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Ozymandias 
by Percy Bysshe Shelley 
ENGLISH ROMANTIC POETRY SOLO (81211-81218) 
 
I met a traveller from an antique land, 
Who said -“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert… Near them, on the sand, 
Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed; 
And on the pedestal, these words appear: 
My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings; 
Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair! 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare 
The lone and level sands stretch far away.” 
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The Charge of the Light Brigade 
by Alfred, Lord Tennyson 
ENGLISH VICTORIAN POETRY SOLO (81311-81318) 
 
Half a league, half a league, 
Half a league onward, 
All in the valley of Death 
   Rode the six hundred. 
“Forward, the Light Brigade! 
Charge for the guns!” he said. 
Into the valley of Death 
   Rode the six hundred. 
 
“Forward, the Light Brigade!” 
Was there a man dismayed? 
Not though the soldier knew 
   Someone had blundered. 
   Theirs not to make reply, 
   Theirs not to reason why, 
   Theirs but to do and die. 
   Into the valley of Death 
   Rode the six hundred. 
 
Cannon to right of them, 
Cannon to left of them, 
Cannon in front of them 
   Volleyed and thundered; 
Stormed at with shot and shell, 
Boldly they rode and well, 
Into the jaws of Death, 
Into the mouth of hell 
   Rode the six hundred. 
 
Flashed all their sabres bare, 
Flashed as they turned in air 
Sabring the gunners there, 
Charging an army, while 
   All the world wondered. 
Plunged in the battery-smoke 
Right through the line they broke; 
Cossack and Russian 
Reeled from the sabre stroke 
   Shattered and sundered. 
Then they rode back, but not 
   Not the six hundred. 
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Cannon to right of them, 
Cannon to left of them, 
Cannon behind them 
   Volleyed and thundered; 
Stormed at with shot and shell, 
While horse and hero fell. 
They that had fought so well 
Came through the jaws of Death, 
Back from the mouth of hell, 
All that was left of them, 
   Left of six hundred. 
 
When can their glory fade? 
O the wild charge they made! 
   All the world wondered. 
Honour the charge they made! 
Honour the Light Brigade, 
   Noble six hundred! 
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Jabberwocky 
By Lewis Carroll 
ENGLISH VICTORIAN POETRY SOLO (81311-81318) 
 
’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 Bandersnatch!”  
 
He took his vorpal sword in hand;  
      Long time the manxome foe he sought—  
So rested he by the Tumtum tree  
      And stood awhile 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 left it dead, and with its head  
      He went galumphing back.  
 
“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?  
      Come to my arms, my beamish boy!  
O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!”  
      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. 
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Paul Revere’s Ride 
By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
NARRATIVE/DRAMATIC POETRY SOLO (81005 – 81018) 
 
Listen, my children, and you shall hear 
Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere, 
On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy five; 
Hardly a man is now alive 
Who remembers that famous day and year. 
 
He said to his friend, If the British march 
By land or sea from the town tonight, 
Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch 
Of the North Church tower as a signal light, 
One, if by land, and two, if by sea; 
And I on the opposite shore will be, 
Ready to ride and spread the alarm 
Through every Middlesex village and farm, 
For the country folk to be up and to arm. 
 
Then he said, “Good night!” and with muffled oar 
Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore, 
Just as the moon rose over the bay, 
Where swinging wide at her moorings lay 
The Somerset, British man-of-war; 
A phantom ship, with each mast and spar 
Across the moon like a prison bar, 
And a huge black hulk, that was magnified 
By its own reflection in the tide. 
 
Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street, 
Wanders and watches with eager ears, 
Till in the silence around him he hears 
The muster of men at the barracks door, 
The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet, 
And the measured tread of the grenadiers, 
Marching down to their boats on the shore. 
 
