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Robert Frost (1874-1963)

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening

Whose woods these are I think I know.

His house is in the village, though;

He will not see me stopping here 

To watch his woods fill up with snow. 

My little horse must think it queer

To stop without a farmhouse near

Between the woods and frozen lake 

The darkest evening of the year. 

He gives his harness bells a shake

To ask if there is some mistake. 

The only other sound's the sweep 

Of easy wind and downy flake. 

The woods are lovely, dark, and deep, 

But I have promises to keep, 

And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep. 

ROAD LESS TRAVELED
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 onto 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 took the one less traveled by

And that has made all the difference

Acquainted With the Night

I have been one acquainted with the night. 

I have walked out in rain - and back in rain. 

I have outwalked the furthest city light. 

I have looked down the saddest city lane. 

I have passed by the watchman on his beat 

And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain. 

I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet 

When far away an interrupted cry 

Came over houses from another street, 

But not to call me back or say good-bye; 

And further still at an unearthly height, 

O luminary clock against the sky 

Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right. 

I have been one acquainted with the night. 

MENDING WALL

Something there is that doesn't love a wall, 

That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it, 

And spills the upper boulders in the sun, 

And makes gaps even two can pass abreast. 

The work of hunters is another thing: 

I have come after them and made repair 

Where they have left not one stone on a stone, 

But they would have the rabbit out of hiding, 

To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean, 

No one has seen them made or heard them made, 

But at spring mending-time we find them there. 

I let my neighbor know beyond the hill; 

And on a day we meet to walk the line 

And set the wall between us once again. 

We keep the wall between us as we go. 

To each the boulders that have fallen to each. 

And some are loaves and some so nearly balls 

We have to use a spell to make them balance: 

'Stay where you are until our backs are turned!' 

We wear our fingers rough with handling them. 

Oh, just another kind of out-door game, 

One on a side. It comes to little more: 

There where it is we do not need the wall: 

He is all pine and I am apple orchard. 

My apple trees will never get across 

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him. 

He only says, 'Good fences make good neighbors'. 

Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder 

If I could put a notion in his head: 

'Why do they make good neighbors? Isn't it 

Where there are cows? 

But here there are no cows. 

Before I built a wall I'd ask to know 

What I was walling in or walling out, 

And to whom I was like to give offence. 

Something there is that doesn't love a wall, 

That wants it down.' I could say 'Elves' to him, 

But it's not elves exactly, and I'd rather 

He said it for himself. I see him there 

Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top 

In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed. 

He moves in darkness as it seems to me~ 

Not of woods only and the shade of trees. 

He will not go behind his father's saying, 

And he likes having thought of it so well 

He says again, "Good fences make good neighbors." 

e e cummings

II (the bigness of cannon) 

by e e cummings

the bigness of cannon 

is skilful, 

but i have seen 

death's clever enormous voice 

which hides in a fragility 

of poppies. . . . 

i say that sometimes 

on these long talkative animals 

are laid fists of huger silence. 

I have seen all the silence 

full of vivid noiseless boys 

at Roupy 

i have seen 

between barrages, 

the night utter ripe unspeaking girls. 

III (buffalo bill)

 by e e cummings

Buffalo Bill's 

defunct 

  who used to 

  ride a watersmooth-silver 

  stallion 

and break onetwothreefourfive pigeonsjustlikethat 

  Jesus 

he was a handsome man 

  and what i want to know is 

how do you like your blueeyed boy 

Mister Death 

e e cummings

anyone lived in a pretty how town 

by e e cummings

 anyone lived in a pretty how town

 (with up so floating many bells down)

 spring summer autumn winter

 he sang his didn't he danced his did.

 Women and men (both little and small)

 cared for anyone not at all

 they sowed their isn't they reaped their same

 sun moon stars rain

 children guessed (but only a few

 and down they forgot as up they grew

 autumn winter spring summer)

 that noone loved him more by more

 when by now and tree by leaf

 she laughed his joy she cried his grief

 bird by snow and stir by still

 anyone's any was all to her

 someones married their everyones

 laughed their cryings and did their dance

 (sleep wake hope and then) they

 said their nevers they slept their dream


 stars rain sun moon

 (and only the snow can begin to explain

 how children are apt to forget to remember

 with up so floating many bells down)

 one day anyone died i guess

 (and noone stooped to kiss his face)

 busy folk buried them side by side

 little by little and was by was

 all by all and deep by deep

 and more by more they dream their sleep

 noone and anyone earth by april

 wish by spirit and if by yes.

