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			The Hill

			
				Where are Elmer, Her­man, Bert, Tom and Charley,
				

				The weak of will, the strong of arm, the clown, the booz­er, the fight­er?
				

				All, all are sleep­ing on the hill.
			

			
				One passed in a fever,
				

				One was burned in a mine,
				

				One was killed in a brawl,
				

				One died in a jail,
				

				One fell from a bridge toil­ing for chil­dren and wife—
				

				All, all are sleep­ing, sleep­ing, sleep­ing on the hill.
			

			
				Where are El­la, Kate, Mag, Lizzie and Edith,
				

				The ten­der heart, the sim­ple soul, the loud, the proud, the hap­py one?—
				

				All, all are sleep­ing on the hill.
			

			
				One died in shame­ful child-birth,
				

				One of a thwart­ed love,
				

				One at the hands of a brute in a broth­el,
				

				One of a bro­ken pride, in the search for heart’s de­sire;
				

				One af­ter life in far-away Lon­don and Paris
				

				Was brought to her lit­tle space by El­la and Kate and Mag—
				

				All, all are sleep­ing, sleep­ing, sleep­ing on the hill.
			

			
				Where are Un­cle Isaac and Aunt Emi­ly,
				

				And old Towny Kin­caid and Se­vi­gne Houghton,
				

				And Ma­jor Walk­er who had talked
				

				With ven­er­a­ble men of the rev­o­lu­tion?—
				

				All, all are sleep­ing on the hill.
			

			
				They brought them dead sons from the war,
				

				And daugh­ters whom life had crushed,
				

				And their chil­dren fa­ther­less, cry­ing—
				

				All, all are sleep­ing, sleep­ing, sleep­ing on the hill.
				

				Where is Old Fid­dler Jones
				

				Who played with life all his nine­ty years,
				

				Brav­ing the sleet with bared breast,
				

				Drink­ing, ri­ot­ing, think­ing nei­ther of wife nor kin,
				

				Nor gold, nor love, nor heav­en?
				

				Lo! he bab­bles of the fish-frys of long ago,
				

				Of the horse-races of long ago at Clary’s Grove,
				

				Of what Abe Lin­coln said
				

				One time at Spring­field.
			

		
	
		
			Hod Putt

			
				Here I lie close to the grave
				

				Of Old Bill Pier­sol,
				

				Who grew rich trad­ing with the In­di­ans, and who
				

				Af­ter­wards took the bank­rupt law
				

				And emerged from it rich­er than ev­er
				

				My­self grown tired of toil and pover­ty
				

				And be­hold­ing how Old Bill and oth­er grew in wealth
				

				Robbed a trav­el­er one night near Proc­tor’s Grove,
				

				Killing him un­wit­ting­ly while do­ing so,
				

				For which I was tried and hanged.
				

				That was my way of go­ing in­to bank­rupt­cy.
				

				Now we who took the bank­rupt law in our re­spec­tive ways
				

				Sleep peace­ful­ly side by side.
			

		


			Ollie McGee

			
				Have you seen walk­ing through the vil­lage
				

				A man with down­cast eyes and hag­gard face?
				

				That is my hus­band who, by se­cret cru­el­ty
				

				Nev­er to be told, robbed me of my youth and my beau­ty;
				

				Till at last, wrin­kled and with yel­low teeth,
				

				And with bro­ken pride and shame­ful hu­mil­i­ty,
				

				I sank in­to the grave.
				

				But what think you gnaws at my hus­band’s heart?
				

				The face of what I was, the face of what he made me!
				

				These are driv­ing him to the place where I lie.
				

				In death, there­fore, I am avenged.
			

		


			Fletcher McGee

			
				She took my strength by min­utes,
				

				She took my life by hours,
				

				She drained me like a fevered moon
				

				That saps the spin­ning world.
				

				The days went by like shad­ows,
				

				The min­utes wheeled like stars.
				

				She took the pity from my heart,
				

				And made it in­to smiles.
				

				She was a hunk of sculp­tor’s clay,
				

				My se­cret thoughts were fin­gers:
				

				They flew be­hind her pen­sive brow
				

				And lined it deep with pain.
				

				They set the lips, and sagged the cheeks,
				

				And drooped the eye with sor­row.
				

				My soul had en­tered in the clay,
				

				Fight­ing like sev­en dev­ils.
				

				It was not mine, it was not hers;
				

				She held it, but its strug­gles
				

				Mod­eled a face she hat­ed,
				

				And a face I feared to see.
				

				I beat the win­dows, shook the bolts.
				

				I hid me in a cor­ner—
				

				And then she died and haunt­ed me,
				

				And hunt­ed me for life.
			

		


			Robert Fulton Tanner

			
				If a man could bite the gi­ant hand
				

				That catch­es and de­stroys him,
				

				As I was bit­ten by a rat
				

				While demon­strat­ing my patent trap,
				

				In my hard­ware store that day.
				

				But a man can nev­er avenge him­self
				

				On the mon­strous ogre Life.
				

				You en­ter the room—that’s be­ing born;
				

				And then you must live—work out your soul,
				

				Aha! the bait that you crave is in view:
				

				A wom­an with mon­ey you want to mar­ry,
				

				Pres­tige, place, or pow­er in the world.
				

				But there’s work to do and things to con­quer—
				

				Oh, yes! the wires that screen the bait.
				

				At last you get in—but you hear a step:
				

				The ogre, Life, comes in­to the room,
				

				(He was wait­ing and heard the clang of the spring)
				

				To watch you nib­ble the won­drous cheese,
				

				And stare with his burn­ing eyes at you,
				

				And scowl and laugh, and mock and curse you,
				

				Run­ning up and down in the trap,
				

				Un­til your mis­ery bores him.
			

		


			Cassius Hueffer

			
				They have chis­eled on my stone the words:
				

				“His life was gen­tle, and the el­e­ments so mixed in him
				

				That na­ture might stand up and say to all the world,
				

				This was a man.”
				

				Those who knew me smile
				

				As they read this emp­ty rhetoric.
			

			
				My epi­taph should have been:
				

				“Life was not gen­tle to him,
				

				And the el­e­ments so mixed in him
				

				That he made war­fare on life
				

				In the which he was slain.”
				

				While I lived I could not cope with slan­der­ous tongues,
				

				Now that I am dead I must sub­mit to an epi­taph
				

				Graven by a fool!
			

		


			Serepta Mason

			
				My life’s blos­som might have bloomed on all sides
				

				Save for a bit­ter wind which stunt­ed my petals
				

				On the side of me which you in the vil­lage could see.
				

				From the dust I lift a voice of protest:
				

				My flow­er­ing side you nev­er saw!
				

				Ye liv­ing ones, ye are fools in­deed
				

				Who do not know the ways of the wind
				

				And the un­seen forces
				

				That gov­ern the pro­cess­es of life.
			

		


			Amanda Barker

			
				Hen­ry got me with child,
				

				Know­ing that I could not bring forth life
				

				With­out los­ing my own.
				

				In my youth there­fore I en­tered the por­tals of dust.
				

				Trav­el­er, it is be­lieved in the vil­lage where I lived
				

				That Hen­ry loved me with a hus­band’s love
				

				But I pro­claim from the dust
				

				That he slew me to grat­i­fy his ha­tred.
			

		


			Constance Hately

			
				You praise my self-sac­ri­fice, Spoon Riv­er,
				

				In rear­ing Irene and Mary,
				

				Or­phans of my old­er sis­ter!
				

				And you cen­sure Irene and Mary
				

				For their con­tempt for me!
				

				But praise not my self-sac­ri­fice,
				

				And cen­sure not their con­tempt;
				

				I reared them, I cared for them, true enough!—
				

				But I poi­soned my bene­fac­tions
				

				With con­stant re­minders of their de­pen­dence.
			

		


			Chase Henry

			
				In life I was the town drunk­ard;
				

				When I died the priest de­nied me buri­al
				

				In holy ground.
				

				The which re­dound­ed to my good for­tune.
				

				For the Protes­tants bought this lot,
				

				And buried my body here,
				

				Close to the grave of the banker Nicholas,
				

				And of his wife Priscil­la.
				

				Take note, ye pru­dent and pi­ous souls,
				

				Of the cross-cur­rents in life
				

				Which bring hon­or to the dead, who lived in shame.
			

		


			Harry Carey Goodhue

			
				You nev­er mar­veled, dullards of Spoon Riv­er,
				

				When Chase Hen­ry vot­ed against the sa­loons
				

				To re­venge him­self for be­ing shut off.
				

				But none of you was keen enough
				

				To fol­low my steps, or trace me home
				

				As Chase’s spir­i­tu­al broth­er.
				

				Do you re­mem­ber when I fought
				

				The bank and the court­house ring,
				

				For pock­et­ing the in­ter­est on pub­lic funds?
				

				And when I fought our lead­ing cit­i­zens
				

				For mak­ing the poor the pack-hors­es of the tax­es?
				

				And when I fought the wa­ter works
				

				For steal­ing streets and rais­ing rates?
				

				And when I fought the busi­ness men
				

				Who fought me in these fights?
				

				Then do you re­mem­ber:
				

				That stag­ger­ing up from the wreck of de­feat,
				

				And the wreck of a ru­ined ca­reer,
				

				I slipped from my cloak my last ide­al,
				

				Hid­den from all eyes un­til then,
				

				Like the cher­ished jaw­bone of an ass,
				

				And smote the bank and the wa­ter works,
				

				And the busi­ness men with pro­hi­bi­tion,
				

				And made Spoon Riv­er pay the cost
				

				Of the fights that I had lost.
			

		


			Judge Somers

			
				How does it hap­pen, tell me,
				

				That I who was most eru­dite of lawyers,
				

				Who knew Black­stone and Coke
				

				Al­most by heart, who made the great­est speech
				

				The court­house ev­er heard, and wrote
				

				A brief that won the praise of Jus­tice Breese—
				

				How does it hap­pen, tell me,
				

				That I lie here un­marked, for­got­ten,
				

				While Chase Hen­ry, the town drunk­ard,
				

				Has a mar­ble block, topped by an urn
				

				Where­in Na­ture, in a mood iron­i­cal,
				

				Has sown a flow­er­ing weed?
			

		


			Kinsey Keene

			
				Your at­ten­tion, Thomas Rhodes, pres­i­dent of the bank;
				

				Cool­baugh Whe­don, ed­i­tor of the Ar­gus;
				

				Rev. Peet, pas­tor of the lead­ing church;
				

				A. D. Blood, sev­er­al times May­or of Spoon Riv­er;
				

				And fi­nal­ly all of you, mem­bers of the So­cial Pu­ri­ty Club—
				

				Your at­ten­tion to Cam­bronne’s dy­ing words,
				

				Stand­ing with the hero­ic rem­nant
				

				Of Napoleon’s guard on Mount Saint Jean
				

				At the bat­tle field of Wa­ter­loo,
				

				When Mait­land, the En­glish­man, called to them:
				

				“Sur­ren­der, brave French­men!”—
				

				There at close of day with the bat­tle hope­less­ly lost,
				

				And hordes of men no longer the army
				

				Of the great Napoleon
				

				Streamed from the field like ragged strips
				

				Of thun­der clouds in the storm.
				

				Well, what Cam­bronne said to Mait­land
				

				Ere the Eng­lish fire made smooth the brow of the hill
				

				Against the sink­ing light of day
				

				Say I to you, and all of you,
				

				And to you, O world.
				

				And I charge you to carve it
				

				Up­on my stone.
			

		


			Benjamin Pantier

			
				To­geth­er in this grave lie Ben­jamin Pantier, at­tor­ney at law,
				

				And Nig, his dog, con­stant com­pan­ion, so­lace and friend.
				

				Down the gray road, friends, chil­dren, men and wom­en,
				

				Pass­ing one by one out of life, left me till I was alone
				

				With Nig for part­ner, bed-fel­low, com­rade in drink.
				

				In the morn­ing of life I knew as­pi­ra­tion and saw glo­ry,
				

				Then she, who sur­vives me, snared my soul
				

				With a snare which bled me to death,
				

				Till I, once strong of will, lay bro­ken, in­dif­fer­ent,
				

				Liv­ing with Nig in a room back of a dingy of­fice.
				

				Un­der my jaw­bone is snug­gled the bony nose of Nig—
				

				Our sto­ry is lost in si­lence. Go by, mad world!
			

		


			Mrs. Benjamin Pantier

			
				I know that he told that I snared his soul
				

				With a snare which bled him to death.
				

				And all the men loved him,
				

				And most of the wom­en pitied him.
				

				But sup­pose you are re­al­ly a la­dy, and have del­i­cate tastes,
				

				And loathe the smell of whiskey and onions.
				

				And the rhythm of Wordsworth’s Ode runs in your ears,
				

				While he goes about from morn­ing till night
				

				Re­peat­ing bits of that com­mon thing;
				

				“Oh, why should the spir­it of mor­tal be proud?”
				

				And then, sup­pose:
				

				You are a wom­an well en­dowed,
				

				And the on­ly man with whom the law and moral­i­ty
				

				Per­mit you to have the mar­i­tal re­la­tion
				

				Is the very man that fills you with dis­gust
				

				Ev­ery time you think of it—while you think of it
				

				Ev­ery time you see him?
				

				That’s why I drove him away from home
				

				To live with his dog in a dingy room
				

				Back of his of­fice.
			

		


			Reuben Pantier

			
				Well, Emi­ly Sparks, your prayers were not wast­ed,
				

				Your love was not all in vain.
				

				I owe what­ev­er I was in life
				

				To your hope that would not give me up,
				

				To your love that saw me still as good.
				

				Dear Emi­ly Sparks, let me tell you the sto­ry.
				

				I pass the ef­fect of my fa­ther and moth­er;
				

				The milliner’s daugh­ter made me trou­ble
				

				And out I went in the world,
				

				Where I passed through ev­ery per­il known
				

				Of wine and wom­en and joy of life.
				

				One night, in a room in the Rue de Rivoli,
				

				I was drink­ing wine with a black-eyed co­cotte,
				

				And the tears swam in­to my eyes.
				

				She though they were amorous tears and smiled
				

				For thought of her con­quest over me.
				

				But my soul was three thou­sand miles away,
				

				In the days when you taught me in Spoon Riv­er.
				

				And just be­cause you no more could love me,
				

				Nor pray for me, nor write me let­ters,
				

				The eter­nal si­lence of you spoke in­stead.
				

				And the Black-eyed co­cotte took the tears for hers,
				

				As well as the de­ceiv­ing kiss­es I gave her.
				

				Some­how, from that hour, I had a new vi­sion—
				

				Dear Emi­ly Sparks!
			

		


			Emily Sparks

			
				Where is my boy, my boy—
				

				In what far part of the world?
				

				The boy I loved best of all in the school?—
				

				I, the teach­er, the old maid, the vir­gin heart,
				

				Who made them all my chil­dren.
				

				Did I know my boy aright,
				

				Think­ing of him as a spir­it aflame,
				

				Ac­tive, ev­er as­pir­ing?
				

				Oh, boy, boy, for whom I prayed and prayed
				

				In many a watch­ful hour at night,
				

				Do you re­mem­ber the let­ter I wrote you
				

				Of the beau­ti­ful love of Christ?
				

				And whether you ev­er took it or not,
				

				My boy, wher­ev­er you are,
				

				Work for your soul’s sake,
				

				That all the clay of you, all of the dross of you,
				

				May yield to the fire of you,
				

				Till the fire is noth­ing but light! …
				

				Noth­ing but light!
			

		


			Trainor, the Druggist

			
				On­ly the chemist can tell, and not al­ways the chemist,
				

				What will re­sult from com­pound­ing
				

				Flu­ids or solids.
				

				And who can tell
				

				How men and wom­en will in­ter­act
				

				On each oth­er, or what chil­dren will re­sult?
				

				There were Ben­jamin Pantier and his wife,
				

				Good in them­selves, but evil to­ward each oth­er:
				

				He oxy­gen, she hy­dro­gen,
				

				Their son, a dev­as­tat­ing fire.
				

				I Train­or, the drug­gist, a miser of chem­i­cals,
				

				Killed while mak­ing an ex­per­i­ment,
				

				Lived un­wed­ded.
			

		


			Daisy Fraser

			
				Did you ev­er hear of Ed­i­tor Whe­don
				

				Giv­ing to the pub­lic trea­sury any of the mon­ey he re­ceived
				

				For sup­port­ing can­di­dates for of­fice?
				

				Or for writ­ing up the can­ning fac­to­ry
				

				To get peo­ple to in­vest?
				

				Or for sup­press­ing the facts about the bank,
				

				When it was rot­ten and ready to break?
				

				Did you ev­er hear of the Cir­cuit Judge
				

				Help­ing any­one ex­cept the “Q” rail­road,
				

				Or the bankers? Or did Rev. Peet or Rev. Sib­ley
				

				Give any part of their salary, earned by keep­ing still,
				

				Or speak­ing out as the lead­ers wished them to do,
				

				To the build­ing of the wa­ter works?
				

				But I—Daisy Fras­er who al­ways passed
				

				Along the street through rows of nods and smiles,
				

				And coughs and words such as “there she goes,”
				

				Nev­er was tak­en be­fore Jus­tice Ar­nett
				

				With­out con­tribut­ing ten dol­lars and costs
				

				To the school fund of Spoon Riv­er!
			

		


			Benjamin Fraser

			
				Their spir­its beat up­on mine
				

				Like the wings of a thou­sand but­ter­flies.
				

				I closed my eyes and felt their spir­its vi­brat­ing.
				

				I closed my eyes, yet I knew when their lash­es
				

				Fringed their cheeks from down­cast eyes,
				

				And when they turned their heads;
				

				And when their gar­ments clung to them,
				

				Or fell from them, in ex­quis­ite draperies.
				

				Their spir­its watched my ec­sta­sy
				

				With wide looks of star­ry un­con­cern.
				

				Their spir­its looked up­on my tor­ture;
				

				They drank it as it were the wa­ter of life;
				

				With red­dened cheeks, bright­ened eyes
				

				The ris­ing flame of my soul made their spir­its gilt,
				

				Like the wings of a but­ter­fly drift­ing sud­den­ly in­to sun­light.
				

				And they cried to me for life, life, life.
				

				But in tak­ing life for my­self,
				

				In seiz­ing and crush­ing their souls,
				

				As a child crush­es grapes and drinks
				

				From its palms the pur­ple juice,
				

				I came to this wing­less void,
				

				Where nei­ther red, nor gold, nor wine,
				

				Nor the rhythm of life is known.
			

		


			Minerva Jones

			
				I am Min­er­va, the vil­lage po­et­ess,
				

				Hoot­ed at, jeered at by the Ya­hoos of the street
				

				For my heavy body, cock-eye, and rolling walk,
				

				And all the more when “Butch” Weldy
				

				Cap­tured me af­ter a bru­tal hunt.
				

				He left me to my fate with Doc­tor Mey­ers;
				

				And I sank in­to death, grow­ing numb from the feet up,
				

				Like one step­ping deep­er and deep­er in­to a stream of ice.
				

				Will some­one go to the vil­lage news­pa­per,
				

				And gath­er in­to a book the vers­es I wrote?—
				

				I thirst­ed so for love!
				

				I hun­gered so for life!
			

		


			“Indignation” Jones

			
				You would not be­lieve, would you,
				

				That I came from good Welsh stock?
				

				That I was pur­er blood­ed than the white trash here?
				

				And of more di­rect lin­eage than the New Eng­lan­ders
				

				And Vir­gini­ans of Spoon Riv­er?
				

				You would not be­lieve that I had been to school
				

				And read some books.
				

				You saw me on­ly as a run-down man,
				

				With mat­ted hair and beard
				

				And ragged clothes.
				

				Some­times a man’s life turns in­to a can­cer
				

				From be­ing bruised and con­tin­u­al­ly bruised,
				

				And swells in­to a pur­plish mass,
				

				Like growths on stalks of corn.
				

				Here was I, a car­pen­ter, mired in a bog of life
				

				In­to which I walked, think­ing it was a mead­ow,
				

				With a slat­tern for a wife, and poor Min­er­va, my daugh­ter,
				

				Whom you tor­ment­ed and drove to death.
				

				So I crept, crept, like a snail through the days
				

				Of my life.
				

				No more you hear my foot­steps in the morn­ing,
				

				Re­sound­ing on the hol­low side­walk,
				

				Go­ing to the gro­cery store for a lit­tle corn meal
				

				And a nick­el’s worth of ba­con.
			

		


			Doctor Meyers

			
				No oth­er man, un­less it was Doc Hill,
				

				Did more for peo­ple in this town than I.
				

				And all the weak, the halt, the im­prov­i­dent
				

				And those who could not pay flocked to me.
				

				I was good-heart­ed, easy Doc­tor Mey­ers.
				

				I was healthy, hap­py, in com­fort­able for­tune,
				

				Blest with a con­ge­nial mate, my chil­dren raised,
				

				All wed­ded, do­ing well in the world.
				

				And then one night, Min­er­va, the po­et­ess,
				

				Came to me in her trou­ble, cry­ing.
				

				I tried to help her out—she died—
				

				They in­dict­ed me, the news­pa­pers dis­graced me,
				

				My wife per­ished of a bro­ken heart.
				

				And pneu­mo­nia fin­ished me.
			

		


			Mrs. Meyers

			
				He protest­ed all his life long
				

				The news­pa­pers lied about him vil­lain­ous­ly;
				

				That he was not at fault for Min­er­va’s fall,
				

				But on­ly tried to help her.
				

				Poor soul so sunk in sin he could not see
				

				That even try­ing to help her, as he called it,
				

				He had bro­ken the law hu­man and di­vine.
				

				Passers by, an an­cient ad­mo­ni­tion to you:
				

				If your ways would be ways of pleas­ant­ness,
				

				And all your path­ways peace,
				

				Love God and keep his com­mand­ments.
			

		


			“Butch” Weldy

			
				Af­ter I got re­li­gion and stead­ied down
				

				They gave me a job in the can­ning works,
				

				And ev­ery morn­ing I had to fill
				

				The tank in the yard with gaso­line,
				

				That fed the blow-fires in the sheds
				

				To heat the sol­der­ing irons.
				

				And I mount­ed a rick­ety lad­der to do it,
				

				Car­ry­ing buck­ets full of the stuff.
				

				One morn­ing, as I stood there pour­ing,
				

				The air grew still and seemed to heave,
				

				And I shot up as the tank ex­plod­ed,
				

				And down I came with both legs bro­ken,
				

				And my eyes burned crisp as a cou­ple of eggs.
				

				For some­one left a blow-fire go­ing,
				

				And some­thing sucked the flame in the tank.
				

				The Cir­cuit Judge said who­ev­er did it
				

				Was a fel­low-ser­vant of mine, and so
				

				Old Rhodes’ son didn’t have to pay me.
				

				And I sat on the wit­ness stand as blind
				

				As Jack the Fid­dler, say­ing over and over,
				

				“I didn’t know him at all.”
			

		


			Knowlt Hoheimer

			
				I was the first fruits of the bat­tle of Mis­sion­ary Ridge.
				

				When I felt the bul­let en­ter my heart
				

				I wished I had stayed at home and gone to jail
				

				For steal­ing the hogs of Curl Tre­nary,
				

				In­stead of run­ning away and join­ing the army.
				

				Rather a thou­sand times the coun­ty jail
				

				Than to lie un­der this mar­ble fig­ure with wings,
				

				And this gran­ite pedestal
				

				Bear­ing the words, “Pro Pa­tria.”
				

				What do they mean, any­way?
			

		


			Lydia Puckett

			
				Knowlt Ho­heimer ran away to the war
				

				The day be­fore Curl Tre­nary
				

				Swore out a war­rant through Jus­tice Ar­nett
				

				For steal­ing hogs.
				

				But that’s not the rea­son he turned a sol­dier.
				

				He caught me run­ning with Lu­cius Ather­ton.
				

				We quar­reled and I told him nev­er again
				

				To cross my path.
				

				Then he stole the hogs and went to the war—
				

				Back of ev­ery sol­dier is a wom­an.
			

		


			Frank Drummer

			
				Out of a cell in­to this dark­ened space—
				

				The end at twen­ty-five!
				

				My tongue could not speak what stirred with­in me,
				

				And the vil­lage thought me a fool.
				

				Yet at the start there was a clear vi­sion,
				

				A high and ur­gent pur­pose in my soul
				

				Which drove me on try­ing to mem­o­rize
				

				The En­cy­clo­pe­dia Bri­tan­ni­ca!
			

		


			Hare Drummer

			
				Do the boys and girls still go to Siev­er’s
				

				For cider, af­ter school, in late Sep­tem­ber?
				

				Or gath­er hazel nuts among the thick­ets
				

				On Aaron Hat­field’s farm when the frosts be­gin?
				

				For many times with the laugh­ing girls and boys
				

				Played I along the road and over the hills
				

				When the sun was low and the air was cool,
				

				Stop­ping to club the wal­nut tree
				

				Stand­ing leaf­less against a flam­ing west.
				

				Now, the smell of the au­tumn smoke,
				

				And the drop­ping acorns,
				

				And the echoes about the vales
				

				Bring dreams of life. They hov­er over me.
				

				They ques­tion me:
				

				Where are those laugh­ing com­rades?
				

				How many are with me, how many
				

				In the old or­chards along the way to Siev­er’s,
				

				And in the woods that over­look
				

				The qui­et wa­ter?
			

		


			Conrad Siever

			
				Not in that wast­ed gar­den
				

				Where bod­ies are drawn in­to grass
				

				That feeds no flocks, and in­to ev­er­greens
				

				That bear no fruit—
				

				There where along the shad­ed walks
				

				Vain sighs are heard,
				

				And vain­er dreams are dreamed
				

				Of close com­mu­nion with de­part­ed souls—
				

				But here un­der the ap­ple tree
				

				I loved and watched and pruned
				

				With gnarled hands
				

				In the long, long years;
				

				Here un­der the roots of this north­ern-spy
				

				To move in the chemic change and cir­cle of life,
				

				In­to the soil and in­to the flesh of the tree,
				

				And in­to the liv­ing epi­taphs
				

				Of red­der ap­ples!
			

		


			Doc Hill

			
				I went up and down the streets
				

				Here and there by day and night,
				

				Through all hours of the night car­ing for the poor who were sick.
				

				Do you know why?
				

				My wife hat­ed me, my son went to the dogs.
				

				And I turned to the peo­ple and poured out my love to them.
				

				Sweet it was to see the crowds about the lawns on the day of my fu­ner­al,
				

				And hear them mur­mur their love and sor­row.
				

				But oh, dear God, my soul trem­bled—scarce­ly able
				

				To hold to the rail­ing of the new life
				

				When I saw Em Stan­ton be­hind the oak tree
				

				At the grave,
				

				Hid­ing her­self, and her grief!
			

		


			Andy the Night-Watch

			
				In my Span­ish cloak,
				

				And old slouch hat,
				

				And over­shoes of felt,
				

				And Tyke, my faith­ful dog,
				

				And my knot­ted hick­o­ry cane,
				

				I slipped about with a bull’s-eye lantern
				

				From door to door on the square,
				

				As the mid­night stars wheeled round,
				

				And the bell in the steeple mur­mured
				

				From the blow­ing of the wind;
				

				And the weary steps of old Doc Hill
				

				Sound­ed like one who walks in sleep,
				

				And a far-off roost­er crew.
				

				And now an­oth­er is watch­ing Spoon Riv­er
				

				As oth­ers watched be­fore me.
				

				And here we lie, Doc Hill and I
				

				Where none breaks through and steals,
				

				And no eye needs to guard.
			

		


			Sarah Brown

			
				Mau­rice, weep not, I am not here un­der this pine tree.
				

				The balmy air of spring whis­pers through the sweet grass,
				

				The stars sparkle, the whip­poor­will calls,
				

				But thou grievest, while my soul lies rap­tur­ous
				

				In the blest Nir­vana of eter­nal light!
				

				Go to the good heart that is my hus­band,
				

				Who broods up­on what he calls our guilty love:—
				

				Tell him that my love for you, no less than my love for him,
				

				Wrought out my des­tiny—that through the flesh
				

				I won spir­it, and through spir­it, peace.
				

				There is no mar­riage in heav­en,
				

				But there is love.
			

		


			Percy Bysshe Shelley

			
				My fa­ther who owned the wag­on-shop
				

				And grew rich shoe­ing hors­es
				

				Sent me to the Uni­ver­si­ty of Mon­tre­al.
				

				I learned noth­ing and re­turned home,
				

				Roam­ing the fields with Bert Kessler,
				

				Hunt­ing quail and snipe.
				

				At Thomp­son’s Lake the trig­ger of my gun
				

				Caught in the side of the boat
				

				And a great hole was shot through my heart.
				

				Over me a fond fa­ther erect­ed this mar­ble shaft,
				

				On which stands the fig­ure of a wom­an
				

				Carved by an Ital­ian artist.
				

				They say the ash­es of my name­sake
				

				Were scat­tered near the pyra­mid of Caius Ces­tius
				

				Some­where near Rome.
			

		


			Flossie Cabanis

			
				From Bindle’s opera house in the vil­lage
				

				To Broad­way is a great step.
				

				But I tried to take it, my am­bi­tion fired
				

				When six­teen years of age,
				

				See­ing “East Lynne,” played here in the vil­lage
				

				By Ralph Bar­rett, the com­ing
				

				Ro­man­tic ac­tor, who en­thralled my soul.
				

				True, I trailed back home, a bro­ken fail­ure,
				

				When Ralph dis­ap­peared in New York,
				

				Leav­ing me alone in the city—
				

				But life broke him al­so.
				

				In all this place of si­lence
				

				There are no kin­dred spir­its.
				

				How I wish Duse could stand amid the pathos
				

				Of these qui­et fields
				

				And read these words.
			

		


			Julia Miller

			
				We quar­reled that morn­ing,
				

				For he was six­ty-five, and I was thir­ty,
				

				And I was ner­vous and heavy with the child
				

				Whose birth I dread­ed.
				

				I thought over the last let­ter writ­ten me
				

				By that es­tranged young soul
				

				Whose be­tray­al of me I had con­cealed
				

				By mar­ry­ing the old man.
				

				Then I took mor­phine and sat down to read.
				

				Across the black­ness that came over my eyes
				

				I see the flick­er­ing light of these words even now:
				

				“And Je­sus said un­to him, Ver­i­ly
				

				I say un­to thee, To-day thou shalt
				

				Be with me in par­adise.”
			

		


			Johnnie Sayre

			
				Fa­ther, thou canst nev­er know
				

				The an­guish that smote my heart
				

				For my dis­obe­di­ence, the mo­ment I felt
				

				The re­morse­less wheel of the en­gine
				

				Sink in­to the cry­ing flesh of my leg.
				

				As they car­ried me to the home of wid­ow Mor­ris
				

				I could see the school-house in the val­ley
				

				To which I played tru­ant to steal rides up­on the trains.
				

				I prayed to live un­til I could ask your for­give­ness—
				

				And then your tears, your bro­ken words of com­fort!
				

				From the so­lace of that hour I have gained in­fi­nite hap­pi­ness.
				

				Thou wert wise to chis­el for me:
				

				“Tak­en from the evil to come.”
			

		


			Charlie French

			
				Did you ev­er find out
				

				Which one of the O’Brien boys it was
				

				Who snapped the toy pis­tol against my hand?
				

				There when the flags were red and white
				

				In the breeze and “Bucky” Es­til
				

				Was fir­ing the can­non brought to Spoon Riv­er
				

				From Vicks­burg by Cap­tain Har­ris;
				

				And the lemon­ade stands were run­ning
				

				And the band was play­ing,
				

				To have it all spoiled
				

				By a piece of a cap shot un­der the skin of my hand,
				

				And the boys all crowd­ing about me say­ing:
				

				“You’ll die of lock-jaw, Char­lie, sure.”
				

				Oh, dear! oh, dear!
				

				What chum of mine could have done it?
			

		


			Zenas Witt

			
				I was six­teen, and I had the most ter­ri­ble dreams,
				

				And specks be­fore my eyes, and ner­vous weak­ness.
				

				And I couldn’t re­mem­ber the books I read,
				

				Like Frank Drum­mer who mem­o­rized page af­ter page.
				

				And my back was weak, and I wor­ried and wor­ried,
				

				And I was em­bar­rassed and stam­mered my lessons,
				

				And when I stood up to re­cite I’d for­get
				

				Ev­ery­thing that I had stud­ied.
				

				Well, I saw Dr. Weese’s ad­ver­tise­ment,
				

				And there I read ev­ery­thing in print,
				

				Just as if he had known me;
				

				And about the dreams which I couldn’t help.
				

				So I knew I was marked for an ear­ly grave.
				

				And I wor­ried un­til I had a cough,
				

				And then the dreams stopped.
				

				And then I slept the sleep with­out dreams
				

				Here on the hill by the riv­er.
			

		


			Theodore the Poet

			
				As a boy, Theodore, you sat for long hours
				

				On the shore of the tur­bid Spoon
				

				With deep-set eye star­ing at the door of the craw­fish’s bur­row,
				

				Wait­ing for him to ap­pear, push­ing ahead,
				

				First his wav­ing an­ten­nae, like straws of hay,
				

				And soon his body, col­ored like soap-stone,
				

				Gemmed with eyes of jet.
				

				And you won­dered in a trance of thought
				

				What he knew, what he de­sired, and why he lived at all.
				

				But lat­er your vi­sion watched for men and wom­en
				

				Hid­ing in bur­rows of fate amid great cities,
				

				Look­ing for the souls of them to come out,
				

				So that you could see
				

				How they lived, and for what,
				

				And why they kept crawl­ing so busi­ly
				

				Along the sandy way where wa­ter fails
				

				As the sum­mer wanes.
			

