he on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of Paradise.
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When you are old!
By W B Yeats 

 
When you are old and grey and full of sleep,  

And nodding by the fire, take down this book,  
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look  

Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;  
 

How many loved your moments of glad grace,  
And loved your beauty with love false or true,  

But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,  
And loved the sorrows of your changing face;  

 
And bending down beside the glowing bars,  

Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled  
And paced upon the mountains overhead  
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars. 
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My Last Duchess 

By Robert Browning 
 

That's my last Duchess painted on the wall, 
Looking as if she were alive. I call 

That piece a wonder, now: Frà Pandolf's hands 
Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 
Will't please you sit and look at her? I said 

'Frà Pandolf' by design, for never read 
Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 
The depth and passion of its earnest glance, 

But to myself they turned (since none puts by 
The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst, 
 

How such a glance came there; so, not the first 
Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, 'twas not 

Her husband's presence, only, called that spot 
Of joy into the Duchess' cheek: perhaps 

Frà Pandolf chanced to say 'Her mantle laps 
Over my lady's wrist too much,' or 'Paint 
Must never hope to reproduce the faint 

Half-flush that dies along her throat:' such stuff 
Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough 

For calling up that spot of joy. She had 
A heart—how shall I say?—too soon made glad, 

Too easily impressed; she liked whate'er 
She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 

Sir, 'twas all one! My favour at her breast, 
The dropping of the daylight in the West, 
The bough of cherries some officious fool 

Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 

She rode with round the terrace—all and each Would 
draw from her alike the approving speech, 

Or blush, at least. She thanked men,—good! but thanked 
Somehow—I know not how—as if she ranked 

My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 
With anybody's gift. Who'd stoop to blame 

This sort of trifling? Even, had you skill 
In speech—(which I have not)—to make your will 

Quite clear to such an one, and say, 'Just this 
Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss, 
Or there exceed the mark'—and if she let 

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set 
Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse, 

—E'en then would be some stooping; and I choose 
Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt, 

Whene'er I passed her: but who passed without 
Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands; 
Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands 

As if alive. Will't please you rise? We'll meet 
The company below, then. I repeat, 

The Count your master's known munificence 
Is ample warrant that no just pretence 
Of mine for dowry will be disallowed; 

Though his fair daughter's self, as I avowed 
At starting, is my object. Nay, we'll go 

Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though, 
Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 

Which Claus of Innisbruk cast in bronze for me
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Venus Verticordia 

By Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
 

She hath the apple in her hand for thee, 
Yet almost in her heart would hold it back; 

She muses, with her eyes upon the track 
Of that which in thy spirit they can see. 

Haply, "Behold, he is at peace," saith she; 
"Alas! the apple for his lips, - the dart 

That follows its brief sweetness to his heart, - 
The wandering of his feet perpetually!"  

 
A little space her glance is still and coy, 

But if she give the fruit that works her spell, 
Those eyes shall flame as for her Phrygian boy. 

Then shall her bird's strained throat the woe foretell, 
And her far seas moan as a single shell, 

And through her dark grove strike the light of Troy. 
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Sonnet 130: "My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun..." 

By William Shakespeare 

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun; 
Coral is far more red than her lips' red: 

 
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; 
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 

 
I have seen roses damask'd, red and white, 

But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 
 

And in some perfumes is there more delight 
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 

 
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 

That music hath a far more pleasing sound. 
 

I grant I never saw a goddess go: 
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground. 

 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 

As any she belied with false compare 
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To Helen 
 

Helen, thy beauty is to me 
Like those Nicean barks of yore 
That gently, o'er a perfumed sea, 

The weary, way-worn wanderer bore 
To his own native shore. 

 
On desperate seas long wont to roam, 

Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face, 
Thy Naiad airs have brought me home 

To the glory that was Greece, 
And the grandeur that was Rome. 

 
Lo, in yon brilliant window-niche 
How statue-like I see thee stand, 
The agate lamp within thy hand, 

Ah! Psyche, from the regions which 
Are Holy Land! 
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Song 

By Arthur O’Shaughnessy 
 

I went to her who loveth me no more, 
...And prayed her bear with me, if so she might; 

For I had found day after day too sore, 
...And tears that would not cease night after night. 

And so I prayed her, weeping, that she bore 
To let me be with her a little; yea, 

...To soothe myself a little with her sight, 
Who loved me once, ah! many a night and day. 

Then she who loveth me no more, maybe 
...She pitied somewhat: and I took a chain 

To bind myself to her, and her to me; 
...Yea, so that I might call her mine again. 

Lo! she forbade me not; but I and she 
Fettered her fair limbs, and her neck more fair, 

...Chained the fair wasted white of love's domain, 
And put gold fetters on her golden hair. 

