Class- (VI -X) (C)

It Couldn't Be Done
Edgar Albert Guest

Somebody said that it couldn’t be done
But he with a chuckle replied
That “maybe 1t couldn’t,” but he would be one
Who wouldn’t say so till he’d tried.
So he buckled right in with the trace of a grin
On his face. If he worried he hid it.
He started to sing as he tackled the thing
That couldn’t be done, and he did 1t!

Somebody scoffed: “Oh, you’ll never do that;
At least no one ever has done it;”

But he took off his coat and he took off his hat
And the first thing we knew he’d begun 1it.
With a lift of his chin and a bit of a grin,
Without any doubting or quiddit,

He started to sing as he tackled the thing
That couldn’t be done, and he did 1t.

There are thousands to tell you it cannot be done,
There are thousands to prophesy failure,
There are thousands to point out to you one by one,
The dangers that wait to assail you.

But just buckle in with a bit of a grin,

Just take off your coat and go to it;

Just start in to sing as you tackle the thing
That “cannot be done,” and you’ll do it.
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Class- (III -V) (B)

Stopping by Woods on a snowy Evening
By Robert Frost

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 sound’s 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.
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Annual Cultural Competition for - 2025
Poetry For Final Round

Class- (I1-1II) (A)

Make it green
Lives are crying because It's not clean
Earth 1s dying because it's not green_

Earth 1s our dear mother, don't pollute it,
She gives us food and shelter, just salute it_

With global warming 1t’s in danger
Let’s save it by becoming a strong ranger

With dying trees and animals, it's in sorrow
Make green today and green tomorrow_

With melting snow, one day it will sink,
How can we save it
Just think_

Trees are precious, preserve them
Water 1s a treasure, reserve it_

Grow more trees, make mother earth green,
Reduce pollution and make her a queen.
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