		


			The Town Marshal

			
				The Pro­hi­bi­tion­ists made me Town Mar­shal
				

				When the sa­loons were vot­ed out,
				

				Be­cause when I was a drink­ing man,
				

				Be­fore I joined the church, I killed a Swede
				

				At the saw-mill near Maple Grove.
				

				And they want­ed a ter­ri­ble man,
				

				Grim, right­eous, strong, coura­geous,
				

				And a hater of sa­loons and drinkers,
				

				To keep law and or­der in the vil­lage.
				

				And they pre­sent­ed me with a load­ed cane
				

				With which I struck Jack McGuire
				

				Be­fore he drew the gun with which he killed me.
				

				The Pro­hi­bi­tion­ists spent their mon­ey in vain
				

				To hang him, for in a dream
				

				I ap­peared to one of the twelve ju­ry­men
				

				And told him the whole se­cret sto­ry.
				

				Four­teen years were enough for killing me.
			

		


			Jack McGuire

			
				They would have lynched me
				

				Had I not been se­cret­ly hur­ried away
				

				To the jail at Peo­ria.
				

				And yet I was go­ing peace­ful­ly home,
				

				Car­ry­ing my jug, a lit­tle drunk,
				

				When Lo­gan, the mar­shal, halt­ed me,
				

				Called me a drunk­en hound and shook me,
				

				And, when I cursed him for it, struck me
				

				With that Pro­hi­bi­tion load­ed cane—
				

				All this be­fore I shot him.
				

				They would have hanged me ex­cept for this:
				

				My lawyer, Kin­sey Keene, was help­ing to land
				

				Old Thomas Rhodes for wreck­ing the bank,
				

				And the judge was a friend of Rhodes
				

				And want­ed him to es­cape,
				

				And Kin­sey of­fered to quit on Rhodes
				

				For four­teen years for me.
				

				And the bar­gain was made. I served my time
				

				And learned to read and write.
			

		


			Dorcas Gustine

			
				I was not beloved of the vil­lagers,
				

				But all be­cause I spoke my mind,
				

				And met those who trans­gressed against me
				

				With plain re­mon­strance, hid­ing nor nur­tur­ing
				

				Nor se­cret griefs nor grudges.
				

				That act of the Spar­tan boy is great­ly praised,
				

				Who hid the wolf un­der his cloak,
				

				Let­ting it de­vour him, un­com­plain­ing­ly.
				

				It is braver, I think, to snatch the wolf forth
				

				And fight him open­ly, even in the street,
				

				Amid dust and howls of pain.
				

				The tongue may be an un­ruly mem­ber—
				

				But si­lence poi­sons the soul.
				

				Be­rate me who will—I am con­tent.
			

		


			Nicholas Bindle

			
				Were you not ashamed, fel­low cit­i­zens,
				

				When my es­tate was pro­bat­ed and ev­ery­one knew
				

				How small a for­tune I left?—
				

				You who hound­ed me in life,
				

				To give, give, give to the church­es, to the poor,
				

				To the vil­lage!—me who had al­ready giv­en much.
				

				And think you not I did not know
				

				That the pipe-or­gan, which I gave to the church,
				

				Played its chris­ten­ing songs when Dea­con Rhodes,
				

				Who broke and all but ru­ined me,
				

				Wor­shipped for the first time af­ter his ac­quit­tal?
			

		


			Jacob Goodpasture

			
				When Fort Sumter fell and the war came
				

				I cried out in bit­ter­ness of soul:
				

				“O glo­ri­ous re­pub­lic now no more!”
				

				When they buried my sol­dier son
				

				To the call of trum­pets and the sound of drums
				

				My heart broke be­neath the weight
				

				Of eighty years, and I cried:
				

				“Oh, son who died in a cause un­just!
				

				In the strife of Free­dom slain!”
				

				And I crept here un­der the grass.
				

				And now from the bat­tle­ments of time, be­hold:
				

				Thrice thir­ty mil­lion souls be­ing bound to­geth­er
				

				In the love of larg­er truth,
				

				Rapt in the ex­pec­ta­tion of the birth
				

				Of a new Beau­ty,
				

				Sprung from Broth­er­hood and Wis­dom.
				

				I with eyes of spir­it see the Trans­fig­u­ra­tion
				

				Be­fore you see it.
				

				But ye in­fi­nite brood of gold­en ea­gles nest­ing ev­er high­er,
				

				Wheel­ing ev­er high­er, the sun­light woo­ing
				

				Of lofty places of Thought,
				

				For­give the blind­ness of the de­part­ed owl.
			

		


			Harold Arnett

			
				I leaned against the man­tel, sick, sick,
				

				Think­ing of my fail­ure, look­ing in­to the abysm,
				

				Weak from the noon-day heat.
				

				A church bell sound­ed mourn­ful­ly far away,
				

				I heard the cry of a ba­by,
				

				And the cough­ing of John Yarnell,
				

				Bed-rid­den, fever­ish, fever­ish, dy­ing,
				

				Then the vi­o­lent voice of my wife:
				

				“Watch out, the pota­toes are burn­ing!”
				

				I smelled them … then there was ir­re­sistible dis­gust.
				

				I pulled the trig­ger … black­ness … light …
				

				Un­speak­able re­gret … fum­bling for the world again.
				

				Too late! Thus I came here,
				

				With lungs for breath­ing … one can­not breathe here with lungs,
				

				Though one must breathe. … Of what use is it
				

				To rid one’s self of the world,
				

				When no soul may ev­er es­cape the eter­nal des­tiny of life?
			

		


			Margaret Fuller Slack

			
				I would have been as great as George Eliot
				

				But for an un­to­ward fate.
				

				For look at the pho­to­graph of me made by Pen­ni­wit,
				

				Chin rest­ing on hand, and deep-set eyes—
				

				Gray, too, and far-search­ing.
				

				But there was the old, old prob­lem:
				

				Should it be celiba­cy, mat­ri­mo­ny or un­chasti­ty?
				

				Then John Slack, the rich drug­gist, wooed me,
				

				Lur­ing me with the prom­ise of leisure for my nov­el,
				

				And I mar­ried him, giv­ing birth to eight chil­dren,
				

				And had no time to write.
				

				It was all over with me, any­way,
				

				When I ran the nee­dle in my hand
				

				While wash­ing the ba­by’s things,
				

				And died from lock-jaw, an iron­i­cal death.
				

				Hear me, am­bi­tious souls,
				

				Sex is the curse of life.
			

		


			George Trimble

			
				Do you re­mem­ber when I stood on the steps
				

				Of the Court House and talked free-sil­ver,
				

				And the sin­gle-tax of Hen­ry George?
				

				Then do you re­mem­ber that, when the Peer­less Lead­er
				

				Lost the first bat­tle, I be­gan to talk pro­hi­bi­tion,
				

				And be­came ac­tive in the church?
				

				That was due to my wife,
				

				Who pic­tured to me my de­struc­tion
				

				If I did not prove my moral­i­ty to the peo­ple.
				

				Well, she ru­ined me:
				

				For the rad­i­cals grew sus­pi­cious of me,
				

				And the con­ser­va­tives were nev­er sure of me—
				

				And here I lie, un­wept of all.
			

		


			Dr. Siegfried Iseman

			
				I said when they hand­ed me my diplo­ma,
				

				I said to my­self I will be good
				

				And wise and brave and help­ful to oth­ers;
				

				I said I will car­ry the Chris­tian creed
				

				In­to the prac­tice of medicine!
				

				Some­how the world and the oth­er doc­tors
				

				Know what’s in your heart as soon as you make
				

				This high-souled res­o­lu­tion.
				

				And the way of it is they starve you out.
				

				And no one comes to you but the poor.
				

				And you find too late that be­ing a doc­tor
				

				Is just a way of mak­ing a liv­ing.
				

				And when you are poor and have to car­ry
				

				The Chris­tian creed and wife and chil­dren
				

				All on your back, it is too much!
				

				That’s why I made the Elixir of Youth,
				

				Which land­ed me in the jail at Peo­ria
				

				Brand­ed a swindler and a crook
				

				By the up­right Fed­er­al Judge!
			

		


			“Ace” Shaw

			
				I nev­er saw any dif­fer­ence
				

				Be­tween play­ing cards for mon­ey
				

				And sell­ing re­al es­tate,
				

				Prac­tic­ing law, bank­ing, or any­thing else.
				

				For ev­ery­thing is chance.
				

				Nev­er­the­less
				

				Seest thou a man dili­gent in busi­ness?
				

				He shall stand be­fore Kings!
			

		


			Lois Spears

			
				Here lies the body of Lois Spears,
				

				Born Lois Fluke, daugh­ter of Willard Fluke,
				

				Wife of Cyrus Spears,
				

				Moth­er of Myr­tle and Vir­gil Spears,
				

				Chil­dren with clear eyes and sound limbs—
				

				(I was born blind)
				

				I was the hap­pi­est of wom­en
				

				As wife, moth­er and house­keep­er,
				

				Car­ing for my loved ones,
				

				And mak­ing my home
				

				A place of or­der and boun­teous hos­pi­tal­i­ty:
				

				For I went about the rooms,
				

				And about the gar­den
				

				With an in­stinct as sure as sight,
				

				As though there were eyes in my fin­ger tips—
				

				Glo­ry to God in the high­est.
			

		


			Justice Arnett

			
				It is true, fel­low cit­i­zens,
				

				That my old dock­et ly­ing there for years
				

				On a shelf above my head and over
				

				The seat of jus­tice, I say it is true
				

				That dock­et had an iron rim
				

				Which gashed my bald­ness when it fell—
				

				(Some­how I think it was shak­en loose
				

				By the heave of the air all over town
				

				When the gaso­line tank at the can­ning works
				

				Blew up and burned Butch Weldy)—
				

				But let us ar­gue points in or­der,
				

				And rea­son the whole case care­ful­ly:
				

				First I con­cede my head was cut,
				

				But sec­ond the fright­ful thing was this:
				

				The leaves of the dock­et shot and show­ered
				

				Around me like a deck of cards
				

				In the hands of a sleight of hand per­former.
				

				And up to the end I saw those leaves
				

				Till I said at last, “Those are not leaves,
				

				Why, can’t you see they are days and days
				

				And the days and days of sev­en­ty years?
				

				And why do you tor­ture me with leaves
				

				And the lit­tle en­tries on them?”
			

		


			Willard Fluke

			
				My wife lost her health,
				

				And dwin­dled un­til she weighed scarce nine­ty pounds.
				

				Then that wom­an, whom the men
				

				Styled Cleopa­tra, came along.
				

				And we—we mar­ried ones
				

				All broke our vows, my­self among the rest.
				

				Years passed and one by one
				

				Death claimed them all in some hideous form,
				

				And I was borne along by dreams
				

				Of God’s par­tic­u­lar grace for me,
				

				And I be­gan to write, write, write, reams on reams
				

				Of the sec­ond com­ing of Christ.
				

				Then Christ came to me and said,
				

				“Go in­to the church and stand be­fore the con­gre­ga­tion
				

				And con­fess your sin.”
				

				But just as I stood up and be­gan to speak
				

				I saw my lit­tle girl, who was sit­ting in the front seat—
				

				My lit­tle girl who was born blind!
				

				Af­ter that, all is black­ness!
			

		


			Aner Clute

			
				Over and over they used to ask me,
				

				While buy­ing the wine or the beer,
				

				In Peo­ria first, and lat­er in Chica­go,
				

				Den­ver, Frisco, New York, wher­ev­er I lived,
				

				How I hap­pened to lead the life,
				

				And what was the start of it.
				

				Well, I told them a silk dress,
				

				And a prom­ise of mar­riage from a rich man—
				

				(It was Lu­cius Ather­ton).
				

				But that was not re­al­ly it at all.
				

				Sup­pose a boy steals an ap­ple
				

				From the tray at the gro­cery store,
				

				And they all be­gin to call him a thief,
				

				The ed­i­tor, min­is­ter, judge, and all the peo­ple—
				

				“A thief,” “a thief,” “a thief,” wher­ev­er he goes.
				

				And he can’t get work, and he can’t get bread
				

				With­out steal­ing it, why, the boy will steal.
				

				It’s the way the peo­ple re­gard the theft of the ap­ple
				

				That makes the boy what he is.
			

		


			Lucius Atherton

			
				When my mous­tache curled,
				

				And my hair was black,
				

				And I wore tight trousers
				

				And a di­a­mond stud,
				

				I was an ex­cel­lent knave of hearts and took many a trick.
				

				But when the gray hairs be­gan to ap­pear—
				

				Lo! a new gen­er­a­tion of girls
				

				Laughed at me, not fear­ing me,
				

				And I had no more ex­cit­ing ad­ven­tures
				

				Where­in I was all but shot for a heart­less dev­il,
				

				But on­ly drab­by af­fairs, warmed-over af­fairs
				

				Of oth­er days and oth­er men.
				

				And time went on un­til I lived at May­er’s restau­rant,
				

				Par­tak­ing of short-or­ders, a gray, un­tidy,
				

				Tooth­less, dis­card­ed, ru­ral Don Juan …
				

				There is a mighty shade here who sings
				

				Of one named Beat­rice;
				

				And I see now that the force that made him great
				

				Drove me to the dregs of life.
			

		


			Homer Clapp

			
				Of­ten An­er Clute at the gate
				

				Re­fused me the part­ing kiss,
				

				Say­ing we should be en­gaged be­fore that;
				

				And just with a dis­tant clasp of the hand
				

				She bade me good-night, as I brought her home
				

				From the skat­ing rink or the re­vival.
				

				No soon­er did my de­part­ing foot­steps die away
				

				Than Lu­cius Ather­ton,
				

				(So I learned when An­er went to Peo­ria)
				

				Stole in at her win­dow, or took her rid­ing
				

				Be­hind his spank­ing team of bays
				

				In­to the coun­try.
				

				The shock of it made me set­tle down
				

				And I put all the mon­ey I got from my fa­ther’s es­tate
				

				In­to the can­ning fac­to­ry, to get the job
				

				Of head ac­coun­tant, and lost it all.
				

				And then I knew I was one of Life’s fools,
				

				Whom on­ly death would treat as the equal
				

				Of oth­er men, mak­ing me feel like a man.
			

		


			Deacon Taylor

			
				I be­longed to the church,
				

				And to the par­ty of pro­hi­bi­tion;
				

				And the vil­lagers thought I died of eat­ing wa­ter­mel­on.
				

				In truth I had cir­rho­sis of the liv­er,
				

				For ev­ery noon for thir­ty years,
				

				I slipped be­hind the pre­scrip­tion par­ti­tion
				

				In Train­or’s drug store
				

				And poured a gen­er­ous drink
				

				From the bot­tle marked
				

				“Spir­i­tus fru­men­ti.”
			

		


			Sam Hookey

			
				I ran away from home with the cir­cus,
				

				Hav­ing fall­en in love with Made­moi­selle Es­tral­a­da,
				

				The li­on tamer.
				

				One time, hav­ing starved the li­ons
				

				For more than a day,
				

				I en­tered the cage and be­gan to beat Bru­tus
				

				And Leo and Gyp­sy.
				

				Where­upon Bru­tus sprang up­on me,
				

				And killed me.
				

				On en­ter­ing these re­gions
				

				I met a shad­ow who cursed me,
				

				And said it served me right …
				

				It was Robe­spierre!
			

		


			Cooney Potter

			
				I in­her­it­ed forty acres from my Fa­ther
				

				And, by work­ing my wife, my two sons and two daugh­ters
				

				From dawn to dusk, I ac­quired
				

				A thou­sand acres. But not con­tent,
				

				Wish­ing to own two thou­sand acres,
				

				I bus­tled through the years with axe and plow,
				

				Toil­ing, deny­ing my­self, my wife, my sons, my daugh­ters.
				

				Squire Hig­bee wrongs me to say
				

				That I died from smok­ing Red Ea­gle cigars.
				

				Eat­ing hot pie and gulp­ing cof­fee
				

				Dur­ing the scorch­ing hours of har­vest time
				

				Brought me here ere I had reached my six­ti­eth year.
			

		


			Fiddler Jones

			
				The earth keeps some vi­bra­tion go­ing
				

				There in your heart, and that is you.
				

				And if the peo­ple find you can fid­dle,
				

				Why, fid­dle you must, for all your life.
				

				What do you see, a har­vest of clover?
				

				Or a mead­ow to walk through to the riv­er?
				

				The wind’s in the corn; you rub your hands
				

				For beeves here­after ready for mar­ket;
				

				Or else you hear the rus­tle of skirts
				

				Like the girls when danc­ing at Lit­tle Grove.
				

				To Cooney Pot­ter a pil­lar of dust
				

				Or whirling leaves meant ru­inous drouth;
				

				They looked to me like Red-Head Sam­my
				

				Step­ping it off, to “Toor-a-Loor.”
				

				How could I till my forty acres
				

				Not to speak of get­ting more,
				

				With a med­ley of horns, bas­soons and pic­co­los
				

				Stirred in my brain by crows and robins
				

				And the creak of a wind-mill—on­ly these?
				

				And I nev­er start­ed to plow in my life
				

				That some­one did not stop in the road
				

				And take me away to a dance or pic­nic.
				

				I end­ed up with forty acres;
				

				I end­ed up with a bro­ken fid­dle—
				

				And a bro­ken laugh, and a thou­sand mem­o­ries,
				

				And not a sin­gle re­gret.
			

		


			Nellie Clark

			
				I was on­ly eight years old;
				

				And be­fore I grew up and knew what it meant
				

				I had no words for it, ex­cept
				

				That I was fright­ened and told my Moth­er;
				

				And that my Fa­ther got a pis­tol
				

				And would have killed Char­lie, who was a big boy,
				

				Fif­teen years old, ex­cept for his Moth­er.
				

				Nev­er­the­less the sto­ry clung to me.
				

				But the man who mar­ried me, a wid­ow­er of thir­ty-five,
				

				Was a new­com­er and nev­er heard it
				

				Till two years af­ter we were mar­ried.
				

				Then he con­sid­ered him­self cheat­ed,
				

				And the vil­lage agreed that I was not re­al­ly a vir­gin.
				

				Well, he de­sert­ed me, and I died
				

				The fol­low­ing win­ter.
			

		


			Louise Smith

			
				Her­bert broke our en­gage­ment of eight years
				

				When Annabelle re­turned to the vil­lage
				

				From the Sem­i­nary, ah me!
				

				If I had let my love for him alone
				

				It might have grown in­to a beau­ti­ful sor­row—
				

				Who knows?—fill­ing my life with heal­ing fra­grance.
				

				But I tor­tured it, I poi­soned it,
				

				I blind­ed its eyes, and it be­came ha­tred—
				

				Dead­ly ivy in­stead of clema­tis.
				

				And my soul fell from its sup­port,
				

				Its ten­drils tan­gled in de­cay.
				

				Do not let the will play gar­den­er to your soul
				

				Un­less you are sure
				

				It is wis­er than your soul’s na­ture.
			

		


			Herbert Marshall

			
				All your sor­row, Louise, and ha­tred of me
				

				Sprang from your delu­sion that it was wan­ton­ness
				

				Of spir­it and con­tempt of your soul’s rights
				

				Which made me turn to Annabelle and for­sake you.
				

				You re­al­ly grew to hate me for love of me,
				

				Be­cause I was your soul’s hap­pi­ness,
				

				Formed and tem­pered
				

				To solve your life for you, and would not.
				

				But you were my mis­ery. If you had been
				

				My hap­pi­ness would I not have clung to you?
				

				This is life’s sor­row:
				

				That one can be hap­py on­ly where two are;
				

				And that our hearts are drawn to stars
				

				Which want us not.
			

		


			George Gray

			
				I have stud­ied many times
				

				The mar­ble which was chis­eled for me—
				

				A boat with a furled sail at rest in a har­bor.
				

				In truth it pic­tures not my des­ti­na­tion
				

				But my life.
				

				For love was of­fered me and I shrank from its dis­il­lu­sion­ment;
				

				Sor­row knocked at my door, but I was afraid;
				

				Am­bi­tion called to me, but I dread­ed the chances.
				

				Yet all the while I hun­gered for mean­ing in my life.
				

				And now I know that we must lift the sail
				

				And catch the winds of des­tiny
				

				Wher­ev­er they drive the boat.
				

				To put mean­ing in one’s life may end in mad­ness,
				

				But life with­out mean­ing is the tor­ture
				

				Of rest­less­ness and vague de­sire—
				

				It is a boat long­ing for the sea and yet afraid.
			

		


			Hon. Henry Bennett

			
				It nev­er came in­to my mind
				

				Un­til I was ready to die
				

				That Jen­ny had loved me to death, with mal­ice of heart.
				

				For I was sev­en­ty, she was thir­ty-five,
				

				And I wore my­self to a shad­ow try­ing to hus­band
				

				Jen­ny, rosy Jen­ny full of the ar­dor of life.
				

				For all my wis­dom and grace of mind
				

				Gave her no de­light at all, in very truth,
				

				But ev­er and anon she spoke of the gi­ant strength
				

				Of Willard Shafer, and of his won­der­ful feat
				

				Of lift­ing a trac­tion en­gine out of the ditch
				

				One time at Georgie Kir­by’s.
				

				So Jen­ny in­her­it­ed my for­tune and mar­ried Willard—
				

				That mount of brawn! That clown­ish soul!
			

		


			Griffy the Cooper

			
				The coop­er should know about tubs.
				

				But I learned about life as well,
				

				And you who loi­ter around these graves
				

				Think you know life.
				

				You think your eye sweeps about a wide hori­zon, per­haps,
				

				In truth you are on­ly look­ing around the in­te­ri­or of your tub.
				

				You can­not lift your­self to its rim
				

				And see the out­er world of things,
				

				And at the same time see your­self.
				

				You are sub­merged in the tub of your­self—
				

				Taboos and rules and ap­pear­ances,
				

				Are the staves of your tub.
				

				Break them and dis­pel the witch­craft
				

				Of think­ing your tub is life!
				

				And that you know life!
			

		


			Sexsmith the Dentist

			
				Do you think that odes and ser­mons,
				

				And the ring­ing of church bells,
				

				And the blood of old men and young men,
				

				Mar­tyred for the truth they saw
				

				With eyes made bright by faith in God,
				

				Ac­com­plished the world’s great re­for­ma­tions?
				

				Do you think that the “Bat­tle Hymn of the Re­pub­lic”
				

				Would have been heard if the chat­tel slave
				

				Had crowned the dom­i­nant dol­lar,
				

				In spite of Whit­ney’s cot­ton gin,
				

				And steam and rolling mills and iron
				

				And tele­graphs and white free la­bor?
				

				Do you think that Daisy Fras­er
				

				Had been put out and driv­en out
				

				If the can­ning works had nev­er need­ed
				

				Her lit­tle house and lot?
				

				Or do you think the pok­er room
				

				Of John­nie Tay­lor, and Bur­chard’s bar
				

				Had been closed up if the mon­ey lost
				

				And spent for beer had not been turned,
				

				By clos­ing them, to Thomas Rhodes
				

				For larg­er sales of shoes and blan­kets,
				

				And chil­dren’s cloaks and gold-oak cra­dles?
				

				Why, a moral truth is a hol­low tooth
				

				Which must be propped with gold.
			

		


			A. D. Blood

			
				If you in the vil­lage think that my work was a good one,
				

				Who closed the sa­loons and stopped all play­ing at cards,
				

				And haled old Daisy Fras­er be­fore Jus­tice Ar­nett,
				

				In many a cru­sade to purge the peo­ple of sin;
				

				Why do you let the milliner’s daugh­ter Do­ra,
				

				And the worth­less son of Ben­jamin Pantier,
				

				Night­ly make my grave their un­holy pil­low?
			

		


			Robert Southey Burke

			
				I spent my mon­ey try­ing to elect you May­or
				

				A. D. Blood.
				

				I lav­ished my ad­mi­ra­tion up­on you,
				

				You were to my mind the al­most per­fect man.
				

				You de­voured my per­son­al­i­ty,
				

				And the ide­al­ism of my youth,
				

				And the strength of a high-souled feal­ty.
				

				And all my hopes for the world,
				

				And all my be­liefs in Truth,
				

				Were smelt­ed up in the blind­ing heat
				

				Of my de­vo­tion to you,
				

				And mold­ed in­to your im­age.
				

				And then when I found what you were:
				

				That your soul was small
				

				And your words were false
				

				As your blue-white porce­lain teeth,
				

				And your cuffs of cel­lu­loid,
				

				I hat­ed the love I had for you,
				

				I hat­ed my­self, I hat­ed you
				

				For my wast­ed soul, and wast­ed youth.
				

				And I say to all, be­ware of ideals,
				

				Be­ware of giv­ing your love away
				

				To any man alive.
			

		


			Dora Williams

			
				When Reuben Pantier ran away and threw me
				

				I went to Spring­field. There I met a lush,
				

				Whose fa­ther just de­ceased left him a for­tune.
				

				He mar­ried me when drunk. My life was wretch­ed.
				

				A year passed and one day they found him dead.
				

				That made me rich. I moved on to Chica­go.
				

				Af­ter a time met Tyler Roun­tree, vil­lain.
				

				I moved on to New York. A gray-haired mag­nate
				

				Went mad about me—so an­oth­er for­tune.
				

				He died one night right in my arms, you know.
				

				(I saw his pur­ple face for years there­after.)
				

				There was al­most a scan­dal. I moved on,
				

				This time to Paris. I was now a wom­an,
				

				In­sid­i­ous, sub­tle, versed in the world and rich.
				

				My sweet apart­ment near the Champs Élysées
				

				Be­came a cen­ter for all sorts of peo­ple,
				

				Mu­si­cians, po­ets, dandies, artists, no­bles,
				

				Where we spoke French and Ger­man, Ital­ian, Eng­lish.
				

				I wed Count Nav­i­ga­to, na­tive of Genoa.
				

				We went to Rome. He poi­soned me, I think.
				

				Now in the Cam­po San­to over­look­ing
				

				The sea where young Colum­bus dreamed new worlds,
				

				See what they chis­eled: “Con­tes­sa Nav­i­ga­to
				

				Im­plo­ra eter­na qui­ete.”
			

		


			Mrs. Williams

			
				I was the milliner
				

				Talked about, lied about,
				

				Moth­er of Do­ra,
				

				Whose strange dis­ap­pear­ance
				

				Was charged to her rear­ing.
				

				My eye quick to beau­ty
				

				Saw much be­side rib­bons
				

				And buck­les and feath­ers
				

				And leghorns and felts,
				

				To set off sweet faces,
				

				And dark hair and gold.
				

				One thing I will tell you
				

				And one I will ask:
				

				The steal­ers of hus­bands
				

				Wear pow­der and trin­kets,
				

				And fash­ion­able hats.
				

				Wives, wear them your­selves.
				

				Hats may make di­vorces—
				

				They al­so pre­vent them.
				

				Well now, let me ask you:
				

				If all of the chil­dren, born here in Spoon Riv­er
				

				Had been reared by the Coun­ty, some­where on a farm;
				

				And the fa­thers and moth­ers had been giv­en their free­dom
				

				To live and en­joy, change mates if they wished,
				

				Do you think that Spoon Riv­er
				

				Had been any the worse?
			

		


			William and Emily

			
				There is some­thing about Death
				

				Like love it­self!
				

				If with some­one with whom you have known pas­sion,
				

				And the glow of youth­ful love,
				

				You al­so, af­ter years of life
				

				To­geth­er, feel the sink­ing of the fire,
				

				And thus fade away to­geth­er,
				

				Grad­u­al­ly, faint­ly, del­i­cate­ly,
				

				As it were in each oth­er’s arms,
				

				Pass­ing from the fa­mil­iar room—
				

				That is a pow­er of uni­son be­tween souls
				

				Like love it­self!
			

		


			The Circuit Judge

			
				Take note, passers-by, of the sharp ero­sions
				

				Eat­en in my head­stone by the wind and rain—
				

				Al­most as if an in­tan­gi­ble Neme­sis or ha­tred
				

				Were mark­ing scores against me,
				

				But to de­stroy, and not pre­serve, my mem­o­ry.
				

				I in life was the Cir­cuit Judge, a mak­er of notch­es,
				

				De­cid­ing cas­es on the points the lawyers scored,
				

				Not on the right of the mat­ter.
				

				O wind and rain, leave my head­stone alone!
				

				For worse than the anger of the wronged,
				

				The curs­es of the poor,
				

				Was to lie speech­less, yet with vi­sion clear,
				

				See­ing that even Hod Putt, the mur­der­er,
				

				Hanged by my sen­tence,
				

				Was in­no­cent in soul com­pared with me.
			

		


			Blind Jack

			
				I had fid­dled all day at the coun­ty fair.
				

				But driv­ing home “Butch” Weldy and Jack McGuire,
				

				Who were roar­ing full, made me fid­dle and fid­dle
				

				To the song of “Susie Skin­ner,” while whip­ping the hors­es
				

				Till they ran away.
				

				Blind as I was, I tried to get out
				

				As the car­riage fell in the ditch,
				

				And was caught in the wheels and killed.
				

				There’s a blind man here with a brow
				

				As big and white as a cloud.
				

				And all we fid­dlers, from high­est to low­est,
				

				Writ­ers of mu­sic and tell­ers of sto­ries,
				

				Sit at his feet,
				

				And hear him sing of the fall of Troy.
			

		


			John Horace Burleson

			
				I won the prize es­say at school
				

				Here in the vil­lage,
				

				And pub­lished a nov­el be­fore I was twen­ty-five.
				

				I went to the city for themes and to en­rich my art;
				

				There mar­ried the banker’s daugh­ter,
				

				And lat­er be­came pres­i­dent of the bank—
				

				Al­ways look­ing for­ward to some leisure
				

				To write an epic nov­el of the war.
				

				Mean­while friend of the great, and lover of let­ters,
				

				And host to Matthew Arnold and to Emer­son.
				

				An af­ter din­ner speak­er, writ­ing es­says
				

				For lo­cal clubs. At last brought here—
				

				My boy­hood home, you know—
				

				Not even a lit­tle tablet in Chica­go
				

				To keep my name alive.
				

				How great it is to write the sin­gle line:
				

				“Roll on, thou deep and dark blue Ocean, roll!”
			

		


			Nancy Knapp

			
				Well, don’t you see this was the way of it:
				

				We bought the farm with what he in­her­it­ed,
				

				And his broth­ers and sis­ters ac­cused him of poi­son­ing
				

				His fa­ther’s mind against the rest of them.
				

				And we nev­er had any peace with our trea­sure.
				

				The mur­rain took the cat­tle, and the crops failed.
				

				And light­ning struck the gra­nary.
				

				So we mort­gaged the farm to keep go­ing.
				

				And he grew silent and was wor­ried all the time.
				

				Then some of the neigh­bors re­fused to speak to us,
				

				And took sides with his broth­ers and sis­ters.
				

				And I had no place to turn, as one may say to him­self,
				

				At an ear­li­er time in life; “No mat­ter,
				

				So and so is my friend, or I can shake this off
				

				With a lit­tle trip to De­catur.”
				

				Then the dread­fullest smells in­fest­ed the rooms.
				

				So I set fire to the beds and the old witch-house
				

				Went up in a roar of flame,
				

				As I danced in the yard with wav­ing arms,
				

				While he wept like a freez­ing steer.
			

		


			Barry Holden

			
				The very fall my sis­ter Nan­cy Knapp
				

				Set fire to the house
				

				They were try­ing Dr. Du­val
				

				For the mur­der of Zo­ra Clemens,
				

				And I sat in the court two weeks
				

				Lis­ten­ing to ev­ery wit­ness.
				

				It was clear he had got her in a fam­i­ly way;
				

				And to let the child be born
				

				Would not do.
				

				Well, how about me with eight chil­dren,
				

				And one com­ing, and the farm
				

				Mort­gaged to Thomas Rhodes?
				

				And when I got home that night,
				

				(Af­ter lis­ten­ing to the sto­ry of the bug­gy ride,
				

				And the find­ing of Zo­ra in the ditch,)
				

				The first thing I saw, right there by the steps,
				

				Where the boys had hacked for an­gle worms,
				

				Was the hatch­et!
				

				And just as I en­tered there was my wife,
				

				Stand­ing be­fore me, big with child.
				

				She start­ed the talk of the mort­gaged farm,
				

				And I killed her.
			

		


			State’s Attorney Fallas

			
				I, the scourge-wield­er, bal­ance-wreck­er,
				

				Smiter with whips and swords;
				

				I, hater of the break­ers of the law;
				

				I, le­gal­ist, in­ex­orable and bit­ter,
				

				Driv­ing the ju­ry to hang the mad­man, Bar­ry Hold­en,
				

				Was made as one dead by light too bright for eyes,
				

				And woke to face a Truth with bloody brow:
				

				Steel for­ceps fum­bled by a doc­tor’s hand
				

				Against my boy’s head as he en­tered life
				

				Made him an id­iot.
				

				I turned to books of sci­ence
				

				To care for him.
				

				That’s how the world of those whose minds are sick
				

				Be­came my work in life, and all my world.
				

				Poor ru­ined boy! You were, at last, the pot­ter
				

				And I and all my deeds of char­i­ty
				

				The ves­sels of your hand.
			

		


			Wendell P. Bloyd

			
				They first charged me with dis­or­der­ly con­duct,
				

				There be­ing no statute on blas­phe­my.
				

				Lat­er they locked me up as in­sane
				

				Where I was beat­en to death by a Catholic guard.
				

				My of­fense was this:
				

				I said God lied to Adam, and des­tined him
				

				To lead the life of a fool,
				

				Ig­no­rant that there is evil in the world as well as good.
				

				And when Adam out­wit­ted God by eat­ing the ap­ple
				

				And saw through the lie,
				

				God drove him out of Eden to keep him from tak­ing
				

				The fruit of im­mor­tal life.
				