 Women and men (both dong and ding)

 summer autumn winter spring

 reaped their sowing and went their came

 sun moon stars rain

IV (when god lets my body be) 

by e e cummings

when god lets my body be 

From each brave eye shall sprout a tree 

fruit that dangles therefrom 

the purpled world will dance upon 

Between my lips which did sing 

a rose shall beget the spring 

that maidens whom passion wastes 

will lay between their little breasts 

My strong fingers beneath the snow 

Into strenuous birds shall go 

my love walking in the grass 

their wings will touch with her face 

and all the while shall my heart be 

With the bulge and nuzzle of the sea 

e e cummings

  V (why did you go) 

e e cummings

why did you go 

little fourpaws? 

you forgot to shut 

your big eyes. 

where did you go? 

like little kittens 

are all the leaves 

which open in the rain. 

little kittens who 

are called spring, 

is what we stroke 

maybe asleep? 

do you know? or maybe did 

something go away 

ever so quietly 

when we weren't looking. 

  VI (when life is quite through) 

e e cumings

when life is quite through with 

and leaves say alas, 

much is to do 

for the swallow, that closes 

a flight in the blue; 

when love's had his tears out, 

perhaps shall pass 

a million years 

(while a bee doses 

on the poppies, the dears; 

when all's done and said, and 

under the grass 

lies her head, 

by oaks and roses 

deliberated.) 

e e cummings

VII (o distinct lady)  

e e cummings

O Distinct 

Lady of my unkempt adoration 

if I have made 

a fragile curtain 

song under the window of your soul 

it is not like any songs 

(the singers the others 

they have been faithful 

to many things and which 

die 

i have been sometimes true 

to Nothing and which lives 

they were fond of the handsome 

moon never spoke ill of the 

pretty stars and to 

the serene the complicated 

and the obvious 

they were faithful 

and which i despise, 

frankly 

admitting i have been true 

only to the noise of worms 

in the eligible day 

under the unaccountable sun) 

Distinct Lady 

swiftly take 

my fragile certain song 

that we may watch together 

how behind the doomed 

exact smile of life's 

placid obscure palpable 

carnival where to a normal 

melody of probable violins dance 

the square virtues with the oblong sins 

perfectly 

gesticulate the accurate 

strenuous lips of incorruptible 

Nothing under the ample 

sun, under the insufficient 

day under the noise of worms 

e e cummings

 (ponder, darling, these busted statues) 

e e cumings 

  (ponder, darling, these busted statues

  of yon motheaten forum be aware

  notice what hath remained

  - the stone cringes

  clinging to the stone, how obsolete

  lips utter their extant smile . . . .

  remark

  a few deleted of texture

  or meaning monuments and dolls

  resist Them Greediest Paws of careful

  time all of which is extremely

  unimportant) whereas Life

  matters if or

  when the your- and my-

  idle vertical worthless

  self unite in a peculiarly

  momentary

  partnership (to instigate

  constructive

 Horizontal

  business . . . . even so, let us make haste

  - consider well this ruined aqueduct

  lady,

  which used to lead something into somewhere)

 pity this busy monster, manunkind 

e e cummings

  pity this busy monster, manunkind,

  not. Progress is a comfortable disease:

  your victim (death and life safely beyond)

  plays with the bigness of his littleness

  –electrons deify one razorblade

  into a mountainrange; lenses extend

  unwish through curving wherewhen till unwish

  returns on its unself.

  A world of made

  is not a world of born—pity poor flesh

  and trees, poor stars and stones, but never this

  fine specimen of hypermagical

  ultraomnipotence. We doctors know

  a hopeless case if—listen: there's a hell

  of a good universe next door; let's go

 e. e. cummings

 Carl Sandburg

HATS

  Hats, where do you belong? 

what is under you? 

On the rim of a skyscraper's forehead 

I looked down and saw: hats: fifty thousand hats: 

Swarming with a noise of bees and sheep, cattle and waterfalls, 

Stopping with a silence of sea grass, a silence of prairie corn. 