Then he climbed the tower of the Old North Church, 
By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread, 
To the belfry-chamber overhead, 
And startled the pigeons from their perch 
On the somber rafters, that round him made 
Masses and moving shapes of shade, - 
By the trembling ladder, steep and tall, 
To the highest window in the wall, 
Where he paused to listen and look down 
A moment on the roofs of the town, 
And the moonlight flowing over all. 
 
 



Page 6 of 32 
 

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride, 
Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride 
On opposite shore walked Paul Revere. 
Now he patted his horse’s side, 
Now gazed at the landscape far and near, 
Then, impetuous, stamped the earth, 
And turned and tightened his saddle girth; 
But mostly he watched with eager search 
The belfry-tower of the Old North Church, 
As it rose above the graves on the hill, 
Lonely and spectral somber and still. 
And lo! As he looks, on the belfry’s height 
A glimmer, and then a gleam of light! 
He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns, 
But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight 
A second lamp in the belfry burns! 
 
A hurry of hoofs in a village street, 
A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark, 
And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark 
Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet; 
That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light 
The fate of a nation was riding that night; 
And the spark struck out by that steed in his flight, 
Kindled the land into flame with its heat.  
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Death Be Not Proud 
By John Donne 
LYRIC POETRY SOLO (81105 – 81118) 
 
Death, be not proud, though some have called thee  
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;  
For those whom thou think’st thou dost overthrow  
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.  
From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be,  
Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow,  
And soonest our best men with thee do go,  
Rest of their bones, and soul’s delivery.  
Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,  
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,  
And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well  
And better than thy stroke; why swell’st thou then?  
One short sleep past, we wake eternally  
And death shall be no more; Death, thou shalt die.   
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Casey At The Bat 
By Ernest Lawrence Thayer 
NARRATIVE/DRAMATIC POETRY SOLO (81005 – 81018) 
 
The outlook wasn’t 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 sickly 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 a whack at that— 
We’d put up even money now with Casey at the bat. 
 
But Flynn preceded Casey, as did also Jimmy Blake, 
And the former was a lulu and the latter was a cake; 
So upon that stricken multitude grim melancholy sat, 
For there seemed but little chance of Casey’s 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 5,000 throats and more there rose a lusty yell; 
It rumbled through the valley, it rattled in the dell; 
It knocked upon the mountain and recoiled upon the flat, 
For Casey, mighty Casey, was advancing to the bat. 
 
There was ease in Casey’s manner as he stepped into his place; 
There was pride in Casey’s bearing and a smile on Casey’s face. 
And when, responding to the cheers, he lightly doffed his hat, 
No stranger in the crowd could doubt ’twas 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 gleamed in Casey’s eye, a sneer curled Casey’s lip. 
 
And now the leather-covered sphere came hurtling through the air, 
And Casey stood a-watching it in haughty grandeur there. 
Close by the sturdy batsman the ball unheeded sped— 
“That ain’t 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 it’s likely they’d have killed him had not Casey raised his hand. 
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With a smile of Christian charity great Casey’s visage shone; 
He stilled the rising tumult; he bade the game go on; 
He signaled to the pitcher, and once more the spheroid 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 wouldn’t let that ball go by again. 
 
The sneer is gone from Casey’s lip, his teeth are clinched 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 Casey’s 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 somewhere children shout; 
But there is no joy in Mudville—mighty Casey has struck out. 
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If 
By Rudyard Kipling  
ENGLISH VICTORIAN POETRY SOLO (81311-81318) 
 
If you can keep your head when all about you 
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you; 
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you, 
But make allowance for their doubting too: 
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 
Or, being lied about, don't deal in lies, 
Or being hated don't give way to hating, 
And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise; 
 
If you can dream - and not make dreams your master; 
If you can think - and not make thoughts your aim, 
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 
And treat those two impostors just the same:. 
If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken 
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 
And stoop and build'em up with worn-out tools; 
 
If you can make one heap of all your winnings 
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss, 
And lose, and start again at your beginnings, 
And never breathe a word about your loss: 
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 
To serve your turn long after they are gone, 
And so hold on when there is nothing in you 
Except the Will which says to them: "Hold on!" 
 
