The Arrow And The Song by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
| shot an arrow into the air,

It fell to earth, | knew not where;

For, so swiftly it flew, the sight

Could not follow itin its flight.

| breathed a song into the air,

It fell to earth, | knew not where;
Forwho has sight so keen and strong,
That it can follow the flight of song?

Long, long afterward, in an oak

| found the arrow, still unbroke;

And the song, from beginning to end,
| found againin the heart of a friend.



Barbara Frietchie byJohn Greenleaf Whittier

Up from the meadows rich with corn,
Clearinthe cool September morn,

The clustered spires of Frederick stand
Green_walled by the hills of Maryland.

Round about them orchards sweep,
Apple and peach tree fruited deep,

Fair as the garden of the Lord
To the eyes of the famished rebel horde,

On that pleasant morn of the early fall
When Lee marched over the mountain-wall;

Over the mountains winding down,
Horse and foot, into Frederick town.

Forty flags with their silver stars,
Forty flags with their crimson bars,

Flapped in the morning wind: the sun
Of noon looked down, and saw not one.

Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then,
Bowed with her fourscore years and ten;

Bravest of all in Frederick town,
She took up the flag the men hauled down;

In her attic window the staff she set,
To show that one heart was loyal yet,



Up the street came the rebel tread,
Stonewall Jackson riding ahead.

Under his slouched hat left and right
He glanced; the old flag met his sight.

Halt: - the dust_brown ranks stood fast.
Firer —out blazed the rifle_blast.

It shivered the window, pane and sash;
It rent the banner with seam and gash.

Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff
Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf.

She leaned far out on the window_sill,
And shook it forth with a royal will.

Shoot, if you must, this old gray head,
But spare your countrys flag; she said.

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame,
Over the face of the leader came;

The nobler nature within him stirred
To life at that womans deed and word;

Who touches a hair of yon gray head
Dies like a dog: March on: he said.

All day long through Frederick street
Sounded the tread of marching feet:

All day long that free flag tost
Over the heads of the rebel host.



Ever its torn folds rose and fell
On the loyal winds that loved it well;

And through the hill_gaps sunset light
Shone over it with awarm good-_night.

Barbara Frietchies work is oer,
And the Rebel rides on his raids nor more.

Honor to her and let a tear
Fall, for her sake, on Stonewalls bier.

Over Barbara Frietchies grave,
Flag of Freedom and Union, wave!

Peace and order and beauty draw
Round they symbol of light and law;

And ever the stars above look down
On thy stars below in Frederick town:



Battle Hymn of the Republic by juliaWard Howe

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord:

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored;
He hath loosed the fateful lightning of His terrible swift sword:

His truth is marching on.

| have seen Him in the watch_fires of a hundred circling camps,

They have builded Him an altar in the evening dews and damps;
| can read His righteous sentence by the dim and flaring lamps:

His day is marching on.

| have read a fiery gospel writ in burnished rows of steel:

"As ye deal with my contemners, so with you my grace shall deal;
Let the Hero, born of woman, crush the serpent with his heel,
Since God is marchingon.’

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat;
He is sifting out the hearts of men before His judgment_seat:
Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer Him: be jubilant, my feet:
Our God is marching on.

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,
With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me:
As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free,
While God is marching on.



A bird came down the walk by Emily Dickinson
A bird came down the walk:

He did not know | 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, | thought;
He stirred his velvet head

Like one in danger; cautious,
| 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.



Casey at the Bat by Ernest Lawrence Thayer

The outlook wasnt brilliant for the Mudville nine that day;

The score stood four to two, with but one inning more to play,
And then when Cooney died at first, and Barrows did the same,
A pall_like silence fell upon the patrons of the game.

A straggling few got up to go in deep despair. The rest

Clung to that hope which springs eternal in the human breast;
They thought, 'If only Casey could but get awhack at that——
Wed put up even money now, with Casey at the bat.’

But Flynn preceded Casey, as did also Jimmy Blake,

And the former was a hoodoo, while the latter was a cake;

So upon that stricken multitude grim melancholy sat,

For there seemed but little chance of Casey getting to the bat.

But Flynn let drive a single, to the wonderment of all,

And Blake, the much despised, tore the cover off the ball;

And when the dust had lifted, and men saw what had occurred,
There was Jimmy safe at second and Flynn a_hugging third.

