THE ROAD NOT TAKEN
By Robert Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry | could not travel both
And be one traveller, long | stood
And looked down one as far as | 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, | kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

| doubted if | should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and |—
| took the one less travelled by,

And that has made all the difference.

Form:

Notes:

THE NEW COLOSSUS

By Emma Lazarus

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,

With conquering limbs astride from land to land;
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name

Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command

The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.

‘Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!’ cries she
With silent lips. ‘Give me your tired, your poor,
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tossed to me,

| lift my lamp beside the golden door!”

Form:

Notes:




THE EAGLE

By Alfred Tennyson

He clasps the crag with crooked hands;
Close to the sunin lonely lands,

Ringed with the azure world, he stands.

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;

He watches from his mountain walls,

And like a thunderbolt he falls.

Form:

Notes:

CAGED BIRD

By Maya Angelou

The free bird leaps

on the back of the wind
and floats downstream
till the current ends
and dips his wings

in the orange sun rays

and dares to claim the sky.

But a bird that stalks
down his narrow cage
can seldom see through
his bars of rage

his wings are clipped and

his feet are tied

so he opens his throat to sing.

Form:

Notes:

The caged bird sings

with fearful trill

of the things unknown

but longed for still

and his tune is heard

on the distant hill for the caged bird

sings of freedom

The free bird thinks of another breeze

and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees
and the fat worms waiting on a dawn-bright lawn

and he names the sky his own.

But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams
his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream
his wings are clipped and his feet are tied

so he opens his throat to sing

The caged bird sings
with a fearful trill

of things unknown
but longed for still
and his tune is heard
on the distant hill

for the caged bird

sings of freedom




The House on the Hill PSALM 23

by Edwin Arlington Robinson A Psalm of David

They are all gone away, The Lord is my shepherd; | shall not want.

The House is shut and still, He maketh me to lie down in green pastures:

There is nothing more to say. He leadeth me beside the still waters.

Why is it then we stray He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness
Through broken walls and gray Around the sunken sill? for his name's sake.
The winds blow bleak and shrill: They are all gone away,

Yea, though | walk through the valley of the shadow of death,
They are all gone away.

| will fear no evil: for thou art with me;
And our poor fancy-play

Nor is there one to-day For them is wasted skill: thy rod and thy staff they comfort me. )

) ) Thou preparest a table before me (<
To speak them good or ill: There is nothing more to say. “

In the presence of mine enemies: @
There is nothing more to say.

Thou anointest my head with oil;
There is ruin and decay

My cup runneth over.
In the House on the Hill:
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life:

They are all gone away,
and | will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.

There is nothing more to say.

Form:

Form:

Notes:

Notes:




CLANCY OF THE OVERFLOW | am sitting in my dingy little office, where a stingy
By A.B. ‘Banjo’ Patterson Ray of sunlight struggles feebly down between the houses tall,
And the foetid air and gritty of the dusty, dirty city
| had written him a letter which | had, for want of better Through the open window floating, spreads its foulness over all
Knowledge, sent to where | met him down the Lachlan, years ago,
He was shearing when | knew him, so | sent the letter to him, And in place of lowing cattle, | can hear the fiendish rattle
Just “on spec', addressed as follows, "Clancy, of The Overflow'. Of the tramways and the 'buses making hurry down the street,
And the language uninviting of the gutter children fighting,
And an answer came directed in a writing unexpected, Comes fitfully and faintly through the ceaseless tramp of feet.
(And I think the same was written with a thumb-nail dipped in tar)
'Twas his shearing mate who wrote it, and verbatim | will quote it: And the hurrying people daunt me, and their pallid faces haunt me
“Clancy's gone to Queensland droving, and we don't know where he are.' As they shoulder one another in their rush and nervous haste,
With their eager eyes and greedy, and their stunted forms and weedy,
In my wild erratic fancy visions come to me of Clancy For townsfolk have no time to grow, they have no time to waste.
Gone a-droving "down the Cooper' where the Western drovers go;
As the stock are slowly stringing, Clancy rides behind them singing, And | somehow rather fancy that I'd like to change with Clancy,
For the drover's life has pleasures that the townsfolk never know. Like to take a turn at droving where the seasons come and go,
While he faced the round eternal of the cash-book and the journal --

And the bush hath friends to meet him, and their kindly voices greet him But | doubt he'd suit the office, Clancy, of The Overflow.

In the murmur of the breezes and the river on its bars,

And he sees the vision splendid of the sunlit plains extended, Form:

And at night the wond'rous glory of the everlasting stars.

Notes:
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