Stopping By Woods on a Snowy Evening

Whose woods these are I think I know.

His house is in the village though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer

To stop without a farmhouse near

Between the woods and frozen lake

The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake

To ask if there is some mistake.

The only other sounds the sweep

Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely dark and deep.

But I have promises to keep,

And miles to go before I sleep,

And miles to go before I sleep.




--Robert Frost

Nature

As a fond mother, when the day is o’er,

Leads by the hand her little child to bed,

Half willing, half reluctant to be led,

And leave her broken playthings on the floor,

Still gazing at them through the open door,


Nor wholly reassured and comforted


By promises of others in their stead,


Which, though more splendid, may not please him more;

So Nature deals with us, and takes away


Our playthings one by one, and by the hand


Leads us to rest so gently, that we go

Scare knowing if we wish to go or stay,


Being too full of sleep to understand


How far the unknown transcends the what we know.






--Longfellow