Hats: tell me your high hopes. 

See also http://carl-sandburg.com/POEMS.htm 

CHICAGO 

by Carl Sandburg

HOG Butcher for the World,

Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat,

Player with Railroads and the Nation's Freight Handler;

Stormy, husky, brawling,

City of the Big Shoulders:

 They tell me you are wicked and I believe them, for I

have seen your painted women under the gas lamps

luring the farm boys.

 And they tell me you are crooked and I answer: Yes, it

is true I have seen the gunman kill and go free to

kill again.

 And they tell me you are brutal and my reply is: On the

faces of women and children I have seen the marks

of wanton hunger.

 And having answered so I turn once more to those who

sneer at this my city, and I give them back the sneer

and say to them:

 Come and show me another city with lifted head singing

so proud to be alive and coarse and strong and cunning.

 Flinging magnetic curses amid the toil of piling job on

job, here is a tall bold slugger set vivid against the

little soft cities;

 Fierce as a dog with tongue lapping for action, cunning

as a savage pitted against the wilderness,

 Bareheaded,

 Shoveling,

 Wrecking,

 Planning,

 Building, breaking, rebuilding,

 Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with

white teeth,

 Under the terrible burden of destiny laughing as a young

man laughs,

 Laughing even as an ignorant fighter laughs who has

never lost a battle,

 Bragging and laughing that under his wrist is the pulse.

and under his ribs the heart of the people,

Laughing!

 Laughing the stormy, husky, brawling laughter of

Youth, half-naked, sweating, proud to be Hog

Butcher, Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, Player with

Railroads and Freight Handler to the Nation.

See also http://carl-sandburg.com/POEMS.htm

PENNSYLVANIA

 by Carl Sandburg

I have been in Pennsylvania, 

In the Monongahela and the Hocking Valleys. 

In the blue Susquehanna 

On a Saturday morning 

I saw the mounted constabulary go by, 

I saw boys playing marbles. 

Spring and the hills laughed. 

And in places 

Along the Appalachian chain, 

I saw steel arms handling coal and iron, 

And I saw the white-cauliflower faces 

Of miners' wives waiting for the men to come 

home from the day's work. 

I made colour studies in crimson and violet 

Over the dust and domes of culm at sunset. 

See also http://carl-sandburg.com/POEMS.htm 

BROKEN-FACE GARGOYLES

 by Carl Sandburg

All I can give you is broken-face gargoyles. 

It is too early to sing and dance at funerals, 

Though I can whisper to you I am looking for an undertaker hum-

ming a lullaby and throwing his feet in a swift and mystic buck-

and-wing, now you see it and now you don't. 

Fish to swim a pool in your garden flashing a speckled silver, 

A basket of wine-saps filling your room with flame-dark for your 

eyes and the tang of valley orchards for your nose, 

Such a beautiful pail of fish, such a beautiful peck of apples, 

I cannot bring you now. 

It is too early and I am not footloose yet. 

I shall come in the night when I come with a hammer and saw. 

I shall come near your window, where you look out when your eyes 

open in the morning, 

And there I shall slam together bird-houses and bird-baths for wing-

loose wrens and hummers to live in, birds with yellow wing tips to 

blur and buzz soft all summer, 

So I shall make little fool homes with doors, always open doors for 

all and each to run away when they want to. 

I shall come just like that even though now it is early and I am not 

yet footloose, 

Even though I am still looking for an undertaker with a raw, wind-

bitten face and a dance in his feet. 

I make a date with you (put it down) for six o'clock in the evening 

a thousand years from now. 

All I can give you now is broken-face gargoyles. 

All I can give you now is a double gorilla head with two fish mouths 

and four eagle eyes hooked on a street wall, spouting water and 

looking two ways to the ends of the street for the new people, the 

young strangers, coming, coming, always coming. 

It is early. 

I shall yet be footloose. 

  JAZZ FANTASIA 

by Carl Sandburg

Drum on your drums, batter on your banjoes, 

sob on the long cool winding saxophones. 

Go to it, O jazzmen. 

Sling your knuckles on the bottoms of the happy 

tin pans, let your trombones ooze, and go husha-

husha-hush with the slippery sand-paper. 