Then from five thousand throats and more there rose a lusty yell;
It rumbled through the valley, it rattled in the dell;

It pounded on the mountain and recoiled upon the flat,

For Casey, mighty Casey, was advancing to the bat.

There was ease in Caseys manner as he stepped into his place;
There was pride in Caseys bearing and a smile lit Caseys face.

And when, responding to the cheers, he lightly doffed his hat,
No stranger in the crowd could doubttwas Casey at the bat.



Ten thousand eyes were on him as he rubbed his hands with dirt;
Five thousand tongues applauded when he wiped them on his shirt;
Then while the writhing pitcher ground the ball into his hip,
Defiance flashed in Caseys eye, a sneer curled Caseys lip.

And now the leather_covered sphere came hurtling through the air,
And Casey stood a-watchingitin haughty grandeur there.

Close by the sturdy batsman the ball unheeded sped——

'That aint my style," said Casey. "Strike one:" the umpire said.

From the benches, black with people, there went up a muffled roar,
Like the beating of the storm_waves on a stern and distant shore;
'Kill him; Kill the umpire:" shouted some one on the stand;

And its likely theyd have killed him had not Casey raised his hand.

With a smile of Christian charity great Caseys visage shone;

He stilled the rising tumult; he bade the game go on;

He signaled to the pitcher, and once more the dun sphere flew;
But Casey still ignored it, and the umpire said, 'Strike two:"

'Fraud:’ cried the maddened thousands, and echo answered "Fraud:”
But one scornful look from Casey and the audience was awed.

They saw his face grow stern and cold, they saw his muscles strain,
And they knew that Casey wouldnt let that ball go by again.

The sneer has fled from Caseys lip, his teeth are clenched in hate;
He pounds with cruel violence his bat upon the plate.

And now the pitcher holds the ball, and now he lets it go.

And now the air is shattered by the force of Caseys blow.

Oh, somewhere in this favored land the sun is shining bright;
The band is playing somewhere, and somewhere hearts are light,
And somewhere men are laughing, and little children shout;

But there is no joy in Mudville__great Casey has struck out.



The Eagle by Alfred Lord Tennyson
He clasps the crag with crooked hands;
Close tothe suninlonelylands,

Ringd with the azure world, he stands.

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;
He watches from his mountain walls,
And like a thunderbolt he falls.

| Hear America Singing by Walt Whitman

| hear America singing, the varied carols | hear,

Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe
and strong,

The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam,

The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off
work,

The boatman singing what belongs to himin his boat, the deck-
hand singing on the steamboat deck,

The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter singing
as he stands,

The woodcutters song, the ploughboys on his way in the morn_
ing, or at noon intermission or at sundown,

The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at work,
or of the girl sewing or washing,

Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else,

The day what belongs to the day—at night the party of young
fellows, robust, friendly,

Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs.



| like to see it lap the miles by Emily Dickinson
| like to see it lap the miles,

And lick the valleys up,

And stop to feed itself at tanks;

And then, prodigious, step

Around a pile of mountains,
And, supercilious, peer

In shanties by the sides of roads;
And then a quarry pare

Tofitits sides, and crawl between,
Complaining all the while

In horrid, hooting stanza;

Then chase itself down hill

And neigh like Boanerges;
Then, punctual as a star,
Stop——docile and omnipotent_—_
At its own stable door.



|, too, sing America by Langston Hughes
I, too, sing America.

| am the darker brother.

They send me to eat in the kitchen
When company comes,

But I laugh,

And eat well,

And grow strong.

Tomorrow,

I be at the table

When company comes.
Nobodyll dare

Say to me,

'Eat in the kitchen,’
Then.

Besides,
Theyll see how beautiful | am

And be ashamed--

I, too, am America.



Jabberwocky by Lewis Carroll

Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.

Beware the Jabberwock, my son:

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch:
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun

The frumious Bandersnatcht

He took his vorpal sword in hand:

Long time the manxome foe he sought
Sorested he by the Tumtum tree,

And stood a while in thought.

And, as in uffish thought he stood,

The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,
And burbled as it came:

One two! One two: And through and through
The vorpal blade went snicker—_snack:

He leftit dead, and with its head

He went galumphing back.