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue, 
Or walk with Kings - nor lose the common touch, 
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you, 
If all men count with you, but none too much: 
If you can fill the unforgiving minute 
With sixty seconds' worth of distance run, 
Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it, 
And - which is more - you'll be a Man, my son! 
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“All the world’s a stage” 
By William Shakespeare (from As You Like It) 
SOLO SCENE – SHAKESPEARE (83108 – 83118) 
 
All the world’s a stage, 
And all the men and women merely players; 
They have their exits and their entrances; 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms; 
And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover, 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier, 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice, 
In fair round belly with good capon lin’d, 
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wise saws and modern instances; 
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon, 
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side; 
His youthful hose, well sav’d, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all, 
That ends this strange eventful history, 
Is second childishness and mere oblivion; 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 
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The Road Not Taken 
By Robert Frost 
ENGLISH 20th-21st CENTURY POETRY SOLO (81411 – 81418) 
 
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. 
  



Page 13 of 32 
 

The Listeners 
By Walter de La Mare 
NARRATIVE/DRAMATIC POETRY SOLO (81005 – 81018) 
 
‘Is there anybody there?’ said the Traveller,    
   Knocking on the moonlit door; 
And his horse in the silence champed the grasses    
   Of the forest’s ferny floor: 
And a bird flew up out of the turret,    
   Above the Traveller’s head: 
And he smote upon the door again a second time;    
   ‘Is there anybody there?’ he said. 
But no one descended to the Traveller;    
   No head from the leaf-fringed sill 
Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes,    
   Where he stood perplexed and still. 
But only a host of phantom listeners    
   That dwelt in the lone house then 
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight    
   To that voice from the world of men: 
Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair,    
   That goes down to the empty hall, 
Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken    
   By the lonely Traveller’s call. 
And he felt in his heart their strangeness,    
   Their stillness answering his cry, 
While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,    
   ’Neath the starred and leafy sky; 
For he suddenly smote on the door, even    
   Louder, and lifted his head:— 
‘Tell them I came, and no one answered,    
   That I kept my word,’ he said. 
Never the least stir made the listeners,    
   Though every word he spake 
Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house    
   From the one man left awake: 
Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,    
   And the sound of iron on stone, 
And how the silence surged softly backward,    
   When the plunging hoofs were gone. 
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Eating Poetry 
By Mark Strand 
LYRIC POETRY SOLO (81105 – 81118) 
 
Ink runs from the corners of my mouth. 
There is no happiness like mine. 
I have been eating poetry. 
 
The librarian does not believe what she sees. 
Her eyes are sad 
and she walks with her hands in her dress. 
 
The poems are gone. 
The light is dim. 
The dogs are on the basement stairs and coming up. 
 
Their eyeballs roll, 
their blond legs burn like brush. 
The poor librarian begins to stamp her feet and weep. 
 
She does not understand. 
When I get on my knees and lick her hand, 
she screams. 
 
I am a new man. 
I snarl at her and bark. 
I romp with joy in the bookish dark. 
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I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud 
By William Wordsworth 
ENGLISH ROMANTIC POETRY SOLO (81211-81218) 
 
I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 
 
Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 
 
The waves beside them danced; but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company: 
I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought: 
 
For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 
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Invictus 
By William Ernest Henley 
ENGLISH VICTORIAN POETRY SOLO (81311-81318) 
 
Out of the night that covers me,    
  Black as the Pit from pole to pole,    
I thank whatever gods may be    
  For my unconquerable soul.    
 
