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Olive Runner (dates unknown)
Freedom (1918)

Give me the long, straight road before me,
A clear, cold day with a nipping air,

Tall, bare trees to run on beside me,

A heart that is light and free from care.
Then let me go! — I care not whither

My feet may lead, for my spirit shall be
Free as the brook that flows to the river,
Free as the river that flows to the sea.

Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849)
Eldorado

Gaily bedight,

A gallant knight,

In sunshine and in shadow,
Had journeyed long,

Singing a song,

In search of Eldorado.

But he grew old —

This knight so bold —

And o’er his heart a shadow
Fell, as he found

No spot of ground

That looked like Eldorado.

And, as his strength
Failed him at length,
He met a pilgrim shadow —



‘Shadow,’ said he,
‘Where can it be —
This land of Eldorado?’

‘Over the Mountains

Of the Moon,

Down the Valley of the Shadow,
Ride, boldly ride,’

The shade replied,

‘If you seek for Eldorado!’

Charlotte Mew (1869-1928)

A quoi bon dire

Seventeen years ago you said
Something that sounded like Good-bye;
And everybody thinks that you are dead,
But L.

So I, as I grow stiff and cold

To this and that say Good-bye too;
And everybody sees that I am old
But you.

And one fine morning in a sunny lane

Some boy and girl will meet and kiss and swear
That nobody can love their way again

While over there

You will have smiled, I shall have tossed your hair.

Walt Whitman (1819-1892)

From ‘A Song of Joys’

O to sail in a ship,

To leave this steady unendurable land,

To leave the tiresome sameness of the streets,
the sidewalks and the houses,

To leave you, O you solid motionless land, and
entering a ship,

To sail and sail and sail!

O to have my life henceforth a poem of new joys!

To dance, clap hands, exult, shout, skip, leap, roll on, float on,
To be a sailor of the world, bound for all ports,

A ship itself, (see indeed these sails I spread to the sun and air,)
A swift and swelling ship, full of rich words—full of joys.



Edna St Vincent Millay (1892-1950)
Travel

The railroad track is miles away,

And the day is loud with voices speaking,
Yet there isn’t a train goes by all day

But I hear its whistle shrieking.

All night there isn’t a train goes by,

Though the night is still for sleep and dreaming,
But I see its cinders red on the sky,

And hear its engine steaming.

My heart is warm with the friends I make,
And better friends I’ll not be knowing,
Yet there isn’t a train I wouldn’t take,

No matter where it’s going.

John Gillespie Magee Jr (1922-1941)

High Flight

Oh! I have slipped the surly bonds of Earth

And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings;

Sunward I've climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth

of sun-split clouds,—and done a hundred things

You have not dreamed of—wheeled and soared and swung
High in the sunlit silence. Hov'ring there,

I've chased the shouting wind along, and flung

My eager craft through footless halls of air ....

Up, up the long, delirious, burning blue

I've topped the wind-swept heights with easy grace
Where never lark, or even eagle flew—

And, while with silent lifting mind I've trod

The high untrespassed sanctity of space,

Put out my hand, and touched the face of God.

Matthew Green (1696-1737)

From 'The Spleen'

Thus, thus I steer my bark, and sail

On even keel with gentle gale.

At helm I make my reason sit,

My crew of passions all submit.

If dark and blust'ring prove some nights
Philosophy puts forth her lights;



Experience holds the cautious glass,
To shun the breakers, as I pass;

And frequent throws the wary lead,
To see what dangers may be hid.
And once in seven years I'm seen
At Bath, or Tunbridge to careen.
Tho' pleas'd to see the dolphins play,
I mind my compass and my way;
With store sufficient for relief

And wisely still prepar'd to reef;
Nor wanting the dispersive bowl

Of cloudy weather in the soul,

I make (may heaven propitious send
Such wind and weather to the end)
Neither becalm'd, nor over-blown,
Life's voyage to the world unknown.

Elinor Wylie (1885-1928)
Velvet Shoes

Let us walk in the white snow
In a soundless space;

With footsteps quiet and slow,
At a tranquil pace,

Under veils of white lace.

I shall go shod in silk,
And you in wool,

White as white cow's milk,
More beautiful

Than the breast of a gull.

We shall walk through the still town
In a windless peace;

We shall step upon white down,
Upon silver fleece,

Upon softer than these.

We shall walk in velvet shoes:
Wherever we go

Silence will fall like dews

On white silence below.

We shall walk in the snow.