And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?
Come to my arms, my beamish boy:
Oh frabjous day: Callooh: Callay:r

He chortled in his joy.

Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:
All mimsy were the borogoves,
And the mome raths outgrabe.



Narcissa by Gwendolyn Brooks

Some of the girls are playing jacks.
Some are playing ball.

But small Narcissais not playing
Anything at all.

Small Narcissa sits upon

A brick in her back yard

And looks at tiger_lilies,

And shakes her pigtails hard.
First sheis an ancient queen

In pomp and purple veil.

Soon sheis asingingwind.

And, next, a nightingale.

How fine to be Narcissa
A_changing like all that:

While sitting still, as still, as still,
As anyone ever sat:



O Captain: My Captain: by Walt Whitman

O CAPTAIN: my Captain: our fearful trip is done;

The ship has weatherd every rack, the prize we sought is won;
The portis near, the bells | hear, the people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring:
But O heart: heart: heart

O the bleeding drops of red,

Where on the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.

O Captain: my Captain: rise up and hear the bells;

Rise up__foryou the flag is flung—_for you the bugle trills; 10
For you bouquets and ribbond wreaths__for you the shores a-
crowding;

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;
Here Captain: dear father:

This arm beneath your head;

Itis some dream that on the deck,

Youve fallen cold and dead.

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still;

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will;

The ship is anchord safe and sound, its voyage closed and done;
From fearful trip, the victor ship, comes in with object won; 20
Exult, O shores, and ring, O bells:

But I, with mournful tread,

Walk the deck my Captain lies,

Fallen cold and dead.



A Poison Tree by William Blake
| was angry with my friend:

| told my wrath, my wrath did end.
| was angry with my foe:

| told it not, my wrath did grow.

And I watered it in fears,

Night and morning with my tears;
And | sunned it with smiles,

And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright.

And my foe beheld it shine.
And he knew that it was mine,

And into my garden stole

When the night had veiled the pole;
Inthe morning glad | see

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.



The Road Not Taken by Robert Frost
Two roads diverged in ayellow wood,
And sorry | could not travel both

And be one traveler, long | stood

And looked down one as far as | could
Towhereitbentinthe 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, | marked the first for another day:
Yet knowing how way leads on to way
| doubted if | should ever come back.

| shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged inawood, and |,
| took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.



The Snowstorm by Ralph Waldo Emerson

Announced by all the trumpets of the sky,
Arrives the snow, and, driving oer the fields,
Seems nowhere to alight: the whited air

Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven,
And veils the farmhouse at the gardens end.
The sled and traveler stopped, the couriers feet
Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit
Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed

In a tumultuous privacy of storm.

Come see the north winds masonry.

Out of an unseen quarry evermore

Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer

Curves his white bastions with projected roof
Round every windward stake, or tree, or door.
Speeding, the myriad_handed, his wild work
So fanciful, so savage, nought cares he

For number or proportion. Mockingly,

On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths;
A swan_like form invests the hidden thorn;
Fills up the farmers lane from wall to wall,
Maugre the farmers sighs; and, at the gate,

A tapering turret overtops the work.

And when his hours are numbered, and the world
Is all his own, retiring, as he were not,

Leaves, when the sun appears, astonished Art
To mimicin slow structures, stone by stone,
Builtin an age, the mad winds night-work,
The frolic architecture of the snow.



Some Opposites by Richard Wilbur

What is the opposite of riot?
It’s lots of people keeping quiet.

The opposite of doughnut? Wait
A minute while | meditate.
Thisisn’t easy. Ah, I've found it
A cookie with a hole around it.

What is the opposite of two?
A lonely me, alonely you.

The opposite of a cloud could be

A white reflection on the sea,
Orahuge blueness in the air,
Caused by a clouds not being there.

The opposite of opposite?
That’s much too difficult. | quit.



The Tyger by William Blake
Tyger Tyger, burning bright,

In the forests 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, & what art,
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand? & 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 waterd 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?



A Wise Old Owl by Edward Hersey Richards
A wise old owl sat upon an oak;

The more he saw the less he spoke;

The less he spoke the more he heard;

Why arent we like that wise old bird?