In the fell clutch of circumstance  
  I have 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,    
I am the master of my fate: 
  I am the captain of my soul. 
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Did I Miss Anything? 
By Tom Wayman 
NARRATIVE/DRAMATIC POETRY SOLO (81005 – 81018) 
 
Nothing. When we realized you weren’t here 
we sat with our hands folded on our desks 
in silence, for the full two hours 
 
   Everything. I gave an exam worth 
   40 percent of the grade for this term 
   and assigned some reading due today 
   on which I’m about to hand out a quiz 
   worth 50 percent 
 
Nothing. None of the content of this course 
has value or meaning 
Take as many days off as you like: 
any activities we undertake as a class 
I assure you will not matter either to you or me 
and are without purpose 
 
   Everything. A few minutes after we began last time 
   a shaft of light suddenly descended and an angel 
   or other heavenly being appeared 
   and revealed to us what each woman or man must do 
   to attain divine wisdom in this life and 
   the hereafter 
   This is the last time the class will meet 
   before we disperse to bring the good news to all people on earth. 
 
Nothing. When you are not present 
how could something significant occur? 
 
   Everything. Contained in this classroom 
   is a microcosm of human experience 
   assembled for you to query and examine and ponder 
   This is not the only place such an opportunity has been gathered 
 
   but it was one place 
 
   And you weren’t here 
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Webcam the World 
By Heather McHugh 
NARRATIVE/DRAMATIC POETRY SOLO (81005 – 81018) 
 
Get all of it, set up the shots 
at every angle; run them online 
24-7. Get beautiful stuff (like 
scenery and greenery and style) 
and get the ugliness (like cruelty 
and quackery and rue). there’s nothing 
unastonishing – but get that, too. We have 
to save it all, now that we can, and while. 
Do close-ups with electron microscopes 
and vaster pans with planetcams. 
it may be getting close 
to our last chance –  
how many 
millipedes or elephants are left? 
how many minutes for mind-blinded men? 
Use every lens you can – get Dubliners 
in fisticuffs, the last Beijinger with 
an abacus, the boy in Addis Abada who feeds 
the starving dog. And don’t forget the cows 
in neck-irons, when barns begin 
to burn. the rollickers at clubs,  
the frolickers at forage – take it all, 
the space you need: it’s curved. Let 
mileage be footage, let year be light. Get 
goggles for the hermitage, and shades for whorage. Don’t be boggled by totality: world without exception. 
it will serve 
as its own storage. 
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See It Through 
By Edgar Albert Guest 
NARRATIVE/DRAMATIC POETRY SOLO (81005 – 81018) 
 
When you’re up against a trouble, 
    Meet it squarely, face to face; 
Lift your chin and set your shoulders, 
    Plant your feet and take a brace. 
When it’s vain to try to dodge it, 
    Do the best that you can do; 
You may fail, but you may conquer, 
    See it through! 
 
Black may be the clouds about you 
    And your future may seem grim, 
But don’t let your nerve desert you; 
    Keep yourself in fighting trim. 
If the worst is bound to happen, 
    Spite of all that you can do, 
Running from it will not save you, 
    See it through! 
 
Even hope may seem but futile, 
    When with troubles you’re beset, 
But remember you are facing 
    Just what other men have met. 
You may fail, but fall still fighting; 
    Don’t give up, whate’er you do; 
Eyes front, head high to the finish. 
    See it through! 
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Adventures Of Isabel 
By Ogden Nash 
ENGLISH 20th-21st CENTURY POETRY SOLO (81411 – 81418) 
 
