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“The Road Not Taken” by Robert Frost 
 
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth. 
 
Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same. 
 
And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back. 
 
I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I-- 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 

“Southbound on the Freeway” by May Swenson 
 
A tourist came in from Orbitville, 
parked in the air, and said: 
 
The creatures of this star 
are made of metal and glass. 
 
Through the transparent parts 
you can see their guts. 
 
Their feet are round and roll 
on diagrams of long 
 
measuring tapes, dark 
with white lines. 
 
They have four eyes. 
The two in back are red. 
 
Sometimes you can see a five-eyed 
one, with a red eye turning 
 
on the top of his head. 
He must be special-- 
 
the others respect him 
and go slow 
 
when he passes, winding  
among them from behind. 
 
They all hiss as they glide, 
like inches, down the marked 
 
tapes. Those soft shapes, 
shadowy inside 
 
the hard bodies--are they 
their guts or their brains? 
 

“Harlem” by Langston Hughes 
What happens to a dream deferred?  
 
Does it dry up  
like a raisin in the sun?  
Or fester like a sore—  
And then run?  
Does it stink like rotten meat?  
Or crust and sugar over—  
like a syrupy sweet?  
 
Maybe it just sags  
like a heavy load.  
 
Or does it explode? 

“Sonnet 18” by 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. 
 
 



“JABBERWOCKY” by Lewis Carroll 

 (from Through the Looking-Glass and What Alice Found There, 
1872)  

`Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
  Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
  And the mome raths outgrabe.  

"Beware the Jabberwock, my son! 
  The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 
  The frumious Bandersnatch!" 

He took his vorpal sword in hand: 
  Long time the manxome foe he sought -- 
So rested he by the Tumtum tree, 
  And stood awhile in thought. 

And, as in uffish thought he stood, 
  The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame, 
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 
  And burbled as it came! 

One, two! One, two! And through and through 
  The vorpal blade went snicker-snack! 
He left it dead, and with its head 
  He went galumphing back. 

"And, has thou slain the Jabberwock? 
  Come to my arms, my beamish boy! 
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!' 
  He chortled in his joy. 
 
`Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
  Did gyre and gimble in the wabe; 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
  And the mome raths outgrabe. 

“Ghost House” by Robert Frost 

I dwell in a lonely house I know  
That vanished many a summer ago,  
And left no trace but the cellar walls,  
And a cellar in which the daylight falls,  
And the purple-stemmed wild raspberries grow.  
O'er ruined fences the grape-vines shield  
The woods come back to the mowing field;  
The orchard tree has grown one copse  
Of new wood and old where the woodpecker chops;  
The footpath down to the well is healed.  
I dwell with a strangely aching heart  
In that vanished abode there far apart  
On that disused and forgotten road  
That has no dust-bath now for the toad.  
Night comes; the black bats tumble and dart;  
The whippoorwill is coming to shout  
And hush and cluck and flutter about:  
I hear him begin far enough away  
Full many a time to say his say  
Before he arrives to say it out.  
It is under the small, dim, summer star.  
I know not who these mute folk are  
Who share the unlit place with me--  
Those stones out under the low-limbed tree  
Doubtless bear names that the mosses mar.  
They are tireless folk, but slow and sad,  
Though two, close-keeping, are lass and lad,--  
With none among them that ever sings,  
And yet, in view of how many things,  
As sweet companions as might be had.   

 

“My Papa's Waltz” by Theodore Roethke 

 

The whiskey on your breath 
Could make a small boy dizzy; 
But I hung on like death: 
Such waltzing was not easy. 
 

We romped until the pans 
Slid from the kitchen shelf; 
My mother's countenance 
Could not unfrown itself. 

 
The hand that held my wrist 
Was battered on one knuckle; 
At every step you missed 
My right ear scraped a buckle. 
 
You beat time on my head 
With a palm caked hard by dirt, 
Then waltzed me off to bed 
Still clinging to your shirt. 

 

 



“Homework! Oh, Homework!” by Jack Prelutsky  
 
Homework! Oh, Homework! 
I hate you! You stink! 
I wish I could wash you away in the sink, 
if only a bomb 
would explode you to bits. 
Homework! Oh, homework! 
You're giving me fits. 
 
I'd rather take baths 
with a man-eating shark, 
or wrestle a lion 
alone in the dark, 
eat spinach and liver, 
pet ten porcupines, 
than tackle the homework, 
my teacher assigns. 
 
Homework! Oh, homework! 
you're last on my list, 
I simple can't see 
why you even exist, 
if you just disappeared 
it would tickle me pink. 
Homework! Oh, homework! 
I hate you! You stink!  

 

“Where the Sidewalk Ends” by Shel Silverstein 

 
 

 

  There is a place where the sidewalk ends 
And before the street begins, 
And there the grass grows soft and white, 
And there the sun burns crimson bright, 
And there the moon-bird rests from his flight 
To cool in the peppermint wind. 
 
Let us leave this place where the smoke blows black 
And the dark street winds and bends. 
Past the pits where the asphalt flowers grow 
We shall walk with a walk that is measured and slow, 
And watch where the chalk-white arrows go 
To the place where the sidewalk ends. 
 
Yes we'll walk with a walk that is measured and slow, 
And we'll go where the chalk-white arrows go, 
For the children, they mark, and the children, they know 
The place where the sidewalk ends.  

 

 

 

 

 

“Ode” by Arthur O’Shaughnessy 
 
We are the music-makers, 
  And we are the dreamers of dreams, 
Wandering by lone sea-breakers, 
  And sitting by desolate streams; 
World-losers and world-forsakers, 
  On whom the pale moon gleams: 
Yet we are the movers and shakers 
  Of the world for ever, it seems. 
 
With wonderful deathless ditties 
  We build up the world’s great cities, 
And out of a fabulous story 
  We fashion an empire’s glory: 
One man with a dream, at pleasure, 
  Shall go forth and conquer a crown; 
And thee with a new song’s measure 
  Can trample an empire down. 
 
We, in the ages lying 
  In the buried past of the earth 
Built Nineveh with our sighing, 
  And Babel itself with our mirth; 
And o’erthrew them with prophesying 
  To the old of the new world’s worth; 
For each age is a dream that is dying, 
  Or one that is coming to birth. 

”Because I Could Not Stop for Death” by Emily Dickinson 
 

Because I could not stop for Death, 
He kindly stopped for me; 

The carriage held but just ourselves  
And Immortality. 

We slowly drove, he knew no haste, 
And I had put away  

My labor, and my leisure too, 
For his civility. 

We passed the school where children played, 
Their lessons scarcely done;  

We passed the fields of gazing grain, 
We passed the setting sun. 

We paused before a house that seemed 
A swelling of the ground; 

The roof was scarcely visible. 
The cornice but a mound. 

Since then ‘tis centuries but each 
Feels shorter than the day 

I first surmised the horses’ heads 
Were toward eternity. 

 


