
Fire and Ice, Robert Frost, 1874-1963 

 

Some say the world will end in fire,  

Some say in ice.  

From what I’ve tasted of desire  

I hold with those who favor fire.  

But if it had to perish twice,  

I think I know enough of hate  

To say that for destruction ice  

Is also great  

And would suffice. 

  



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. 

 

 

  



Mag, Carl Sandburg, 1878 - 1967 

I wish to God I never saw you, Mag. 

I wish you never quit your job and came along with me. 

I wish we never bought a license and a white dress 

For you to get married in the day we ran off to a minister 

And told him we would love each other and take care of each other 

Always and always long as the sun and the rain lasts anywhere. 

Yes, I’m wishing now you lived somewhere away from here 

And I was a bum on the bumpers a thousand miles away dead broke. 

          I wish the kids had never come 

          And rent and coal and clothes to pay for 

          And a grocery man calling for cash, 

          Every day cash for beans and prunes. 

          I wish to God I never saw you, Mag. 

          I wish to God the kids had never come. 

  

https://www.poets.org/node/44678


Lament, Edna St. Vincent Millay, 1892-1950 

Listen, children:  

Your father is dead.  

From his old coats  

I'll make you little jackets;  

I'll make you little trousers  

From his old pants.  

There'll be in his pockets  

Things he used to put there,  

Keys and pennies  

Covered with tobacco;  

Dan shall have the pennies  

To save in his bank;  

Anne shall have the keys  

To make a pretty noise with.  

Life must go on,  

And the dead be forgotten;  

Life must go on,  

Though good men die;  

Anne, eat your breakfast;  

Dan, take your medicine;  

Life must go on;  

I forget just why.  

  

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/edna-st-vincent-millay


London, William Blake , 1757-1827 

 

I wander through each chartered street, 

Near where the chartered Thames does flow, 

A mark in every face I meet, 

Marks of weakness, marks of woe. 

 

In every cry of every man, 

In every infant's cry of fear, 

In every voice, in every ban, 

The mind-forged manacles I hear: 

 

How the chimney-sweeper's cry 

Every blackening church appals, 

And the hapless soldier's sigh 

Runs in blood down palace-walls. 

 

But most, through midnight streets I hear 

How the youthful harlot's curse 

Blasts the new-born infant's tear, 

And blights with plagues the marriage hearse. 

 

  



The Chimney Sweeper, from Songs of Experience, William Blake 

 

A little black thing among the snow,  

Crying "weep! 'weep!" in notes of woe!  

"Where are thy father and mother? say?"  

"They are both gone up to the church to pray.  

 

Because I was happy upon the heath,  

And smil'd among the winter's snow,  

They clothed me in the clothes of death,  

And taught me to sing the notes of woe.  

 

And because I am happy and dance and sing,  

They think they have done me no injury,  

And are gone to praise God and his Priest and King,  

Who make up a heaven of our misery."  

 

 

 

  

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/william-blake


The Replacements, Charles Buckowski  

 

Jack London drinking his life away while 

writing of strange and heroic men. 

Eugene O’Neill drinking himself oblivious 

while writing his dark and poetic 

works. 

  

now our moderns 

lecture at universities 

in tie and suit, 

the little boys soberly studious, 

the little girls with glazed eyes 

looking 

up, 

the lawns so green, the books so dull, 

the life so dying of 

thirst. 

 

 

  

http://henrycharlesbukowski.tumblr.com/post/13722057175/the-replacements


Dream Deferred, Langston Hughes, 1902-1967 

    

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?  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Digging, Seamus Heaney, 1939-2013 

 

Between my finger and my thumb    

The squat pen rests; snug as a gun.  

 

Under my window, a clean rasping sound    

When the spade sinks into gravelly ground:    

My father, digging. I look down  

 

Till his straining rump among the flowerbeds    

Bends low, comes up twenty years away    

Stooping in rhythm through potato drills    

Where he was digging.  

 

The coarse boot nestled on the lug, the shaft    

Against the inside knee was levered firmly.  

He rooted out tall tops, buried the bright edge deep  

To scatter new potatoes that we picked,  

Loving their cool hardness in our hands.  

 

By God, the old man could handle a spade.    

Just like his old man.  

 

My grandfather cut more turf in a day  

Than any other man on Toner’s bog.  

Once I carried him milk in a bottle  

Corked sloppily with paper. He straightened up  

To drink it, then fell to right away  

Nicking and slicing neatly, heaving sods  

Over his shoulder, going down and down  

For the good turf. Digging.  

 

The cold smell of potato mould, the squelch and slap  

Of soggy peat, the curt cuts of an edge  

Through living roots awaken in my head.  

But I’ve no spade to follow men like them.  

 

Between my finger and my thumb  

The squat pen rests. 

I’ll dig with it. 