				For Christ’s sake, you sen­si­ble peo­ple,
				

				Here’s what God Him­self says about it in the book of Gen­e­sis:
				

				“And the Lord God said, be­hold the man
				

				Is be­come as one of us” (a lit­tle en­vy, you see),
				

				“To know good and evil” (The all-is-good lie ex­posed):
				

				“And now lest he put forth his hand and take
				

				Al­so of the tree of life and eat, and live for­ev­er:
				

				There­fore the Lord God sent Him forth from the gar­den of Eden.”
				

				(The rea­son I be­lieve God cru­ci­fied His Own Son
				

				To get out of the wretch­ed tan­gle is, be­cause it sounds just like Him.)
			

		


			Francis Turner

			
				I could not run or play
				

				In boy­hood.
				

				In man­hood I could on­ly sip the cup,
				

				Not drink—
				

				For scar­let-fever left my heart dis­eased.
				

				Yet I lie here
				

				Soothed by a se­cret none but Mary knows:
				

				There is a gar­den of aca­cia,
				

				Catal­pa trees, and ar­bors sweet with vines—
				

				There on that af­ter­noon in June
				

				By Mary’s side—
				

				Kiss­ing her with my soul up­on my lips
				

				It sud­den­ly took flight.
			

		


			Franklin Jones

			
				If I could have lived an­oth­er year
				

				I could have fin­ished my fly­ing ma­chine,
				

				And be­come rich and fa­mous.
				

				Hence it is fit­ting the work­man
				

				Who tried to chis­el a dove for me
				

				Made it look more like a chick­en.
				

				For what is it all but be­ing hatched,
				

				And run­ning about the yard,
				

				To the day of the block?
				

				Save that a man has an an­gel’s brain,
				

				And sees the ax from the first!
			

		


			John M. Church

			
				I was at­tor­ney for the “Q”
				

				And the In­dem­ni­ty Com­pa­ny which in­sured
				

				The own­ers of the mine.
				

				I pulled the wires with judge and ju­ry,
				

				And the up­per courts, to beat the claims
				

				Of the crip­pled, the wid­ow and or­phan,
				

				And made a for­tune there­at.
				

				The bar as­so­ci­a­tion sang my prais­es
				

				In a high-flown res­o­lu­tion.
				

				And the flo­ral trib­utes were many—
				

				But the rats de­voured my heart
				

				And a snake made a nest in my skull!
			

		


			Russian Sonia

			
				I, born in Weimar
				

				Of a moth­er who was French
				

				And Ger­man fa­ther, a most learned pro­fes­sor,
				

				Or­phaned at four­teen years,
				

				Be­came a dancer, known as Rus­sian So­nia,
				

				All up and down the boule­vards of Paris,
				

				Mis­tress be­times of sundry dukes and counts,
				

				And lat­er of poor artists and of po­ets.
				

				At forty years, passé, I sought New York
				

				And met old Patrick Hum­mer on the boat,
				

				Red-faced and hale, though turned his six­ti­eth year,
				

				Re­turn­ing af­ter hav­ing sold a ship-load
				

				Of cat­tle in the Ger­man city, Ham­burg.
				

				He brought me to Spoon Riv­er and we lived here
				

				For twen­ty years—they thought that we were mar­ried!
				

				This oak tree near me is the fa­vorite haunt
				

				Of blue jays chat­ter­ing, chat­ter­ing all the day.
				

				And why not? for my very dust is laugh­ing
				

				For think­ing of the hu­mor­ous thing called life.
			

		


			Isa Nutter

			
				Doc Mey­ers said I had satyr­i­a­sis,
				

				And Doc Hill called it leu­caemia—
				

				But I know what brought me here:
				

				I was six­ty-four but strong as a man
				

				Of thir­ty-five or forty.
				

				And it wasn’t writ­ing a let­ter a day,
				

				And it wasn’t late hours sev­en nights a week,
				

				And it wasn’t the strain of think­ing of Min­nie,
				

				And it wasn’t fear or a jeal­ous dread,
				

				Or the end­less task of try­ing to fath­om
				

				Her won­der­ful mind, or sym­pa­thy
				

				For the wretch­ed life she led
				

				With her first and sec­ond hus­band—
				

				It was none of these that laid me low—
				

				But the clam­or of daugh­ters and threats of sons,
				

				And the sneers and curs­es of all my kin
				

				Right up to the day I sneaked to Peo­ria
				

				And mar­ried Min­nie in spite of them—
				

				And why do you won­der my will was made
				

				For the best and purest of wom­en?
			

		


			Barney Hainsfeather

			
				If the ex­cur­sion train to Peo­ria
				

				Had just been wrecked, I might have es­caped with my life—
				

				Cer­tain­ly I should have es­caped this place.
				

				But as it was burned as well, they mis­took me
				

				For John Allen who was sent to the He­brew Ceme­tery
				

				At Chica­go,
				

				And John for me, so I lie here.
				

				It was bad enough to run a cloth­ing store in this town,
				

				But to be buried here—ach!
			

		


			Petit, the Poet

			
				Seeds in a dry pod, tick, tick, tick,
				

				Tick, tick, tick, like mites in a quar­rel—
				

				Faint iambics that the full breeze wak­ens—
				

				But the pine tree makes a sym­pho­ny there­of.
				

				Tri­o­lets, vil­lanelles, ron­dels, ron­deaus,
				

				Bal­lades by the score with the same old thought:
				

				The snows and the ros­es of yes­ter­day are van­ished;
				

				And what is love but a rose that fades?
				

				Life all around me here in the vil­lage:
				

				Tragedy, com­e­dy, val­or and truth,
				

				Courage, con­stan­cy, hero­ism, fail­ure—
				

				All in the loom, and oh what pat­terns!
				

				Wood­lands, mead­ows, streams and rivers—
				

				Blind to all of it all my life long.
				

				Tri­o­lets, vil­lanelles, ron­dels, ron­deaus,
				

				Seeds in a dry pod, tick, tick, tick,
				

				Tick, tick, tick, what lit­tle iambics,
				

				While Homer and Whit­man roared in the pines?
			

		


			Pauline Barrett

			
				Al­most the shell of a wom­an af­ter the sur­geon’s knife!
				

				And al­most a year to creep back in­to strength,
				

				Till the dawn of our wed­ding de­cen­ni­al
				

				Found me my seem­ing self again.
				

				We walked the for­est to­geth­er,
				

				By a path of sound­less moss and turf.
				

				But I could not look in your eyes,
				

				And you could not look in my eyes,
				

				For such sor­row was ours—the be­gin­ning of gray in your hair,
				

				And I but a shell of my­self.
				

				And what did we talk of?—sky and wa­ter,
				

				Any­thing, ’most, to hide our thoughts.
				

				And then your gift of wild ros­es,
				

				Set on the ta­ble to grace our din­ner.
				

				Poor heart, how brave­ly you strug­gled
				

				To imag­ine and live a re­mem­bered rap­ture!
				

				Then my spir­it drooped as the night came on,
				

				And you left me alone in my room for a while,
				

				As you did when I was a bride, poor heart.
				

				And I looked in the mir­ror and some­thing said:
				

				“One should be all dead when one is half-dead—
				

				Nor ev­er mock life, nor ev­er cheat love.”
				

				And I did it look­ing there in the mir­ror—
				

				Dear, have you ev­er un­der­stood?
			

		


			Mrs. Charles Bliss

			
				Rev­erend Wi­ley ad­vised me not to di­vorce him
				

				For the sake of the chil­dren,
				

				And Judge Somers ad­vised him the same.
				

				So we stuck to the end of the path.
				

				But two of the chil­dren thought he was right,
				

				And two of the chil­dren thought I was right.
				

				And the two who sid­ed with him blamed me,
				

				And the two who sid­ed with me blamed him,
				

				And they grieved for the one they sid­ed with.
				

				And all were torn with the guilt of judg­ing,
				

				And tor­tured in soul be­cause they could not ad­mire
				

				Equal­ly him and me.
				

				Now ev­ery gar­den­er knows that plants grown in cel­lars
				

				Or un­der stones are twist­ed and yel­low and weak.
				

				And no moth­er would let her ba­by suck
				

				Dis­eased milk from her breast.
				

				Yet preach­ers and judges ad­vise the rais­ing of souls
				

				Where there is no sun­light, but on­ly twi­light,
				

				No warmth, but on­ly damp­ness and cold—
				

				Preach­ers and judges!
			

		


			Mrs. George Reece

			
				To this gen­er­a­tion I would say:
				

				Mem­o­rize some bit of verse of truth or beau­ty.
				

				It may serve a turn in your life.
				

				My hus­band had noth­ing to do
				

				With the fall of the bank—he was on­ly cashier.
				

				The wreck was due to the pres­i­dent, Thomas Rhodes,
				

				And his vain, un­scrupu­lous son.
				

				Yet my hus­band was sent to prison,
				

				And I was left with the chil­dren,
				

				To feed and clothe and school them.
				

				And I did it, and sent them forth
				

				In­to the world all clean and strong,
				

				And all through the wis­dom of Pope, the po­et:
				

				“Act well your part, there all the hon­or lies.”
			

		


			Rev. Lemuel Wiley

			
				I preached four thou­sand ser­mons,
				

				I con­duct­ed forty re­vivals,
				

				And bap­tized many con­verts.
				

				Yet no deed of mine
				

				Shines brighter in the mem­o­ry of the world,
				

				And none is trea­sured more by me:
				

				Look how I saved the Bliss­es from di­vorce,
				

				And kept the chil­dren free from that dis­grace,
				

				To grow up in­to moral men and wom­en,
				

				Hap­py them­selves, a cred­it to the vil­lage.
			

		


			Thomas Ross, Jr.

			
				This I saw with my own eyes:
				

				A cliff-swal­low
				

				Made her nest in a hole of the high clay-bank
				

				There near Miller’s Ford.
				

				But no soon­er were the young hatched
				

				Than a snake crawled up to the nest
				

				To de­vour the brood.
				

				Then the moth­er swal­low with swift flut­ter­ings
				

				And shrill cries
				

				Fought at the snake,
				

				Blind­ing him with the beat of her wings,
				

				Un­til he, wrig­gling and rear­ing his head,
				

				Fell back­ward down the bank
				

				In­to Spoon Riv­er and was drowned.
				

				Scarce­ly an hour passed
				

				Un­til a shrike
				

				Im­paled the moth­er swal­low on a thorn.
				

				As for my­self I over­came my low­er na­ture
				

				On­ly to be de­stroyed by my broth­er’s am­bi­tion.
			

		


			Rev. Abner Peet

			
				I had no ob­jec­tion at all
				

				To sell­ing my house­hold ef­fects at auc­tion
				

				On the vil­lage square.
				

				It gave my beloved flock the chance
				

				To get some­thing which had be­longed to me
				

				For a memo­ri­al.
				

				But that trunk which was struck off
				

				To Bur­chard, the grog-keep­er!
				

				Did you know it con­tained the manuscripts
				

				Of a life­time of ser­mons?
				

				And he burned them as waste pa­per.
			

		


			Jefferson Howard

			
				My valiant fight! For I call it valiant,
				

				With my fa­ther’s be­liefs from old Vir­ginia:
				

				Hat­ing slav­ery, but no less war.
				

				I, full of spir­it, au­dac­i­ty, courage
				

				Thrown in­to life here in Spoon Riv­er,
				

				With its dom­i­nant forces drawn from New Eng­land,
				

				Re­pub­li­cans, Calvin­ists, mer­chants, bankers,
				

				Hat­ing me, yet fear­ing my arm.
				

				With wife and chil­dren heavy to car­ry—
				

				Yet fruits of my very zest of life.
				

				Steal­ing odd plea­sures that cost me pres­tige,
				

				And reap­ing evils I had not sown;
				

				Foe of the church with its char­nel dank­ness,
				

				Friend of the hu­man touch of the tav­ern;
				

				Tan­gled with fates all alien to me,
				

				De­sert­ed by hands I called my own.
				

				Then just as I felt my gi­ant strength
				

				Short of breath, be­hold my chil­dren
				

				Had wound their lives in stranger gar­dens—
				

				And I stood alone, as I start­ed alone
				

				My valiant life! I died on my feet,
				

				Fac­ing the si­lence—fac­ing the prospect
				

				That no one would know of the fight I made.
			

		


			Judge Selah Lively

			
				Sup­pose you stood just five feet two,
				

				And had worked your way as a gro­cery clerk,
				

				Study­ing law by can­dle light
				

				Un­til you be­came an at­tor­ney at law?
				

				And then sup­pose through your dili­gence,
				

				And reg­u­lar church at­ten­dance,
				

				You be­came at­tor­ney for Thomas Rhodes,
				

				Col­lect­ing notes and mort­gages,
				

				And rep­re­sent­ing all the wid­ows
				

				In the Pro­bate Court? And through it all
				

				They jeered at your size, and laughed at your clothes
				

				And your pol­ished boots? And then sup­pose
				

				You be­came the Coun­ty Judge?
				

				And Jef­fer­son Howard and Kin­sey Keene,
				

				And Har­mon Whit­ney, and all the gi­ants
				

				Who had sneered at you, were forced to stand
				

				Be­fore the bar and say “Your Hon­or”—
				

				Well, don’t you think it was nat­u­ral
				

				That I made it hard for them?
			

		


			Albert Schirding

			
				Jonas Keene thought his lot a hard one
				

				Be­cause his chil­dren were all fail­ures.
				

				But I know of a fate more try­ing than that:
				

				It is to be a fail­ure while your chil­dren are suc­cess­es.
				

				For I raised a brood of ea­gles
				

				Who flew away at last, leav­ing me
				

				A crow on the aban­doned bough.
				

				Then, with the am­bi­tion to pre­fix Hon­or­able to my name,
				

				And thus to win my chil­dren’s ad­mi­ra­tion,
				

				I ran for Coun­ty Su­per­in­ten­dent of Schools,
				

				Spend­ing my ac­cu­mu­la­tions to win—and lost.
				

				That fall my daugh­ter re­ceived first prize in Paris
				

				For her pic­ture, en­ti­tled, The Old Mill—
				

				(It was of the wa­ter mill be­fore Hen­ry Wilkin put in steam.)
				

				The feel­ing that I was not wor­thy of her fin­ished me.
			

		


			Jonas Keene

			
				Why did Al­bert Schird­ing kill him­self
				

				Try­ing to be Coun­ty Su­per­in­ten­dent of Schools,
				

				Blest as he was with the means of life
				

				And won­der­ful chil­dren, bring­ing him hon­or
				

				Ere he was six­ty?
				

				If even one of my boys could have run a news-stand,
				

				Or one of my girls could have mar­ried a de­cent man,
				

				I should not have walked in the rain
				

				And jumped in­to bed with clothes all wet,
				

				Re­fus­ing med­i­cal aid.
			

		


			Eugenia Todd

			
				Have any of you, passers-by,
				

				Had an old tooth that was an un­ceas­ing dis­com­fort?
				

				Or a pain in the side that nev­er quite left you?
				

				Or a ma­lig­nant growth that grew with time?
				

				So that even in pro­found­est slum­ber
				

				There was shad­owy con­scious­ness or the phan­tom of thought
				

				Of the tooth, the side, the growth?
				

				Even so thwart­ed love, or de­feat­ed am­bi­tion,
				

				Or a blun­der in life which mixed your life
				

				Hope­less­ly to the end,
				

				Will like a tooth, or a pain in the side,
				

				Float through your dreams in the fi­nal sleep
				

				Till per­fect free­dom from the earth-sphere
				

				Comes to you as one who wakes
				

				Healed and glad in the morn­ing!
			

		


			Yee Bow

			
				They got me in­to the Sun­day school
				

				In Spoon Riv­er
				

				And tried to get me to drop Con­fu­cius for Je­sus.
				

				I could have been no worse off
				

				If I had tried to get them to drop Je­sus for Con­fu­cius.
				

				For, with­out any warn­ing, as if it were a prank,
				

				And sneak­ing up be­hind me, Har­ry Wi­ley,
				

				The min­is­ter’s son, caved my ribs in­to my lungs,
				

				With a blow of his fist.
				

				Now I shall nev­er sleep with my an­ces­tors in Pekin,
				

				And no chil­dren shall wor­ship at my grave.
			

		


			Washington McNeely

			
				Rich, hon­ored by my fel­low cit­i­zens,
				

				The fa­ther of many chil­dren, born of a no­ble moth­er,
				

				All raised there
				

				In the great man­sion-house, at the edge of town.
				

				Note the cedar tree on the lawn!
				

				I sent all the boys to Ann Ar­bor, all of the girls to Rock­ford,
				

				The while my life went on, get­ting more rich­es and hon­ors—
				

				Rest­ing un­der my cedar tree at evening.
				

				The years went on. I sent the girls to Eu­rope;
				

				I dow­ered them when mar­ried.
				

				I gave the boys mon­ey to start in busi­ness.
				

				They were strong chil­dren, promis­ing as ap­ples
				

				Be­fore the bit­ten places show.
				

				But John fled the coun­try in dis­grace.
				

				Jen­ny died in child-birth—
				

				I sat un­der my cedar tree.
				

				Har­ry killed him­self af­ter a de­bauch,
				

				Su­san was di­vorced—
				

				I sat un­der my cedar tree.
				

				Paul was in­valid­ed from over study,
				

				Mary be­came a recluse at home for love of a man—
				

				I sat un­der my cedar tree.
				

				All were gone, or bro­ken-winged or de­voured by life—
				

				I sat un­der my cedar tree.
				

				My mate, the moth­er of them, was tak­en—
				

				I sat un­der my cedar tree,
				

				Till nine­ty years were tolled.
				

				O ma­ter­nal Earth, which rocks the fall­en leaf to sleep!
			

		


			Paul McNeely

			
				Dear Jane! dear win­some Jane!
				

				How you stole in the room (where I lay so ill)
				

				In your nurse’s cap and linen cuffs,
				

				And took my hand and said with a smile:
				

				“You are not so ill—you’ll soon be well.”
				

				And how the liq­uid thought of your eyes
				

				Sank in my eyes like dew that slips
				

				In­to the heart of a flow­er.
				

				Dear Jane! the whole Mc­Neely for­tune
				

				Could not have bought your care of me,
				

				By day and night, and night and day;
				

				Nor paid for you smile, nor the warmth of your soul,
				

				In your lit­tle hands laid on my brow.
				

				Jane, till the flame of life went out
				

				In the dark above the disk of night
				

				I longed and hoped to be well again
				

				To pil­low my head on your lit­tle breasts,
				

				And hold you fast in a clasp of love—
				

				Did my fa­ther pro­vide for you when he died,
				

				Jane, dear Jane?
			

		


			Mary McNeely

			
				Pass­er-by,
				

				To love is to find your own soul
				

				Through the soul of the beloved one.
				

				When the beloved one with­draws it­self from your soul
				

				Then you have lost your soul.
				

				It is writ­ten: “I have a friend,
				

				But my sor­row has no friend.”
				

				Hence my long years of soli­tude at the home of my fa­ther,
				

				Try­ing to get my­self back,
				

				And to turn my sor­row in­to a supre­mer self.
				

				But there was my fa­ther with his sor­rows,
				

				Sit­ting un­der the cedar tree,
				

				A pic­ture that sank in­to my heart at last
				

				Bring­ing in­fi­nite re­pose.
				

				Oh, ye souls who have made life
				

				Fra­grant and white as tube ros­es
				

				From earth’s dark soil,
				

				Eter­nal peace!
			

		


			Daniel M’Cumber

			
				When I went to the city, Mary Mc­Neely,
				

				I meant to re­turn for you, yes I did.
				

				But Lau­ra, my land­la­dy’s daugh­ter,
				

				Stole in­to my life some­how, and won me away.
				

				Then af­ter some years whom should I meet
				

				But Georgine Min­er from Niles—a sprout
				

				Of the free love, Fouri­erist gar­dens that flour­ished
				

				Be­fore the war all over Ohio.
				

				Her dilet­tante lover had tired of her,
				

				And she turned to me for strength and so­lace.
				

				She was some kind of a cry­ing thing
				

				One takes in one’s arms, and all at once
				

				It slimes your face with its run­ning nose,
				

				And voids its essence all over you;
				

				Then bites your hand and springs away.
				

				And there you stand bleed­ing and smelling to heav­en!
				

				Why, Mary Mc­Neely, I was not wor­thy
				

				To kiss the hem of your robe!
			

		


			Georgine Sand Miner

			
				A step-moth­er drove me from home, em­bit­ter­ing me.
				

				A squaw-man, a fla­neur and dilet­tante took my virtue.
				

				For years I was his mis­tress—no one knew.
				

				I learned from him the par­a­site cun­ning
				

				With which I moved with the bluffs, like a flea on a dog.
				

				All the time I was noth­ing but “very pri­vate,” with dif­fer­ent men.
				

				Then Daniel, the rad­i­cal, had me for years.
				

				His sis­ter called me his mis­tress;
				

				And Daniel wrote me: “Shame­ful word, soil­ing our beau­ti­ful love!”
				

				But my anger coiled, pre­par­ing its fangs.
				

				My Les­bian friend next took a hand.
				

				She hat­ed Daniel’s sis­ter.
				

				And Daniel de­spised her midget hus­band.
				

				And she saw a chance for a poi­sonous thrust:
				

				I must com­plain to the wife of Daniel’s pur­suit!
				

				But be­fore I did that I begged him to fly to Lon­don with me.
				

				“Why not stay in the city just as we have?” he asked.
				

				Then I turned sub­ma­rine and re­venged his re­pulse
				

				In the arms of my dilet­tante friend. Then up to the sur­face,
				

				Bear­ing the let­ter that Daniel wrote me,
				

				To prove my hon­or was all in­tact, show­ing it to his wife,
				

				My Les­bian friend and ev­ery­one.
				

				If Daniel had on­ly shot me dead!
				

				In­stead of strip­ping me naked of lies,
				

				A har­lot in body and soul!
			

		


			Thomas Rhodes

			
				Very well, you lib­er­als,
				

				And nav­i­ga­tors in­to realms in­tel­lec­tu­al,
				

				You sailors through heights imag­i­na­tive,
				

				Blown about by er­rat­ic cur­rents, tum­bling in­to air pock­ets,
				

				You Mar­garet Fuller Slacks, Pe­tits,
				

				And Ten­nes­see Claflin Shopes—
				

				You tound with all your boast­ed wis­dom
				

				How hard at the last it is
				

				To keep the soul from split­ting in­to cel­lu­lar atoms.
				

				While we, seek­ers of earth’s trea­sures,
				

				Get­ters and hoard­ers of gold,
				

				Are self-con­tained, com­pact, har­mo­nized,
				

				Even to the end.
			

		


			Ida Chicken

			
				Af­ter I had at­tend­ed lec­tures
				

				At our Chau­tauqua, and stud­ied French
				

				For twen­ty years, com­mit­ting the gram­mar
				

				Al­most by heart,
				

				I thought I’d take a trip to Paris
				

				To give my cul­ture a fi­nal pol­ish.
				

				So I went to Peo­ria for a pass­port—
				

				(Thomas Rhodes was on the train that morn­ing.)
				

				And there the clerk of the dis­trict Court
				

				Made me swear to sup­port and de­fend
				

				The con­sti­tu­tion—yes, even me—
				

				Who couldn’t de­fend or sup­port it at all!
				

				And what do you think? That very morn­ing
				

				The Fed­er­al Judge, in the very next room
				

				To the room where I took the oath,
				

				De­cid­ed the con­sti­tu­tion
				

				Ex­empt­ed Rhodes from pay­ing tax­es
				

				For the wa­ter works of Spoon Riv­er!
			

		


			Penniwit, the Artist

			
				I lost my pa­tron­age in Spoon Riv­er
				

				From try­ing to put my mind in the cam­era
				

				To catch the soul of the per­son.
				

				The very best pic­ture I ev­er took
				

				Was of Judge Somers, at­tor­ney at law.
				

				He sat up­right and had me pause
				

				Till he got his cross-eye straight.
				

				Then when he was ready he said “all right.”
				

				And I yell, “over­ruled” and his eye turned up.
				

				And I caught him just as he used to look
				

				When say­ing “I ex­cept.”
			

		


			Jim Brown

			
				While I was han­dling Dom Pe­dro
				

				I got at the thing that di­vides the race be­tween men who are
				

				For singing “Tur­key in the Straw” or “There Is a Foun­tain Filled with Blood”—
				

				(Like Rile Pot­ter used to sing it over at Con­cord);
				

				For cards, or for Rev. Peet’s lec­ture on the holy land;
				

				For skip­ping the light fan­tas­tic, or pass­ing the plate;
				

				For Pinafore, or a Sun­day school can­ta­ta;
				

				For men, or for mon­ey;
				

				For the peo­ple or against them.
				

				This was it:
				

				Rev. Peet and the So­cial Pu­ri­ty Club,
				

				Head­ed by Ben Pantier’s wife,
				

				Went to the Vil­lage trustees,
				

				And asked them to make me take Dom Pe­dro
				

				From the barn of Wash Mc­Neely, there at the edge of town,
				

				To a barn out­side of the cor­po­ra­tion,
				

				On the ground that it cor­rupt­ed pub­lic morals.
				

				Well, Ben Pantier and Fid­dler Jones saved the day—
				

				They thought it a slam on colts.
			

		


			Robert Davidson

			
				I grew spir­i­tu­al­ly fat liv­ing off the souls of men.
				

				If I saw a soul that was strong
				

				I wound­ed its pride and de­voured its strength.
				

				The shel­ters of friend­ship knew my cun­ning,
				

				For where I could steal a friend I did so.
				

				And wher­ev­er I could en­large my pow­er
				

				By un­der­min­ing am­bi­tion, I did so,
				

				Thus to make smooth my own.
				

				And to tri­umph over oth­er souls,
				

				Just to as­sert and prove my su­pe­ri­or strength,
				

				Was with me a de­light,
				

				The keen ex­hil­a­ra­tion of soul gym­nas­tics.
				

				De­vour­ing souls, I should have lived for­ev­er.
				

				But their undi­gest­ed re­mains bred in me a dead­ly nephri­tis,
				

				With fear, rest­less­ness, sink­ing spir­its,
				

				Ha­tred, sus­pi­cion, vi­sion dis­turbed.
				

				I col­lapsed at last with a shriek.
				

				Re­mem­ber the acorn;
				

				It does not de­vour oth­er acorns.
			

		


			Elsa Wertman

			
				I was a peas­ant girl from Ger­many,
				

				Blue-eyed, rosy, hap­py and strong.
				

				And the first place I worked was at Thomas Greene’s.
				

				On a sum­mer’s day when she was away
				

				He stole in­to the kitchen and took me
				

				Right in his arms and kissed me on my throat,
				

				I turn­ing my head. Then nei­ther of us
				

				Seemed to know what hap­pened.
				

				And I cried for what would be­come of me.
				

				And cried and cried as my se­cret be­gan to show.
				

				One day Mrs. Greene said she un­der­stood,
				

				And would make no trou­ble for me,
				

				And, be­ing child­less, would adopt it.
				

				(He had giv­en her a farm to be still.)
				

				So she hid in the house and sent out ru­mors,
				

				As if it were go­ing to hap­pen to her.
				

				And all went well and the child was born—They were so kind to me.
				

				Lat­er I mar­ried Gus Wert­man, and years passed.
				

				But—at po­lit­i­cal ral­lies when sit­ters-by thought I was cry­ing
				

				At the elo­quence of Hamil­ton Greene—
				

				That was not it.
				

				No! I want­ed to say:
				

				That’s my son! That’s my son!
			

		


			Hamilton Greene

			
				I was the on­ly child of Frances Har­ris of Vir­ginia
				

				And Thomas Greene of Ken­tucky,
				

				Of valiant and hon­or­able blood both.
				

				To them I owe all that I be­came,
				

				Judge, mem­ber of Con­gress, lead­er in the State.
				

				From my moth­er I in­her­it­ed
				

				Vi­vac­i­ty, fan­cy, lan­guage;
				

				From my fa­ther will, judg­ment, log­ic.
				

				All hon­or to them
				

				For what ser­vice I was to the peo­ple!
			

		


			Ernest Hyde

			
				My mind was a mir­ror:
				

				It saw what it saw, it knew what it knew.
				

				In youth my mind was just a mir­ror
				

				In a rapid­ly fly­ing car,
				

				Which catch­es and los­es bits of the land­scape.
				

				Then in time
				

				Great scratch­es were made on the mir­ror,
				

				Let­ting the out­side world come in,
				

				And let­ting my in­ner self look out.
				

				For this is the birth of the soul in sor­row,
				

				A birth with gains and loss­es.
				

				The mind sees the world as a thing apart,
				

				And the soul makes the world at one with it­self.
				

				A mir­ror scratched re­flects no im­age—
				

				And this is the si­lence of wis­dom.
			

		


			Roger Heston

			
				Oh many times did Ernest Hyde and I
				

				Ar­gue about the free­dom of the will.
				

				My fa­vorite metaphor was Prick­ett’s cow
				

				Roped out to grass, and free you know as far
				

				As the length of the rope.
				

				One day while ar­gu­ing so, watch­ing the cow
				

				Pull at the rope to get be­yond the cir­cle
				

				Which she had eat­en bare,
				

				Out came the stake, and toss­ing up her head,
				

				She ran for us.
				

				“What’s that, free-will or what?” said Ernest, run­ning.
				

				I fell just as she gored me to my death.
			

		


			Amos Sibley

			
				Not char­ac­ter, not for­ti­tude, not pa­tience
				

				Were mine, the which the vil­lage thought I had
				

				In bear­ing with my wife, while preach­ing on,
				

				Do­ing the work God chose for me.
				

				I loathed her as a ter­ma­gant, as a wan­ton.
				

				I knew of her adul­ter­ies, ev­ery one.
				

				But even so, if I di­vorced the wom­an
				

				I must for­sake the min­istry.
				

				There­fore to do God’s work and have it crop,
				

				I bore with her!
				

				So lied I to my­self!
				

				So lied I to Spoon Riv­er!
				

				Yet I tried lec­tur­ing, ran for the leg­is­la­ture,
				

				Can­vassed for books, with just the thought in mind:
				

				If I make mon­ey thus, I will di­vorce her.
			

		


			Mrs. Sibley

			
				The se­cret of the stars—grav­i­ta­tion.
				

				The se­cret of the earth—lay­ers of rock.
				

				The se­cret of the soil—to re­ceive seed.
				

				The se­cret of the seed—the germ.
				

				The se­cret of man—the sow­er.
				

				The se­cret of wom­an—the soil.
				

				My se­cret: Un­der a mound that you shall nev­er find.
			

		


			Adam Weirauch

			
				I was crushed be­tween Alt­geld and Ar­mour.
				

				I lost many friends, much time and mon­ey
				

				Fight­ing for Alt­geld whom Ed­i­tor Whe­don
				

				De­nounced as the can­di­date of gam­blers and an­ar­chists.
				

				Then Ar­mour start­ed to ship dressed meat to Spoon Riv­er,
				

				Forc­ing me to shut down my slaugh­ter-house,
				

				And my butch­er shop went all to pieces.
				

				The new forces of Alt­geld and Ar­mour caught me
				

				At the same time.
				

				I thought it due me, to re­coup the mon­ey I lost
				

				And to make good the friends that left me,
				

				For the Gov­er­nor to ap­point me Canal Com­mis­sion­er.
				

				In­stead he ap­point­ed Whe­don of the Spoon Riv­er Ar­gus,
				

				So I ran for the leg­is­la­ture and was elect­ed.
				

				I said to hell with prin­ci­ple and sold my vote
				

				On Charles T. Yerkes’ street-car fran­chise.
				

				Of course I was one of the fel­lows they caught.
				

				Who was it, Ar­mour, Alt­geld or my­self
				

				That ru­ined me?
			

		


			Ezra Bartlett

			
				A chap­lain in the army,
				

				A chap­lain in the pris­ons,
				

				An ex­hort­er in Spoon Riv­er,
				

				Drunk with di­vin­i­ty, Spoon Riv­er—
				

				Yet bring­ing poor Eliza John­son to shame,
				

				And my­self to scorn and wretched­ness.
				

				But why will you nev­er see that love of wom­en,
				

				And even love of wine,
				

				Are the stim­u­lants by which the soul, hun­ger­ing for di­vin­i­ty,
				

				Reach­es the ec­stat­ic vi­sion
				

				And sees the ce­les­tial out­posts?
				

				On­ly af­ter many tri­als for strength,
				

				On­ly when all stim­u­lants fail,
				

				Does the as­pir­ing soul
				

				By its own sheer pow­er
				

				Find the di­vine
				

				By rest­ing up­on it­self.
			

		


			Amelia Garrick

			
				Yes, here I lie close to a stunt­ed rose bush
				

				In a for­got­ten place near the fence
				

				Where the thick­ets from Siev­er’s woods
				

				Have crept over, grow­ing sparse­ly.
				

				And you, you are a lead­er in New York,
				

				The wife of a not­ed mil­lion­aire,
				

				A name in the so­ci­ety col­umns,
				

				Beau­ti­ful, ad­mired, mag­ni­fied per­haps
				

				By the mi­rage of dis­tance.
				

				You have suc­ceed­ed, I have failed
				

				In the eyes of the world.
				

				You are alive, I am dead.
				

				Yet I know that I van­quished your spir­it;
				

				And I know that ly­ing here far from you,
				

				Un­heard of among your great friends
				

				In the bril­liant world where you move,
				

				I am re­al­ly the un­con­quer­able pow­er over your life
				

				That robs it of com­plete tri­umph.
			

		


			John Hancock Otis

			
				As to democ­ra­cy, fel­low cit­i­zens,
				

				Are you not pre­pared to ad­mit
				

				That I, who in­her­it­ed rich­es and was to the manor born,
				

				Was sec­ond to none in Spoon Riv­er
				

				In my de­vo­tion to the cause of Lib­er­ty?
				