Isabel met an enormous bear, 
Isabel, Isabel, didn't care; 
The bear was hungry, the bear was ravenous, 
The bear's big mouth was cruel and cavernous. 
The bear said, Isabel, glad to meet you, 
How do, Isabel, now I'll eat you! 
Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry. 
Isabel didn't scream or scurry. 
She washed her hands and she straightened her hair up, 
Then Isabel quietly ate the bear up. 
Once in a night as black as pitch 
Isabel met a wicked old witch. 
the witch's face was cross and wrinkled, 
The witch's gums with teeth were sprinkled. 
Ho, ho, Isabel! the old witch crowed, 
I'll turn you into an ugly toad! 
Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry, 
Isabel didn't scream or scurry, 
She showed no rage and she showed no rancor, 
But she turned the witch into milk and drank her. 
Isabel met a hideous giant, 
Isabel continued self reliant. 
The giant was hairy, the giant was horrid, 
He had one eye in the middle of his forhead. 
Good morning, Isabel, the giant said, 
I'll grind your bones to make my bread. 
Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry, 
Isabel didn't scream or scurry. 
She nibled the zwieback that she always fed off, 
And when it was gone, she cut the giant's head off. 
Isabel met a troublesome doctor, 
He punched and he poked till he really shocked her. 
The doctor's talk was of coughs and chills 
And the doctor's satchel bulged with pills. 
The doctor said unto Isabel, 
Swallow this, it will make you well. 
Isabel, Isabel, didn't worry, 
Isabel didn't scream or scurry. 
She took those pills from the pill concocter, 
And Isabel calmly cured the doctor. 
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Notes on the Peanut 
June Jordan 
NARRATIVE/DRAMATIC POETRY SOLO (81005 – 81018) 
 
Hi there. My name is George 
Washington 
Carver. 
If you bear with me 
for a few minutes I 
will share with you 
a few 
of the 30,117 uses to which 
the lowly peanut has been put 
by me 
since yesterday afternoon. 
If you will look at my feet you will notice 
my sensible shoelaces made from unadulterated 
peanut leaf composition that is biodegradable 
in the extreme. 
To your left you can observe the lovely Renoir 
masterpiece reproduction that I have cleverly 
pieced together from several million peanut 
shell chips painted painstakingly so as to 
accurately represent the colors of the original! 
Overhead you will spot a squadron of Peanut B-52 
Bombers flying due west. 
I would extend my hands to greet you 
at this time 
except for the fact that I am holding a reserve 
supply of high energy dry roasted peanuts 
guaranteed to accelerate protein assimilation 
precisely documented by my pocket peanut calculator; 
 
May I ask when did you last contemplate the relationship 
between the expanding peanut products industry 
and the development of post-Marxian economic theory 
which (Let me emphasize) need not exclude moral attrition 
of prepuberty 
polymorphic 
prehensile skills within the population age sectors 
of 8 to 15? 
I hope you will excuse me if I appear to be staring at you 
through these functional yet high fashion and prescriptive 
peanut contact lenses providing for the most 
minute observation of your physical response to all of this 
ultimately nutritional information. 
Peanut butter peanut soap peanut margarine peanut 
brick houses and house and field peanut per se well 
illustrate the diversified 
potential of this lowly leguminous plant 
to which you may correctly refer 
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also 
as the goober the pindar the groundnut 
and the ground pea/let me 
interrupt to take your name down on my 
pocket peanut writing pad complete with matching 
peanut pencil that only 3 or 4 
chewing motions of the jaws will sharpen 
into pyrotechnical utility 
and no sweat. 
Please: 
Speak right into the peanut! 
 
Your name? 
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The Spider and the Fly 
Mary Howitt 
NARRATIVE/DRAMATIC POETRY SOLO (81005 – 81018) 
 
"Will you walk into my parlour?" said the Spider to the Fly, 
"'Tis the prettiest little parlour that ever you did spy; 
The way into my parlour is up a winding stair, 
And I have many curious things to shew when you are there." 
"Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "to ask me is in vain, 
For who goes up your winding stair can ne'er come down again." 
 
"I'm sure you must be weary, dear, with soaring up so high; 
Will you rest upon my little bed?" said the Spider to the Fly. 
"There are pretty curtains drawn around; the sheets are fine and thin, 
And if you like to rest awhile, I'll snugly tuck you in!" 
"Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "for I've often heard it said, 
They never, never wake again, who sleep upon your bed!" 
 
Said the cunning Spider to the Fly, "Dear friend what can I do, 
To prove the warm affection I've always felt for you? 
I have within my pantry, good store of all that's nice; 
I'm sure you're very welcome–will you please to take a slice?" 
"Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "kind sir, that cannot be, 
I've heard what's in your pantry, and I do not wish to see!" 
 
