
THE ROAD NOT TAKEN 
ROBERT FROST 
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveller, 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 travelled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 


From THE HOLLOW MEN 
T. S. ELIOT 
     1 
We are the hollow men
We are the stuffed men 
Leaning together 
Headpiece filled with straw. 
Alas' Our dried voices, when 
We whisper together 
Are quiet and meaningless 
As wind in dry grass 
Or rats' feet over broken glass 
In our dry cellar 
Shape without form, shade without colour, 
Paralysed force, gesture without motion; 
Those who have crossed 
With direct eyes, to death's other Kingdom 
Remember us-if at all-not as lost 
Violent souls, but only 
As the hollow men 
The stuffed men.
 
THE SHELL 
]A!\IES STEPHENS 
And then I pressed the shell 
Close to my ear 
And listened well, 
And straightway, like a bell, 
Came low and clear 
The slow, sad murmur of far distant seas, 
Whipped by an icy breeze 
Upon a shore 
Wind-swept and desolate. 
It was a sunless strand that never bore 	10 
The footprint of a man, 
Nor felt the weight 
Since time began 
Of any human quality or stir 
Say what the dreary winds and waves incur. 
And in the hush of waters was the sound 
Of pebbles rolling round; 
For ever rolling with a hollow sound: 
And bubbling sea-weeds as the waters go 
Swish to and fro 	20 
Their long, cold tentacles of slimy gray; 
There was no day, 
Nor ever came a night 
Setting the stars alight 
To wonder at the moon: 
Was twilight only and the frightened croon, 
Smitten to whimpers, of the dreary wind 
And waves that journeyed blind- 
And then I loosed my ear ... 0, it was sweet 
To hear a cart go jolting down the street! 	30 



