
Tale of Two Cities: 
 
It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of 
wisdom, it was the age of foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was 
the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of Light, it was the season of 
Darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair, we had 
everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going direct 
to Heaven, we were all going direct the other way—in short, the period was 
so far like the present period, that some of its noisiest authorities 
insisted on its being received, for good or for evil, in the superlative 
degree of comparison only.  
 
 
The Road Not Taken 
 
By Robert Frost 
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. 
 
 
Mary Shelley FRANKENSTEIN 
 
Be calm! I entreat you to hear me, before you give vent to your hatred on 
my devoted head. Have I not suffered enough that you seek to increase my 
misery? Life, although it may only be an accumulation of anguish, is dear 



to me, and I will defend it. Remember, thou hast made me more powerful 
than thyself; my height is superior to thine; my joints more supple. But I 
will not be tempted to set myself in opposition to thee. I am thy 
creature, and I will be even mild and docile to my natural lord and king, 
if thou wilt also perform thy part, the which thou owest me. Oh, 
Frankenstein, be not equitable to every other, and trample upon me alone, 
to whom thy justice, and even thy clemency and affection, is most due. 
Remember, that I am thy creature; I ought to be thy Adam; but I am rather 
the fallen angel, whom thou drivest from joy for no misdeed. Everywhere I 
see bliss, from which I alone am irrevocably excluded. I was benevolent 
and good; misery made me a fiend. Make me happy, and I shall again be 
virtuous.  
 
 
**TINY TIM READERS - ​
​

Oh The Places You’ll Go (Dr. Seuss)​
 
You have brains in your head.​
You have feet in your shoes.​
You can steer yourself​
Any direction you choose.​
You’re on your own. And​
you know what you know.​
And YOU are the guy who’ll​
decide where to go. 

You’ll get mixed up,​
of course, as you already know.​
You’ll get mixed up with​
many strange birds as you go.​
So be sure when you step.​
Step with care and great​
tact and remember that​
Life’s A Great Balancing Act. 

And will you succeed?​
Yes! You will, indeed!​
(98 and ¾ percent guaranteed.) 

 
 
 
 
 
 


