120LE Anglo-American Literature 3
Robert Frost -
“The Road Not Taken™

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry 1 could not travel both

And be one traveler, long 1 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, T marked 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.

3

“Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening’

Whose woods these are 1 think [ 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 [ sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep.

“Nothing Gold Can Stay”

Nature's first green is gold,
Her hardest hue to hold.
Her early leaf's a flower;
But only so an hour.

Then leaf subsides to leaf,

So Eden. sank to grief,
So dawn goes down to day
Nothing gold can stay.

Ezra Pound
“The River-Merchant’s Wife: A Letter”

After Li Po

While my hair was still cut straight
across my forehead

1 played at the front gate, pulling
flowers.

You came by on bamboo stilts, playing
horse,

You walked about my seat, playing with
blue plums.

And we went on living in the village of
Chokan:

Two small people, without dislike or
suspicion.

At fourteen I married My Lord you.

1 never laughed, being bashful.
Lowering my head, I looked at the wall.
Called to, a thousand times, I never
looked back.

At fifteen 1 stopped scowling,

I desired my dust to be mingled with
yours

Forever and forever and forever.
Why should 1 climb the lookout?

At sixteen you departed,

You went into far Ku-to-en, by the river
of swirling eddies,

And you have been gone five months.
The monkeys make sorrowful noise
overhead.

You dragged your feet when you went
ouf,

By the gate now, the moss is grown,
the different mosses,

Too deep to clear them away!

The leaves fall early this autumn, in
wind.

The paired butterflies are already
yellow with August

Over the grass in the West garden;
They hurt me. | grow older.

If you are coming down through the
narrows of the river Kiang,

Please let me know beforehand,
And I will come out to meet you

As far as Cho-fu-sa.



¢.e. cummings
in Just-

in Just-
spring  when the world is mud-
luscious the little
lame baloonman
whistles  far  and wee
and eddieandbill come
running from marbles and
piracies and it's
spring
when the world is puddle-wonderful
the queer
old baloonman whistles
far  and wee
and bettyandisbel come dancing
from hop-scotch and jump-rope and
it's
spring
and

the

coat-footed

baloonMan  whistles
far
and
wee

Langston Hughes

“Theme for English B”

The instructor said,

Go home and write

a page tonight.

And let that page come out of you-—

Then, it will be true.

I wonder if it's that simple?

I am twenty-two, colored, born in Winston-Salem.
I went to school there, then Durham, then here

to this college on the hill above Harlem.

I am the only colored student in my class.

The steps from the hill lead down into Harlem,
through a park, then I cross St. Nicholas,

Eighth Avenue, Seventh, and I come to the Y,

the Harlem Branch Y, where I take the elevator
up to my room, sit down, and write this page:

It's not easy to know what is true for you or me

at twenty-two, my age. But I guess I'm what

1 feel and see and hear, Harlem, I hear you:

hear you, hear me—we two—you, me, talk on this

page.
(1 hear New York, too.) Me—who?

Well, I like to eat, sleep, drink, and be in love.
1 like to work, read, learn, and understand life.

I like a pipe for a Christmas present,

or records—Bessie, bop, or Bach.

I guess being colored doesn't make me not like

the same things other folks like who are other races.
So will my page be colored that [ write?

Being me, it will not be white.

But it will be

a part of you, instructor.

You are white—

yet a part of me, as | am a part of vou.
That's American.

Sometimes perhaps you don't want to be a part of me.
Nor do [ often want to be a part of you.
But we are, that's true!

As I learn from you,

I guess you learn from me—

although you're older—and white—
and somewhat more free.

This is my page for English B.
“Harlem™

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?

Sylvia Plath
“Me‘taph()]‘s”

I’m a riddle in nine syllables,

An elephant, a ponderous house,

A melon strolling on two tendrils.

O red fruit, ivory, fine timbers!

This loaf’s big with its yeasty rising.
Money’s new-minted in this fat purse.
I’'m a means, a stage, a cow in calf.
I’ve eaten a bag of green apples,
Boarded the train there’s no getting off.



Elizabeth Bishop
“One Art”

The art of losing isn’t hard to master;
so many things seem filled with the intent
to be lost that their loss is no disaster.

Lose something every day. Accept the fluster
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent.
The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

Then practice losing farther, losing faster:
places, and names, and where it was you meant
io travel. None of these will bring disaster.

I lost my mother’s watch. And look! my last, or
next-to-last, of three loved houses went.
The art of losing isn’t hard to master.

I lost two cities, lovely ones. And, vaster,
some realms I owned, two rivers, a continent.
1 miss them, but it wasn’t a disaster,

—~Even losing you (the joking voice, a gesture
I love) I shan’t have lied. It"s evident

the art of losing’s not too hard to master
though it may look like (Write it]) like disaster.