				While my con­tem­po­rary, An­tho­ny Find­lay,
				

				Born in a shan­ty and be­gin­ning life
				

				As a wa­ter car­ri­er to the sec­tion hands,
				

				Then be­com­ing a sec­tion hand when he was grown,
				

				Af­ter­wards fore­man of the gang, un­til he rose
				

				To the su­per­in­ten­den­cy of the rail­road,
				

				Liv­ing in Chica­go,
				

				Was a ver­i­ta­ble slave driv­er,
				

				Grind­ing the faces of la­bor,
				

				And a bit­ter en­e­my of democ­ra­cy.
				

				And I say to you, Spoon Riv­er,
				

				And to you, O re­pub­lic,
				

				Be­ware of the man who ris­es to pow­er
				

				From one sus­pender.
			

		


			Anthony Findlay

			
				Both for the coun­try and for the man,
				

				And for a coun­try as well as a man,
				

				’Tis bet­ter to be feared than loved.
				

				And if this coun­try would rather part
				

				With the friend­ship of ev­ery na­tion
				

				Than sur­ren­der its wealth,
				

				I say of a man ’tis worse to lose
				

				Mon­ey than friends.
				

				And I rend the cur­tain that hides the soul
				

				Of an an­cient as­pi­ra­tion:
				

				When the peo­ple clam­or for free­dom
				

				They re­al­ly seek for pow­er o’er the strong.
				

				I, An­tho­ny Find­lay, ris­ing to great­ness
				

				From a hum­ble wa­ter car­ri­er,
				

				Un­til I could say to thou­sands “Come,”
				

				And say to thou­sands “Go,”
				

				Af­firm that a na­tion can nev­er be good,
				

				Or achieve the good,
				

				Where the strong and the wise have not the rod
				

				To use on the dull and weak.
			

		


			John Cabanis

			
				Nei­ther spite, fel­low cit­i­zens,
				

				Nor for­get­ful­ness of the shift­less­ness,
				

				And the law­less­ness and waste
				

				Un­der democ­ra­cy’s rule in Spoon Riv­er
				

				Made me desert the par­ty of law and or­der
				

				And lead the lib­er­al par­ty.
				

				Fel­low cit­i­zens! I saw as one with sec­ond sight
				

				That ev­ery man of the mil­lions of men
				

				Who give them­selves to Free­dom,
				

				And fail while Free­dom fails,
				

				En­dur­ing waste and law­less­ness,
				

				And the rule of the weak and the blind,
				

				Dies in the hope of build­ing earth,
				

				Like the coral in­sect, for the tem­ple
				

				To stand on at the last.
				

				And I swear that Free­dom will wage to the end
				

				The war for mak­ing ev­ery soul
				

				Wise and strong and as fit to rule
				

				As Pla­to’s lofty guardians
				

				In a world re­pub­lic gir­dled!
			

		


			The Unknown

			
				Ye as­pir­ing ones, lis­ten to the sto­ry of the un­known
				

				Who lies here with no stone to mark the place.
				

				As a boy reck­less and wan­ton,
				

				Wan­der­ing with gun in hand through the for­est
				

				Near the man­sion of Aaron Hat­field,
				

				I shot a hawk perched on the top
				

				Of a dead tree.
				

				He fell with gut­tural cry
				

				At my feet, his wing bro­ken.
				

				Then I put him in a cage
				

				Where he lived many days caw­ing an­gri­ly at me
				

				When I of­fered him food.
				

				Dai­ly I search the realms of Hades
				

				For the soul of the hawk,
				

				That I may of­fer him the friend­ship
				

				Of one whom life wound­ed and caged.
			

		


			Alexander Throckmorton

			
				In youth my wings were strong and tire­less,
				

				But I did not know the moun­tains.
				

				In age I knew the moun­tains
				

				But my weary wings could not fol­low my vi­sion—
				

				Ge­nius is wis­dom and youth.
			

		


			Jonathan Swift Somers1

			
				Af­ter you have en­riched your soul
				

				To the high­est point,
				

				With books, thought, suf­fer­ing, the un­der­stand­ing of many per­son­al­i­ties,
				

				The pow­er to in­ter­pret glances, si­lences,
				

				The paus­es in mo­men­tous trans­for­ma­tions,
				

				The ge­nius of div­ina­tion and prophe­cy;
				

				So that you feel able at times to hold the world
				

				In the hol­low of your hand;
				

				Then, if, by the crowd­ing of so many pow­ers
				

				In­to the com­pass of your soul,
				

				Your soul takes fire,
				

				And in the con­fla­gra­tion of your soul
				

				The evil of the world is light­ed up and made clear—
				

				Be thank­ful if in that hour of supreme vi­sion
				

				Life does not fid­dle.
			

		


			Widow McFarlane

			
				I was the Wid­ow Mc­Far­lane,
				

				Weaver of car­pets for all the vil­lage.
				

				And I pity you still at the loom of life,
				

				You who are singing to the shut­tle
				

				And lov­ing­ly watch­ing the work of your hands,
				

				If you reach the day of hate, of ter­ri­ble truth.
				

				For the cloth of life is wo­ven, you know,
				

				To a pat­tern hid­den un­der the loom—
				

				A pat­tern you nev­er see!
				

				And you weave high-heart­ed, singing, singing,
				

				You guard the threads of love and friend­ship
				

				For no­ble fig­ures in gold and pur­ple.
				

				And long af­ter oth­er eyes can see
				

				You have wo­ven a moon-white strip of cloth,
				

				You laugh in your strength, for Hope o’er­lays it
				

				With shapes of love and beau­ty.
				

				The loom stops short! The pat­tern’s out!
				

				You’re alone in the room! You have wo­ven a shroud!
				

				And hate of it lays you in it!
			

		


			Carl Hamblin

			
				The press of the Spoon Riv­er Clar­i­on was wrecked,
				

				And I was tarred and feath­ered,
				

				For pub­lish­ing this on the day the An­ar­chists were hanged in Chica­go:
				

				“I saw a beau­ti­ful wom­an with ban­daged eyes
				

				Stand­ing on the steps of a mar­ble tem­ple.
				

				Great mul­ti­tudes passed in front of her,
				

				Lift­ing their faces to her im­plor­ing­ly.
				

				In her left hand she held a sword.
				

				She was bran­dish­ing the sword,
				

				Some­times strik­ing a child, again a la­bor­er,
				

				Again a slink­ing wom­an, again a lu­natic.
				

				In her right hand she held a scale;
				

				In­to the scale pieces of gold were tossed
				

				By those who dodged the strokes of the sword.
				

				A man in a black gown read from a man­u­script:
				

				‘She is no re­specter of per­sons.’
				

				Then a youth wear­ing a red cap
				

				Leaped to her side and snatched away the ban­dage.
				

				And lo, the lash­es had been eat­en away
				

				From the oozy eye­lids;
				

				The eye-balls were seared with a milky mu­cus;
				

				The mad­ness of a dy­ing soul
				

				Was writ­ten on her face—
				

				But the mul­ti­tude saw why she wore the ban­dage.”
			

		


			Editor Whedon

			
				To be able to see ev­ery side of ev­ery ques­tion;
				

				To be on ev­ery side, to be ev­ery­thing, to be noth­ing long;
				

				To per­vert truth, to ride it for a pur­pose,
				

				To use great feel­ings and pas­sions of the hu­man fam­i­ly
				

				For base de­signs, for cun­ning ends,
				

				To wear a mask like the Greek ac­tors—
				

				Your eight-page pa­per—be­hind which you hud­dle,
				

				Bawl­ing through the mega­phone of big type:
				

				“This is I, the gi­ant.”
				

				There­by al­so liv­ing the life of a sneak-thief,
				

				Poi­soned with the anony­mous words
				

				Of your clan­des­tine soul.
				

				To scratch dirt over scan­dal for mon­ey,
				

				And ex­hume it to the winds for re­venge,
				

				Or to sell pa­pers,
				

				Crush­ing rep­u­ta­tions, or bod­ies, if need be,
				

				To win at any cost, save your own life.
				

				To glo­ry in de­mo­ni­ac pow­er, ditch­ing civ­i­liza­tion,
				

				As a para­noiac boy puts a log on the track
				

				And de­rails the ex­press train.
				

				To be an ed­i­tor, as I was.
				

				Then to lie here close by the riv­er over the place
				

				Where the sewage flows from the vil­lage,
				

				And the emp­ty cans and garbage are dumped,
				

				And abor­tions are hid­den.
			

		


			Eugene Carman

			
				Rhodes’ slave! Sell­ing shoes and ging­ham,
				

				Flour and ba­con, over­alls, cloth­ing, all day long
				

				For four­teen hours a day for three hun­dred and thir­teen days
				

				For more than twen­ty years.
				

				Say­ing “Yes’m” and “Yes, sir” and “Thank you”
				

				A thou­sand times a day, and all for fifty dol­lars a month.
				

				Liv­ing in this stink­ing room in the rat­tle-trap “Com­mer­cial.”
				

				And com­pelled to go to Sun­day School, and to lis­ten
				

				To the Rev. Ab­n­er Peet one hun­dred and four times a year
				

				For more than an hour at a time,
				

				Be­cause Thomas Rhodes ran the church
				

				As well as the store and the bank.
				

				So while I was ty­ing my neck-tie that morn­ing
				

				I sud­den­ly saw my­self in the glass:
				

				My hair all gray, my face like a sod­den pie.
				

				So I cursed and cursed: You damned old thing!
				

				You cow­ard­ly dog! You rot­ten pau­per!
				

				You Rhodes’ slave! Till Roger Baugh­man
				

				Thought I was hav­ing a fight with some­one,
				

				And looked through the tran­som just in time
				

				To see me fall on the floor in a heap
				

				From a bro­ken vein in my head.
			

		


			Clarence Fawcett

			
				The sud­den death of Eu­gene Car­man
				

				Put me in line to be pro­mot­ed to fifty dol­lars a month,
				

				And I told my wife and chil­dren that night.
				

				But it didn’t come, and so I thought
				

				Old Rhodes sus­pect­ed me of steal­ing
				

				The blan­kets I took and sold on the side
				

				For mon­ey to pay a doc­tor’s bill for my lit­tle girl.
				

				Then like a bolt old Rhodes ac­cused me,
				

				And promised me mer­cy for my fam­i­ly’s sake
				

				If I con­fessed, and so I con­fessed,
				

				And begged him to keep it out of the pa­pers,
				

				And I asked the ed­i­tors, too.
				

				That night at home the con­sta­ble took me
				

				And ev­ery pa­per, ex­cept the Clar­i­on,
				

				Wrote me up as a thief
				

				Be­cause old Rhodes was an ad­ver­tis­er
				

				And want­ed to make an ex­am­ple of me.
				

				Oh! well, you know how the chil­dren cried,
				

				And how my wife pitied and hat­ed me,
				

				And how I came to lie here.
			

		


			W. Lloyd Garrison Standard

			
				Veg­e­tar­i­an, non-re­sis­tant, free-thinker, in ethics a Chris­tian;
				

				Or­a­tor apt at the rhine-stone rhythm of In­ger­soll;
				

				Car­niv­o­rous, avenger, be­liev­er and pa­gan;
				

				Con­ti­nent, pro­mis­cu­ous, change­able, treach­er­ous, vain,
				

				Proud, with the pride that makes strug­gle a thing for laugh­ter;
				

				With heart cored out by the worm of the­atric de­spair;
				

				Wear­ing the coat of in­dif­fer­ence to hide the shame of de­feat;
				

				I, child of the abo­li­tion­ist ide­al­ism—
				

				A sort of Brand in a birth of half-and-half.
				

				What oth­er thing could hap­pen when I de­fend­ed
				

				The pa­tri­ot scamps who burned the court house,
				

				That Spoon Riv­er might have a new one,
				

				Than plead them guilty? When Kin­sey Keene drove through
				

				The card-board mask of my life with a spear of light,
				

				What could I do but slink away, like the beast of my­self
				

				Which I raised from a whelp, to a cor­ner and growl.
				

				The pyra­mid of my life was nought but a dune,
				

				Bar­ren and form­less, spoiled at last by the storm.
			

		


			Professor Newcomer

			
				Ev­ery­one laughed at Col. Prichard
				

				For buy­ing an en­gine so pow­er­ful
				

				That it wrecked it­self, and wrecked the grinder
				

				He ran it with.
				

				But here is a joke of cos­mic size:
				

				The urge of na­ture that made a man
				

				Evolve from his brain a spir­i­tu­al life—
				

				Oh mir­a­cle of the world!—
				

				The very same brain with which the ape and wolf
				

				Get food and shel­ter and pro­cre­ate them­selves.
				

				Na­ture has made man do this,
				

				In a world where she gives him noth­ing to do
				

				Af­ter all—(though the strength of his soul goes round
				

				In a fu­tile waste of pow­er,
				

				To gear it­self to the mills of the gods)—
				

				But get food and shel­ter and pro­cre­ate him­self!
			

		


			Ralph Rhodes

			
				All they said was true:
				

				I wrecked my fa­ther’s bank with my loans
				

				To dab­ble in wheat; but this was true—
				

				I was buy­ing wheat for him as well,
				

				Who couldn’t mar­gin the deal in his name
				

				Be­cause of his church re­la­tion­ship.
				

				And while George Reece was serv­ing his term
				

				I chased the will-o’-the-wisp of wom­en,
				

				And the mock­ery of wine in New York.
				

				It’s death­ly to sick­en of wine and wom­en
				

				When noth­ing else is left in life.
				

				But sup­pose your head is gray, and bowed
				

				On a ta­ble cov­ered with acrid stubs
				

				Of cig­a­rettes and emp­ty glass­es,
				

				And a knock is heard, and you know it’s the knock
				

				So long drowned out by pop­ping corks
				

				And the pea­cock screams of demireps—
				

				And you look up, and there’s your Theft,
				

				Who wait­ed un­til your head was gray,
				

				And your heart skipped beats to say to you:
				

				The game is end­ed. I’ve called for you,
				

				Go out on Broad­way and be run over,
				

				They’ll ship you back to Spoon Riv­er.
			

		


			Mickey M’Grew

			
				It was just like ev­ery­thing else in life:
				

				Some­thing out­side my­self drew me down,
				

				My own strength nev­er failed me.
				

				Why, there was the time I earned the mon­ey
				

				With which to go away to school,
				

				And my fa­ther sud­den­ly need­ed help
				

				And I had to give him all of it.
				

				Just so it went till I end­ed up
				

				A man-of-all-work in Spoon Riv­er.
				

				Thus when I got the wa­ter-tow­er cleaned,
				

				And they hauled me up the sev­en­ty feet,
				

				I un­hooked the rope from my waist,
				

				And laugh­ing­ly flung my gi­ant arms
				

				Over the smooth steel lips of the top of the tow­er—
				

				But they slipped from the treach­er­ous slime,
				

				And down, down, down, I plunged
				

				Through bel­low­ing dark­ness!
			

		


			Rosie Roberts

			
				I was sick, but more than that, I was mad
				

				At the crooked po­lice, and the crooked game of life.
				

				So I wrote to the Chief of Po­lice at Peo­ria:
				

				“I am here in my girl­hood home in Spoon Riv­er,
				

				Grad­u­al­ly wast­ing away.
				

				But come and take me, I killed the son
				

				Of the mer­chant prince, in Madam Lou’s,
				

				And the pa­pers that said he killed him­self
				

				In his home while clean­ing a hunt­ing gun—
				

				Lied like the dev­il to hush up scan­dal,
				

				For the bribe of ad­ver­tis­ing.
				

				In my room I shot him, at Madam Lou’s,
				

				Be­cause he knocked me down when I said
				

				That, in spite of all the mon­ey he had,
				

				I’d see my lover that night.”
			

		


			Oscar Hummel

			
				I stag­gered on through dark­ness,
				

				There was a hazy sky, a few stars
				

				Which I fol­lowed as best I could.
				

				It was nine o’clock, I was try­ing to get home.
				

				But some­how I was lost,
				

				Though re­al­ly keep­ing the road.
				

				Then I reeled through a gate and in­to a yard,
				

				And called at the top of my voice:
				

				“Oh, Fid­dler! Oh, Mr. Jones!”
				

				(I thought it was his house and he would show me the way home.)
				

				But who should step out but A. D. Blood,
				

				In his night shirt, wav­ing a stick of wood,
				

				And roar­ing about the cursed sa­loons,
				

				And the crim­i­nals they made?
				

				“You drunk­en Os­car Hum­mel,” he said,
				

				As I stood there weav­ing to and fro,
				

				Tak­ing the blows from the stick in his hand
				

				Till I dropped down dead at his feet.
			

		


			Roscoe Purkapile

			
				She loved me. Oh! how she loved me!
				

				I nev­er had a chance to es­cape
				

				From the day she first saw me.
				

				But then af­ter we were mar­ried I thought
				

				She might prove her mor­tal­i­ty and let me out,
				

				Or she might di­vorce me.
				

				But few die, none re­sign.
				

				Then I ran away and was gone a year on a lark.
				

				But she nev­er com­plained. She said all would be well,
				

				That I would re­turn. And I did re­turn.
				

				I told her that while tak­ing a row in a boat
				

				I had been cap­tured near Van Bu­ren Street
				

				By pi­rates on Lake Michi­gan,
				

				And kept in chains, so I could not write her.
				

				She cried and kissed me, and said it was cru­el,
				

				Out­ra­geous, in­hu­man!
				

				I then con­clud­ed our mar­riage
				

				Was a di­vine dis­pen­sa­tion
				

				And could not be dis­solved,
				

				Ex­cept by death.
				

				I was right.
			

		


			Mrs. Purkapile

			
				He ran away and was gone for a year.
				

				When he came home he told me the sil­ly sto­ry
				

				Of be­ing kid­napped by pi­rates on Lake Michi­gan
				

				And kept in chains so he could not write me.
				

				I pre­tend­ed to be­lieve it, though I knew very well
				

				What he was do­ing, and that he met
				

				The milliner, Mrs. Williams, now and then
				

				When she went to the city to buy goods, as she said.
				

				But a prom­ise is a prom­ise
				

				And mar­riage is mar­riage,
				

				And out of re­spect for my own char­ac­ter
				

				I re­fused to be drawn in­to a di­vorce
				

				By the scheme of a hus­band who had mere­ly grown tired
				

				Of his mar­i­tal vow and du­ty.
			

		


			Josiah Tompkins

			
				I was well known and much beloved
				

				And rich, as for­tunes are reck­oned
				

				In Spoon Riv­er, where I had lived and worked.
				

				That was the home for me,
				

				Though all my chil­dren had flown afar—
				

				Which is the way of Na­ture—all but one.
				

				The boy, who was the ba­by, stayed at home,
				

				To be my help in my fail­ing years
				

				And the so­lace of his moth­er.
				

				But I grew weak­er, as he grew stronger,
				

				And he quar­reled with me about the busi­ness,
				

				And his wife said I was a hin­drance to it;
				

				And he won his moth­er to see as he did,
				

				Till they tore me up to be trans­plant­ed
				

				With them to her girl­hood home in Mis­souri.
				

				And so much of my for­tune was gone at last,
				

				Though I made the will just as he drew it,
				

				He prof­it­ed lit­tle by it.
			

		


			Mrs. Kessler

			
				Mr. Kessler, you know, was in the army,
				

				And he drew six dol­lars a month as a pen­sion,
				

				And stood on the cor­ner talk­ing pol­i­tics,
				

				Or sat at home read­ing Grant’s Mem­oirs;
				

				And I sup­port­ed the fam­i­ly by wash­ing,
				

				Learn­ing the se­crets of all the peo­ple
				

				From their cur­tains, coun­ter­panes, shirts and skirts.
				

				For things that are new grow old at length,
				

				They’re re­placed with bet­ter or none at all:
				

				Peo­ple are pros­per­ing or fall­ing back.
				

				And rents and patch­es widen with time;
				

				No thread or nee­dle can pace de­cay,
				

				And there are stains that baf­fle soap,
				

				And there are col­ors that run in spite of you,
				

				Blamed though you are for spoil­ing a dress.
				

				Hand­ker­chiefs, napery, have their se­crets—
				

				The laun­dress, Life, knows all about it.
				

				And I, who went to all the fu­ner­als
				

				Held in Spoon Riv­er, swear I nev­er
				

				Saw a dead face with­out think­ing it looked
				

				Like some­thing washed and ironed.
			

		


			Harmon Whitney

			
				Out of the lights and roar of cities,
				

				Drift­ing down like a spark in Spoon Riv­er,
				

				Burnt out with the fire of drink, and bro­ken,
				

				The paramour of a wom­an I took in self-con­tempt,
				

				But to hide a wound­ed pride as well.
				

				To be judged and loathed by a vil­lage of lit­tle minds—
				

				I, gift­ed with tongues and wis­dom,
				

				Sunk here to the dust of the jus­tice court,
				

				A pick­er of rags in the rub­bage of spites and wrongs—
				

				I, whom for­tune smiled on! I in a vil­lage,
				

				Spout­ing to gap­ing yokels pages of verse,
				

				Out of the lore of gold­en years,
				

				Or rais­ing a laugh with a flash of filthy wit
				

				When they bought the drinks to kin­dle my dy­ing mind.
				

				To be judged by you,
				

				The soul of me hid­den from you,
				

				With its wound gan­grened
				

				By love for a wife who made the wound,
				

				With her cold white bo­som, trea­sonous, pure and hard,
				

				Re­lent­less to the last, when the touch of her hand,
				

				At any time, might have cured me of the ty­phus,
				

				Caught in the jun­gle of life where many are lost.
				

				And on­ly to think that my soul could not re-act,
				

				Like By­ron’s did, in song, in some­thing no­ble,
				

				But turned on it­self like a tor­tured snake—
				

				Judge me this way, O world!
			

		


			Bert Kessler

			
				I winged my bird,
				

				Though he flew to­ward the set­ting sun;
				

				But just as the shot rang out, he soared
				

				Up and up through the splin­ters of gold­en light,
				

				Till he turned right over, feath­ers ruf­fled,
				

				With some of the down of him float­ing near,
				

				And fell like a plum­met in­to the grass.
				

				I tramped about, part­ing the tan­gles,
				

				Till I saw a splash of blood on a stump,
				

				And the quail ly­ing close to the rot­ten roots.
				

				I reached my hand, but saw no brier,
				

				But some­thing pricked and stung and numbed it.
				

				And then, in a sec­ond, I spied the rat­tler—
				

				The shut­ters wide in his yel­low eyes,
				

				The head of him arched, sunk back in the rings of him,
				

				A cir­cle of filth, the col­or of ash­es,
				

				Or oak leaves bleached un­der lay­ers of leaves.
				

				I stood like a stone as he shrank and un­coiled
				

				And start­ed to crawl be­neath the stump,
				

				When I fell limp in the grass.
			

		


			Lambert Hutchins

			
				I have two mon­u­ments be­sides this gran­ite obelisk:
				

				One, the house I built on the hill,
				

				With its spires, bay win­dows, and roof of slate;
				

				The oth­er, the lake-front in Chica­go,
				

				Where the rail­road keeps a switch­ing yard,
				

				With whistling en­gines and crunch­ing wheels,
				

				And smoke and soot thrown over the city,
				

				And the crash of cars along the boule­vard—
				

				A blot like a hog-pen on the har­bor
				

				Of a great me­trop­o­lis, foul as a sty.
				

				I helped to give this her­itage
				

				To gen­er­a­tions yet un­born, with my vote
				

				In the House of Rep­re­sen­ta­tives,
				

				And the lure of the thing was to be at rest
				

				From the nev­er-end­ing fright of need,
				

				And to give my daugh­ters gen­tle breed­ing,
				

				And a sense of se­cu­ri­ty in life.
				

				But, you see, though I had the man­sion house
				

				And trav­el­ing pass­es and lo­cal dis­tinc­tion,
				

				I could hear the whis­pers, whis­pers, whis­pers,
				

				Wher­ev­er I went, and my daugh­ters grew up
				

				With a look as if some­one were about to strike them;
				

				And they mar­ried mad­ly, hel­ter-skel­ter,
				

				Just to get out and have a change.
				

				And what was the whole of the busi­ness worth?
				

				Why, it wasn’t worth a damn!
			

		


			Lillian Stewart

			
				I was the daugh­ter of Lam­bert Hutchins,
				

				Born in a cot­tage near the grist-mill,
				

				Reared in the man­sion there on the hill,
				

				With its spires, bay-win­dows, and roof of slate.
				

				How proud my moth­er was of the man­sion!
				

				How proud of fa­ther’s rise in the world!
				

				And how my fa­ther loved and watched us,
				

				And guard­ed our hap­pi­ness.
				

				But I be­lieve the house was a curse,
				

				For fa­ther’s for­tune was lit­tle be­side it;
				

				And when my hus­band found he had mar­ried
				

				A girl who was re­al­ly poor,
				

				He taunt­ed me with the spires,
				

				And called the house a fraud on the world,
				

				A treach­er­ous lure to young men, rais­ing hopes
				

				Of a dowry not to be had;
				

				And a man while sell­ing his vote
				

				Should get enough from the peo­ple’s be­tray­al
				

				To wall the whole of his fam­i­ly in.
				

				He vexed my life till I went back home
				

				And lived like an old maid till I died,
				

				Keep­ing house for fa­ther.
			

		


			Hortence Robbins

			
				My name used to be in the pa­pers dai­ly
				

				As hav­ing dined some­where,
				

				Or trav­eled some­where,
				

				Or rent­ed a house in Paris,
				

				Where I en­ter­tained the no­bil­i­ty.
				

				I was for­ev­er eat­ing or trav­el­ing,
				

				Or tak­ing the cure at Baden-Baden.
				

				Now I am here to do hon­or
				

				To Spoon Riv­er, here be­side the fam­i­ly whence I sprang.
				

				No one cares now where I dined,
				

				Or lived, or whom I en­ter­tained,
				

				Or how of­ten I took the cure at Baden-Baden!
			

		


			Batterton Dobyns

			
				Did my wid­ow flit about
				

				From Mack­inac to Los An­ge­les,
				

				Rest­ing and bathing and sit­ting an hour
				

				Or more at the ta­ble over soup and meats
				

				And del­i­cate sweets and cof­fee?
				

				I was cut down in my prime
				

				From over­work and anx­i­ety.
				

				But I thought all along, what­ev­er hap­pens
				

				I’ve kept my in­sur­ance up,
				

				And there’s some­thing in the bank,
				

				And a sec­tion of land in Man­i­to­ba.
				

				But just as I slipped I had a vi­sion
				

				In a last delir­i­um:
				

				I saw my­self ly­ing nailed in a box
				

				With a white lawn tie and a bou­ton­niere,
				

				And my wife was sit­ting by a win­dow
				

				Some place afar over­look­ing the sea;
				

				She seemed so rest­ed, rud­dy and fat,
				

				Al­though her hair was white.
				

				And she smiled and said to a col­ored wait­er:
				

				“An­oth­er slice of roast beef, George.
				

				Here’s a nick­el for your trou­ble.”
			

		


			Jacob Godbey

			
				How did you feel, you lib­er­tar­i­ans,
				

				Who spent your tal­ents ral­ly­ing no­ble rea­sons
				

				Around the sa­loon, as if Lib­er­ty
				

				Was not to be found any­where ex­cept at the bar
				

				Or at a ta­ble, guz­zling?
				

				How did you feel, Ben Pantier, and the rest of you,
				

				Who al­most stoned me for a tyrant,
				

				Garbed as a moral­ist,
				

				And as a wry-faced as­cetic frown­ing up­on York­shire pud­ding,
				

				Roast beef and ale and good will and rosy cheer—
				

				Things you nev­er saw in a grog-shop in your life?
				

				How did you feel af­ter I was dead and gone,
				

				And your god­dess, Lib­er­ty, un­masked as a strum­pet,
				

				Sell­ing out the streets of Spoon Riv­er
				

				To the in­so­lent gi­ants
				

				Who manned the sa­loons from afar?
				

				Did it oc­cur to you that per­son­al lib­er­ty
				

				Is lib­er­ty of the mind,
				

				Rather than of the bel­ly?
			

		


			Walter Simmons

			
				My par­ents thought that I would be
				

				As great as Edi­son or greater:
				

				For as a boy I made bal­loons
				

				And won­drous kites and toys with clocks
				

				And lit­tle en­gines with tracks to run on
				

				And tele­phones of cans and thread.
				

				I played the cor­net and paint­ed pic­tures,
				

				Mod­eled in clay and took the part
				

				Of the vil­lain in the Oc­toroon.
				

				But then at twen­ty-one I mar­ried
				

				And had to live, and so, to live
				

				I learned the trade of mak­ing watch­es
				

				And kept the jew­el­ry store on the square,
				

				Think­ing, think­ing, think­ing, think­ing—
				

				Not of busi­ness, but of the en­gine
				

				I stud­ied the cal­cu­lus to build.
				

				And all Spoon Riv­er watched and wait­ed
				

				To see it work, but it nev­er worked.
				

				And a few kind souls be­lieved my ge­nius
				

				Was some­how ham­pered by the store.
				

				It wasn’t true. The truth was this:
				

				I didn’t have the brains.
			

		


			Tom Beatty

			
				I was a lawyer like Har­mon Whit­ney
				

				Or Kin­sey Keene or Gar­ri­son Stan­dard,
				

				For I tried the rights of prop­er­ty,
				

				Al­though by lamp-light, for thir­ty years,
				

				In that pok­er room in the opera house.
				

				And I say to you that Life’s a gam­bler
				

				Head and shoul­ders above us all.
				

				No may­or alive can close the house.
				

				And if you lose, you can squeal as you will;
				

				You’ll not get back your mon­ey.
				

				He makes the per­cent­age hard to con­quer;
				

				He stacks the cards to catch your weak­ness
				

				And not to meet your strength.
				

				And he gives you sev­en­ty years to play:
				

				For if you can­not win in sev­en­ty
				

				You can­not win at all.
				

				So, if you lose, get out of the room—
				

				Get out of the room when your time is up.
				

				It’s mean to sit and fum­ble the cards,
				

				And curse your loss­es, lead­en-eyed,
				

				Whin­ing to try and try.
			

		


			Roy Butler

			
				If the learned Supreme Court of Illi­nois
				

				Got at the se­cret of ev­ery case
				

				As well as it does a case of rape
				

				It would be the great­est court in the world.
				

				A ju­ry, of neigh­bors most­ly, with “Butch” Weldy
				

				As fore­man, found me guilty in ten min­utes
				

				And two bal­lots on a case like this:
				

				Richard Ban­dle and I had trou­ble over a fence,
				

				And my wife and Mrs. Ban­dle quar­reled
				

				As to whether Ipa­va was a fin­er town than Ta­ble Grove.
				

				I awoke one morn­ing with the love of God
				

				Brim­ming over my heart, so I went to see Richard
				

				To set­tle the fence in the spir­it of Je­sus Christ.
				

				I knocked on the door, and his wife opened;
				

				She smiled and asked me in. I en­tered—
				

				She slammed the door and be­gan to scream,
				

				“Take your hands off, you low down var­let!”
				

				Just then her hus­band en­tered.
				

				I waved my hands, choked up with words.
				

				He went for his gun, and I ran out.
				

				But nei­ther the Supreme Court nor my wife
				

				Be­lieved a word she said.
			

		


			Searcy Foote

			
				I want­ed to go away to col­lege
				

				But rich Aunt Per­sis wouldn’t help me.
				

				So I made gar­dens and raked the lawns
				

				And bought John Alden’s books with my earn­ings
				

				And toiled for the very means of life.
				

				I want­ed to mar­ry Delia Prick­ett,
				

				But how could I do it with what I earned?
				

				And there was Aunt Per­sis more than sev­en­ty,
				

				Who sat in a wheel-chair half alive,
				

				With her throat so par­a­lyzed, when she swal­lowed
				

				The soup ran out of her mouth like a duck—
				

				A gour­mand yet, in­vest­ing her in­come
				

				In mort­gages, fret­ting all the time
				

				About her notes and rents and pa­pers.
				

				That day I was saw­ing wood for her,
				

				And read­ing Proud­hon in be­tween.
				

				I went in the house for a drink of wa­ter,
				

				And there she sat asleep in her chair,
				

				And Proud­hon ly­ing on the ta­ble,
				

				And a bot­tle of chlo­ro­form on the book,
				

				She used some­times for an aching tooth!
				

				I poured the chlo­ro­form on a hand­ker­chief
				

				And held it to her nose till she died.—
				

				Oh Delia, Delia, you and Proud­hon
				

				Stead­ied my hand, and the coro­ner
				

				Said she died of heart fail­ure.
				

				I mar­ried Delia and got the mon­ey—
				

				A joke on you, Spoon Riv­er?
			

		


			Edmund Pollard

			
				I would I had thrust my hands of flesh
				

				In­to the disk-flow­ers bee-in­fest­ed,
				

				In­to the mir­ror-like core of fire
				

				Of the light of life, the sun of de­light.
				

				For what are an­thers worth or petals
				

				Or ha­lo-rays? Mock­eries, shad­ows
				

				Of the heart of the flow­er, the cen­tral flame
				

				All is yours, young pass­er-by;
				

				En­ter the ban­quet room with the thought;
				

				Don’t si­dle in as if you were doubt­ful
				

				Whether you’re wel­come—the feast is yours!
				

				Nor take but a lit­tle, re­fus­ing more
				

				With a bash­ful “Thank you,” when you’re hun­gry.
				

				Is your soul alive? Then let it feed!
				

				Leave no bal­conies where you can climb;
				

				Nor milk-white bo­soms where you can rest;
				

				Nor gold­en heads with pil­lows to share;
				

				Nor wine cups while the wine is sweet;
				

				Nor ec­stasies of body or soul,
				

				You will die, no doubt, but die while liv­ing
				

				In depths of azure, rapt and mat­ed,
				

				Kiss­ing the queen-bee, Life!
			

