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The Road Not Taken  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. 
 

 



Musee des Beaux Arts W. H. Auden 

About suffering they were never wrong, 
The old Masters: how well they understood 
Its human position: how it takes place 
While someone else is eating or opening a window or just walking dully along; 
How, when the aged are reverently, passionately waiting 
For the miraculous birth, there always must be 
Children who did not specially want it to happen, skating 
On a pond at the edge of the wood: 
They never forgot 
That even the dreadful martyrdom must run its course 
Anyhow in a corner, some untidy spot 
Where the dogs go on with their doggy life and the torturer's horse 
Scratches its innocent behind on a tree. 

In Breughel's Icarus, for instance: how everything turns away 
Quite leisurely from the disaster; the ploughman may 
Have heard the splash, the forsaken cry, 
But for him it was not an important failure; the sun shone 
As it had to on the white legs disappearing into the green 
Water, and the expensive delicate ship that must have seen 
Something amazing, a boy falling out of the sky, 
Had somewhere to get to and sailed calmly on. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



To His Coy Mistress by Andrew Marvell 

Had we but world enough, and time, 
This coyness, lady, were no crime. 
We would sit down, and think which way 
To walk, and pass our long love's day. 
Thou by the Indian Ganges' side 
Shouldst rubies find; I by the tide 
Of Humber would complain. I would 
Love you ten years before the flood, 
And you should, if you please, refuse 
Till the conversion of the Jews. 
My vegetable love would grow 
Vaster than empires, and more slow; 
An hundred years should go to praise 
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze; 
Two hundred to adore each breast, 
But thirty thousand to the rest; 
An age at least to every part, 
And the last age should show your heart. 
For, lady, you deserve this state, 
Nor would I love at lower rate. 

But at my back I always hear 
Time's winged chariot hurrying near: 
And yonder all before us lie 
Deserts of vast eternity. 
Thy beauty shall no more be found; 
Nor, in thy marble vaults, shall sound 
My echoing song; then worms shall try 
That long-preserved virginity, 
And your quaint honour turn to dust, 
And into ashes all my lust: 
The grave's a fine and private place, 
But none, I think, do there embrace. 

Now therefore, while the youthful hue 
Sits on thy skin like morning dew, 
And while thy willing soul transpires 
At every pore with instant fires, 
Now let us sport us while we may, 
And now, like amorous birds of prey, 
Rather at once our time devour 
Than languish in his slow-chapped power. 
Let us roll all our strength, and all 
Our sweetness, up into one ball, 
And tear our pleasure with rough strife 
Through the iron gates of life: 
Thus, though we cannot make our sun 
Stand still, yet we will make him run. 



“The Dover Bitch: A Criticism Of Life” by Anthony Hecht                      
So there stood Matthew Arnold and this girl 
With the cliffs of England crumbling away behind them, 
And he said to her, 'Try to be true to me, 
And I'll do the same for you, for things are bad 
All over, etc., etc.' 
Well now, I knew this girl. It's true she had read 
Sophocles in a fairly good translation 
And caught that bitter allusion to the sea, 
But all the time he was talking she had in mind 
the notion of what his whiskers would feel like 
On the back of her neck. She told me later on 
That after a while she got to looking out 
At the lights across the channel, and really felt sad, 
Thinking of all the wine and enormous beds 
And blandishments in French and the perfumes. 
And then she got really angry. To have been brought 
All the way down from London, and then be addressed 
As sort of a mournful cosmic last resort 
Is really tough on a girl, and she was pretty. 
Anyway, she watched him pace the room 
and finger his watch-chain and seem to sweat a bit, 
And then she said one or two unprintable things. 
But you mustn't judge her by that. What I mean to say is, 
She's really all right. I still see her once in a while 
And she always treats me right. We have a drink 
And I give her a good time, and perhaps it's a year 
Before I see her again, but there she is, 
Running to fat, but dependable as they come, 
And sometimes I bring her a bottle of Nuit d'Amour.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Spring and All 

By	William	Carlos	Williams	
	

By	the	road	to	the	contagious	hospital	
under	the	surge	of	the	blue	
mottled	clouds	driven	from	the	
northeast—a	cold	wind.	Beyond,	the	
waste	of	broad,	muddy	fields	
brown	with	dried	weeds,	standing	and	fallen	
	
patches	of	standing	water	
the	scattering	of	tall	trees	
	
All	along	the	road	the	reddish	
purplish,	forked,	upstanding,	twiggy	
stuff	of	bushes	and	small	trees	
with	dead,	brown	leaves	under	them	
leafless	vines—	
	
Lifeless	in	appearance,	sluggish	
dazed	spring	approaches—	
	
They	enter	the	new	world	naked,	
cold,	uncertain	of	all	
save	that	they	enter.	All	about	them	
the	cold,	familiar	wind—	
	
Now	the	grass,	tomorrow	
the	stiff	curl	of	wildcarrot	leaf	
	
One	by	one	objects	are	defined—	
It	quickens:	clarity,	outline	of	leaf	
	
But	now	the	stark	dignity	of	
entrance—Still,	the	profound	change	
has	come	upon	them:	rooted	they	
grip	down	and	begin	to	awaken	
	
																																																														[1923] 

 

 

 



The Battle 
Louis Simpson 

Helmet and rifle, pack and overcoat 

Marched through a forest. Somewhere up ahead 

Guns thudded. Like the circle of a throat 

The night on every side was turning red. 

They halted and they dug. They sank like moles 

into the clammy earth between the trees. 

And soon the sentries, standing in their holes, 

Felt the first snow. Their feet began to freeze. 

At dawn the first shell landed with a crack. 

Then shells and bullets swept the icy woods. 

This lasted many days. The snow was black. 

The corpses stiffened in their scarlet hoods. 

Most clearly of that battle I remember 

The tiredness in eyes, how hands looked thin 

Around a cigarette, and the bright ember 

Would pulse with all the life there was within. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Up-Hill CHRISTINA ROSSETTI 
	

Does the road wind up-hill all the way?  
   Yes, to the very end.  
Will the day’s journey take the whole long day?  
   From morn to night, my friend.  
But is there for the night a resting-place?  
   A roof for when the slow dark hours begin.  
May not the darkness hide it from my face?  
   You cannot miss that inn.  
Shall I meet other wayfarers at night?  
   Those who have gone before.  
Then must I knock, or call when just in sight?  
   They will not keep you standing at that door.  
 
Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak?  
   Of labour you shall find the sum.  
Will there be beds for me and all who seek?  
   Yea, beds for all who come. 

 

An Irish Airman foresees his Death WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS 
	

I know that I shall meet my fate  
Somewhere among the clouds above;  
Those that I fight I do not hate,  
Those that I guard I do not love;  
My country is Kiltartan Cross,  
My countrymen Kiltartan’s poor,  
No likely end could bring them loss  
Or leave them happier than before.  
Nor law, nor duty bade me fight,  
Nor public men, nor cheering crowds,  
A lonely impulse of delight  
Drove to this tumult in the clouds;  
I balanced all, brought all to mind,  
The years to come seemed waste of breath,  
A waste of breath the years behind  
In balance with this life, this death. 


