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The rail road- track is miles a way,- and the

Andante

ppp p

day is loud with voi ces- speak ing. Yet there is n't- a train goes by all day but I

8

hear its whis tle- shriek ing.- All night there is n't- a

15

train goes by, though the night is still for sleep and dream ing,-

Più mosso22

mp







    
Edna St. Vincent Millay (1892-1950)

Travel
Gary Bachlund







 






  






 




               
   


     


  

 
  

 


         

                            

  
 

  
 

  
 

  


          

                   


  


 


     

  
   

            

                       

  
    

  


 


 

 


   

   
  











but I see its cin ders- red on the sky, and hear its en gine-

Più mosso ancora28

steam ing.-
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My heart is warm with the friends I make, and bet ter- friends I'll not be know ing,- Yet there

39

is n't- a train I would n't- take, no mat ter- where it's go ing.-

molto rit. 45
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