Oh! the vain joy it is to see her lie 
...Beside me once again; beyond release, 
Her hair, her hand, her body, till she die, 
...All mine, for me to do with as I please! 

For, after all, I find no chain whereby 
To chain her heart to love me as before, 

...Nor fetter for her lips, to make them cease 
From saying still she loveth me no more 
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A Maid Who Died Old 

    By Madison Julius Cawein  
 

    Frail, shrunken face, so pinched and worn, 
    That life has carved with care and doubt! 

    So weary waiting, night and morn, 
    For that which never came about! 

    Pale lamp, so utterly forlorn, 
    In which God's light at last is out. 

 
    Gray hair, that lies so thin and prim 

    On either side the sunken brows! 
    And soldered eyes, so deep and dim, 
    No word of man could now arouse! 
    And hollow hands, so virgin slim, 

    Forever clasped in silent vows! 
 

    Poor breasts! that God designed for love, 
    For baby lips to kiss and press; 

    That never felt, yet dreamed thereof, 
    The human touch, the child caress -  
    That lie like shriveled blooms above 
    The heart's long-perished happiness. 

 
    O withered body, Nature gave 

    For purposes of death and birth, 
    That never knew, and could but crave 

    Those things perhaps that make life worth, -  
    Rest now, alas! within the grave, 

    Sad shell that served no end of Earth. 
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The Parting Of Ways 
    By George William Russell  

 
    

The skies from black to pearly grey 
    Had veered without a star or sun; 

    Only a burning opal ray 
    Fell on your brow when all was done. 

 
    Aye, after victory, the crown; 

    Yet through the fight no word of cheer; 
    And what would win and what go down 
    No word could help, no light make clear. 

 
    A thousand ages onward led 

    Their joys and sorrows to that hour; 
    No wisdom weighed, no word was said, 

    For only what we were had power. 
 

    There was no tender leaning there 
    Of brow to brow in loving mood; 

    For we were rapt apart, and were 
    In elemental solitude. 

 
    We knew not in redeeming day 

    Whether our spirits would be found 
    Floating along the starry way, 

    Or in the earthly vapours drowned. 
 

    Brought by the sunrise-coloured flame 
    To earth, uncertain yet, the while 

    I looked at you, there slowly came, 
    Noble and sisterly, your smile. 

 
    We bade adieu to love the old; 
    We heard another lover then, 

    Whose forms are myriad and untold, 
    Sigh to us from the hearts of men.

 
 



! #$"

 
We Wear the Mask 

By Paul Laurence Dunbar 
"

We wear the mask that grins and lies, 
It hides our cheeks and shades our eyes,- 

This debt we pay to human guile; 
With torn and bleeding hearts we smile, 

And mouth with myriad subtleties. 
 

Why should the world be overwise, 
In counting all our tears and sighs? 

Nay, let them only see us, while 
    We wear the mask. 

 
We smile, but, O great Christ, our cries 

To thee from tortured souls arise. 
We sing, but oh the clay is vile 

Beneath our feet, and long the mile; 
But let the world dream otherwise, 

    We wear the mask! 
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A Farewell 

by Coventry Patmore  
 

With all my will, but much against my heart,  
We two now part.  
     My Very Dear,  

Our solace is, the sad road lies so clear.  
     It needs no art,  

     With faint, averted feet  
And many a tear,  

     In our opposéd paths to persevere.  
Go thou to East, I West.  

     We will not say  
     There's any hope, it is so far away.  

     But, O my Best!  
     When the one darling of our widowhead,  

     The nursling Grief,  
     Is dead,  

     And no dews blur our eyes  
     To see the peach-bloom come in evening skies,  

     Perchance we may,  
     Where now this night is day,  

     And even through faith of still averted feet,  
     Making full circle of our banishment,  

     Amazéd meet;  
     The bitter journey to the bourne so sweet  

     Seasoning the termless feast of our content  
     With tears of recognition never dry. 
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SOILED DOVE 
By Carl Sandburg 

 
Let us be honest; the lady was not a harlot until she 
married a corporation lawyer who picked her from 

a Ziegfeld chorus. Before then she never took anybody's money and paid 
for her silk stockings out of what she earned singing 

and dancing. She loved one man and he loved six women and the 
game was changing her looks, calling for more and 
more massage money and high coin for the beauty 

doctors. Now she drives a long, underslung motor car all by herself, 
reads in the day's papers what her husband is 

doing to the inter-state commerce commission, requires 
a larger corsage from year to year, and wonders 

sometimes how one man is coming along with six women. 
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Thank you for viewing this e-book.  I hope you enjoyed it.   
 

All of the poems and sonnets are by the original authors and are public domain.   
 

All photos were provided by me, (Bunny Vreeland),  
from vintage modeling shoots, and they are also public domain.   

 
Feel free to share! 
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