Moan like an autumn wind high in the lonesome treetops, 

moan soft like you wanted somebody terrible, cry like a 

racing car slipping away from a motorcycle cop, bang-bang! 

you jazzmen, bang altogether drums, traps, banjoes, horns, 

tin cans -- make two people fight on the top of a stairway 

and scratch each other's eyes in a clinch tumbling down 

the stairs. 

Can the rough stuff . . . now a Mississippi steamboat pushes 

up the night river with a hoo-hoo-hoo-oo . . . and the green 

lanterns calling to the high soft stars . . . a red moon rides 

on the humps of the low river hills . . . go to it, O jazzmen. 

Carl Sandburg

Marianne Moore 

PICKING AND CHOOSING 

Literature is a phase of life: if 

one is afraid of it, the situation is irremediable; if 

one approaches it familiarly, 

what one says of it is worthless. Words are constructive 

when they are true; the opaque allusion -- the simulated flight 

upward -- accomplishes nothing. Why cloud the fact 

that Shaw is self-conscious in the field of sentiment but is 

  otherwise rewarding? that James is all that has been 

said of him but is not profound? It is not Hardy 

the distinguished novelist and Hardy the poet, but one man 

"interpreting life through the medium of the 

emotions." If he must give an opinion, it is permissible that the 

critic should know what he likes. Gordon 

Craig with his "this is I" and "this is mine," with his three 

wise men, his "sad French greens" and his Chinese cherries -- Gordon Craig, so 

inclinational and unashamed -- has carried 

the precept of being a good critic, to the last extreme. And 

  Burke is a 

psychologist -- of acute, raccoon-  

like curiosity. Summa diligentia; 

to the humbug whose name is so amusing -- very young and ve-

ry rushed, Caesar crossed the Alps on the "top of a 

diligence." We are not daft about the meaning but this 

  familiarity 

with wrong meaning puzzles one. Humming-  

bug, the candles are not wired for electricity. 

Small dog, going over the lawn, nipping the linen and saying 

that you have a badger -- remember Xenophon;  

 only the most rudimentary sort of behaviour is necessary 

to put us on the scent; a "right good 

salvo of barks," a few "strong wrinkles" puckering the 

skin between the ears, are all we ask. 

  ENGLAND

 by Marianne Moore
with its baby rivers and little towns, each with its abbey or its cathedral; 

with voices -- one voice perhaps, echoing through the 

transept -- the 

criterion of suitability and convenience; and Italy with its equal  shores -- contriving an epicureanism from which the

grossness 

has been 

extracted: and Greece with its goats and its gourds, the nest of modified illusions: 

and France, the "chrysalis of the nocturnal butterfly" in 

whose products, mystery of construction diverts one from what was 

originally one's  

object -- substance at the core:

and the East with its snails, its 

emotional 

shorthand and jade cockroaches, its rock crystal and its imperturbability, 

all of museum quality: and America where there 

is the little old ramshackle Victoria in the south, where cigars are smoked on the  

street in the north; where there are no

proof-readers, no silk-  

worms, no digressions; 

the wild man's land; grass-less, links-less, language-less country -- in which letters are written 

not in Spanish, not in Greek, not in Latin, not in shorthand 

but in plain American which cats and dogs can read! The letter "a"

in psalm and calm when  

pronounced with the sound

of "a" in candle, is very noticeable 

but 

why should continents of misapprehension have to be accounted for 

by the 

fact? Does it follow that because there are poisonous toadstools 

which resemble mushrooms, both are dangerous? In the case of mettlesomeness which may be  

mistaken for appetite,

of heat which may appear to be haste, 

no conclusions may be drawn. To have misapprehended the matter, is to 

have confessed 

that one has not looked far enough. The sublimated wisdom 

of China, Egyptian discernment, the cataclysmic torrent of emotion compressed  

In the verbs of the Hebrew language,

the books of the man who 

is able 

to say, "'I envy nobody but him and him only, who catches more 

fish than 

I do,'" -- the flower and fruit of all that noted superiority -- should one not have stumbled upon it in America, must one 

imagine  

that it is not there? It has never been

confined to one locality. 

Ezra Pound

 from "The Return", 

  See, they return; ah, see the 

  tentative

 Movements, and the slow feet,

 The trouble in the pace and the uncertain

 Wavering!

