Rudyard Kipling

The Moral

You mustn't groom an Arab with a file.

  You hadn't ought to tension-spring a mule.

You couldn't push a brumby fifty mile

  And drop him in a boiler-shed to cool.

I'll sling you through six counties in a day.

  I'll hike you up a grade of one in ten.

I am Duty, Law and Order under way,

  I'm the Mentor of banana-fingered men!

I will make you I know your left hand from your right.

  I will teach you  not to drink about your biz.

I'm the only temperance advocate in sight!

  I am all the Education Act there is!

The Key To Life 

By Stanley Oguh

Education

the light of our life

A gift of academic rife

Education

the key to a bright and rewarding future

A glue that joins our dreams like a suture

Education

A path to divine success

A smooth drive to our greatness

Education

gives our thinking a different appearance

And helps drive away all our ignorance

Education

It leads us to the path of prosperity

And gives our tomorrow a sounding security

Education

the process of teaching and learning

Which will help us in our future earning

Education

shaping our true character is the motto

Leading to a successful life it is the major factor

Education

The progressive discovery of our true self

And exploitation of the potentials of oneself

Education

a better safeguard of liberty than a standing army

A life boat that see us through our days of stormy

Education

A torch of academic brilliance

And backbone of inner resilience

Education

the key to unlock the golden door of freedom

And stage our rise to stardom

Education

A life sustaining material

Without it we can’t lead a life which is congenial

Education

not all about bookish knowledge

But it is also about practical knowledge

Education

makes a person stand up on his on toes

And helps a person to fight with all his foes

Education

A fundamental foundation

For any country state or nation

Education

A thick line between right and wrong

A ladder that takes us to the height where we belong

Education

Mother of all profession

That helps acquires all our possession

Education Is our right

For in it our future is bright. 

University

BY KARL SHAPIRO

To hurt the Negro and avoid the Jew 

Is the curriculum. In mid-September 

The entering boys, identified by hats, 

Wander in a maze of mannered brick 

Where boxwood and magnolia brood 

And columns with imperious stance 

Like rows of ante-bellum girls 

Eye them, outlanders. 

In whited cells, on lawns equipped for peace, 

Under the arch, and lofty banister, 

Equals shake hands, unequals blankly pass; 

The exemplary weather whispers, “Quiet, quiet” 

And visitors on tiptoe leave 

For the raw North, the unfinished West, 

As the young, detecting an advantage, 

Practice a face. 

Where, on their separate hill, the colleges, 

Like manor houses of an older law, 

Gaze down embankments on a land in fee, 

The Deans, dry spinsters over family plate, 

Ring out the English name like coin, 

Humor the snob and lure the lout. 

Within the precincts of this world 

Poise is a club. 

But on the neighboring range, misty and high, 

The past is absolute: some luckless race 

Dull with inbreeding and conformity 

Wears out its heart, and comes barefoot and bad 

For charity or jail. The scholar 

Sanctions their obsolete disease; 

The gentleman revolts with shame 

At his ancestor. 

And the true nobleman, once a democrat, 

Sleeps on his private mountain. He was one 

Whose thought was shapely and whose dream was broad; 

This school he held his art and epitaph. 

But now it takes from him his name, 

Falls open like a dishonest look, 

And shows us, rotted and endowed, 

Its senile pleasure.
