The woods are love |y, dark and deep.
But I have pro m ises to keep,
And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep. (R.Frost)

How much more praise deserved thy beauty's use,
If thou couldst answer 'This fair child of mine
Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,'

Proving his beauty by succession thine! (Shakespeare)

I went into a public-'ouse to get a pint o' beer,
The publican 'e up an' sez, "We serve no red-coats here."
The girls be'ind the bar they laughed an' giggled fit to die,

I outs into the street again an' to myself sez I...(R. Kipling)

Thus I
Pass by
And die:
As One,
Unktiown,
And gone...
(R. Herrick)