 

 

  



[love is more thicker than forget],  e. e. cummings, 1894-1962  

 

love is more thicker than forget 

more thinner than recall 

more seldom than a wave is wet 

more frequent than to fail 

 

it is most mad and moonly 

and less it shall unbe 

than all the sea which only 

is deeper than the sea 

 

love is less always than to win 

less never than alive 

less bigger than the least begin 

less littler than forgive 

 

it is most sane and sunly 

and more it cannot die 

than all the sky which only 

is higher than the sky 

  



my sweet old etcetera , e. e. cummings 

 

my sweet old etcetera 

aunt lucy during the recent 

 

war could and what 

is more did tell you just 

what everybody was fighting 

 

for, 

my sister 

 

Isabel created hundreds 

(and 

hundreds)of socks not to 

mention fleaproof earwarmers 

etcetera wristers etcetera, my 

mother hoped that 

 

i would die etcetera 

bravely of course my father used 

to become hoarse talking about how it was 

a privilege and if only he 

could meanwhile my 

 

self etcetera lay quietly 

in the deep mud et 

 

cetera 

(dreaming, 

et 

cetera, of 

Your smile 

eyes knees and of your Etcetera) 

  



Pronominais, Mário de Andrade, 1893-1945 

 

Dê-me um cigarro 

Diz a gramática 

Do professor e do aluno 

E do mulato sabido 

Mas o bom negro e o bom branco  

Da Nação Brasileira 

Dizem todos os dias 

Deixa disso camarada 

Me dá um cigarro. 

  



Relicário, Oswald de Andrade, 1890-1954 

 

No baile da Corte 

Foi o Conde d'Eu quem disse 

Pra Dona Benvinda 

Que farinha de Suruí 

Pinga de Parati 

Fumo de Baependi 

É comê bebê pitá e caí 

  



The Tyger, William Blake 

 

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright 

In the forest of the night, 

What immortal hand or eye 

Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 

 

In what distant deeps or skies 

Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 

On what wings dare he aspire? 

What the hand dare seize the fire? 

 

And what shoulder, and what art, 

Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 

And when thy heart began to beat, 

What dread hand? and what dread feet? 

 

What the hammer? what the chain? 

In what furnace was thy brain? 

What the anvil? what dread grasp 

Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 

 

When the stars threw down their spears, 

And watered heaven with their tears, 

Did he smile his work to see? 

Did he who made the Lamb make thee? 

 

Tyger! Tyger! burning bright 

In the forests of the night, 

What immortal hand or eye  

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 

  



I love my love with a v , Gertrude Stein, 1874-1946  

I love my love with a v  

Because it is like that 

I love my love with a b 

Because I am beside that 

A king. 

I love my love with an a 

Because she is a queen 

I love my love and a a is the best of them 

Think well and be a king, 

Think more and think again 

I love my love with a dress and a hat 

I love my love and not with this or with that 

I love my love with a y because she is my bride 

I love her with a d because she is my love beside 

Thank you for being there 

Nobody has to care 

Thank you for being here 

Because you are not there. 

And with and without me which is and without she she can be late and then 

and how and all around we think and found that it is time to cry she and I. 

from Before the Flowers of Friendship Faded Faded 

  



Bluebird, Charles Bukowski, 1920-1994 

there's a bluebird in my heart that 

wants to get out 

but I'm too tough for him, 

I say, stay in there, I'm not going 

to let anybody see 

you. 

there's a bluebird in my heart that 

wants to get out 

but I pour whiskey on him and inhale 

cigarette smoke 

and the whores and the bartenders 

and the grocery clerks 

never know that 

he's 

in there. 

 

there's a bluebird in my heart that 

wants to get out 

but I'm too tough for him, 

I say, 

stay down, do you want to mess 

me up?  

you want to screw up the 

works?  

you want to blow my book sales in 

Europe?  

there's a bluebird in my heart that 

wants to get out 

but I'm too clever, I only let him out 

at night sometimes 

when everybody's asleep. 

I say, I know that you're there, 

so don't be 

sad. 

then I put him back, 

but he's singing a little 

in there, I haven't quite let him 

die 

and we sleep together like 

that 

with our 



secret pact 

and it's nice enough to 

make a man 

weep, but I don't 

weep, do 

you?  

  



CXXIII, Emily Dickinson, 1830-1886 

 

OUR lives are Swiss,—  

So still, so cool,  

  Till, some odd afternoon,  

The Alps neglect their curtains,  

  And we look farther on.         5 

   

Italy stands the other side,  

  While, like a guard between,  

The solemn Alps,  

The siren Alps,  

  Forever intervene! 

  



CCCXIV, Emily Dickinson  

 

“Hope” is the thing with feathers - 

That perches in the soul - 

And sings the tune without the words - 

And never stops - at all - 

 

And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard - 

And sore must be the storm - 

That could abash the little Bird 

That kept so many warm - 

 

I’ve heard it in the chillest land - 

And on the strangest Sea - 

Yet - never - in Extremity, 

It asked a crumb - of me. 

 

 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/emily-dickinson

