Neither Out Far Nor In Deep
By Robert Frost

The people along the sand

All turn and look one way.

They turn their back on the land.
They look at the sea all day.

As long as it takes to pass

A ship keeps raising its hull;
The wetter ground like glass
Reflects a standing gull

The land may vary more;

But wherever the truth may be—
The water comes ashore,

And the people look at the sea.

They cannot look out far.
They cannot look in deep.
But when was that ever a bar
To any watch they keep?



A Farewell
by Alfred Tennyson

Flow down, cold rivulet, to the sea,
Thy tribute wave deliver:

No more by thee my steps shall be,
For ever and for ever.

Flow, softly flow, by lawn and lea,
A rivulet then ariver:

Nowhere by thee my steps shall be
For ever and for ever.

But here will sigh thine alder tree
And here thine aspen shiver;

And here by thee will hum the bee,
For ever and for ever.

A thousand suns will stream on thee,
A thousand moons will quiver;

But not by thee my steps shall be,
For ever and for ever.



Happy the Man
By John Dryden

Happy the man, and happy he alone,

He who can call today his own:

He who, secure within, can say,

Tomorrow do thy worst, for | have lived today.

Be fair or foul or rain or shine

The joys | have possessed, in spite of fate, are mine.
Not Heaven itself upon the past has power,

But what has been, has been, and | have had my
hour.



Bilbo's Last Song (At the Grey Havens)
By J R R Tolkien

Day is ended, dim my eyes,

but journey long before me lies.
Farewell, friends! | hear the call.
The ship's beside the stony wall.
Foam is white and waves are grey;
beyond the sunset leads my way.
Foam is salt, the wind is free;

| hear the rising of the Sea.

Farewell, friends! The sails are set,
the wind is east, the moorings fret.
Shadows long before me lie,

beneath the ever-bending sky,

but islands lie behind the Sun

that | shall raise ere all is done;

lands there are to west of West,
where night is quiet and sleep is rest.

Guided by the Lonely Star,

beyond the utmost harbour-bar

I'll find the havens fair and free,

and beaches of the Starlit Sea.

Ship, my ship! | seek the West,

and fields and mountains ever blest.
Farewell to Middle-Earth at last.

| see the Star above your mast!



FAREWELL POEM
by Anne Bronte

Farewell to thee! but not farewell

To all my fondest thoughts of thee:
Within my heart they still shall dwell;
And they shall cheer and comfort me.
O, beautiful, and full of grace!

If thou hadst never met mine eye,

| had not dreamed a living face

Could fancied charms so far outvie.

If | may ne'er behold again

That form and face so dear to me,
Nor hear thy voice, still would | fain
Preserve, for aye, their memory.

That voice, the magic of whose tone
Can wake an echo in my breast,
Creating feelings that, alone,

Can make my tranced spirit blest.

That laughing eye, whose sunny beam
My memory would not cherish less; -
And oh, that smile! whose joyous gleam
Nor mortal language can express.



Adieu, but let me cherish, still,

The hope with which | cannot part.
Contempt may wound, and coldness chill,
But still it lingers in my heart.

And who can tell but Heaven, at last,

May answer all my thousand prayers,
And bid the future pay the past

With joy for anguish, smiles for tears?