  See, they return, one, and by one,

  With fear, as half-awakened;

  As if the snow should hesitate

  And murmur in the wind,

 and half turn back;

  These were the "Wing'd-with-Awe,"

 Inviolable.

  Gods of the wingèd shoe!

  With them the silver hounds,

 sniffing the trace of air!

In a Station of the Metro 

by Ezra Pound

 The apparition of these faces in the crowd;

 Petals on a wet, black bough. 

from "Hugh Selwyn Mauberly"  

by Ezra Pound

 For three years, out of key with his time,

 He strove to resuscitate the dead art

 Of poetry; to maintain "the sublime"

 In the old scene.  Wrong from the start--

 No, hardly, but seeing he had been born

 In a half-savage country, out of date;

 Bent resolutely on wringing lilies from the acorn;

 Capaneus; trout for factitious bait;

 [idmen gar toi pant, hos eni Troiei]

 Caught in the unstopped ear;

 Giving the rocks small lee-way

 The chopped seas held him, therefore, that year.

 His true Penelope was Flaubert,

 He fished by obstinate isles;

 Observed the elegance of Circe's hair

 Rather than the mottoes on sun-dials.

 Unaffected by "the march of events,"

 He passed from men's memory in l'an trentuniesme

 De son eage; the case presents

 No adjunct to the Muses' diadem.

 II

 The age demanded an image

 Of its accelerated grimace,

 Something for the modern stage,

 Not, at any rate, an Attic grace;

 Not, not certainly, the obscure reveries

 Of the inward gaze;

 Better mendacities

 Than the classics in paraphrase!

 The "age demanded" chiefly a mould in plaster,

 Made with no loss of time,

 A prose kinema, not, not assuredly, alabaster

 Or the "sculpture" of rhyme.

 IV

 These fought in any case,

 and some believing,

 pro domo, in any case . . .

 Some quick to arm,

 some for adventure,

 some from fear of weakness,

 some from fear of censure,

 some for love of slaughter, in imagination,

 learning later . . .

 some in fear, learning love of slaughter;

 Died some, pro patria,

 non "dulce" non "et decor" . . .

 walked eye-deep in hell

 believing in old men's lies, then unbelieving

 came home, home to a lie,

 home to many deceits,

 home to old lies and new infamy;

 usury age-old and age-thick

 and liars in public places.

 Daring as never before, wastage as never before.

 Young blood and high blood,

 fair cheeks, and fine bodies;

 fortitude as never before

 frankness as never before,

 disillusions as never told in the old days,

 hysterias, trench confessions,

 laughter out of dead bellies.

 V

 There died a myriad,

 And of the best, among them,

 For an old bitch gone in the teeth,

 For a botched civilization,

 Charm, smiling at the good mouth,

 Quick eyes gone under earth's lid,

 For two gross of broken statues,

 For a few thousand battered books.

Gertrude Stein

"Rose is a rose is a rose is a rose."

"Any one doing something and standing"

Any one doing something and standing is one doing something and standing.  Some one was doing something and was standing. 

Any one doing something and standing is one doing something and standing.  Any one doing something and standing is one who is standing and doing something.  Some one was doing something and was standing.  That one was doing something standing

Water Raining

          Water is astonishing and difficult altogether makes a meadow

          and a stroke. 

          (1914)

"A Very Valentine"

     Very fine is my valentine.

     Very fine and very mine.

     Very mine is my valentine very mine and very fine.

     Very fine is my valentine and mine, very fine very mine and mine is my valentine.

"Let Us Describe"

Let us describe how they went.  It was a very windy night and the road although in excellent condition and extremely well graded

has many turnings and although the curves are not sharp the rise is considerable. It was a very windy night and some of the larger

vehicles found it more prudent not to venture. In consequence some of those who had planned to go were unable to do so.  Many

others did go and there was a sacrifice, of what shall we, a sheep, a hen, a cock, a village, a ruin, and all that and then that having

been blessed let us bless it.

Wallace Stevens (1879-1955) 

 Continual Conversation with a Silent Man (1942) 

 Connoisseur of Chaos (1938) 

 The Sense of the Slight-of-Hand Man (1939) 

T. S. Eliot (1888-?) 

 The Boston Evening Transcript