		


			Thomas Trebelyan

			
				Read­ing in Ovid the sor­row­ful sto­ry of Itys,
				

				Son of the love of Tereus and Proc­ne, slain
				

				For the guilty pas­sion of Tereus for Philomela,
				

				The flesh of him served to Tereus by Proc­ne,
				

				And the wrath of Tereus, the mur­der­ess pur­su­ing
				

				Till the gods made Philomela a nightin­gale,
				

				Lute of the ris­ing moon, and Proc­ne a swal­low!
				

				Oh liv­ers and artists of Hel­las cen­turies gone,
				

				Seal­ing in lit­tle thuri­bles dreams and wis­dom,
				

				In­cense be­yond all price, for­ev­er fra­grant,
				

				A breath where­of makes clear the eyes of the soul!
				

				How I in­haled its sweet­ness here in Spoon Riv­er!
				

				The thuri­ble open­ing when I had lived and learned
				

				How all of us kill the chil­dren of love, and all of us,
				

				Know­ing not what we do, de­vour their flesh;
				

				And all of us change to singers, al­though it be
				

				But once in our lives, or change—alas!—to swal­lows,
				

				To twit­ter amid cold winds and fall­ing leaves!
			

		


			Percival Sharp

			
				Ob­serve the clasped hands!
				

				Are they hands of farewell or greet­ing,
				

				Hands that I helped or hands that helped me?
				

				Would it not be well to carve a hand
				

				With an in­vert­ed thumb, like Elaga­balus?
				

				And yon­der is a bro­ken chain,
				

				The weak­est-link idea per­haps—
				

				But what was it?
				

				And lambs, some ly­ing down,
				

				Oth­ers stand­ing, as if lis­ten­ing to the shep­herd—
				

				Oth­ers bear­ing a cross, one foot lift­ed up—
				

				Why not chis­el a few sham­bles?
				

				And fall­en col­umns! Carve the pedestal, please,
				

				Or the foun­da­tions; let us see the cause of the fall.
				

				And com­pass­es and math­e­mat­i­cal in­stru­ments,
				

				In irony of the un­der ten­ants’ ig­no­rance
				

				Of de­ter­mi­nants and the cal­cu­lus of vari­a­tions.
				

				And an­chors, for those who nev­er sailed.
				

				And gates ajar—yes, so they were;
				

				You left them open and stray goats en­tered your gar­den.
				

				And an eye watch­ing like one of the Ari­maspi—
				

				So did you—with one eye.
				

				And an­gels blow­ing trum­pets—you are her­ald­ed—
				

				It is your horn and your an­gel and your fam­i­ly’s es­ti­mate.
				

				It is all very well, but for my­self I know
				

				I stirred cer­tain vi­bra­tions in Spoon Riv­er
				

				Which are my true epi­taph, more last­ing than stone.
			

		


			Hiram Scates

			
				I tried to win the nom­i­na­tion
				

				For pres­i­dent of the Coun­ty-board
				

				And I made speech­es all over the Coun­ty
				

				De­nounc­ing Solomon Pur­ple, my ri­val,
				

				As an en­e­my of the peo­ple,
				

				In league with the mas­ter-foes of man.
				

				Young ide­al­ists, bro­ken war­riors,
				

				Hob­bling on one crutch of hope,
				

				Souls that stake their all on the truth,
				

				Losers of worlds at heav­en’s bid­ding,
				

				Flocked about me and fol­lowed my voice
				

				As the sav­ior of the Coun­ty.
				

				But Solomon won the nom­i­na­tion;
				

				And then I faced about,
				

				And ral­lied my fol­low­ers to his stan­dard,
				

				And made him vic­tor, made him King
				

				Of the Gold­en Moun­tain with the door
				

				Which closed on my heels just as I en­tered,
				

				Flat­tered by Solomon’s in­vi­ta­tion,
				

				To be the Coun­ty-board’s sec­re­tary.
				

				And out in the cold stood all my fol­low­ers:
				

				Young ide­al­ists, bro­ken war­riors
				

				Hob­bling on one crutch of hope—
				

				Souls that staked their all on the truth,
				

				Losers of worlds at heav­en’s bid­ding,
				

				Watch­ing the Dev­il kick the Mil­len­ni­um
				

				Over the Gold­en Moun­tain.
			

		


			Peleg Poague

			
				Hors­es and men are just alike.
				

				There was my stal­lion, Bil­ly Lee,
				

				Black as a cat and trim as a deer,
				

				With an eye of fire, keen to start,
				

				And he could hit the fastest speed
				

				Of any rac­er around Spoon Riv­er.
				

				But just as you’d think he couldn’t lose,
				

				With his lead of fifty yards or more,
				

				He’d rear him­self and throw the rid­er,
				

				And fall back over, tan­gled up,
				

				Com­plete­ly gone to pieces.
				

				You see he was a per­fect fraud:
				

				He couldn’t win, he couldn’t work,
				

				He was too light to haul or plow with,
				

				And no one want­ed colts from him.
				

				And when I tried to drive him—well,
				

				He ran away and killed me.
			

		


			Jeduthan Hawley

			
				There would be a knock at the door
				

				And I would arise at mid­night and go to the shop,
				

				Where be­lat­ed trav­el­ers would hear me ham­mer­ing
				

				Sepul­chral boards and tack­ing satin.
				

				And of­ten I won­dered who would go with me
				

				To the dis­tant land, our names the theme
				

				For talk, in the same week, for I’ve ob­served
				

				Two al­ways go to­geth­er.
				

				Chase Hen­ry was paired with Edith Co­nant;
				

				And Jonathan Somers with Willie Met­calf;
				

				And Ed­i­tor Ham­blin with Fran­cis Turn­er,
				

				When he prayed to live longer than Ed­i­tor Whe­don;
				

				And Thomas Rhodes with wid­ow Mc­Far­lane;
				

				And Emi­ly Sparks with Bar­ry Hold­en;
				

				And Os­car Hum­mel with Davis Mat­lock;
				

				And Ed­i­tor Whe­don with Fid­dler Jones;
				

				And Faith Ma­th­e­ny with Dor­cas Gus­tine.
				

				And I, the solemnest man in town,
				

				Stepped off with Daisy Fras­er.
			

		


			Abel Melveny

			
				I bought ev­ery kind of ma­chine that’s known—
				

				Grinders, shellers, planters, mow­ers,
				

				Mills and rakes and ploughs and thresh­ers—
				

				And all of them stood in the rain and sun,
				

				Get­ting rust­ed, warped and bat­tered,
				

				For I had no sheds to store them in,
				

				And no use for most of them.
				

				And to­ward the last, when I thought it over,
				

				There by my win­dow, grow­ing clear­er
				

				About my­self, as my pulse slowed down,
				

				And looked at one of the mills I bought—
				

				Which I didn’t have the slight­est need of,
				

				As things turned out, and I nev­er ran—
				

				A fine ma­chine, once bright­ly var­nished,
				

				And ea­ger to do its work,
				

				Now with its paint washed off—
				

				I saw my­self as a good ma­chine
				

				That Life had nev­er used.
			

		


			Oaks Tutt

			
				My moth­er was for wom­an’s rights
				

				And my fa­ther was the rich miller at Lon­don Mills.
				

				I dreamed of the wrongs of the world and want­ed to right them.
				

				When my fa­ther died, I set out to see peo­ples and coun­tries
				

				In or­der to learn how to re­form the world.
				

				I trav­eled through many lands.
				

				I saw the ru­ins of Rome,
				

				And the ru­ins of Athens,
				

				And the ru­ins of Thebes.
				

				And I sat by moon­light amid the necrop­o­lis of Mem­phis.
				

				There I was caught up by wings of flame,
				

				And a voice from heav­en said to me:
				

				“In­jus­tice, Un­truth de­stroyed them. Go forth!
				

				Preach Jus­tice! Preach Truth!”
				

				And I has­tened back to Spoon Riv­er
				

				To say farewell to my moth­er be­fore be­gin­ning my work.
				

				They all saw a strange light in my eye.
				

				And by and by, when I taIked, they dis­cov­ered
				

				What had come in my mind.
				

				Then Jonathan Swift Somers chal­lenged me to de­bate
				

				The sub­ject, (I tak­ing the neg­a­tive):
				

				“Pon­tius Pi­late, the Great­est Philoso­pher of the World.”
				

				And he won the de­bate by say­ing at last,
				

				“Be­fore you re­form the world, Mr. Tutt,
				

				Please an­swer the ques­tion of Pon­tius Pi­late:
				

				‘What is Truth?’ ”
			

		


			Elliott Hawkins

			
				I looked like Abra­ham Lin­coln.
				

				I was one of you, Spoon Riv­er, in all fel­low­ship,
				

				But stand­ing for the rights of prop­er­ty and for or­der.
				

				A reg­u­lar church at­ten­dant,
				

				Some­times ap­pear­ing in your town meet­ings to warn you
				

				Against the evils of dis­con­tent and en­vy,
				

				And to de­nounce those who tried to de­stroy the Union,
				

				And to point to the per­il of the Knights of La­bor.
				

				My suc­cess and my ex­am­ple are in­evitable in­flu­ences
				

				In your young men and in gen­er­a­tions to come,
				

				In spite of at­tacks of news­pa­pers like the Clar­i­on;
				

				A reg­u­lar vis­i­tor at Spring­field
				

				When the Leg­is­la­ture was in ses­sion
				

				To pre­vent raids up­on the rail­roads,
				

				And the men build­ing up the state.
				

				Trust­ed by them and by you, Spoon Riv­er, equal­ly
				

				In spite of the whis­pers that I was a lob­by­ist.
				

				Mov­ing qui­et­ly through the world, rich and court­ed.
				

				Dy­ing at last, of course, but ly­ing here
				

				Un­der a stone with an open book carved up­on it
				

				And the words “Of such is the King­dom of Heav­en.”
				

				And now, you world-savers, who reaped noth­ing in life
				

				And in death have nei­ther stones nor epi­taphs,
				

				How do you like your si­lence from mouths stopped
				

				With the dust of my tri­umphant ca­reer?
			

		


			Voltaire Johnson

			
				Why did you bruise me with your rough places
				

				If you did not want me to tell you about them?
				

				And sti­fle me with your stu­pidi­ties,
				

				If you did not want me to ex­pose them?
				

				And nail me with the nails of cru­el­ty,
				

				If you did not want me to pluck the nails forth
				

				And fling them in your faces?
				

				And starve me be­cause I re­fused to obey you,
				

				If you did not want me to un­der­mine your tyran­ny?
				

				I might have been as soul serene
				

				As William Wordsworth ex­cept for you!
				

				But what a cow­ard you are, Spoon Riv­er,
				

				When you drove me to stand in a mag­ic cir­cle
				

				By the sword of Truth de­scribed!
				

				And then to whine and curse your burns,
				

				And curse my pow­er who stood and laughed
				

				Amid iron­i­cal light­ning!
			

		


			English Thornton

			
				Here! You sons of the men
				

				Who fought with Wash­ing­ton at Val­ley Forge,
				

				And whipped Black Hawk at Starved Rock,
				

				Arise! Do bat­tle with the de­scen­dants of those
				

				Who bought land in the loop when it was waste sand,
				

				And sold blan­kets and guns to the army of Grant,
				

				And sat in leg­is­la­tures in the ear­ly days,
				

				Tak­ing bribes from the rail­roads!
				

				Arise! Do bat­tle with the fops and bluffs,
				

				The pre­tenders and fig­u­rantes of the so­ci­ety col­umn
				

				And the yokel souls whose daugh­ters mar­ry counts;
				

				And the par­a­sites on great ideas,
				

				And the noisy rid­ers of great caus­es,
				

				And the heirs of an­cient thefts.
				

				Arise! And make the city yours,
				

				And the State yours—
				

				You who are sons of the hardy yeo­man­ry of the for­ties!
				

				By God! If you do not de­stroy these ver­min
				

				My aveng­ing ghost will wipe out
				

				Your city and your state.
			

		


			Enoch Dunlap

			
				How many times, dur­ing the twen­ty years
				

				I was your lead­er, friends of Spoon Riv­er,
				

				Did you ne­glect the con­ven­tion and cau­cus,
				

				And leave the bur­den on my hands
				

				Of guard­ing and sav­ing the peo­ple’s cause?—
				

				Some­times be­cause you were ill;
				

				Or your grand­moth­er was ill;
				

				Or you drank too much and fell asleep;
				

				Or else you said: “He is our lead­er,
				

				All will be well; he fights for us;
				

				We have noth­ing to do but fol­low.”
				

				But oh, how you cursed me when I fell,
				

				And cursed me, say­ing I had be­trayed you,
				

				In leav­ing the cau­cus room for a mo­ment,
				

				When the peo­ple’s en­e­mies, there as­sem­bled,
				

				Wait­ed and watched for a chance to de­stroy
				

				The Sa­cred Rights of the Peo­ple.
				

				You com­mon rab­ble! I left the cau­cus
				

				To go to the uri­nal!
			

		


			Ida Frickey

			
				Noth­ing in life is alien to you:
				

				I was a pen­ni­less girl from Sum­mum
				

				Who stepped from the morn­ing train in Spoon Riv­er.
				

				All the hous­es stood be­fore me with closed doors
				

				And drawn shades—l was barred out;
				

				I had no place or part in any of them.
				

				And I walked past the old Mc­Neely man­sion,
				

				A cas­tle of stone ’mid walks and gar­dens
				

				With work­men about the place on guard
				

				And the Coun­ty and State up­hold­ing it
				

				For its lord­ly own­er, full of pride.
				

				I was so hun­gry I had a vi­sion:
				

				I saw a gi­ant pair of scis­sors
				

				Dip from the sky, like the beam of a dredge,
				

				And cut the house in two like a cur­tain.
				

				But at the “Com­mer­cial” I saw a man,
				

				Who winked at me as I asked for work—
				

				It was Wash Mc­Neely’s son.
				

				He proved the link in the chain of ti­tle
				

				To half my own­er­ship of the man­sion,
				

				Through a breach of prom­ise suit—the scis­sors.
				

				So, you see, the house, from the day I was born,
				

				Was on­ly wait­ing for me.
			

		


			Seth Compton

			
				When I died, the cir­cu­lat­ing li­brary
				

				Which I built up for Spoon Riv­er,
				

				And man­aged for the good of in­quir­ing minds,
				

				Was sold at auc­tion on the pub­lic square,
				

				As if to de­stroy the last ves­tige
				

				Of my mem­o­ry and in­flu­ence.
				

				For those of you who could not see the virtue
				

				Of know­ing Vol­ney’s Ru­ins as well as But­ler’s Anal­o­gy
				

				And Faust as well as Evan­ge­line,
				

				Were re­al­ly the pow­er in the vil­lage,
				

				And of­ten you asked me,
				

				“What is the use of know­ing the evil in the world?”
				

				I am out of your way now, Spoon Riv­er,
				

				Choose your own good and call it good.
				

				For I could nev­er make you see
				

				That no one knows what is good
				

				Who knows not what is evil;
				

				And no one knows what is true
				

				Who knows not what is false.
			

		


			Felix Schmidt

			
				It was on­ly a lit­tle house of two rooms—
				

				Al­most like a child’s play-house—
				

				With scarce five acres of ground around it;
				

				And I had so many chil­dren to feed
				

				And school and clothe, and a wife who was sick
				

				From bear­ing chil­dren.
				

				One day lawyer Whit­ney came along
				

				And proved to me that Chris­tian Dall­man,
				

				Who owned three thou­sand acres of land,
				

				Had bought the eighty that ad­joined me
				

				In eigh­teen hun­dred and sev­en­ty-one
				

				For eleven dol­lars, at a sale for tax­es,
				

				While my fa­ther lay in his mor­tal ill­ness.
				

				So the quar­rel arose and I went to law.
				

				But when we came to the proof,
				

				A sur­vey of the land showed clear as day
				

				That Dall­man’s tax deed cov­ered my ground
				

				And my lit­tle house of two rooms.
				

				It served me right for stir­ring him up.
				

				I lost my case and lost my place.
				

				I left the court room and went to work
				

				As Chris­tian Dall­man’s ten­ant.
			

		


			Schroeder the Fisherman

			
				I sat on the bank above Bernadotte
				

				And dropped crumbs in the wa­ter,
				

				Just to see the min­nows bump each oth­er,
				

				Un­til the strong­est got the prize.
				

				Or I went to my lit­tle pas­ture,
				

				Where the peace­ful swine were asleep in the wal­low,
				

				Or nos­ing each oth­er lov­ing­ly,
				

				And emp­tied a bas­ket of yel­low corn,
				

				And watched them push and squeal and bite,
				

				And tram­ple each oth­er to get the corn.
				

				And I saw how Chris­tian Dall­man’s farm,
				

				Of more than three thou­sand acres,
				

				Swal­lowed the patch of Fe­lix Schmidt,
				

				As a bass will swal­low a min­now.
				

				And I say if there’s any­thing in man—
				

				Spir­it, or con­science, or breath of God
				

				That makes him dif­fer­ent from fish­es or hogs,
				

				I’d like to see it work!
			

		


			Richard Bone

			
				When I first came to Spoon Riv­er
				

				I did not know whether what they told me
				

				Was true or false.
				

				They would bring me the epi­taph
				

				And stand around the shop while I worked
				

				And say “He was so kind,” “He was so won­der­ful,”
				

				“She was the sweet­est wom­an,” “He was a con­sis­tent Chris­tian.”
				

				And I chis­eled for them what­ev­er they wished,
				

				All in ig­no­rance of the truth.
				

				But lat­er, as I lived among the peo­ple here,
				

				I knew how near to the life
				

				Were the epi­taphs that were or­dered for them as they died.
				

				But still I chis­eled what­ev­er they paid me to chis­el
				

				And made my­self par­ty to the false chron­i­cles
				

				Of the stones,
				

				Even as the his­to­ri­an does who writes
				

				With­out know­ing the truth,
				

				Or be­cause he is in­flu­enced to hide it.
			

		


			Silas Dement

			
				It was moon­light, and the earth sparkled
				

				With new-fall­en frost.
				

				It was mid­night and not a soul abroad.
				

				Out of the chim­ney of the court­house
				

				A gray-hound of smoke leapt and chased
				

				The north­west wind.
				

				I car­ried a lad­der to the land­ing of the stairs
				

				And leaned it against the frame of the trap-door
				

				In the ceil­ing of the por­ti­co,
				

				And I crawled un­der the roof and amid the rafters
				

				And flung among the sea­soned tim­bers
				

				A light­ed hand­ful of oil-soaked waste.
				

				Then I came down and slunk away.
				

				In a lit­tle while the fire-bell rang—
				

				Clang! Clang! Clang!
				

				And the Spoon Riv­er lad­der com­pa­ny
				

				Came with a dozen buck­ets and be­gan to pour wa­ter
				

				On the glo­ri­ous bon-fire, grow­ing hot­ter
				

				High­er and brighter, till the walls fell in,
				

				And the lime­stone col­umns where Lin­coln stood
				

				Crashed like trees when the wood­man fells them …
				

				When I came back from Joli­et
				

				There was a new court house with a dome.
				

				For I was pun­ished like all who de­stroy
				

				The past for the sake of the fu­ture.
			

		


			Dillard Sissman

			
				The buz­zards wheel slow­ly
				

				In wide cir­cles, in a sky
				

				Faint­ly hazed as from dust from the road.
				

				And a wind sweeps through the pas­ture where I lie
				

				Beat­ing the grass in­to long waves.
				

				My kite is above the wind,
				

				Though now and then it wob­bles,
				

				Like a man shak­ing his shoul­ders;
				

				And the tail streams out mo­men­tar­i­ly,
				

				Then sinks to rest.
				

				And the buz­zards wheel and wheel,
				

				Sweep­ing the zenith with wide cir­cles
				

				Above my kite. And the hills sleep.
				

				And a farm house, white as snow,
				

				Peeps from green trees—far away.
				

				And I watch my kite,
				

				For the thin moon will kin­dle her­self ere long,
				

				Then she will swing like a pen­du­lum di­al
				

				To the tail of my kite.
				

				A spurt of flame like a wa­ter-drag­on
				

				Daz­zles my eyes—
				

				I am shak­en as a ban­ner!
			

		


			Jonathan Houghton

			
				There is the caw of a crow,
				

				And the hes­i­tant song of a thrush.
				

				There is the tin­kle of a cow­bell far away,
				

				And the voice of a plow­man on Ship­ley’s hill.
				

				The for­est be­yond the or­chard is still
				

				With mid­sum­mer still­ness;
				

				And along the road a wag­on chuck­les,
				

				Load­ed with corn, go­ing to At­ter­bury.
				

				And an old man sits un­der a tree asleep,
				

				And an old wom­an cross­es the road,
				

				Com­ing from the or­chard with a buck­et of black­ber­ries.
				

				And a boy lies in the grass
				

				Near the feet of the old man,
				

				And looks up at the sail­ing clouds,
				

				And longs, and longs, and longs
				

				For what, he knows not:
				

				For man­hood, for life, for the un­known world!
				

				Then thir­ty years passed,
				

				And the boy re­turned worn out by life
				

				And found the or­chard van­ished,
				

				And the for­est gone,
				

				And the house made over,
				

				And the road­way filled with dust from au­to­mo­biles—
				

				And him­self de­sir­ing The Hill!
			

		


			E. C. Culbertson

			
				Is it true, Spoon Riv­er,
				

				That in the hall-way of the New Court House
				

				There is a tablet of bronze
				

				Con­tain­ing the em­bossed faces
				

				Of Ed­i­tor Whe­don and Thomas Rhodes?
				

				And is it true that my suc­cess­ful labors
				

				In the Coun­ty Board, with­out which
				

				Not one stone would have been placed on an­oth­er,
				

				And the con­tri­bu­tions out of my own pock­et
				

				To build the tem­ple, are but mem­o­ries among the peo­ple,
				

				Grad­u­al­ly fad­ing away, and soon to de­scend
				

				With them to this obliv­ion where I lie?
				

				In truth, I can so be­lieve.
				

				For it is a law of the King­dom of Heav­en
				

				That whoso en­ters the vine­yard at the eleventh hour
				

				Shall re­ceive a full day’s pay.
				

				And it is a law of the King­dom of this World
				

				That those who first op­pose a good work
				

				Seize it and make it their own,
				

				When the cor­ner-stone is laid,
				

				And memo­ri­al tablets are erect­ed.
			

		


			Shack Dye

			
				The white men played all sorts of jokes on me.
				

				They took big fish off my hook
				

				And put lit­tle ones on, while I was away
				

				Get­ting a stringer, and made me be­lieve
				

				I hadn’t seen aright the fish I had caught.
				

				When Burr Rob­bins cir­cus came to town
				

				They got the ring mas­ter to let a tame leop­ard
				

				In­to the ring, and made me be­lieve
				

				I was whip­ping a wild beast like Sam­son
				

				When I, for an of­fer of fifty dol­lars,
				

				Dragged him out to his cage.
				

				One time I en­tered my black­smith shop
				

				And shook as I saw some horse-shoes crawl­ing
				

				Across the floor, as if alive—
				

				Wal­ter Sim­mons had put a mag­net
				

				Un­der the bar­rel of wa­ter.
				

				Yet ev­ery one of you, you white men,
				

				Was fooled about fish and about leop­ards too,
				

				And you didn’t know any more than the horse-shoes did
				

				What moved you about Spoon Riv­er.
			

		


			Hildrup Tubbs

			
				I made two fights for the peo­ple.
				

				First I left my par­ty, bear­ing the gon­falon
				

				Of in­de­pen­dence, for re­form, and was de­feat­ed.
				

				Next I used my rebel strength
				

				To cap­ture the stan­dard of my old par­ty—
				

				And I cap­tured it, but I was de­feat­ed.
				

				Dis­cred­it­ed and dis­card­ed, mis­an­throp­i­cal,
				

				I turned to the so­lace of gold
				

				And I used my rem­nant of pow­er
				

				To fas­ten my­self like a sapro­phyte
				

				Up­on the pu­tres­cent car­cass
				

				Of Thomas Rhodes’ bank­rupt bank,
				

				As as­signee of the fund.
				

				Ev­ery­one now turned from me.
				

				My hair grew white,
				

				My pur­ple lusts grew gray,
				

				To­bac­co and whisky lost their sa­vor
				

				And for years Death ig­nored me
				

				As he does a hog.
			

		


			Henry Tripp

			
				The bank broke and I lost my sav­ings.
				

				I was sick of the tire­some game in Spoon Riv­er
				

				And I made up my mind to run away
				

				And leave my place in life and my fam­i­ly;
				

				But just as the mid­night train pulled in,
				

				Quick off the steps jumped Cul­ly Green
				

				And Mar­tin Vise, and be­gan to fight
				

				To set­tle their an­cient ri­val­ry,
				

				Strik­ing each oth­er with fists that sound­ed
				

				Like the blows of knot­ted clubs.
				

				Now it seemed to me that Cul­ly was win­ning,
				

				When his bloody face broke in­to a grin
				

				Of sick­ly cow­ardice, lean­ing on Mar­tin
				

				And whin­ing out “We’re good friends, Mart,
				

				You know that I’m your friend.”
				

				But a ter­ri­ble punch from Mar­tin knocked him
				

				Around and around and in­to a heap.
				

				And then they ar­rest­ed me as a wit­ness,
				

				And I lost my train and stayed in Spoon Riv­er
				

				To wage my bat­tle of life to the end.
				

				Oh, Cul­ly Green, you were my sav­ior—
				

				You, so ashamed and drooped for years,
				

				Loi­ter­ing list­less about the streets,
				

				And ty­ing rags ’round your fes­ter­ing soul,
				

				Who failed to fight it out.
			

		


			Granville Calhoun

			
				I want­ed to be Coun­ty Judge
				

				One more term, so as to round out a ser­vice
				

				Of thir­ty years.
				

				But my friends left me and joined my en­e­mies,
				

				And they elect­ed a new man.
				

				Then a spir­it of re­venge seized me,
				

				And I in­fect­ed my four sons with it,
				

				And I brood­ed up­on re­tal­i­a­tion,
				

				Un­til the great physi­cian, Na­ture,
				

				Smote me through with paral­y­sis
				

				To give my soul and body a rest.
				

				Did my sons get pow­er and mon­ey?
				

				Did they serve the peo­ple or yoke them,
				

				To till and har­vest fields of self?
				

				For how could they ev­er for­get
				

				My face at my bed-room win­dow,
				

				Sit­ting help­less amid my gold­en cages
				

				Of singing ca­naries,
				

				Look­ing at the old court­house?
			

		


			Henry C. Calhoun

			
				I reached the high­est place in Spoon Riv­er,
				

				But through what bit­ter­ness of spir­it!
				

				The face of my fa­ther, sit­ting speech­less,
				

				Child-like, watch­ing his ca­naries,
				

				And look­ing at the court­house win­dow
				

				Of the coun­ty judge’s room,
				

				And his ad­mo­ni­tions to me to seek
				

				My own in life, and pun­ish Spoon Riv­er
				

				To avenge the wrong the peo­ple did him,
				

				Filled me with fu­ri­ous en­er­gy
				

				To seek for wealth and seek for pow­er.
				

				But what did he do but send me along
				

				The path that leads to the grove of the Fu­ries?
				

				I fol­lowed the path and I tell you this:
				

				On the way to the grove you’ll pass the Fates,
				

				Shad­ow-eyed, bent over their weav­ing.
				

				Stop for a mo­ment, and if you see
				

				The thread of re­venge leap out of the shut­tle,
				

				Then quick­ly snatch from At­ro­pos
				

				The shears and cut it, lest your sons,
				

				And the chil­dren of them and their chil­dren
				

				Wear the en­ven­omed robe.
			

		


			Alfred Moir

			
				Why was I not de­voured by self-con­tempt,
				

				And rot­ted down by in­dif­fer­ence
				

				And im­po­tent re­volt like In­dig­na­tion Jones?
				

				Why, with all of my er­rant steps,
				

				Did I miss the fate of Willard Fluke?
				

				And why, though I stood at Bur­chard’s bar,
				

				As a sort of de­coy for the house to the boys
				

				To buy the drinks, did the curse of drink
				

				Fall on me like rain that runs off,
				

				Leav­ing the soul of me dry and clean?
				

				And why did I nev­er kill a man
				

				Like Jack McGuire?
				

				But in­stead I mount­ed a lit­tle in life,
				

				And I owe it all to a book I read.
				

				But why did I go to Ma­son City,
				

				Where I chanced to see the book in a win­dow,
				

				With its gar­ish cov­er lur­ing my eye?
				

				And why did my soul re­spond to the book,
				

				As I read it over and over?
			

		


			Perry Zoll

			
				My thanks, friends of the Coun­ty Sci­en­tif­ic As­so­ci­a­tion,
				

				For this mod­est boul­der,
				

				And its lit­tle tablet of bronze.
				

				Twice I tried to join your hon­ored body,
				

				And was re­ject­ed,
				

				And when my lit­tle brochure
				

				On the in­tel­li­gence of plants
				

				Be­gan to at­tract at­ten­tion
				

				You al­most vot­ed me in.
				

				Af­ter that I grew be­yond the need of you
				

				And your recog­ni­tion.
				

				Yet I do not re­ject your memo­ri­al stone,
				

				See­ing that I should, in so do­ing,
				

				De­prive you of hon­or to your­selves.
			

		


			Dippold the Optician

			
				What do you see now?
				

				Globes of red, yel­low, pur­ple.
				

				Just a mo­ment! And now?
				

				My fa­ther and moth­er and sis­ters.
				

				Yes! And now?
				

				Knights at arms, beau­ti­ful wom­en, kind faces.
				

				Try this.
				

				A field of grain—a city.
				

				Very good! And now?
				

				A young wom­an with an­gels bend­ing over her.
				

				A heav­ier lens! And now?
				

				Many wom­en with bright eyes and open lips.
				

				Try this.
				

				Just a gob­let on a ta­ble.
				

				Oh I see! Try this lens!
				

				Just an open space—I see noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar.
				

				Well, now!
				

				Pine trees, a lake, a sum­mer sky.
				

				That’s bet­ter. And now?
				

				A book.
				

				Read a page for me.
				

				I can’t. My eyes are car­ried be­yond the page.
				

				Try this lens.
				

				Depths of air.
				

				Ex­cel­lent! And now?
				

				Light, just light, mak­ing ev­ery­thing be­low it a toy world.
				

				Very well, we’ll make the glass­es ac­cord­ing­ly.
			

		


			Magrady Graham

			
				Tell me, was Alt­geld elect­ed Gov­er­nor?
				

				For when the re­turns be­gan to come in
				

				And Cleve­land was sweep­ing the East,
				

				It was too much for you, poor old heart,
				

				Who had striv­en for democ­ra­cy
				

				In the long, long years of de­feat.
				

				And like a watch that is worn
				

				I felt you grow­ing slow­er un­til you stopped.
				

				Tell me, was Alt­geld elect­ed,
				

				And what did he do?
				

				Did they bring his head on a plat­ter to a dancer,
				

				Or did he tri­umph for the peo­ple?
				

				For when I saw him
				

				And took his hand,
				

				The child-like blue­ness of his eyes
				

				Moved me to tears,
				

				And there was an air of eter­ni­ty about him,
				

				Like the cold, clear light that rests at dawn
				

				On the hills!
			

		


			Archibald Higbie

			
				I loathed you, Spoon Riv­er. I tried to rise above you,
				

				I was ashamed of you. I de­spised you
				

				As the place of my na­tiv­i­ty.
				

				And there in Rome, among the artists,
				

				Speak­ing Ital­ian, speak­ing French,
				

				I seemed to my­self at times to be free
				

				Of ev­ery trace of my ori­gin.
				

				I seemed to be reach­ing the heights of art
				

				And to breathe the air that the mas­ters breathed,
				

				And to see the world with their eyes.
				

				But still they’d pass my work and say:
				

				“What are you driv­ing at, my friend?
				

				Some­times the face looks like Apol­lo’s,
				

				At oth­ers it has a trace of Lin­coln’s.”
				

				There was no cul­ture, you know, in Spoon Riv­er,
				

				And I burned with shame and held my peace.
				

				And what could I do, all cov­ered over
				

				And weight­ed down with west­ern soil,
				

				Ex­cept as­pire, and pray for an­oth­er
				

				Birth in the world, with all of Spoon Riv­er
				

				Root­ed out of my soul?
			

		


			Tom Merritt

			
				At first I sus­pect­ed some­thing—
				

				She act­ed so calm and ab­sent-mind­ed.
				

				And one day I heard the back door shut,
				

				As I en­tered the front, and I saw him slink
				

				Back of the smoke­house in­to the lot,
				

				And run across the field.
				

				And I meant to kill him on sight.
				

				But that day, walk­ing near Fourth Bridge,
				

				With­out a stick or a stone at hand,
				

				All of a sud­den I saw him stand­ing
				

				Scared to death, hold­ing his rab­bits,
				

				And all I could say was, “Don’t, Don’t, Don’t,”
				

				As he aimed and fired at my heart.
			

		


			Mrs. Merritt

			
				Silent be­fore the ju­ry,
				

				Re­turn­ing no word to the judge when he asked me
				

				If I had aught to say against the sen­tence,
				

				On­ly shak­ing my head.
				

				What could I say to peo­ple who thought
				

				That a wom­an of thir­ty-five was at fault
				

				When her lover of nine­teen killed her hus­band?
				

				Even though she had said to him over and over,
				

				“Go away, Elmer, go far away,
				

				I have mad­dened your brain with the gift of my body:
				

				You will do some ter­ri­ble thing.”
				

				And just as I feared, he killed my hus­band;
				

				With which I had noth­ing to do, be­fore God!
				

				Silent for thir­ty years in prison!
				

				And the iron gates of Joli­et
				

				Swung as the gray and silent trusties
				

				Car­ried me out in a cof­fin.
			

		


			Elmer Karr

			
				What but the love of God could have soft­ened
				

				And made for­giv­ing the peo­ple of Spoon Riv­er
				

				To­ward me who wronged the bed of Thomas Mer­ritt
				

				And mur­dered him be­side?
				