"Sweet creature!" said the Spider, "you're witty and you're wise, 
How handsome are your gauzy wings, how brilliant are your eyes! 
I've a little looking-glass upon my parlour shelf, 
If you'll step in one moment, dear, you shall behold yourself." 
"I thank you, gentle sir," she said, "for what you're pleased to say, 
And bidding you good morning now, I'll call another day." 
 
The Spider turned him round about, and went into his den, 
For well he knew the silly Fly would soon come back again: 
So he wove a subtle web, in a little corner sly, 
And set his table ready, to dine upon the Fly. 
Then he came out to his door again, and merrily did sing, 
"Come hither, hither, pretty Fly, with the pearl and silver wing; 
Your robes are green and purple–there's a crest upon your head; 
Your eyes are like the diamond bright, but mine are dull as lead!" 
 
Alas, alas! how very soon this silly little Fly, 
Hearing his wily, flattering words, came slowly flitting by; 
With buzzing wings she hung aloft, then near and nearer drew, 
Thinking only of her brilliant eyes, and green and purple hue– 
Thinking only of her crested head–poor foolish thing! At last, 
Up jumped the cunning Spider, and fiercely held her fast. 
He dragged her up his winding stair, into his dismal den, 
Within his little parlour–but she ne'er came out again! 
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And now dear little children, who may this story read, 
To idle, silly flattering words, I pray you ne'er give heed: 
Unto an evil counsellor, close heart and ear and eye, 
And take a lesson from this tale, of the Spider and the Fly. 
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The Dentist and the Crocodile 
By Roald Dahl 
NARRATIVE/DRAMATIC POETRY SOLO (81005 – 81018) 
 
The crocodile, with cunning smile, sat in the dentist’s chair. 
He said, “Right here and everywhere my teeth require repair.” 
The dentist’s face was turning white. He quivered, quaked and shook. 
He muttered, “I suppose I’m going to have to take a look.” 
“I want you”, Crocodile declared, “to do the back ones first. 
The molars at the very back are easily the worst.” 
He opened wide his massive jaws. It was a fearsome sight— 
At least three hundred pointed teeth, all sharp and shining white. 
The dentist kept himself well clear. He stood two yards away. 
He chose the longest probe he had to search out the decay. 
“I said to do the back ones first!” the Crocodile called out. 
“You’re much too far away, dear sir, to see what you’re about. 
To do the back ones properly you’ve got to put your head 
Deep down inside my great big mouth,” the grinning Crocky said. 
The poor old dentist wrung his hands and, weeping in despair, 
He cried, “No no! I see them all extremely well from here!” 
Just then, in burst a lady, in her hands a golden chain. 
She cried, “Oh Croc, you naughty boy, you’re playing tricks again!” 
“Watch out!” the dentist shrieked and started climbing up the wall. 
“He’s after me! He’s after you! He’s going to eat us all!” 
“Don’t be a twit,” the lady said, and flashed a gorgeous smile. 
“He’s harmless. He’s my little pet, my lovely crocodile.” 
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Bleezer’s Ice Cream 
By Jack Prelutsky 
LYRIC POETRY SOLO (81105 – 81118) 
 
I am Ebenezer Bleezer, 
I run BLEEZER’S ICE CREAM STORE, 
there are flavors in my freezer 
you have never seen before, 
twenty-eight divine creations 
too delicious to resist, 
why not do yourself a favor, 
try the flavors on my list: 
 
