
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.

 
 

 

Oranges 
by Gary Soto 

 
The first time I walked 
With a girl, I was twelve, 
Cold, and weighted down 
With two oranges in my jacket. 
December. Frost cracking 
Beneath my steps, my breath 
Before me, then gone, 
As I walked toward 
Her house, the one whose 
Porch light burned yellow 
Night and day, in any weather. 
A dog barked at me, until 
She came out pulling 
At her gloves, face bright 
With rouge. I smiled, 
Touched her shoulder, and led 
Her down the street, across 
A used car lot and a line 
Of newly planted trees, 
Until we were breathing 
Before a drugstore. We 

Entered, the tiny bell 
Bringing a saleslady 
Down a narrow aisle of goods. 
I turned to the candies 
Tiered like bleachers, 
And asked what she wanted - 
Light in her eyes, a smile 
Starting at the corners 
Of her mouth. I fingered 
A nickel in my pocket, 
And when she lifted a chocolate 
That cost a dime, 
I didn't say anything. 
I took the nickel from 
My pocket, then an orange, 
And set them quietly on 
The counter. When I looked up, 
The lady's eyes met mine, 
And held them, knowing 
Very well what it was all 
About.

 



 

 

Waltzing Matilda 
By Banjo Paterson 

 
Once a jolly swagman camped by a 
billabong 
Under the shade of a coolibah tree, 
And he sang as he watched and waited till 
his "Billy" boiled, 
"You'll come a-waltzing Matilda, with me." 
 
Chorus: 
Waltzing Matilda, waltzing Matilda, 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda, with me, 
And he sang as he watched and waited till 
his "Billy" boiled, 
"You'll come a-waltzing Matilda, with me." 
 
Down came a jumbuck to drink at that 
billabong, 
Up jumped the swagman and grabbed him 
with glee, 
And he sang as he shoved that jumbuck in 
his tucker bag, 
"You'll come a-waltzing Matilda, with me." 
 

(Chorus) 
 
Up rode the squatter, mounted on his 
thoroughbred. 
Down came the troopers, one, two, and 
three. 
"Whose is that jumbuck you've got in your 
tucker bag? 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda, with me." 
 
(Chorus) 
 
Up jumped the swagman and sprang into 
the billabong. 
"You'll never catch me alive!" said he 
And his ghost may be heard as you pass by 
that billabong: 
"You'll come a-waltzing Matilda, with me." 
 
(Chorus) 
 
https://youtu.be/FqtttbbYfSM 

 

 
 
 

  

https://youtu.be/FqtttbbYfSM


Level of Concern 
By Twenty One Pilots 

 
Panic on the brain, world has gone insane 
Things are starting to get heavy, mm 
I can't help but think I haven't felt this way 
Since I asked you to go steady 
Wonderin', would you be, my little 
quarantine? 
Or is this the way it ends? 
'Cause I told you my level of concern 
But you walked by like you never heard 
And you could bring down my level of 
concern 
Just need you to tell me we're alright, tell 
me we're okay 
Panic on the brain, Michael's gone insane 
Julie starts to make me nervous 
I don't really care what they would say 
I'm asking you to stay 
In my bunker underneath the surface 
Wonderin', would you be, my little 
quarantine? 
Or is this the way it ends? 
'Cause I told you my level of concern 
But you walked by like you never heard 
And you could bring down my level of 
concern 
Just need you to tell me we're alright, tell 
me we're okay, yeah 
Tell me we're alright, tell me we're okay, 
yeah 
Tell me we're alright, tell me we're okay 
Bring down my level of concern 
Just need you to tell me we're alright, tell 
me we're okay, yeah 
'Cause I told you my level of concern 

But you walked by like you never heard 
You could bring down my level of concern 
Just need you to tell me we're alright, tell 
me we're okay 
I need you to tell me we're alright, tell me 
we're okay 
Need you to tell me we're alright, tell me 
we're okay 
I need you to tell me we're alright, tell me 
we're okay 
Need you to tell me we're alright, tell me 
we're okay 
Need you now 
I need you now 
'Cause I told you my level of concern 
But you walked by like you never heard 
You could bring down my level of concern 
Just need you to tell me we're alright, tell 
me we're okay, yeah 
Tell me we're alright, tell me we're okay, 
yeah 
Tell me we're alright, tell me we're okay 
You could bring down my level of concern 
Just need you to tell me we're alright, tell 
me we're okay, yeah 
In a world, where you could just lie to me 
And I'd be okay, we'll be okay 
(My level of concern) we're gonna be okay 
(Just need you to tell me we're alright, tell 
me we're okay) 
(I need you) 
 
https://youtu.be/loOWKm8GW6A 

 
 

 
 
  

https://youtu.be/loOWKm8GW6A


Fog 
By Carl Sandburg 

 
The fog comes 
on little cat feet. 
 
It sits looking 
over harbor and city 
on silent haunches 
and then moves on. 
 
 

 

Ashamed That I Expected Shallow Water 
By Heather Green (Ms G) 

 
I found a small puddle the other day. 
At first it seemed like any other, 
smooth as ice, yet not frozen, 
giving back to all its observers  
a perfect double image of life, 
a fanciful façade of nature. 
Absentmindedly I tossed in a pebble 
probing its depth. The little rock broke  
the smooth plane and where I nearly  
thought to see shards of a broken mirror 
instead the predictable circles came. 
Yet the stone did not stop 
but plummeted 
deeper  
deeper  
down; suddenly 
I was ashamed that I expected shallow water 
from such a pool. 
And so I found that I no longer stood 
at the edge of a pool or puddle 
but rather on a precipice 
and clinging to the craggy cliff, 
I peered into infinity 
only to learn that it was I who waded in the shoals. 
 

 

  



Don’t Change on My Account 
By Shel Silverstein 

 
If you’re sloppy, that’s just fine. 
If you’re moody, I won’t mind. 
If you’re fat, that’s fine with me. 
If you’re skinny, let it be. 
If you’re bossy, that’s all right. 
If you’re nasty, I won’t fight. 
If you’re rough, well that’s just you. 
If you’re mean, that’s all right too. 
Whatever you are is all okay. 
I don’t like you anyway. 
 
 
 

 
 

Homework! Oh, Homework! 
By Jack Prelutsky 

 
Homework! Oh, Homework! 
I hate you! You stink! 
I wish I could wash you away in the sink, 
if only a bomb 
would explode you to bits. 
Homework! Oh, homework! 
You're giving me fits. 
I'd rather take baths 
with a man-eating shark, 
or wrestle a lion 
alone in the dark, 
eat spinach and liver, 

pet ten porcupines, 
than tackle the homework, 
my teacher assigns. 
Homework! Oh, homework! 
you're last on my list, 
I simply can't see 
why you even exist, 
if you just disappeared 
it would tickle me pink. 
Homework! Oh, homework! 
I hate you! You stink!

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