				Oh, lov­ing hearts that took me in again
				

				When I re­turned from four­teen years in prison!
				

				Oh, help­ing hands that in the church re­ceived me,
				

				And heard with tears my pen­i­tent con­fes­sion,
				

				Who took the sacra­ment of bread and wine!
				

				Re­pent, ye liv­ing ones, and rest with Je­sus.
			

		


			Elizabeth Childers

			
				Dust of my dust,
				

				And dust with my dust,
				

				O, child who died as you en­tered the world,
				

				Dead with my death!
				

				Not know­ing Breath, though you tried so hard,
				

				With a heart that beat when you lived with me,
				

				And stopped when you left me for Life.
				

				It is well, my child. For you nev­er trav­eled
				

				The long, long way that be­gins with school days,
				

				When lit­tle fin­gers blur un­der the tears
				

				That fall on the crooked let­ters.
				

				And the ear­li­est wound, when a lit­tle mate
				

				Leaves you alone for an­oth­er;
				

				And sick­ness, and the face of Fear by the bed;
				

				The death of a fa­ther or moth­er;
				

				Or shame for them, or pover­ty;
				

				The maid­en sor­row of school days end­ed;
				

				And eye­less Na­ture that makes you drink
				

				From the cup of Love, though you know it’s poi­soned;
				

				To whom would your flow­er-face have been lift­ed?
				

				Botanist, weak­ling? Cry of what blood to yours?—
				

				Pure or foul, for it makes no mat­ter,
				

				It’s blood that calls to our blood.
				

				And then your chil­dren—oh, what might they be?
				

				And what your sor­row? Child! Child!
				

				Death is bet­ter than Life!
			

		


			Edith Conant

			
				We stand about this place—we, the mem­o­ries;
				

				And shade our eyes be­cause we dread to read:
				

				“June 17th, 1884, aged 21 years and 3 days.”
				

				And all things are changed.
				

				And we—we, the mem­o­ries, stand here for our­selves alone,
				

				For no eye marks us, or would know why we are here.
				

				Your hus­band is dead, your sis­ter lives far away,
				

				Your fa­ther is bent with age;
				

				He has for­got­ten you, he scarce­ly leaves the house
				

				Any more.
				

				No one re­mem­bers your ex­quis­ite face,
				

				Your lyric voice!
				

				How you sang, even on the morn­ing you were strick­en,
				

				With pierc­ing sweet­ness, with thrilling sor­row,
				

				Be­fore the ad­vent of the child which died with you.
				

				It is all for­got­ten, save by us, the mem­o­ries,
				

				Who are for­got­ten by the world.
				

				All is changed, save the riv­er and the hill—
				

				Even they are changed.
				

				On­ly the burn­ing sun and the qui­et stars are the same.
				

				And we—we, the mem­o­ries, stand here in awe,
				

				Our eyes closed with the weari­ness of tears—
				

				In im­mea­sur­able weari­ness!
			

		


			Charles Webster

			
				The pine woods on the hill,
				

				And the farm­house miles away,
				

				Showed clear as though be­hind a lens
				

				Un­der a sky of pea­cock blue!
				

				But a blan­ket of cloud by af­ter­noon
				

				Muf­fled the earth. And you walked the road
				

				And the clover field, where the on­ly sound
				

				Was the crick­et’s liq­uid tremo­lo.
				

				Then the sun went down be­tween great drifts
				

				Of dis­tant storms. For a ris­ing wind
				

				Swept clean the sky and blew the flames
				

				Of the un­pro­tect­ed stars;
				

				And swayed the rus­set moon,
				

				Hang­ing be­tween the rim of the hill
				

				And the twin­kling boughs of the ap­ple or­chard.
				

				You walked the shore in thought
				

				Where the throats of the waves were like whip-poor-wills
				

				Singing be­neath the wa­ter and cry­ing
				

				To the wash of the wind in the cedar trees,
				

				Till you stood, too full for tears, by the cot,
				

				And look­ing up saw Jupiter,
				

				Tip­ping the spire of the gi­ant pine,
				

				And look­ing down saw my va­cant chair,
				

				Rocked by the wind on the lone­ly porch—
				

				Be brave, Beloved!
			

		


			Father Malloy

			
				You are over there, Fa­ther Mal­loy,
				

				Where holy ground is, and the cross marks ev­ery grave,
				

				Not here with us on the hill—
				

				Us of wa­ver­ing faith, and cloud­ed vi­sion
				

				And drift­ing hope, and un­for­giv­en sins.
				

				You were so hu­man, Fa­ther Mal­loy,
				

				Tak­ing a friend­ly glass some­times with us,
				

				Sid­ing with us who would res­cue Spoon Riv­er
				

				From the cold­ness and the drea­ri­ness of vil­lage moral­i­ty.
				

				You were like a trav­el­er who brings a lit­tle box of sand
				

				From the wastes about the pyra­mids
				

				And makes them re­al and Egypt re­al.
				

				You were a part of and re­lat­ed to a great past,
				

				And yet you were so close to many of us.
				

				You be­lieved in the joy of life.
				

				You did not seem to be ashamed of the flesh.
				

				You faced life as it is,
				

				And as it changes.
				

				Some of us al­most came to you, Fa­ther Mal­loy,
				

				See­ing how your church had di­vined the heart,
				

				And pro­vid­ed for it,
				

				Through Pe­ter the Flame,
				

				Pe­ter the Rock.
			

		


			Ami Green

			
				Not “a youth with hoary head and hag­gard eye,”
				

				But an old man with a smooth skin
				

				And black hair!
				

				I had the face of a boy as long as I lived,
				

				And for years a soul that was stiff and bent,
				

				In a world which saw me just as a jest,
				

				To be hailed fa­mil­iar­ly when it chose,
				

				And load­ed up as a man when it chose,
				

				Be­ing nei­ther man nor boy.
				

				In truth it was soul as well as body
				

				Which nev­er ma­tured, and I say to you
				

				That the much-sought prize of eter­nal youth
				

				Is just ar­rest­ed growth.
			

		


			Calvin Campbell

			
				Ye who are kick­ing against Fate,
				

				Tell me how it is that on this hill-side
				

				Run­ning down to the riv­er,
				

				Which fronts the sun and the south-wind,
				

				This plant draws from the air and soil
				

				Poi­son and be­comes poi­son ivy?
				

				And this plant draws from the same air and soil
				

				Sweet elixirs and col­ors and be­comes ar­bu­tus?
				

				And both flour­ish?
				

				You may blame Spoon Riv­er for what it is,
				

				But whom do you blame for the will in you
				

				That feeds it­self and makes you dock-weed,
				

				Jimp­son, dan­de­lion or mullen
				

				And which can nev­er use any soil or air
				

				So as to make you jes­samine or wis­taria?
			

		


			Henry Layton

			
				Who­ev­er thou art who pass­est by
				

				Know that my fa­ther was gen­tle,
				

				And my moth­er was vi­o­lent,
				

				While I was born the whole of such hos­tile halves,
				

				Not in­ter­mixed and fused,
				

				But each dis­tinct, fee­bly sol­dered to­geth­er.
				

				Some of you saw me as gen­tle,
				

				Some as vi­o­lent,
				

				Some as both.
				

				But nei­ther half of me wrought my ru­in.
				

				It was the fall­ing asun­der of halves,
				

				Nev­er a part of each oth­er,
				

				That left me a life­less soul.
			

		


			Harlan Sewall

			
				You nev­er un­der­stood, O un­known one,
				

				Why it was I re­paid
				

				Your de­vot­ed friend­ship and del­i­cate min­is­tra­tions
				

				First with di­min­ished thanks,
				

				Af­ter­ward by grad­u­al­ly with­draw­ing my pres­ence from you,
				

				So that I might not be com­pelled to thank you,
				

				And then with si­lence which fol­lowed up­on
				

				Our fi­nal Sep­a­ra­tion.
				

				You had cured my dis­eased soul. But to cure it
				

				You saw my dis­ease, you knew my se­cret,
				

				And that is why I fled from you.
				

				For though when our bod­ies rise from pain
				

				We kiss for­ev­er the watch­ful hands
				

				That gave us worm­wood, while we shud­der
				

				For think­ing of the worm­wood,
				

				A soul that’s cured is a dif­fer­ent mat­ter,
				

				For there we’d blot from mem­o­ry
				

				The soft-toned words, the search­ing eyes,
				

				And stand for­ev­er obliv­i­ous,
				

				Not so much of the sor­row it­self
				

				As of the hand that healed it.
			

		


			Ippolit Konovaloff

			
				I was a gun-smith in Odessa.
				

				One night the po­lice broke in the room
				

				Where a group of us were read­ing Spencer.
				

				And seized our books and ar­rest­ed us.
				

				But I es­caped and came to New York
				

				And thence to Chica­go, and then to Spoon Riv­er,
				

				Where I could study my Kant in peace
				

				And eke out a liv­ing re­pair­ing guns!
				

				Look at my moulds! My ar­chi­tec­ton­ics!
				

				One for a bar­rel, one for a ham­mer,
				

				And oth­ers for oth­er parts of a gun!
				

				Well, now sup­pose no gun-smith liv­ing
				

				Had any­thing else but du­pli­cate moulds
				

				Of these I show you—well, all guns
				

				Would be just alike, with a ham­mer to hit
				

				The cap and a bar­rel to car­ry the shot,
				

				All act­ing alike for them­selves, and all
				

				Act­ing against each oth­er alike.
				

				And there would be your world of guns!
				

				Which noth­ing could ev­er free from it­self
				

				Ex­cept a Moul­der with dif­fer­ent moulds
				

				To mould the met­al over.
			

		


			Henry Phipps

			
				I was the Sun­day school su­per­in­ten­dent,
				

				The dum­my pres­i­dent of the wag­on works
				

				And the can­ning fac­to­ry,
				

				Act­ing for Thomas Rhodes and the bank­ing clique;
				

				My son the cashier of the bank,
				

				Wed­ded to Rhodes’ daugh­ter,
				

				My week days spent in mak­ing mon­ey,
				

				My Sun­days at church and in prayer.
				

				In ev­ery­thing a cog in the wheel of things-as-they-are:
				

				Of mon­ey, mas­ter and man, made white
				

				With the paint of the Chris­tian creed.
				

				And then:
				

				The bank col­lapsed. I stood and looked at the wrecked ma­chine—
				

				The wheels with blow-holes stopped with put­ty and paint­ed;
				

				The rot­ten bolts, the bro­ken rods;
				

				And on­ly the hop­per for souls fit to be used again
				

				In a new de­vour­er of life, when news­pa­pers, judges and mon­ey-ma­gi­cians
				

				Build over again.
				

				I was stripped to the bone, but I lay in the Rock of Ages,
				

				See­ing now through the game, no longer a dupe,
				

				And know­ing “the up­right shall dwell in the land
				

				But the years of the wicked shall be short­ened.”
				

				Then sud­den­ly, Dr. Mey­ers dis­cov­ered
				

				A can­cer in my liv­er.
				

				I was not, af­ter all, the par­tic­u­lar care of God!
				

				Why, even thus stand­ing on a peak
				

				Above the mists through which I had climbed,
				

				And ready for larg­er life in the world,
				

				Eter­nal forces
				

				Moved me on with a push.
			

		


			Harry Wilmans

			
				I was just turned twen­ty-one,
				

				And Hen­ry Phipps, the Sun­day school su­per­in­ten­dent,
				

				Made a speech in Bindle’s Opera House.
				

				“The hon­or of the flag must be up­held,” he said,
				

				“Whether it be as­sailed by a bar­barous tribe of Taga­logs
				

				Or the great­est pow­er in Eu­rope.”
				

				And we cheered and cheered the speech and the flag he waved
				

				As he spoke.
				

				And I went to the war in spite of my fa­ther,
				

				And fol­lowed the flag till I saw it raised
				

				By our camp in a rice field near Mani­la,
				

				And all of us cheered and cheered it.
				

				But there were flies and poi­sonous things;
				

				And there was the dead­ly wa­ter,
				

				And the cru­el heat,
				

				And the sick­en­ing, pu­trid food;
				

				And the smell of the trench just back of the tents
				

				Where the sol­diers went to emp­ty them­selves;
				

				And there were the whores who fol­lowed us, full of syphilis;
				

				And beast­ly acts be­tween our­selves or alone,
				

				With bul­ly­ing, ha­tred, degra­da­tion among us,
				

				And days of loathing and nights of fear
				

				To the hour of the charge through the steam­ing swamp,
				

				Fol­low­ing the flag,
				

				Till I fell with a scream, shot through the guts.
				

				Now there’s a flag over me in Spoon Riv­er!
				

				A flag! A flag!
			

		


			John Wasson

			
				Oh! the dew-wet grass of the mead­ow in North Car­oli­na
				

				Through which Re­bec­ca fol­lowed me wail­ing, wail­ing,
				

				One child in her arms, and three that ran along wail­ing,
				

				Length­en­ing out the farewell to me off to the war with the British,
				

				And then the long, hard years down to the day of York­town.
				

				And then my search for Re­bec­ca,
				

				Find­ing her at last in Vir­ginia,
				

				Two chil­dren dead in the mean­while.
				

				We went by ox­en to Ten­nes­see,
				

				Thence af­ter years to Illi­nois,
				

				At last to Spoon Riv­er.
				

				We cut the buf­fa­lo grass,
				

				We felled the forests,
				

				We built the school hous­es, built the bridges,
				

				Lev­eled the roads and tilled the fields
				

				Alone with pover­ty, scourges, death—
				

				If Har­ry Wilmans who fought the Fil­ipinos
				

				Is to have a flag on his grave
				

				Take it from mine.
			

		


			Many Soldiers

			
				The idea danced be­fore us as a flag;
				

				The sound of mar­tial mu­sic;
				

				The thrill of car­ry­ing a gun;
				

				Ad­vance­ment in the world on com­ing home;
				

				A glint of glo­ry, wrath for foes;
				

				A dream of du­ty to coun­try or to God.
				

				But these were things in our­selves, shin­ing be­fore us,
				

				They were not the pow­er be­hind us,
				

				Which was the Almighty hand of Life,
				

				Like fire at earth’s cen­ter mak­ing moun­tains,
				

				Or pent up wa­ters that cut them through.
				

				Do you re­mem­ber the iron band
				

				The black­smith, Shack Dye, weld­ed
				

				Around the oak on Ben­net’s lawn,
				

				From which to swing a ham­mock,
				

				That daugh­ter Janet might re­pose in, read­ing
				

				On sum­mer af­ter­noons?
				

				And that the grow­ing tree at last
				

				Sun­dered the iron band?
				

				But not a cell in all the tree
				

				Knew aught save that it thrilled with life,
				

				Nor cared be­cause the ham­mock fell
				

				In the dust with Mil­ton’s Po­ems.
			

		


			Godwin James

			
				Har­ry Wilmans! You who fell in a swamp
				

				Near Mani­la, fol­low­ing the flag,
				

				You were not wound­ed by the great­ness of a dream,
				

				Or de­stroyed by in­ef­fec­tu­al work,
				

				Or driv­en to mad­ness by Sa­tan­ic snags;
				

				You were not torn by aching nerves,
				

				Nor did you car­ry great wounds to your old age.
				

				You did not starve, for the gov­ern­ment fed you.
				

				You did not suf­fer yet cry “for­ward”
				

				To an army which you led
				

				Against a foe with mock­ing smiles,
				

				Sharp­er than bay­o­nets. You were not smit­ten down
				

				By in­vis­i­ble bombs. You were not re­ject­ed
				

				By those for whom you were de­feat­ed.
				

				You did not eat the sa­vor­less bread
				

				Which a poor alche­my had made from ideals.
				

				You went to Mani­la, Har­ry Wilmans,
				

				While I en­list­ed in the bedrag­gled army
				

				Of bright-eyed, di­vine youths,
				

				Who surged for­ward, who were driv­en back and fell,
				

				Sick, bro­ken, cry­ing, shorn of faith,
				

				Fol­low­ing the flag of the King­dom of Heav­en.
				

				You and I, Har­ry Wilmans, have fall­en
				

				In our sev­er­al ways, not know­ing
				

				Good from bad, de­feat from vic­to­ry,
				

				Nor what face it is that smiles
				

				Be­hind the de­mo­ni­ac mask.
			

		


			Lyman King

			
				You may think, pass­er-by, that Fate
				

				Is a pit-fall out­side of your­self,
				

				Around which you may walk by the use of fore­sight
				

				And wis­dom.
				

				Thus you be­lieve, view­ing the lives of oth­er men,
				

				As one who in God-like fash­ion bends over an anthill,
				

				See­ing how their dif­fi­cul­ties could be avoid­ed.
				

				But pass on in­to life:
				

				In time you shall see Fate ap­proach you
				

				In the shape of your own im­age in the mir­ror;
				

				Or you shall sit alone by your own hearth,
				

				And sud­den­ly the chair by you shall hold a guest,
				

				And you shall know that guest,
				

				And read the au­then­tic mes­sage of his eyes.
			

		


			Caroline Branson

			
				With our hearts like drift­ing suns, had we but walked,
				

				As of­ten be­fore, the April fields till star-light
				

				Silkened over with view­less gauze the dark­ness
				

				Un­der the cliff, our tryst­ing place in the wood,
				

				Where the brook turns! Had we but passed from woo­ing
				

				Like notes of mu­sic that run to­geth­er, in­to win­ning,
				

				In the in­spired im­pro­vi­sa­tion of love!
				

				But to put back of us as a can­ti­cle end­ed
				

				The rapt en­chant­ment of the flesh,
				

				In which our souls swooned, down, down,
				

				Where time was not, nor space, nor our­selves—
				

				An­ni­hi­lat­ed in love!
				

				To leave these be­hind for a room with lamps:
				

				And to stand with our Se­cret mock­ing it­self,
				

				And hid­ing it­self amid flow­ers and man­dolins,
				

				Stared at by all be­tween sal­ad and cof­fee.
				

				And to see him trem­ble, and feel my­self
				

				Pre­scient, as one who signs a bond—
				

				Not flam­ing with gifts and pledges heaped
				

				With rosy hands over his brow.
				

				And then, O night! de­lib­er­ate! unlove­ly!
				

				With all of our woo­ing blot­ted out by the win­ning,
				

				In a cho­sen room in an hour that was known to all!
				

				Next day he sat so list­less, al­most cold,
				

				So strange­ly changed, won­der­ing why I wept,
				

				Till a kind of sick de­spair and volup­tuous mad­ness
				

				Seized us to make the pact of death.
			

			
				A stalk of the earth-sphere,
				

				Frail as star-light;
				

				Wait­ing to be drawn once again
				

				In­to cre­ation’s stream.
				

				But next time to be giv­en birth
				

				Gazed at by Raphael and St. Fran­cis
				

				Some­times as they pass.
				

				For I am their lit­tle broth­er,
				

				To be known clear­ly face to face
				

				Through a cy­cle of birth here­after run.
				

				You may know the seed and the soil;
				

				You may feel the cold rain fall,
				

				But on­ly the earth-sphere, on­ly heav­en
				

				Knows the se­cret of the seed
				

				In the nup­tial cham­ber un­der the soil.
				

				Throw me in­to the stream again,
				

				Give me an­oth­er tri­al—
				

				Save me, Shel­ley!
			

		


			Anne Rutledge

			
				Out of me un­wor­thy and un­known
				

				The vi­bra­tions of death­less mu­sic;
				

				“With mal­ice to­ward none, with char­i­ty for all.”
				

				Out of me the for­give­ness of mil­lions to­ward mil­lions,
				

				And the benef­i­cent face of a na­tion
				

				Shin­ing with jus­tice and truth.
				

				I am Anne Rut­ledge who sleep be­neath these weeds,
				

				Beloved in life of Abra­ham Lin­coln,
				

				Wed­ded to him, not through union,
				

				But through sep­a­ra­tion.
				

				Bloom for­ev­er, O Re­pub­lic,
				

				From the dust of my bo­som!
			

		


			Hamlet Micure

			
				In a lin­ger­ing fever many vi­sions come to you:
				

				I was in the lit­tle house again
				

				With its great yard of clover
				

				Run­ning down to the board-fence,
				

				Shad­owed by the oak tree,
				

				Where we chil­dren had our swing.
				

				Yet the lit­tle house was a manor hall
				

				Set in a lawn, and by the lawn was the sea.
				

				I was in the room where lit­tle Paul
				

				Stran­gled from diph­the­ria,
				

				But yet it was not this room—
				

				It was a sun­ny ve­ran­dah en­closed
				

				With mul­lioned win­dows,
				

				And in a chair sat a man in a dark cloak,
				

				With a face like Eu­ripi­des.
				

				He had come to vis­it me, or I had gone to vis­it him—
				

				I could not tell.
				

				We could hear the beat of the sea, the clover nod­ded
				

				Un­der a sum­mer wind, and lit­tle Paul came
				

				With clover blos­soms to the win­dow and smiled.
				

				Then I said: “What is ‘di­vine de­spair’ Al­fred?”
				

				“Have you read Tears, Idle Tears?” he asked.
				

				“Yes, but you do not there ex­press di­vine de­spair.”
				

				“My poor friend,” he an­swered, “that was why the de­spair
				

				Was di­vine.”
			

		


			Mabel Osborne

			
				Your red blos­soms amid green leaves
				

				Are droop­ing, beau­ti­ful gera­ni­um!
				

				But you do not ask for wa­ter.
				

				You can­not speak! You do not need to speak—
				

				Ev­ery­one knows that you are dy­ing of thirst,
				

				Yet they do not bring wa­ter!
				

				They pass on, say­ing:
				

				“The gera­ni­um wants wa­ter.”
				

				And I, who had hap­pi­ness to share
				

				And longed to share your hap­pi­ness;
				

				I who loved you, Spoon Riv­er,
				

				And craved your love,
				

				With­ered be­fore your eyes, Spoon Riv­er—
				

				Thirst­ing, thirst­ing,
				

				Voice­less from chaste­ness of soul to ask you for love,
				

				You who knew and saw me per­ish be­fore you,
				

				Like this gera­ni­um which some­one has plant­ed over me,
				

				And left to die.
			

		


			William H. Herndon

			
				There by the win­dow in the old house
				

				Perched on the bluff, over­look­ing miles of val­ley,
				

				My days of la­bor closed, sit­ting out life’s de­cline,
				

				Day by day did I look in my mem­o­ry,
				

				As one who gazes in an en­chantress’ crys­tal globe,
				

				And I saw the fig­ures of the past,
				

				As if in a pageant glassed by a shin­ing dream,
				

				Move through the in­cred­i­ble sphere of time.
				

				And I saw a man arise from the soil like a fa­bled gi­ant
				

				And throw him­self over a death­less des­tiny,
				

				Mas­ter of great armies, head of the re­pub­lic,
				

				Bring­ing to­geth­er in­to a dithyra­mb of recre­ative song
				

				The epic hopes of a peo­ple;
				

				At the same time Vul­can of sov­er­eign fires,
				

				Where im­per­ish­able shields and swords were beat­en out
				

				From spir­its tem­pered in heav­en.
				

				Look in the crys­tal! See how he has­tens on
				

				To the place where his path comes up to the path
				

				Of a child of Plutarch and Shake­speare.
				

				O Lin­coln, ac­tor in­deed, play­ing well your part,
				

				And Booth, who strode in a mim­ic play with­in the play,
				

				Of­ten and of­ten I saw you,
				

				As the caw­ing crows winged their way to the wood
				

				Over my house-top at solemn sun­sets,
				

				There by my win­dow,
				

				Alone.
			

		


			Rebecca Wasson

			
				Spring and Sum­mer, Fall and Win­ter and Spring
				

				Af­ter each oth­er drift­ing, past my win­dow drift­ing!
				

				And I lay so many years watch­ing them drift and count­ing
				

				The years till a ter­ror came in my heart at times,
				

				With the feel­ing that I had be­come eter­nal; at last
				

				My hun­dredth year was reached! And still I lay
				

				Hear­ing the tick of the clock, and the low of cat­tle
				

				And the scream of a jay fly­ing through fall­ing leaves!
				

				Day af­ter day alone in a room of the house
				

				Of a daugh­ter-in-law strick­en with age and gray.
				

				And by night, or look­ing out of the win­dow by day
				

				My thought ran back, it seemed, through in­fi­nite time
				

				To North Car­oli­na and all my girl­hood days,
				

				And John, my John, away to the war with the British,
				

				And all the chil­dren, the deaths, and all the sor­rows.
				

				And that stretch of years like a prairie in Illi­nois
				

				Through which great fig­ures passed like hur­ry­ing horse­men,
				

				Wash­ing­ton, Jef­fer­son, Jack­son, Web­ster, Clay.
				

				O beau­ti­ful young re­pub­lic for whom my John and I
				

				Gave all of our strength and love!
				

				And O my John!
				

				Why, when I lay so help­less in bed for years,
				

				Pray­ing for you to come, was your com­ing de­layed?
				

				See­ing that with a cry of rap­ture, like that I ut­tered
				

				When you found me in old Vir­ginia af­ter the war,
				

				I cried when I be­held you there by the bed,
				

				As the sun stood low in the west grow­ing small­er and fainter
				

				In the light of your face!
			

		


			Rutherford McDowell

			
				They brought me am­brotypes
				

				Of the old pi­o­neers to en­large.
				

				And some­times one sat for me—
				

				Some­one who was in be­ing
				

				When gi­ant hands from the womb of the world
				

				Tore the re­pub­lic.
				

				What was it in their eyes?—
				

				For I could nev­er fath­om
				

				That mys­ti­cal pathos of drooped eye­lids,
				

				And the serene sor­row of their eyes.
				

				It was like a pool of wa­ter,
				

				Amid oak trees at the edge of a for­est,
				

				Where the leaves fall,
				

				As you hear the crow of a cock
				

				From a far-off farm house, seen near the hills
				

				Where the third gen­er­a­tion lives, and the strong men
				

				And the strong wom­en are gone and for­got­ten.
				

				And these grand-chil­dren and great grand-chil­dren
				

				Of the pi­o­neers!
				

				Tru­ly did my cam­era record their faces, too,
				

				With so much of the old strength gone,
				

				And the old faith gone,
				

				And the old mas­tery of life gone,
				

				And the old courage gone,
				

				Which labors and loves and suf­fers and sings
				

				Un­der the sun!
			

		


			Hannah Armstrong

			
				I wrote him a let­ter ask­ing him for old times’ sake
				

				To dis­charge my sick boy from the army;
				

				But maybe he couldn’t read it.
				

				Then I went to town and had James Gar­ber,
				

				Who wrote beau­ti­ful­ly, write him a let­ter;
				

				But maybe that was lost in the mails.
				

				So I trav­eled all the way to Wash­ing­ton.
				

				I was more than an hour find­ing the White House.
				

				And when I found it they turned me away,
				

				Hid­ing their smiles. Then I thought:
				

				“Oh, well, he ain’t the same as when I board­ed him
				

				And he and my hus­band worked to­geth­er
				

				And all of us called him Abe, there in Menard.”
				

				As a last at­tempt I turned to a guard and said:
				

				“Please say it’s old Aunt Han­nah Arm­strong
				

				From Illi­nois, come to see him about her sick boy
				

				In the army.”
				

				Well, just in a mo­ment they let me in!
				

				And when he saw me he broke in a laugh,
				

				And dropped his busi­ness as pres­i­dent,
				

				And wrote in his own hand Doug’s dis­charge,
				

				Talk­ing the while of the ear­ly days,
				

				And telling sto­ries.
			

		


			Lucinda Matlock

			
				I went to the dances at Chan­dlerville,
				

				And played snap-out at Win­ches­ter.
				

				One time we changed part­ners,
				

				Driv­ing home in the moon­light of mid­dle June,
				

				And then I found Davis.
				

				We were mar­ried and lived to­geth­er for sev­en­ty years,
				

				En­joy­ing, work­ing, rais­ing the twelve chil­dren,
				

				Eight of whom we lost
				

				Ere I had reached the age of six­ty.
				

				I spun, I wove, I kept the house, I nursed the sick,
				

				I made the gar­den, and for hol­i­day
				

				Ram­bled over the fields where sang the larks,
				

				And by Spoon Riv­er gath­er­ing many a shell,
				

				And many a flow­er and medic­i­nal weed—
				

				Shout­ing to the wood­ed hills, singing to the green val­leys.
				

				At nine­ty-six I had lived enough, that is all,
				

				And passed to a sweet re­pose.
				

				What is this I hear of sor­row and weari­ness,
				

				Anger, dis­con­tent and droop­ing hopes?
				

				De­gen­er­ate sons and daugh­ters,
				

				Life is too strong for you—
				

				It takes life to love Life.
			

		


			Davis Matlock

			
				Sup­pose it is noth­ing but the hive:
				

				That there are drones and work­ers
				

				And queens, and noth­ing but stor­ing hon­ey—
				

				(Ma­te­ri­al things as well as cul­ture and wis­dom)—
				

				For the next gen­er­a­tion, this gen­er­a­tion nev­er liv­ing,
				

				Ex­cept as it swarms in the sun­light of youth,
				

				Strength­en­ing its wings on what has been gath­ered,
				

				And tast­ing, on the way to the hive
				

				From the clover field, the del­i­cate spoil.
				

				Sup­pose all this, and sup­pose the truth:
				

				That the na­ture of man is greater
				

				Than na­ture’s need in the hive;
				

				And you must bear the bur­den of life,
				

				As well as the urge from your spir­it’s ex­cess—
				

				Well, I say to live it out like a god
				

				Sure of im­mor­tal life, though you are in doubt,
				

				Is the way to live it.
				

				If that doesn’t make God proud of you,
				

				Then God is noth­ing but grav­i­ta­tion,
				

				Or sleep is the gold­en goal.
			

		


			Herman Altman

			
				Did I fol­low Truth wher­ev­er she led,
				

				And stand against the whole world for a cause,
				

				And up­hold the weak against the strong?
				

				If I did I would be re­mem­bered among men
				

				As I was known in life among the peo­ple,
				

				And as I was hat­ed and loved on earth,
				

				There­fore, build no mon­u­ment to me,
				

				And carve no bust for me,
				

				Lest, though I be­come not a de­mi-god,
				

				The re­al­i­ty of my soul be lost,
				

				So that thieves and liars,
				

				Who were my en­e­mies and de­stroyed me,
				

				And the chil­dren of thieves and liars,
				

				May claim me and af­firm be­fore my bust
				

				That they stood with me in the days of my de­feat.
				

				Build me no mon­u­ment
				

				Lest my mem­o­ry be per­vert­ed to the us­es
				

				Of ly­ing and op­pres­sion.
				

				My lovers and their chil­dren must not be dis­pos­sessed of me;
				

				I would be the un­tar­nished pos­ses­sion for­ev­er
				

				Of those for whom I lived.
			

		


			Jennie M’Grew

			
				Not, where the stair­way turns in the dark,
				

				A hood­ed fig­ure, shriv­eled un­der a flow­ing cloak!
				

				Not yel­low eyes in the room at night,
				

				Star­ing out from a sur­face of cob­web gray!
				

				And not the flap of a con­dor wing,
				

				When the roar of life in your ears be­gins
				

				As a sound heard nev­er be­fore!
				

				But on a sun­ny af­ter­noon,
				

				By a coun­try road,
				

				Where pur­ple rag-weeds bloom along a strag­gling fence,
				

				And the field is gleaned, and the air is still,
				

				To see against the sun­light some­thing black,
				

				Like a blot with an iris rim—
				

				That is the sign to eyes of sec­ond sight …
				

				And that I saw!
			

		


			Columbus Cheney

			
				This weep­ing wil­low!
				

				Why do you not plant a few
				

				For the mil­lions of chil­dren not yet born,
				

				As well as for us?
				

				Are they not non-ex­is­tent, or cells asleep
				

				With­out mind?
				

				Or do they come to earth, their birth
				

				Rup­tur­ing the mem­o­ry of pre­vi­ous be­ing?
				

				An­swer! The field of un­ex­plored in­tu­ition is yours.
				

				But in any case why not plant wil­lows for them,
				

				As well as for us?
			

		


			Wallace Ferguson

			
				There at Gene­va where Mt. Blanc float­ed above
				

				The wine-hued lake like a cloud, when a breeze was blown
				

				Out of an emp­ty sky of blue, and the roar­ing Rhone
				

				Hur­ried un­der the bridge through chasms of rock;
				

				And the mu­sic along the cafés was part of the splen­dor
				

				Of danc­ing wa­ter un­der a tor­rent of light;
				

				And the pur­er part of the ge­nius of Jean Rousseau
				

				Was the silent mu­sic of all we saw or heard—
				

				There at Gene­va, I say, was the rap­ture less
				

				Be­cause I could not link my­self with the I of yore,
				

				When twen­ty years be­fore I wan­dered about Spoon Riv­er?
				

				Nor re­mem­ber what I was nor what I felt?
				

				We live in the hour all free of the hours gone by.
				

				There­fore, O soul, if you lose your­self in death,
				

				And wake in some Gene­va by some Mt. Blanc,
				

				What do you care if you know not your­self as the you
				

				Who lived and loved in a lit­tle cor­ner of earth
				

				Known as Spoon Riv­er ages and ages van­ished?
			

		


			Marie Bateson

			
				You ob­serve the car­ven hand
				

				With the in­dex fin­ger point­ing heav­en­ward.
				

				That is the di­rec­tion, no doubt.
				

				But how shall one fol­low it?
				

				It is well to ab­stain from mur­der and lust,
				

				To for­give, do good to oth­ers, wor­ship God
				

				With­out graven im­ages.
				

				But these are ex­ter­nal means af­ter all
				

				By which you chiefly do good to your­self.
				

				The in­ner ker­nel is free­dom,
				

				It is light, pu­ri­ty—
				

				I can no more,
				

				Find the goal or lose it, ac­cord­ing to your vi­sion.
			