COCOA MOCHA MACARONI 
TAPIOCA SMOKED BALONEY 
CHECKERBERRY CHEDDAR CHEW 
CHICKEN CHERRY HONEYDEW 
TUTTI-FRUTTI STEWED TOMATO 
TUNA TACO BAKED POTATO 
LOBSTER LITCHI LIMA BEAN 
MOZZARELLA MANGOSTEEN 
ALMOND HAM MERINGUE SALAMI 
YAM ANCHOVY PRUNE PASTRAMI 
SASSAFRAS SOUVLAKI HASH 
SUKIYAKI SUCCOTASH 
BUTTER BRICKLE PEPPER PICKLE 
POMEGRANATE PUMPERNICKEL 
PEACH PIMENTO PIZZA PLUM 
PEANUT PUMPKIN BUBBLEGUM 
BROCCOLI BANANA BLUSTER 
CHOCOLATE CHOP SUEY CLUSTER 
AVOCADO BRUSSELS SPROUT 
PERIWINKLE SAUERKRAUT 
COTTON CANDY CARROT CUSTARD 
CAULIFLOWER COLA MUSTARD 
ONION DUMPLING DOUBLE DIP 
TURNIP TRUFFLE TRIPLE FLIP 
GARLIC GUMBO GRAVY GUAVA 
LENTIL LEMON LIVER LAVA 
ORANGE OLIVE BAGEL BEET 
WATERMELON WAFFLE WHEAT 
 
I am Ebenezer Bleezer, 
I run BLEEZER’S ICE CREAM STORE, 
taste a flavor from my freezer, 
you will surely ask for more. 
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A Martian Sends a Postcard home 
By Craig Raine 
LYRIC POETRY SOLO (81105 – 81118) 
 
Caxtons are mechanical birds with many wings 
and some are treasured for their markings-- 
 

they cause the eyes to melt 
or the body to shriek without pain. 
 

I have never seen one fly, but 
sometimes they perch on the hand. 
 

Mist is when the sky is tired of flight 
and rests its soft machine on the ground: 
 

then the world is dim and bookish 
like engravings under tissue paper. 
 

Rain is when the earth is television. 
It has the properties of making colours darker. 
 

Model T is a room with the lock inside -- 
a key is turned to free the world 
 

for movement, so quick there is a film 
to watch for anything missed. 
 

But time is tied to the wrist 
or kept in a box, ticking with impatience. 
 

In homes, a haunted apparatus sleeps, 
that snores when you pick it up. 
 

If the ghost cries, they carry it 
to their lips and soothe it to sleep 
 

with sounds. And yet, they wake it up 
deliberately, by tickling with a finger. 
 

Only the young are allowed to suffer 
openly. Adults go to a punishment room 
 

with water but nothing to eat. 
They lock the door and suffer the noises 
 

alone. No one is exempt 
and everyone's pain has a different smell. 
 

At night, when all the colours die, 
they hide in pairs 
 

and read about themselves -- 
in colour, with their eyelids shut. 
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The Listeners 
By Walter De la Mare 
LYRIC POETRY SOLO (81105 – 81118) 
 
‘Is there anybody there?’ said the Traveller,    
   Knocking on the moonlit door; 
And his horse in the silence champed the grasses    
   Of the forest’s ferny floor: 
And a bird flew up out of the turret,    
   Above the Traveller’s head: 
And he smote upon the door again a second time;    
   ‘Is there anybody there?’ he said. 
But no one descended to the Traveller;    
   No head from the leaf-fringed sill 
Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes,    
   Where he stood perplexed and still. 
But only a host of phantom listeners    
   That dwelt in the lone house then 
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight    
   To that voice from the world of men: 
Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair,    
   That goes down to the empty hall, 
Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken    
   By the lonely Traveller’s call. 
And he felt in his heart their strangeness,    
   Their stillness answering his cry, 
While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,    
   ’Neath the starred and leafy sky; 
For he suddenly smote on the door, even    
   Louder, and lifted his head:— 
‘Tell them I came, and no one answered,    
   That I kept my word,’ he said. 
Never the least stir made the listeners,    
   Though every word he spake 
Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house    
   From the one man left awake: 
Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,    
   And the sound of iron on stone, 
And how the silence surged softly backward,    
   When the plunging hoofs were gone. 
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That Sure is My Little Dog 
Eleanor Lerman 
NARRATIVE/DRAMATIC POETRY SOLO (81005 – 81018) 
 
