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“Wherethe Sidewalk Ends” by Shel Silverstein

There s a place where the sidewalk ends
And before the street begins,

And there the grass grows soft and white,
‘And there the sun burns crimson bright,
And there the moon-bird rests from his flight
To cool in the peppermint wind.

Letus leave this place where the smoke blows black
‘And the dark street winds and bends.

Past the pits where the asphalt flowers grow

We shall walk with a walk that is measured and slow,
And watch where the chalk-white arrows go

To the place where the sidewalk ends.

Yes we'll walk with a walk that is measured and slow,
And we'll go where the chalk-white arrows go,

For the children, they mark, and the children, they know
The place where the sidewalk ends.
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The Road not Taken

Tivo roads divergedin a yellow wood
and somry T could not travel both

And be one traveller, long I stood
and looked down one as far as I could
19 where it bent in the undergrowth

Then took the other, as just s fair
and having perhaps the better claim
becaus it was grassy and wanted wear;
though as for that, the passing there
had wom the really about the same,

And both that moming equally lay
inleaves no feet had trodden black.

Oh, T kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way]
T doubted if I should ever come back

I shall be teling this with a sigh

Somerwhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads divergedina wood, and .-~

Ttook the one less travelled by,

and that has made al the difference
~Robert Frost
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Invictus
BY WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY

Out of the night that covers me,
Black as the pit from pole to pole,
Ithank whatever gods may be
For my unconquerable soul.

In the fell clutch of circumstance
Thave not winced nor cried aloud.

Under the bludgeonings of chance
My head is bloody, but unbowed.

Beyond this place of wrath and tears
Looms but the Horror of the shade,
And yet the menace of the years
Finds and shall find me unafraid.

It matters not how strait the gate,

How charged with punishments the scroll,
Iam the master of my fate,

Tam the captain of my soul.
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SECRET GARDEN

When one tree falls, the forest is threatened,
and one lost animal is reason for alarm for all of
us.

Siegfried and Roy, as just, far-seeing men,
resurrect the essence of nature in their
Secret Garden,
and by doing so, reestablish in the hearts of
‘men and women tolerance, temperance, and
respect for nature.

Their (ove of life and fiving things speaks clearly
and loudly to us of their instinctive faith in the
future.

There is no secret in this Secret Garden.

Its beauty belongs to the world, and to futures
now at this moment unknowable.

Joy,

Maya Angelow
May 28, 1997
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Thereis a place where the sidewalk ends
And before the street begins,

And there the grass grows soft and white,

‘And there the sun burns crimson bright,

And there the moon-bird rests from his flight

To cool in the peppermint wind.

Letus leave this place where the smoke blows black
And the dark street winds and bends.

Past the pits where the asphalt flowers grow

We shall walk with a walk that is measured and slow,
And watch where the chalk-white arrows go

To the place where the sidewalk ends.

Yes we'll walk with a walk that is measured and slow,
And we'll go where the chalk-white arrows go,

For the children, they mark, and the children, they know
The place where the sidewalk ends.