		


			Tennessee Claflin Shope

			
				I was the laugh­ing-stock of the vil­lage,
				

				Chiefly of the peo­ple of good sense, as they call them­selves—
				

				Al­so of the learned, like Rev. Peet, who read Greek
				

				The same as Eng­lish.
				

				For in­stead of talk­ing free trade,
				

				Or preach­ing some form of bap­tism;
				

				In­stead of be­liev­ing in the ef­fi­ca­cy
				

				Of walk­ing cracks—pick­ing up pins the right way,
				

				See­ing the new moon over the right shoul­der,
				

				Or cur­ing rheuma­tism with blue glass,
				

				I as­sert­ed the sovereign­ty of my own soul.
				

				Be­fore Mary Bak­er G. Ed­dy even got start­ed
				

				With what she called sci­ence
				

				I had mas­tered the Bha­gavad Gi­ta,
				

				And cured my soul, be­fore Mary
				

				Be­gan to cure bod­ies with souls—
				

				Peace to all worlds!
			

		


			Plymouth Rock Joe

			
				Why are you run­ning so fast hith­er and thith­er
				

				Chas­ing midges or but­ter­flies?
				

				Some of you are stand­ing solemn­ly scratch­ing for grubs;
				

				Some of you are wait­ing for corn to be scat­tered.
				

				This is life, is it?
				

				Cock-a-doo­dle-do! Very well, Thomas Rhodes,
				

				You are cock of the walk no doubt.
				

				But here comes El­liott Hawkins,
				

				Gluck, Gluck, Gluck, at­tract­ing po­lit­i­cal fol­low­ers.
				

				Quah! quah! quah! why so po­et­i­cal, Min­er­va,
				

				This gray morn­ing?
				

				Kit­tie—quah—quah! for shame, Lu­cius Ather­ton,
				

				The rau­cous squawk you evoked from the throat
				

				Of An­er Clute will be tak­en up lat­er
				

				By Mrs. Ben­jamin Pantier as a cry
				

				Of votes for wom­en: Ka dook—dook!
				

				What in­spi­ra­tion has come to you, Mar­garet Fuller Slack?
				

				And why does your goose­ber­ry eye
				

				Flit so liq­uid­ly, Ten­nes­see Claflin Shope?
				

				Are you try­ing to fath­om the es­o­teri­cism of an egg?
				

				Your voice is very metal­lic this morn­ing, Hort­ense Rob­bins—
				

				Al­most like a guinea hen’s!
				

				Quah! That was a gut­tural sigh, Isa­iah Beethoven;
				

				Did you see the shad­ow of the hawk,
				

				Or did you step up­on the drum­sticks
				

				Which the cook threw out this morn­ing?
				

				Be chival­ric, hero­ic, or as­pir­ing,
				

				Meta­phys­i­cal, re­li­gious, or re­bel­lious,
				

				You shall nev­er get out of the barn­yard
				

				Ex­cept by way of over the fence
				

				Mixed with pota­to peel­ings and such in­to the trough!
			

		


			Imanuel Ehrenhardt

			
				I be­gan with Sir William Hamil­ton’s lec­tures.
				

				Then stud­ied Dugald Stew­art;
				

				And then John Locke on the Un­der­stand­ing,
				

				And then Descartes, Fichte and Schelling,
				

				Kant and then Schopen­hauer—
				

				Books I bor­rowed from old Judge Somers.
				

				All read with rap­tur­ous in­dus­try
				

				Hop­ing it was re­served to me
				

				To grasp the tail of the ul­ti­mate se­cret,
				

				And drag it out of its hole.
				

				My soul flew up ten thou­sand miles,
				

				And on­ly the moon looked a lit­tle big­ger.
				

				Then I fell back, how glad of the earth!
				

				All through the soul of William Jones
				

				Who showed me a let­ter of John Muir.
			

		


			Samuel Gardner

			
				I who kept the green­house,
				

				Lover of trees and flow­ers,
				

				Oft in life saw this um­bra­geous elm,
				

				Mea­sur­ing its gen­er­ous branch­es with my eye,
				

				And lis­tened to its re­joic­ing leaves
				

				Lov­ing­ly pat­ting each oth­er
				

				With sweet ae­o­lian whis­pers.
				

				And well they might:
				

				For the roots had grown so wide and deep
				

				That the soil of the hill could not with­hold
				

				Aught of its virtue, en­riched by rain,
				

				And warmed by the sun;
				

				But yield­ed it all to the thrifty roots,
				

				Through which it was drawn and whirled to the trunk,
				

				And thence to the branch­es, and in­to the leaves,
				

				Where­from the breeze took life and sang.
				

				Now I, an un­der-ten­ant of the earth, can see
				

				That the branch­es of a tree
				

				Spread no wider than its roots.
				

				And how shall the soul of a man
				

				Be larg­er than the life he has lived?
			

		


			Dow Kritt

			
				Samuel is for­ev­er talk­ing of his elm—
				

				But I did not need to die to learn about roots:
				

				I, who dug all the ditch­es about Spoon Riv­er.
				

				Look at my elm!
				

				Sprung from as good a seed as his,
				

				Sown at the same time,
				

				It is dy­ing at the top:
				

				Not from lack of life, nor fun­gus,
				

				Nor de­stroy­ing in­sect, as the sex­ton thinks.
				

				Look, Samuel, where the roots have struck rock,
				

				And can no fur­ther spread.
				

				And all the while the top of the tree
				

				Is tir­ing it­self out, and dy­ing,
				

				Try­ing to grow.
			

		


			William Jones

			
				Once in a while a cu­ri­ous weed un­known to me,
				

				Need­ing a name from my books;
				

				Once in a while a let­ter from Yeo­mans.
				

				Out of the mus­sel-shells gath­ered along the shore
				

				Some­times a pearl with a glint like mead­ow rue:
				

				Then be­times a let­ter from Tyn­dall in Eng­land,
				

				Stamped with the stamp of Spoon Riv­er.
				

				I, lover of Na­ture, beloved for my love of her,
				

				Held such con­verse afar with the great
				

				Who knew her bet­ter than I.
				

				Oh, there is nei­ther less­er nor greater,
				

				Save as we make her greater and win from her keen­er de­light.
				

				With shells from the riv­er cov­er me, cov­er me.
				

				I lived in won­der, wor­ship­ping earth and heav­en.
				

				I have passed on the march eter­nal of end­less life.
			

		


			William Goode

			
				To all in the vil­lage I seemed, no doubt,
				

				To go this way and that way, aim­less­ly.
				

				But here by the riv­er you can see at twi­light
				

				The soft-winged bats fly zig-zag here and there—
				

				They must fly so to catch their food.
				

				And if you have ev­er lost your way at night,
				

				In the deep wood near Miller’s Ford,
				

				And dodged this way and now that,
				

				Wher­ev­er the light of the Milky Way shone through,
				

				Try­ing to find the path,
				

				You should un­der­stand I sought the way
				

				With earnest zeal, and all my wan­der­ings
				

				Were wan­der­ings in the quest.
			

		


			J. Milton Miles

			
				When­ev­er the Pres­by­te­ri­an bell
				

				Was rung by it­self, I knew it as the Pres­by­te­ri­an bell.
				

				But when its sound was min­gled
				

				With the sound of the Methodist, the Chris­tian,
				

				The Bap­tist and the Con­gre­ga­tion­al,
				

				I could no longer dis­tin­guish it,
				

				Nor any one from the oth­ers, or ei­ther of them.
				

				And as many voic­es called to me in life
				

				Mar­vel not that I could not tell
				

				The true from the false,
				

				Nor even, at last, the voice that I should have known.
			

		


			Faith Matheny

			
				At first you will know not what they mean,
				

				And you may nev­er know,
				

				And we may nev­er tell you:—
				

				These sud­den flash­es in your soul,
				

				Like lam­bent light­ning on snowy clouds
				

				At mid­night when the moon is full.
				

				They come in soli­tude, or per­haps
				

				You sit with your friend, and all at once
				

				A si­lence falls on speech, and his eyes
				

				With­out a flick­er glow at you:—
				

				You two have seen the se­cret to­geth­er,
				

				He sees it in you, and you in him.
				

				And there you sit thrilling lest the Mys­tery
				

				Stand be­fore you and strike you dead
				

				With a splen­dor like the sun’s.
				

				Be brave, all souls who have such vi­sions!
				

				As your body’s alive as mine is dead,
				

				You’re catch­ing a lit­tle whiff of the ether
				

				Re­served for God Him­self.
			

		


			Scholfield Hurley

			
				God! ask me not to record your won­ders,
				

				I ad­mit the stars and the suns
				

				And the count­less worlds.
				

				But I have mea­sured their dis­tances
				

				And weighed them and dis­cov­ered their sub­stances.
				

				I have de­vised wings for the air,
				

				And keels for wa­ter,
				

				And hors­es of iron for the earth.
				

				I have length­ened the vi­sion you gave me a mil­lion times,
				

				And the hear­ing you gave me a mil­lion times,
				

				I have leaped over space with speech,
				

				And tak­en fire for light out of the air.
				

				I have built great cities and bored through the hills,
				

				And bridged ma­jes­tic wa­ters.
				

				I have writ­ten the Il­i­ad and Ham­let;
				

				And I have ex­plored your mys­ter­ies,
				

				And searched for you with­out ceas­ing,
				

				And found you again af­ter los­ing you
				

				In hours of weari­ness—
				

				And I ask you:
				

				How would you like to cre­ate a sun
				

				And the next day have the worms
				

				Slip­ping in and out be­tween your fin­gers?
			

		


			Willie Metcalf

			
				I was Willie Met­calf.
				

				They used to call me “Doc­tor Mey­ers”
				

				Be­cause, they said, I looked like him.
				

				And he was my fa­ther, ac­cord­ing to Jack McGuire.
				

				I lived in the liv­ery sta­ble,
				

				Sleep­ing on the floor
				

				Side by side with Roger Baugh­man’s bull­dog,
				

				Or some­times in a stall.
				

				I could crawl be­tween the legs of the wildest hors­es
				

				With­out get­ting kicked—we knew each oth­er.
				

				On spring days I tramped through the coun­try
				

				To get the feel­ing, which I some­times lost,
				

				That I was not a sep­a­rate thing from the earth.
				

				I used to lose my­self, as if in sleep,
				

				By ly­ing with eyes half-open in the woods.
				

				Some­times I taIked with an­i­mals—even toads and snakes—
				

				Any­thing that had an eye to look in­to.
				

				Once I saw a stone in the sun­shine
				

				Try­ing to turn in­to jel­ly.
				

				In April days in this ceme­tery
				

				The dead peo­ple gath­ered all about me,
				

				And grew still, like a con­gre­ga­tion in silent prayer.
				

				I nev­er knew whether I was a part of the earth
				

				With flow­ers grow­ing in me, or whether I walked—
				

				Now I know.
			

		


			Willie Pennington

			
				They called me the weak­ling, the sim­ple­ton,
				

				For my broth­ers were strong and beau­ti­ful,
				

				While I, the last child of par­ents who had aged,
				

				In­her­it­ed on­ly their residue of pow­er.
				

				But they, my broth­ers, were eat­en up
				

				In the fury of the flesh, which I had not,
				

				Made pulp in the ac­tiv­i­ty of the sens­es, which I had not,
				

				Hard­ened by the growth of the lusts, which I had not,
				

				Though mak­ing names and rich­es for them­selves.
				

				Then I, the weak one, the sim­ple­ton,
				

				Rest­ing in a lit­tle cor­ner of life,
				

				Saw a vi­sion, and through me many saw the vi­sion,
				

				Not know­ing it was through me.
				

				Thus a tree sprang
				

				From me, a mus­tard seed.
			

		


			The Village Atheist

			
				Ye young de­baters over the doc­trine
				

				Of the soul’s im­mor­tal­i­ty,
				

				I who lie here was the vil­lage athe­ist,
				

				Talk­a­tive, con­tentious, versed in the ar­gu­ments
				

				Of the in­fi­dels.
				

				But through a long sick­ness
				

				Cough­ing my­self to death
				

				I read the Up­an­ishads and the po­et­ry of Je­sus.
				

				And they light­ed a torch of hope and in­tu­ition
				

				And de­sire which the Shad­ow,
				

				Lead­ing me swift­ly through the cav­erns of dark­ness,
				

				Could not ex­tin­guish.
				

				Lis­ten to me, ye who live in the sens­es
				

				And think through the sens­es on­ly:
				

				Im­mor­tal­i­ty is not a gift,
				

				Im­mor­tal­i­ty is an achieve­ment;
				

				And on­ly those who strive might­i­ly
				

				Shall pos­sess it.
			

		


			John Ballard

			
				In the lust of my strength
				

				I cursed God, but he paid no at­ten­tion to me:
				

				I might as well have cursed the stars.
				

				In my last sick­ness I was in agony, but I was res­o­lute
				

				And I cursed God for my suf­fer­ing;
				

				Still He paid no at­ten­tion to me;
				

				He left me alone, as He had al­ways done.
				

				I might as well have cursed the Pres­by­te­ri­an steeple.
				

				Then, as I grew weak­er, a ter­ror came over me:
				

				Per­haps I had alien­at­ed God by curs­ing him.
				

				One day Ly­dia Humphrey brought me a bou­quet
				

				And it oc­curred to me to try to make friends with God,
				

				So I tried to make friends with Him;
				

				But I might as well have tried to make friends with the bou­quet.
				

				Now I was very close to the se­cret,
				

				For I re­al­ly could make friends with the bou­quet
				

				By hold­ing close to me the love in me for the bou­quet
				

				And so I was creep­ing up­on the se­cret, but—
			

		


			Julian Scott

			
				To­ward the last
				

				The truth of oth­ers was un­truth to me;
				

				The jus­tice of oth­ers in­jus­tice to me;
				

				Their rea­sons for death, rea­sons with me for life;
				

				Their rea­sons for life, rea­sons with me for death;
				

				I would have killed those they saved,
				

				And save those they killed.
				

				And I saw how a god, if brought to earth,
				

				Must act out what he saw and thought,
				

				And could not live in this world of men
				

				And act among them side by side
				

				With­out con­tin­u­al clash­es.
				

				The dust’s for crawl­ing, heav­en’s for fly­ing—
				

				Where­fore, O soul, whose wings are grown,
				

				Soar up­ward to the sun!
			

		


			Alfonso Churchill

			
				They laughed at me as “Prof. Moon,”
				

				As a boy in Spoon Riv­er, born with the thirst
				

				Of know­ing about the stars.
				

				They jeered when I spoke of the lu­nar moun­tains,
				

				And the thrilling heat and cold,
				

				And the ebon val­leys by sil­ver peaks,
				

				And Spi­ca quadrillions of miles away,
				

				And the lit­tle­ness of man.
				

				But now that my grave is hon­ored, friends,
				

				Let it not be be­cause I taught
				

				The lore of the stars in Knox Col­lege,
				

				But rather for this: that through the stars
				

				I preached the great­ness of man,
				

				Who is none the less a part of the scheme of things
				

				For the dis­tance of Spi­ca or the Spi­ral Neb­u­lae;
				

				Nor any the less a part of the ques­tion
				

				Of what the dra­ma means.
			

		


			Zilpha Marsh

			
				At four o’clock in late Oc­to­ber
				

				I sat alone in the coun­try school-house
				

				Back from the road ’mid strick­en fields,
				

				And an ed­dy of wind blew leaves on the pane,
				

				And crooned in the flue of the can­non-stove,
				

				With its open door blur­ring the shad­ows
				

				With the spec­tral glow of a dy­ing fire.
				

				In an idle mood I was run­ning the planchette—
				

				All at once my wrist grew limp,
				

				And my hand moved rapid­ly over the board,
				

				Till the name of “Charles Gui­teau” was spelled,
				

				Who threat­ened to ma­te­ri­al­ize be­fore me.
				

				I rose and fled from the room bare-head­ed
				

				In­to the dusk, afraid of my gift.
				

				And af­ter that the spir­its swarmed—
				

				Chaucer, Cae­sar, Poe and Mar­lowe,
				

				Cleopa­tra and Mrs. Sur­ratt—
				

				Wher­ev­er I went, with mes­sages—
				

				Mere tri­fling twad­dle, Spoon Riv­er agreed.
				

				You talk non­sense to chil­dren, don’t you?
				

				And sup­pose I see what you nev­er saw
				

				And nev­er heard of and have no word for,
				

				I must talk non­sense when you ask me
				

				What it is I see!
			

		


			James Garber

			
				Do you re­mem­ber, pass­er-by, the path
				

				I wore across the lot where now stands the opera house,
				

				Hast­ing with swift feet to work through many years?
				

				Take its mean­ing to heart:
				

				You too may walk, af­ter the hills at Miller’s Ford
				

				Seem no longer far away;
				

				Long af­ter you see them near at hand,
				

				Be­yond four miles of mead­ow;
				

				And af­ter wom­an’s love is silent
				

				Say­ing no more: “l will save you.”
				

				And af­ter the faces of friends and kin­dred
				

				Be­come as fad­ed pho­to­graphs, piti­ful­ly silent,
				

				Sad for the look which means: “We can­not help you.”
				

				And af­ter you no longer re­proach mankind
				

				With be­ing in league against your soul’s up­lift­ed hands—
				

				Them­selves com­pelled at mid­night and at noon
				

				To watch with stead­fast eye their des­tinies;
				

				Af­ter you have these un­der­stand­ings, think of me
				

				And of my path, who walked there­in and knew
				

				That nei­ther man nor wom­an, nei­ther toil,
				

				Nor du­ty, gold nor pow­er
				

				Can ease the long­ing of the soul,
				

				The lone­li­ness of the soul!
			

		


			Lydia Humphrey

			
				Back and forth, back and forth, to and from the church,
				

				With my Bible un­der my arm
				

				’Till I was gray and old;
				

				Un­wed­ded, alone in the world,
				

				Find­ing broth­ers and sis­ters in the con­gre­ga­tion,
				

				And chil­dren in the church.
				

				I know they laughed and thought me queer.
				

				I knew of the ea­gle souls that flew high in the sun­light,
				

				Above the spire of the church, and laughed at the church,
				

				Dis­dain­ing me, not see­ing me.
				

				But if the high air was sweet to them, sweet was the church to me.
				

				It was the vi­sion, vi­sion, vi­sion of the po­ets
				

				De­moc­ra­tized!
			

		


			Le Roy Goldman

			
				“What will you do when you come to die,
				

				If all your life long you have re­ject­ed Je­sus,
				

				And know as you lie there, He is not your friend?”
				

				Over and over I said, I, the re­vival­ist.
				

				Ah, yes! but there are friends and friends.
				

				And blessed are you, say I, who know all now,
				

				You who have lost, ere you pass,
				

				A fa­ther or moth­er, or old grand­fa­ther or moth­er,
				

				Some beau­ti­ful soul that lived life strong­ly,
				

				And knew you all through, and loved you ev­er,
				

				Who would not fail to speak for you,
				

				And give God an in­ti­mate view of your soul,
				

				As on­ly one of your flesh could do it.
				

				That is the hand your hand will reach for,
				

				To lead you along the cor­ri­dor
				

				To the court where you are a stranger!
			

		


			Gustav Richter

			
				Af­ter a long day of work in my hot-hous­es
				

				Sleep was sweet, but if you sleep on your left side
				

				Your dreams may be abrupt­ly end­ed.
				

				I was among my flow­ers where some­one
				

				Seemed to be rais­ing them on tri­al,
				

				As if af­ter-while to be trans­plant­ed
				

				To a larg­er gar­den of freer air.
				

				And I was dis­em­bod­ied vi­sion
				

				Amid a light, as it were the sun
				

				Had float­ed in and touched the roof of glass
				

				Like a toy bal­loon and soft­ly burst­ed,
				

				And ethe­re­al­ized in gold­en air.
				

				And all was si­lence, ex­cept the splen­dor
				

				Was im­ma­nent with thought as clear
				

				As a speak­ing voice, and I, as thought,
				

				Could hear a Pres­ence think as he walked
				

				Be­tween the box­es pinch­ing off leaves,
				

				Look­ing for bugs and not­ing val­ues,
				

				With an eye that saw it all:—
				

				“Homer, oh yes! Per­i­cles, good.
				

				Cae­sar Bor­gia, what shall be done with it?
				

				Dante, too much ma­nure, per­haps.
				

				Napoleon, leave him awhile as yet.
				

				Shel­ley, more soil. Shake­speare, needs spray­ing—”
				

				Clouds, eh!—
			

		


			Arlo Will

			
				Did you ev­er see an al­li­ga­tor
				

				Come up to the air from the mud,
				

				Star­ing blind­ly un­der the full glare of noon?
				

				Have you seen the sta­bled hors­es at night
				

				Trem­ble and start back at the sight of a lantern?
				

				Have you ev­er walked in dark­ness
				

				When an un­known door was open be­fore you
				

				And you stood, it seemed, in the light of a thou­sand can­dles
				

				Of del­i­cate wax?
				

				Have you walked with the wind in your ears
				

				And the sun­light about you
				

				And found it sud­den­ly shine with an in­ner splen­dor?
				

				Out of the mud many times,
				

				Be­fore many doors of light
				

				Through many fields of splen­dor,
				

				Where around your steps a sound­less glo­ry scat­ters
				

				Like new-fall­en snow,
				

				Will you go through earth, O strong of soul,
				

				And through un­num­bered heav­ens
				

				To the fi­nal flame!
			

		


			Captain Orlando Killion

			
				Oh, you young rad­i­cals and dream­ers,
				

				You daunt­less fledglings
				

				Who pass by my head­stone,
				

				Mock not its record of my cap­tain­cy in the army
				

				And my faith in God!
				

				They are not de­nials of each oth­er.
				

				Go by rev­er­ent­ly, and read with sober care
				

				How a great peo­ple, rid­ing with de­fi­ant shouts
				

				The cen­taur of Rev­o­lu­tion,
				

				Spurred and whipped to fren­zy,
				

				Shook with ter­ror, see­ing the mist of the sea
				

				Over the precipice they were near­ing,
				

				And fell from his back in pre­cip­i­tate awe
				

				To cel­e­brate the Feast of the Supreme Be­ing.
				

				Moved by the same sense of vast re­al­i­ty
				

				Of life and death, and bur­dened as they were
				

				With the fate of a race,
				

				How was I, a lit­tle blas­phe­mer,
				

				Caught in the drift of a na­tion’s un­loos­ened flood,
				

				To re­main a blas­phe­mer,
				

				And a cap­tain in the army?
			

		


			Jeremy Carlisle

			
				Pass­er-by, sin be­yond any sin
				

				Is the sin of blind­ness of souls to oth­er souls.
				

				And joy be­yond any joy is the joy
				

				Of hav­ing the good in you seen, and see­ing the good
				

				At the mirac­u­lous mo­ment!
				

				Here I con­fess to a lofty scorn,
				

				And an acrid skep­ti­cism.
				

				But do you re­mem­ber the liq­uid that Pen­ni­wit
				

				Poured on tin­types, mak­ing them blue
				

				With a mist like hick­o­ry smoke?
				

				Then how the pic­ture be­gan to clear
				

				Till the face came forth like life?
				

				So you ap­peared to me, ne­glect­ed ones,
				

				And en­e­mies too, as I went along
				

				With my face grow­ing clear­er to you as yours
				

				Grew clear­er to me.
				

				We were ready then to walk to­geth­er
				

				And sing in cho­rus and chant the dawn
				

				Of life that is whol­ly life.
			

		


			Joseph Dixon

			
				Who carved this shat­tered harp on my stone?
				

				I died to you, no doubt. But how many harps and pi­anos
				

				Wired I and tight­ened and dis­en­tan­gled for you,
				

				Mak­ing them sweet again—with tun­ing fork or with­out?
				

				Oh well! A harp leaps out of the ear of a man, you say,
				

				But whence the ear that or­ders the length of the strings
				

				To a mag­ic of num­bers fly­ing be­fore your thought
				

				Through a door that clos­es against your breath­less won­der?
				

				Is there no Ear round the ear of a man, that it sens­es
				

				Through strings and col­umns of air the soul of sound?
				

				I thrill as I call it a tun­ing fork that catch­es
				

				The waves of min­gled mu­sic and light from afar,
				

				The an­ten­nae of Thought that lis­tens through ut­most space.
				

				Sure­ly the con­cord that ruled my spir­it is proof
				

				Of an Ear that tuned me, able to tune me over
				

				And use me again if I am wor­thy to use.
			

		


			Judson Stoddard

			
				On a moun­tain top above the clouds
				

				That streamed like a sea be­low me
				

				I said that peak is the thought of Bud­dha,
				

				And that one is the prayer of Je­sus,
				

				And this one is the dream of Pla­to,
				

				And that one there the song of Dante,
				

				And this is Kant and this is New­ton,
				

				And this is Mil­ton and this is Shake­speare,
				

				And this the hope of the Moth­er Church,
				

				And this—why all these peaks are po­ems,
				

				Po­ems and prayers that pierce the clouds.
				

				And I said “What does God do with moun­tains
				

				That rise al­most to heav­en?”
			

		


			Russell Kincaid

			
				In the last spring I ev­er knew,
				

				In those last days,
				

				I sat in the for­sak­en or­chard
				

				Where be­yond fields of green­ery shim­mered
				

				The hills at Miller’s Ford;
				

				Just to muse on the ap­ple tree
				

				With its ru­ined trunk and blast­ed branch­es,
				

				And shoots of green whose del­i­cate blos­soms
				

				Were sprin­kled over the skele­ton tan­gle,
				

				Nev­er to grow in fruit.
				

				And there was I with my spir­it gird­ed
				

				By the flesh half dead, the sens­es numb,
				

				Yet think­ing of youth and the earth in youth—
				

				Such phan­tom blos­soms pale­ly shin­ing
				

				Over the life­less boughs of Time.
				

				O earth that leaves us ere heav­en takes us!
				

				Had I been on­ly a tree to shiv­er
				

				With dreams of spring and a leafy youth,
				

				Then I had fall­en in the cy­clone
				

				Which swept me out of the soul’s sus­pense
				

				Where it’s nei­ther earth nor heav­en.
			

		


			Aaron Hatfield

			
				Bet­ter than gran­ite, Spoon Riv­er,
				

				Is the mem­o­ry-pic­ture you keep of me
				

				Stand­ing be­fore the pi­o­neer men and wom­en
				

				There at Con­cord Church on Com­mu­nion day.
				

				Speak­ing in bro­ken voice of the peas­ant youth
				

				Of Galilee who went to the city
				

				And was killed by bankers and lawyers;
				

				My voice min­gling with the June wind
				

				That blew over wheat fields from At­ter­bury;
				

				While the white stones in the bury­ing ground
				

				Around the Church shim­mered in the sum­mer sun.
				

				And there, though my own mem­o­ries
				

				Were too great to bear, were you, O pi­o­neers,
				

				With bowed heads breath­ing forth your sor­row
				

				For the sons killed in bat­tle and the daugh­ters
				

				And lit­tle chil­dren who van­ished in life’s morn­ing,
				

				Or at the in­tol­er­a­ble hour of noon.
				

				But in those mo­ments of trag­ic si­lence,
				

				When the wine and bread were passed,
				

				Came the rec­on­cil­i­a­tion for us—
				

				Us the plough­men and the hew­ers of wood,
				

				Us the peas­ants, broth­ers of the peas­ant of Galilee—
				

				To us came the Com­forter
				

				And the con­so­la­tion of tongues of flame!
			

		


			Isaiah Beethoven

			
				They told me I had three months to live,
				

				So I crept to Bernadotte,
				

				And sat by the mill for hours and hours
				

				Where the gath­ered wa­ters deeply mov­ing
				

				Seemed not to move:
				

				O world, that’s you!
				

				You are but a widened place in the riv­er
				

				Where Life looks down and we re­joice for her
				

				Mir­rored in us, and so we dream
				

				And turn away, but when again
				

				We look for the face, be­hold the low-lands
				

				And blast­ed cot­ton-wood trees where we emp­ty
				

				In­to the larg­er stream!
				

				But here by the mill the cas­tled clouds
				

				Mocked them­selves in the dizzy wa­ter;
				

				And over its agate floor at night
				

				The flame of the moon ran un­der my eyes
				

				Amid a for­est still­ness bro­ken
				

				By a flute in a hut on the hill.
				

				At last when I came to lie in bed
				

				Weak and in pain, with the dreams about me,
				

				The soul of the riv­er had en­tered my soul,
				

				And the gath­ered pow­er of my soul was mov­ing
				

				So swift­ly it seemed to be at rest
				

				Un­der cities of cloud and un­der
				

				Spheres of sil­ver and chang­ing worlds—
				

				Un­til I saw a flash of trum­pets
				

				Above the bat­tle­ments over Time!
			

		


			Elijah Browning

			
				I was among mul­ti­tudes of chil­dren
				

				Danc­ing at the foot of a moun­tain.
				

				A breeze blew out of the east and swept them as leaves,
				

				Driv­ing some up the slopes. … All was changed.
				

				Here were fly­ing lights, and mys­tic moons, and dream-mu­sic.
				

				A cloud fell up­on us. When it lift­ed all was changed.
				

				I was now amid mul­ti­tudes who were wran­gling.
				

				Then a fig­ure in shim­mer­ing gold, and one with a trum­pet,
				

				And one with a scep­tre stood be­fore me.
				

				They mocked me and danced a rigadoon and van­ished. …
				

				All was changed again. Out of a bow­er of pop­pies
				

				A wom­an bared her breasts and lift­ed her open mouth to mine.
				

				I kissed her. The taste of her lips was like salt.
				

				She left blood on my lips. I fell ex­haust­ed.
				

				I arose and as­cend­ed high­er, but a mist as from an ice­berg
				

				Cloud­ed my steps. I was cold and in pain.
				

				Then the sun streamed on me again,
				

				And I saw the mists be­low me hid­ing all be­low them.
				

				And I, bent over my staff, knew my­self
				

				Sil­hou­et­ted against the snow. And above me
				

				Was the sound­less air, pierced by a cone of ice,
				

				Over which hung a soli­tary star!
				

				A shud­der of ec­sta­sy, a shud­der of fear
				

				Ran through me. But I could not re­turn to the slopes—
				

				Nay, I wished not to re­turn.
				

				For the spent waves of the sym­pho­ny of free­dom
				

				Lapped the ethe­re­al cliffs about me.
				

				There­fore I climbed to the pin­na­cle.
				

				I flung away my staff.
				

				I touched that star
				

				With my out­stretched hand.
				

				I van­ished ut­ter­ly.
				

				For the moun­tain de­liv­ers to In­fi­nite Truth
				

				Whoso­ev­er touch­es the star!
			

		


			Webster Ford

			
				Do you re­mem­ber, O Del­ph­ic Apol­lo,
				

				The sun­set hour by the riv­er, when Mick­ey M’Grew
				

				Cried, “There’s a ghost,” and I, “It’s Del­ph­ic Apol­lo”;
				

				And the son of the banker de­rid­ed us, say­ing, “It’s light
				

				By the flags at the wa­ter’s edge, you half-wit­ted fools.”
				

				And from thence, as the weari­some years rolled on, long af­ter
				

				Poor Mick­ey fell down in the wa­ter tow­er to his death,
				

				Down, down, through bel­low­ing dark­ness, I car­ried
				

				The vi­sion which per­ished with him like a rock­et which falls
				

				And quench­es its light in earth, and hid it for fear
				

				Of the son of the banker, call­ing on Plu­tus to save me?
				

				Avenged were you for the shame of a fear­ful heart,
				

				Who left me alone till I saw you again in an hour
				

				When I seemed to be turned to a tree with trunk and branch­es
				

				Grow­ing in­durate, turn­ing to stone, yet bur­geon­ing
				

				In lau­rel leaves, in hosts of lam­bent lau­rel,
				

				Quiv­er­ing, flut­ter­ing, shrink­ing, fight­ing the numb­ness
				

				Creep­ing in­to their veins from the dy­ing trunk and branch­es!
				

				’Tis vain, O youth, to fly the call of Apol­lo.
				

				Fling your­selves in the fire, die with a song of spring,
				

				If die you must in the spring. For none shall look
				

				On the face of Apol­lo and live, and choose you must
				

				’Twixt death in the flame and death af­ter years of sor­row,
				

				Root­ed fast in the earth, feel­ing the gris­ly hand,
				

				Not so much in the trunk as in the ter­ri­ble numb­ness
				

				Creep­ing up to the lau­rel leaves that nev­er cease
				

				To flour­ish un­til you fall. O leaves of me
				

				Too sere for coro­nal wreaths, and fit alone
				

				For urns of mem­o­ry, trea­sured, per­haps, as themes
				

				For hearts hero­ic, fear­less singers and liv­ers—
				

				Del­ph­ic Apol­lo!
			

		

		
			
				The Spooniad

				The late Mr. Jonathan Swift Somers,2 lau­re­ate of Spoon Riv­er, planned The Spoo­ni­ad as an epic in twen­ty-four books, but un­for­tu­nate­ly did not live to com­plete even the first book. The frag­ment was found among his pa­pers by William Mar­i­on Reedy and was for the first time pub­lished in Reedy’s Mir­ror of De­cem­ber 18th, 1914.

			
			
				Of John Ca­ba­n­is’ wrath and of the strife
				

				Of hos­tile par­ties, and his dire de­feat
				

				Who led the com­mon peo­ple in the cause
				

				Of free­dom for Spoon Riv­er, and the fall
				

				Of Rhodes’ bank that brought un­num­bered woes
				

				And loss to many, with en­gen­dered hate
				

				That flamed in­to the torch in An­arch hands
				

				To burn the court­house, on whose black­ened wreck
				

				A fair­er tem­ple rose and Progress stood—
				

				Sing, muse, that lit the Chi­an’s face with smiles,
				

				Who saw the ant-like Greeks and Tro­jans crawl
				

				About Sca­man­der, over walls, pur­sued
				

				Or else pur­su­ing, and the fu­ner­al pyres
				

				And sa­cred hecatombs, and first be­cause
				

				Of He­len who with Paris fled to Troy
				

				As soul-mate; and the wrath of Peleus’ son,
				

				De­creed to lose Chry­seis, love­ly spoil
				

				Of war, and dear­est con­cu­bine.
			