Yes, indeed, that is my house that I am carrying around 
on my back like a bullet-proof shell and yes, that sure is 
my little dog walking a hard road in hard boots. And 
just wait until you see my girl, chomping on the chains 
of fate with her mouth full of jagged steel. She’s damn 
ready and so am I. What else did you expect from the 
brainiacs of my generation? The survivors, the nonbelievers, 
the oddball-outs with the Cuban Missile Crisis still 
sizzling in our blood? Don’t tell me that you bought 
our act, just because our worried parents (and believe me, 
we’re nothing like them) taught us how to dress for work 
and to speak as if we cared about our education. And 
I guess the music fooled you: you thought we’d keep 
the party going even to the edge of the abyss. Well, 
too bad. It’s all yours now. Good luck on the ramparts. 
What you want to watch for is when the sky shakes 
itself free of kites and flies away. Have a nice day. 
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Beethoven 
By Shane Koyczan 
NARRATIVE/DRAMATIC POETRY SOLO (81005 – 81018) 
 
Listen 
his father 
made a habit 
out of hitting him 
see 
some men drink 
some men yell 
some men hit their children 
this man 
did it all 
because I guess all men 
want their boys 
to be geniuses 
Beethoven 
little boy 
living in a house 
where a name meant nothing 
living in a house 
where mercy had to be earned 
through each perfect note 
tumbling up through the roof 
to tickle the toes of angels 
whose harps 
couldn’t hold half the passion 
that was held in the hands 
of a young boy 
who was hard of hearing 
Beethoven 
who heard 
his father’s anthem 
every time he put finger 
to ivory 
it was not good enough 
so he played slowly 
not good enough 
so he played softly 
not good enough 
so he played strongly 
and when he could play no more 
when his fingers cramped up 
into the gnarled roots of tree trunks 
it was 
not good enough 
Beethoven 
a musician 
without his most precious tool 
his eardrums 
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could no longer pound out rhythms 
for the symphonies playing in his mind 
he couldn’t hear the audiences clapping 
couldn’t hear the people loving him 
couldn’t hear the women in the front row whispering 
Beethoven 
as they let the music 
invade their nervous system 
like an armada marching through 
firing cannonballs 
detonating every molecule in their bodies 
into explosions of heavenly sensation 
each note 
leaving track marks 
over every inch of their bodies 
making them ache 
for one more hit 
he was an addiction 
and kings/queens 
it didn’t matter 
the man got down on his knees 
for no one 
but amputated the legs of his piano 
so he could feel the vibrations 
through the floor 
the man got down on his knees 
for music 
and when the orchestra played his symphonies 
it was the echoes of his father’s anthem 
repeating itself 
like a brok-broken recor-brok-broken record 
it was 
not good enough 
so they played slowly 
not good enough 
so they played softly 
not good enough 
so they played strongly 
not good enough 
so they tried to mock the man 
make fun of the madness 
by mimicking the movements 
holding their bows 
a quarter of an inch above the strings 
not making a sound 
it was 
perfect 
see 
the deaf have an intimacy with silence 
it’s there in their dreams 
and the musicians turned to one another 
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not knowing what to make of the man 
trying to calculate 
the distance between madness and genius 
realizing that Beethoven’s musical measurements 
could take you to distances 
reaching past the towers of Babylon 
turning solar systems into symbols 
that crashed together 
causing comets to collide 
creating crescendos that were so loud 
they shook the constellations 
until the stars began to fall from the sky 
and it looked like the 
entire universe 
had begun to cry 
distance must be an illusion 
the man must be 
a genius 
Beethoven 
his thoughts moving at 
the speed of sound 
transforming emotion into music 
and for a moment 
it was like joy 
was a tangible thing 
like you could touch it 
like for the first time 
we could watch love and 
hate dance together 
in a waltz of such precision and beauty 
that we finally understood 
the history wasn’t important 
to know the man 
all we ever had to do was 
listen. 
 
 
 


