
STOPPING BY WOODS ON A SNOWY EVENING  
by Robert Frost 
 
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. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

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. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Flower 
by Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
 
Once in a golden hour 
I cast to earth a seed. 
Up there came a flower, 
The people said, a weed. 
 
To and fro they went 
Thro’ my garden bower, 
And muttering discontent 
Cursed me and my flower. 
 
Then it grew so tall 
It wore a crown of light, 
But thieves from o’er the wall 
Stole the seed by night. 
 
Sow’d it far and wide 
By every town and tower 
Till all the people cried, 
“Splendid is the flower!” 
 
Read my little fable: 
He that runs may read. 
Most can raise the flowers now, 
For all have got the seed. 
 
And some are pretty enough, 
And some are poor indeed; 
And now again the people 
Call it but a weed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

A Bird Came Down  
by Emily Dickinson  

A bird came down the walk:  
He did not know I saw;  
He bit an angle-worm in halves  
And ate the fellow, raw.  
 
And then he drank a dew  
From a convenient grass,  
And then hopped sidewise to the wall  
To let a beetle pass.  
 
He glanced with rapid eyes  
That hurried all abroad,--  
They looked like frightened beads, I thought;  
He stirred his velvet head  
 
Like one in danger; cautious,  
I offered him a crumb,  
And he unrolled his feathers  
And rowed him softer home  
 
Than oars divide the ocean,  
Too silver for a seam,  
Or butterflies, off banks of noon,  
Leap, splashless, as they swim. 

 