			
				Say first,
				

				Thou son of night, called Mo­mus, from whose eyes
				

				No se­cret hides, and Thalia, smil­ing one,
				

				What bred ’twixt Thomas Rhodes and John Ca­ba­n­is
				

				The dead­ly strife? His daugh­ter Flossie, she,
				

				Re­turn­ing from her wan­der­ing with a troop
				

				Of strolling play­ers, walked the vil­lage streets,
				

				Her bracelets tin­kling and with sparkling rings
				

				And words of ser­pent wis­dom and a smile
				

				Of cun­ning in her eyes. Then Thomas Rhodes,
				

				Who ruled the church and ruled the bank as well,
				

				Made known his dis­ap­proval of the maid;
				

				And all Spoon Riv­er whis­pered and the eyes
				

				Of all the church frowned on her, till she knew
				

				They feared her and con­demned.
			

			
				But them to flout
				

				She gave a dance to vi­o­ls and to flutes,
				

				Brought from Peo­ria, and many youths,
				

				But late­ly made re­gen­er­ate through the prayers
				

				Of zeal­ous preach­ers and of earnest souls,
				

				Danced mer­ri­ly, and sought her in the dance,
				

				Who wore a dress so low of neck that eyes
				

				Down stray­ing might sur­vey the snowy swale
				

				Till it was lost in white­ness.
			

			
				With the dance
				

				The vil­lage changed to mer­ri­ment from gloom.
				

				The milliner, Mrs. Williams, could not fill
				

				Her or­ders for new hats, and ev­ery seam­stress
				

				Plied busy nee­dles mak­ing gowns; old trunks
				

				And chests were opened for their store of laces
				

				And rings and trin­kets were brought out of hid­ing
				

				And all the youths fas­tid­i­ous grew of dress;
				

				Notes passed, and many a fair one’s door at eve
				

				Knew a bou­quet, and strolling lovers thronged
				

				About the hills that over­looked the riv­er.
				

				Then, since the mer­cy seats more emp­ty showed,
				

				One of God’s cho­sen lift­ed up his voice:
				

				“The wom­an of Baby­lon is among us; rise,
				

				Ye sons of light and drive the wan­ton forth!”
				

				So John Ca­ba­n­is left the church and left
				

				The hosts of law and or­der with his eyes
				

				By anger cleared, and him the lib­er­al cause
				

				Ac­claimed as nom­i­nee to the may­oral­ty
				

				To van­quish A. D. Blood.
			

			
				But as the war
				

				Waged bit­ter­ly for votes and ru­mors flew
				

				About the bank, and of the heavy loans
				

				Which Rhodes’ son had made to prop his loss
				

				In wheat, and many drew their coin and left
				

				The bank of Rhodes more hol­low, with the talk
				

				Among the lib­er­als of an­oth­er bank
				

				Soon to be char­tered, lo, the bub­ble burst
				

				’Mid cries and curs­es; but the lib­er­als laughed
				

				And in the hall of Nicholas Bindle held
				

				Wise con­verse and in­spir­it­ing de­bate.
			

			
				High on a stage that over­looked the chairs
				

				Where dozens sat, and where a pop-eyed daub
				

				Of Shake­speare, very like the hired man
				

				Of Chris­tian Dall­mann, brown and point­ed beard,
				

				Up­on a drab prosce­ni­um out­ward stared,
				

				Sat Har­mon Whit­ney, to that em­i­nence,
				

				By mer­it raised in rib­aldry and guile,
				

				And to the as­sem­bled rebels thus he spake:
				

				“Whether to lie supine and let a clique
				

				Cold-blood­ed, schem­ing, hun­gry, singing psalms,
				

				De­vour our sub­stance, wreck our banks and drain
				

				Our lit­tle hoards for haz­ards on the price
				

				Of wheat or pork, or yet to cow­er be­neath
				

				The shad­ow of a spire up­reared to curb
				

				A breed of lack­eys and to serve the bank
				

				Coad­ju­tor in greed, that is the ques­tion.
				

				Shall we have mu­sic and the jo­cund dance,
				

				Or tolling bells? Or shall young ro­mance roam
				

				These hills about the riv­er, flow­er­ing now
				

				To April’s tears, or shall they sit at home,
				

				Or play cro­quet where Thomas Rhodes may see,
				

				I ask you? If the blood of youth runs o’er
				

				And ri­ots ’gainst this reg­i­men of gloom,
				

				Shall we sub­mit to have these youths and maids
				

				Brand­ed as lib­ertines and wan­tons?”
			

			
				Ere
				

				His words were done a wom­an’s voice called “No!”
				

				Then rose a sound of mov­ing chairs, as when
				

				The nu­mer­ous swine o’er-run the re­plen­ished troughs;
				

				And ev­ery head was turned, as when a flock
				

				Of geese back-turn­ing to the hunter’s tread
				

				Rise up with flap­ping wings; then rang the hall
				

				With ri­otous laugh­ter, for with bat­tered hat
				

				Tilt­ed up­on her saucy head, and fist
				

				Raised in de­fi­ance, Daisy Fras­er stood.
				

				Head­long she had been hurled from out the hall
				

				Save Wen­dell Bloyd, who spoke for wom­an’s rights,
				

				Pre­vent­ed, and the bel­low­ing voice of Bur­chard.
				

				Then ’mid ap­plause she has­tened to­ward the stage
				

				And flung both gold and sil­ver to the cause
				

				And swift­ly left the hall.
			

			
				Mean­time up­stood
				

				A gi­ant fig­ure, beard­ed like the son
				

				Of Al­cmene, deep-chest­ed, round of paunch,
				

				And spoke in thun­der: “Over there be­hold
				

				A man who for the truth with­stood his wife—
				

				Such is our spir­it—when that A. D. Blood
				

				Com­pelled me to re­move Dom Pe­dro—”
			

			
				Quick
				

				Be­fore Jim Brown could fin­ish, Jef­fer­son Howard
				

				Ob­tained the floor and spake: “Ill suits the time
				

				For clown­ish words, and triv­ial is our cause
				

				If naught’s at stake but John Ca­ba­n­is’ wrath,
				

				He who was erst­while of the oth­er side
				

				And came to us for vengeance. More’s at stake
				

				Than tri­umph for New Eng­land or Vir­ginia.
				

				And whether rum be sold, or for two years
				

				As in the past two years, this town be dry
				

				Mat­ters but lit­tle—Oh yes, rev­enue
				

				For side­walks, sew­ers; that is well enough!
				

				I wish to God this fight were now in­spired
				

				By oth­er pas­sion than to salve the pride
				

				Of John Ca­ba­n­is or his daugh­ter. Why
				

				Can nev­er con­tests of great mo­ment spring
				

				From wor­thy things, not lit­tle? Still, if men
				

				Must al­ways act so, and if rum must be
				

				The sym­bol and the medi­um to re­lease
				

				From life’s de­nial and from slav­ery,
				

				Then give me rum!”
			

			
				Ex­ul­tant cries arose.
				

				Then, as George Trim­ble had o’er­come his fear
				

				And vac­il­la­tion and be­gun to speak,
				

				The door creaked and the id­iot, Willie Met­calf,
				

				Breath­less and hat­less, whiter than a sheet,
				

				En­tered and cried: “The mar­shal’s on his way
				

				To ar­rest you all. And if you on­ly knew
				

				Who’s com­ing here to-mor­row; I was lis­ten­ing
				

				Be­neath the win­dow where the oth­er side
				

				Are mak­ing plans.”
			

			
				So to a small­er room
				

				To hear the id­iot’s se­cret some with­drew
				

				Se­lect­ed by the Chair; the Chair him­self
				

				And Jef­fer­son Howard, Ben­jamin Pantier,
				

				And Wen­dell Bloyd, George Trim­ble, Adam Weirauch,
				

				Imanuel Ehren­hardt, Seth Comp­ton, God­win James
				

				And Enoch Dun­lap, Hi­ram Scates, Roy But­ler,
				

				Carl Ham­blin, Roger He­s­ton, Ernest Hyde
				

				And Pen­ni­wit, the artist, Kin­sey Keene,
				

				And E. C. Cul­bert­son and Franklin Jones,
				

				Ben­jamin Fras­er, son of Ben­jamin Pantier
				

				By Daisy Fras­er, some of less­er note,
				

				And se­cret­ly con­ferred.
			

			
				But in the hall
				

				Dis­or­der reigned and when the mar­shal came
				

				And found it so, he marched the hood­lums out
				

				And locked them up.
			

			
				Mean­while with­in a room
				

				Back in the base­ment of the church, with Blood
				

				Coun­seled the wis­est heads. Judge Somers first,
				

				Deep learned in life, and next him, El­liott Hawkins
				

				And Lam­bert Hutchins; next him Thomas Rhodes
				

				And Ed­i­tor Whe­don; next him Gar­ri­son Stan­dard,
				

				A traitor to the lib­er­als, who with lip
				

				Up­curled in scorn and with a bit­ter sneer:
				

				“Such strife about an in­sult to a wom­an—
				

				A girl of eigh­teen”—Chris­tian Dall­mann too,
				

				And oth­ers un­record­ed. Some there were
				

				Who frowned not on the cup but loathed the rule
				

				Democ­ra­cy achieved there­by, the free­dom
				

				And lust of life it sym­bol­ized.
			

			
				Now morn with snowy fin­gers up the sky
				

				Flung like an or­ange at a fes­ti­val
				

				The rud­dy sun, when from their hasty beds
				

				Poured forth the hos­tile forces, and the streets
				

				Re­sound­ed to the rat­tle of the wheels,
				

				That drove this way and that to gath­er in
				

				The tardy vot­ers, and the cries of chief­tains
				

				Who manned the bat­tle. But at ten o’clock
				

				The lib­er­als bel­lowed fraud, and at the polls
				

				The ri­val can­di­dates growled and came to blows.
				

				Then proved the id­iot’s tale of yester-eve
				

				A word of warn­ing. Sud­den­ly on the streets
				

				Walked hog-eyed Allen, ter­ror of the hills
				

				That looked on Bernadotte ten miles re­moved.
				

				No man of this de­gen­er­ate day could lift
				

				The boul­ders which he threw, and when he spoke
				

				The win­dows rat­tled, and be­neath his brows,
				

				Thatched like a shed with bristling hair of black,
				

				His small eyes glis­tened like a mad­dened boar.
				

				And as he walked the boards creaked, as he walked
				

				A song of men­ace rum­bled. Thus he came,
				

				The cham­pi­on of A. D. Blood, com­mis­sioned
				

				To ter­ri­fy the lib­er­als. Many fled
				

				As when a hawk soars o’er the chick­en yard.
				

				He passed the polls and with a play­ful hand
				

				Touched Brown, the gi­ant, and he fell against,
				

				As though he were a child, the wall; so strong
				

				Was hog-eyed Allen. But the lib­er­als smiled.
				

				For soon as hog-eyed Allen reached the walk,
				

				Close on his steps paced Ben­gal Mike, brought in
				

				By Kin­sey Keene, the sub­tle-wit­ted one,
				

				To match the hog-eyed Allen. He was scarce
				

				Three-fourths the oth­er’s bulk, but steel his arms,
				

				And with a tiger’s heart. Two men he killed
				

				And many wound­ed in the days be­fore,
				

				And no one feared.
			

			
				But when the hog-eyed one
				

				Saw Ben­gal Mike his coun­te­nance grew dark,
				

				The bris­tles o’er his red eyes twitched with rage,
				

				The song he rum­bled low­ered. Round and round
				

				The court­house paced he, fol­lowed stealth­ily
				

				By Ben­gal Mike, who jeered him ev­ery step:
				

				“Come, ele­phant, and fight! Come, hog-eyed cow­ard!
				

				Come, face about and fight me, lum­ber­ing sneak!
				

				Come, beefy bul­ly, hit me, if you can!
				

				Take out your gun, you duf­fer, give me rea­son
				

				To draw and kill you. Take your bil­ly out.
				

				I’ll crack your boar’s head with a piece of brick!”
				

				But nev­er a word the hog-eyed one re­turned,
				

				But trod about the court­house, fol­lowed both
				

				By troops of boys and watched by all the men.
				

				All day, they walked the square. But when Apol­lo
				

				Stood with re­luc­tant look above the hills
				

				As fain to see the end, and all the votes
				

				Were cast, and closed the polls, be­fore the door
				

				Of Train­or’s drug store Ben­gal Mike, in tones
				

				That echoed through the vil­lage, bawled the taunt:
				

				“Who was your moth­er, hog-eyed?” In a trice,
				

				As when a wild boar turns up­on the hound
				

				That through the brakes up­on an Au­gust day
				

				Has gashed him with its teeth, the hog-eyed one
				

				Rushed with his gi­ant arms on Ben­gal Mike
				

				And grabbed him by the throat. Then rose to heav­en
				

				The fright­ened cries of boys, and yells of men
				

				Forth rush­ing to the street. And Ben­gal Mike
				

				Moved this way and now that, drew in his head
				

				As if his neck to short­en, and bent down
				

				To break the death grip of the hog-eyed one;
				

				’Twixt gut­tural wrath and fast-ex­pir­ing strength
				

				Strik­ing his fists against the in­vul­ner­a­ble chest
				

				Of hog-eyed Allen. Then, when some came in
				

				To part them, oth­ers stayed them, and the fight
				

				Spread among dozens; many valiant souls
				

				Went down from clubs and bricks.
			

			
				But tell me, Muse,
				

				What god or god­dess res­cued Ben­gal Mike?
				

				With one last, mighty strug­gle did he grasp
				

				The mur­der­ous hands and turn­ing kick his foe.
				

				Then, as if struck by light­ning, van­ished all
				

				The strength from hog-eyed Allen, at his side
				

				Sank limp those gi­ant arms and o’er his face
				

				Dread pal­lor and the sweat of an­guish spread.
				

				And those great knees, in­vin­ci­ble but late,
				

				Shook to his weight. And quick­ly as the li­on
				

				Leaps on its wound­ed prey, did Ben­gal Mike
				

				Smite with a rock the tem­ple of his foe,
				

				And down he sank and dark­ness o’er his eyes
				

				Passed like a cloud.
			

			
				As when the wood­man fells
				

				Some gi­ant oak up­on a sum­mer’s day
				

				And all the song­sters of the for­est shrill,
				

				And one great hawk that has his nestling young
				

				Amid the top­most branch­es croaks, as crash
				

				The leafy branch­es through the tan­gled boughs
				

				Of broth­er oaks, so fell the hog-eyed one
				

				Amid the lamen­ta­tions of the friends
				

				Of A. D. Blood.
			

			
				Just then, four lusty men
				

				Bore the town mar­shal, on whose iron face
				

				The pur­ple pall of death al­ready lay,
				

				To Train­or’s drug store, shot by Jack McGuire.
				

				And cries went up of “Lynch him!” and the sound
				

				Of run­ning feet from ev­ery side was heard
				

				Bent on the
			

		
	
		
			Epilogue

			The grave­yard of Spoon Riv­er. Two voic­es are heard be­hind a screen dec­o­rat­ed with di­a­bol­i­cal and an­gel­ic fig­ures in var­i­ous al­le­gor­i­cal re­la­tions. A faint light shows dim­ly through the screen as if it were wo­ven of leaves, branch­es and shad­ows.

			
				
					
							First Voice
							A game of check­ers?
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							Well, I don’t mind.
					

					
							First Voice
							I move the Will.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							You’re play­ing it blind.
					

					
							First Voice
							Then here’s the Soul.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							Checked by the Will.
					

					
							First Voice
							Eter­nal Good!
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							And Eter­nal Ill.
					

					
							First Voice
							I haste for the King row.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							Save your breath.
					

					
							First Voice
							I was mov­ing Life.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							You’re checked by Death.
					

					
							First Voice
							Very good, here’s Moses.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							And here’s the Jew.
					

					
							First Voice
							My next move is Je­sus.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							St. Paul for you!
					

					
							First Voice
							Yes, but St. Pe­ter—
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							You might have fore­seen—
					

					
							First Voice
							You’re in the King row—
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							With Con­stan­tine!
					

					
							First Voice
							I’ll go back to Athens.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							Well, here’s the Per­sian.
					

					
							First Voice
							All right, the Bible.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							Pray now, what ver­sion?
					

					
							First Voice
							I take up Bud­dha.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							It nev­er will work.
					

					
							First Voice
							From the cor­ner Ma­homet.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							I move the Turk.
					

					
							First Voice
							The game is tan­gled; where are we now?
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							
							
								You’re dream­ing worlds. I’m in the King row.
								

								Move as you will, if I can’t wreck you
								

								I’ll thwart you, har­ry you, rout you, check you.
							

						
					

					
							First Voice
							
							
								I’m tired. I’ll send for my Son to play.
								

								I think he can beat you fi­nal­ly—
							

						
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							Eh?
					

					
							First Voice
							I must pre­side at the stars’ con­ven­tion.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							
							
								Very well, my lord, but I beg to men­tion
								

								I’ll give this game my di­rect at­ten­tion.
							

						
					

					
							First Voice
							A game in­deed! But Truth is my quest.
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							
							
								Beat­en, you walk away with a jest.
								

								I strike the ta­ble, I scat­ter the check­ers.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							A rat­tle of a fall­ing ta­ble and check­ers fly­ing over a floor.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Aha! You armies and iron deck­ers,
								

								Races and states in a cat­a­clysm—
								

								Now for a day of athe­ism!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							The screen van­ish­es and Beelze­bub steps for­ward car­ry­ing a trum­pet, which he blows faint­ly. Im­me­di­ate­ly Lo­ki and Yo­g­a­rindra start up from the shad­ows of night.
						
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							Good evening, Lo­ki!
					

					
							Lo­ki
							The same to you!
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							And Yo­g­a­rindra!
					

					
							Yo­g­a­rindra
							My greet­ings, too.
					

					
							Lo­ki
							Whence came you, com­rade?
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							From yon­der screen.
					

					
							Yo­g­a­rindra
							And what were you do­ing?
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							Stir­ring His spleen.
					

					
							Lo­ki
							How did you do it?
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							
							
								I made it rough
								

								In a game of check­ers.
							

						
					

					
							Lo­ki
							Good enough!
					

					
							Yo­g­a­rindra
							I thought I heard the sounds of a bat­tle.
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							
							
								No doubt! I made the check­ers rat­tle,
								

								Turn­ing the ta­ble over and strew­ing
								

								The bits of wood like an army pur­su­ing.
							

						
					

					
							Yo­g­a­rindra
							I have a game! Let us make a man.
					

					
							Lo­ki
							My net is wait­ing him, if you can.
					

					
							Yo­g­a­rindra
							And here’s my mir­ror to fool him with—
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							Mys­tery, false­hood, creed and myth.
					

					
							Lo­ki
							But no one can mold him, friend, but you.
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							Then to the sport with­out more ado.
					

					
							Yo­g­a­rindra
							Hur­ry the work ere it grow to day.
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							I set me to it. Where is the clay?
					

					
							
							
							He scrapes the earth with his hands and be­gins to mod­el.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Out of the dust,
								

								Out of the slime,
								

								A lit­tle rust,
								

								And a lit­tle lime.
								

								Mus­cle and gris­tle,
								

								Mucin, stone
								

								Brayed with a pes­tle,
								

								Fat and bone.
								

								Out of the marsh­es,
								

								Out of the vaults,
								

								Mat­ter crush­es
								

								Gas and salts.
								

								What is this you call a mind,
								

								Flit­ting, drift­ing, pale and blind,
								

								Soul of the swamp that rides the wind?
								

								Jack-o’-lantern, here you are!
								

								Dream of heav­en, pine for a star,
								

								Chase your broth­ers to and fro,
								

								Back to the swamp at last you’ll go.
								

								Hilloo! Hilloo!
							

						
					

					
							The Val­ley
							Hilloo! Hilloo!
					

					
							
							
							Beelze­bub in scrap­ing up the earth turns out a skull.
						
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							
							
								Old one, old one.
								

								Now ere I break you
								

								Crush you and make you
								

								Clay for my use.
								

								Let me ob­serve you:
								

								You were a bold one
								

								Flat at the dome of you,
								

								Heavy the base of you,
								

								False to the home of you,
								

								Strong was the face of you,
								

								Strange to all fears.
								

								Yet did the hair of you
								

								Hide what you were.
								

								Now to re-nerve you—
							

						
					

					
							
							
							He crush­es the skull be­tween his hands and mix­es it with the clay.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Now you are dust,
								

								Lime­stone and rust.
								

								I mold and I stir
								

								And make you again.
							

						
					

					
							The Val­ley
							Again? Again?
					

					
							
							
							In the same man­ner Beelze­bub has fash­ioned sev­er­al fig­ures, stand­ing them against the trees.
						
					

					
							Lo­ki
							
							
								Now for the breath of life. As I re­mem­ber
								

								You have done right to mold your crea­tures first,
								

								And stand them up.
							

						
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							
							
								From grav­i­ta­tion
								

								I make the will.
							

						
					

					
							Yo­g­a­rindra
							
							
								Out of sen­sa­tion
								

								Comes his ill.
								

								Out of my mir­ror
								

								Springs his er­ror.
								

								Who was so cru­el
								

								To make him the slave
								

								Of me the sor­cer­ess, you the knave,
								

								And you the plot­ter to catch his thought.
								

								What­ev­er he did, what­ev­er he sought?
								

								With a na­ture du­al
								

								Of will and mind,
								

								A thing that sees, and a thing that’s blind.
								

								Come! to our dance! Some­thing hat­ed him
								

								Made us over him, there­fore fat­ed him.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							They join hands and dance.
						
					

					
							Lo­ki
							
							
								Pas­sion, rea­son, cus­tom, rules.
								

								Creeds of the church­es, lore of the schools,
								

								Taint in the blood and strength of soul.
								

								Flesh too weak for the will’s con­trol;
								

								Pover­ty, rich­es, pride of birth,
								

								Wail­ing, laugh­ter, over the earth,
								

								Here I have you caught again,
								

								En­ter my web, ye sons of men.
							

						
					

					
							Yo­g­a­rindra
							
							
								Look in my mir­ror!
								

								Isn’t it re­al?
								

								What do you think now, what do you feel?
								

								Here is trea­sure of gold heaped up;
								

								Here is wine in the fes­tal cup.
								

								Ten­drils blos­som­ing, turned to whips,
								

								Love with her breasts and scar­let lips.
								

								Breathe in their nos­trils.
							

						
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							
							
								False­hood’s breath,
								

								Out of noth­ing­ness in­to death.
								

								Out of the mold, out of the rocks,
								

								Won­der, mock­ery, para­dox!
								

								Soar­ing spir­it, grov­el­ing flesh,
								

								Bait the trap, and spread the mesh.
								

								Give him hunger, lure him with truth,
								

								Give him the iris hopes of Youth.
								

								Starve him, shame him, fling him down,
								

								Whirled in the vor­tex of the town.
								

								Break him, age him, till he curse
								

								The id­iot face of the uni­verse.
								

								Over and over we mix the clay—
								

								What was dust is alive to-day.
							

						
					

					
							The Three
							Thus is the hell-born tan­gle wound
					

					
							Swift­ly, swift­ly round and round.
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							
							
								
									Wav­ing his trum­pet.
								
								

								You live! Away!
							

						
					

					
							One of the Fig­ures
							
							
								How strange and new!
								

								I am I, and an­oth­er, too.
							

						
					

					
							An­oth­er Fig­ure
							
							
								I was a sun-dew’s leaf, but now
								

								What is this long­ing?—
							

						
					

					
							An­oth­er Fig­ure
							
							
								Earth be­low
								

								I was a seedling mag­net-tipped
								

								Drawn down earth—
							

						
					

					
							An­oth­er Fig­ure
							
							
								And I was gripped
								

								Elec­trons in a gran­ite stone,
								

								Now I think.
							

						
					

					
							An­oth­er Fig­ure
							Oh, how alone!
					

					
							An­oth­er Fig­ure
							
							
								My lips to thine. Through thee I find
								

								Some­thing alone by love di­vined!
							

						
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							
							
								Be­gone! No, wait. I have bethought me, friends;
								

								Let’s give a play.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							He waves his trum­pet.
						
					

					
							
							
							To yon­der green rooms go.

						
					

					
							
							
							The fig­ures dis­ap­pear.
						
					

					
							Yo­g­a­rindra
							
							
								Oh, yes, a play! That’s very well, I think,
								

								But who will be the au­di­ence? I must throw
								

								Il­lu­sion over all.
							

						
					

					
							Lo­ki
							
							
								And I must shift
								

								The scenery, and tan­gle up the plot.
							

						
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							
							
								Well, so you shall! Our au­di­ence shall come
								

								From yon­der graves.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							He blows his trum­pet slight­ly loud­er than be­fore. The scene changes. A stage aris­es among the graves. The cur­tain is down, con­ceal­ing the crea­tures just cre­at­ed, il­lu­mi­nat­ed half­way up by spec­tral lights. Beelze­bub stands be­fore the cur­tain.
						
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							
							
								
									A ter­rif­ic blast of the trum­pet.
								
								

								Who-o-o-o-o-o!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Im­me­di­ate­ly there is a rustling as of the shells of grasshop­pers stirred by a wind; and hun­dreds of the dead, in­clud­ing those who have ap­peared in the An­thol­o­gy, hur­ry to the sound of the trum­pet.
						
					

					
							A Voice
							Gabriel! Gabriel!
					

					
							Many Voic­es
							The Judg­ment day!
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							
							
								Be qui­et, if you please
								

								At least un­til the stars fall and the moon.
							

						
					

					
							Many Voic­es
							Save us! Save us!
					

					
							
							
							Beelze­bub ex­tends his hands over the au­di­ence with a bene­dic­to­ry mo­tion and re­stores or­der.
						
					

					
							Beelze­bub
							
							
								Ladies and gen­tle­men, your kind at­ten­tion
								

								To my in­ter­pre­ta­tion of the scene.
								

								I rise to give your fan­cy com­pre­hen­sion,
								

								And an­a­lyze the parts of the ma­chine.
								

								My mood is such that I would not de­ceive you,
								

								Though still a liar and the fa­ther of it,
								

								From judg­ment’s frailty I would re­trieve you,
								

								Though false­hood is my art and though I love it.
								

								Down in the habi­ta­tions whence I rise,
								

								The roots of hu­man sor­row bound­less spread.
								

								Long have I watched them draw the strength that lies
								

								In clay made rich­er by the rot­ting dead.
								

								Here is a blos­som, here a twist­ed stalk,
								

								Here fruit that sourly with­ers ere its prime;
								

								And here a growth that sprawls across the walk,
								

								Food for the green worm, which it turns to slime.
								

								The rud­dy ap­ple with a core of cork
								

								Springs from a root which in a hol­low dan­gles,
								

								Not skill­ful hus­bandry nor la­bo­ri­ous work
								

								Can save the tree which light­ning breaks and tan­gles.
								

								Why does the bright nas­tur­tium scarce­ly flow­er
								

								But that those in­sects mul­ti­ply and grow,
								

								Which make it food, and in the very hour
								

								In which the veined leaves and blos­soms blow?
								

								Why does a good­ly tree, while fast ma­tur­ing,
								

								Turn crooked branch­es cov­ered o’er with scale?
								

								Why does the tree whose youth was not as­sur­ing
								

								Pros­per and bear while all its fel­lows fail?
								

								I un­der earth see much. I know the soil.
								

								I know where mold is heavy and where thin.
								

								I see the stones that thwart the plow­man’s toil,
								

								The crooked roots of what the priests call sin.
								

								I know all se­crets, even to the core,
								

								What seedlings will be upas, pine or lau­rel;
								

								It can­not change howe’er the field’s worked o’er.
								

								Man’s what he is and that’s the dev­il’s moral.
								

								So with the souls of the en­su­ing dra­ma
								

								They sprang from cer­tain seed in cer­tain earth.
								

								Be­hold them in the dev­il’s cy­clo­rama,
								

								Shown in their prop­er light for all they’re worth.
								

								Now to my task: I’ll give an ex­hi­bi­tion
								

								Of mix­ing the in­gre­di­ents of spir­it.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							He waves his hand.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Come, cru­cible, per­form your mag­ic mis­sion,
								

								Come, recre­ative fire, and hov­er near it!
								

								I’ll make a soul, or show how one is made.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							He waves his wand again. Par­ti-col­ored flames ap­pear.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								This is the wom­an you shall see anon!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							A red flame ap­pears.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								This hec­tic flame makes all the world afraid:
								

								It was a sol­dier’s scourge which ate the bone.
								

								His daugh­ter bore the la­dy of the ac­tion,
								

								And died at thir­ty-nine of scro­fu­la.
								

								She was a crea­ture of a sweet at­trac­tion,
								

								Whose sex-ob­ses­sion no one ev­er saw.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							A pur­ple flame ap­pears.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Lo! this de­notes aris­to­crat­ic strains
								

								Back in the cen­turies of France’s glo­ry.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							A blue flame ap­pears.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								And this the will that pulls against the chains
								

								Her fa­ther strove un­til his hair was hoary.
								

								Sor­row and fail­ure made his na­ture cold,
								

								He nev­er loved the child whose woe is shown,
								

								And hence her pas­sion for the things which gold
								

								Brings in this world of pride, and brings alone.
								

								The hu­man heart that’s fam­ished from its birth
								

								Turns to the gross­er trea­sures, that is plain.
								

								Thus as­pi­ra­tion fall­en fills the earth
								

								With jun­gle growths of bit­ter­ness and pain.
								

								Of Celtic, Gal­lic fire our hero­ine!
								

								Coura­geous, cru­el, pas­sion­ate and proud.
								

								False, venge­ful, cun­ning, with­out fear o’ sin.
								

								A head that oft is bloody, but not bowed.
								

								Now if she meet a man—sup­pose our hero,
								

								With whom her chem­istry shall war yet mix,
								

								As if she were her Bor­gia to his Nero,
								

								’Twill look like one of Sa­tan’s lit­tle tricks!
								

								How­ev­er, it must be. The world’s great gar­den
								

								Is not all mine. I on­ly sow the tares.
								

								Wheat should be made im­mune, or else the War­den
								

								Should stop their com­ing in the world’s af­fairs.
								

								But to our hero! Long ere he was born
								

								I knew what would re­pel him and at­tract.
								

								Such spir­it math­e­mat­ics, fig or thorn,
								

								I can prog­nos­ti­cate be­fore the fact.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							A yel­low flame ap­pears.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								This is a grand­sire’s trea­son in an or­chard
								

								Against a maid whose na­ture with his mat­ed.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Lurid flames ap­pear.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								And this his mem­o­ry dis­trait and tor­tured,
								

								Which marked the child with hate be­cause she hat­ed.
								

								Our hero­ine’s grand dame was that maid’s own cousin—
								

								But nev­er this our man and wom­an knew.
								

								The child, in time, of lovers had a dozen,
								

								Then wed a gen­tle­man up­right and true.
								

								And thus our hero had a dou­ble na­ture:
								

								One half of him was bad, the oth­er good.
								

								The dev­il must ex­haust his nomen­cla­ture
								

								To make this puz­zle right­ly un­der­stood.
								

								But when our hero and our hero­ine met
								

								They were at once at­tract­ed, the re­pul­sion
								

								Was hid­den un­der Pas­sion, with her net
								

								Which must en­mesh you ere you feel re­vul­sion.
								

								The virus cours­ing in the sol­dier’s blood,
								

								The or­chard’s ghost, the un­known kin­ship ’twixt them,
								

								Our hero’s moth­er’s lovers round them stood,
								

								Shad­ows that smiled to see how Fate had fixed them.
								

								This twain pledge vows and mar­ry, that’s the play.
								

								And then the trag­ic fea­tures rise and deep­en.
								

								He is a ten­der hus­band. When away
								

								The ser­pents from the or­chard sly­ly creep in.
								

								Our hero­ine, born of spir­it none too loy­al,
								

								Picks fruit of knowl­edge—leaves the tree of life.
								

								Her fan­cy turns to France cor­rupt and roy­al,
								

								Soon she for­gets her du­ty as a wife.
								

								You know the rest, so far as that’s con­cerned,
								

								She met ex­po­sure and her hus­band slew her.
								

								He lost his rea­son, for the love she spurned.
								

								He prized her as his own—how slight he knew her.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							He waves a wand, show­ing a man in a prison cell.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Now here he sits con­demned to mount the gal­lows—
								

								He could not tell his sto­ry—he is dumb.
								

								Love, says your po­ets, is a grace that hal­lows,
								

								I call it suf­fer­ing and mar­tyr­dom.
								

								The judge with point­ed fin­ger says, “You killed her.”
								

								Well, so he did—but here’s the ex­pla­na­tion;
								

								He could not give it. I, the dra­ma-builder,
								

								Show you the var­i­ous truths and their re­la­tion.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							He waves his wand.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Now, to be­gin. The cur­tain is as­cend­ing,
								

								They meet at tea up­on a flow­ery lawn.
								

								Fair, is it not? How sweet their souls are blend­ing—
								

								The au­thor calls the play Lao­coön.
							

						
					

					
							A Voice
							On­ly an earth dream.
					

					
							An­oth­er Voice
							
							
								With which we are done.
								

								A flash of a comet
								

								Up­on the earth stream.
							

						
					

					
							An­oth­er Voice
							
							
								A dream twice re­moved,
								

								A spec­tral con­fu­sion
								

								Of earth’s dread il­lu­sion.
							

						
					

					
							A Far Voice
							
							
								These are the ghosts
								

								From the des­o­late coasts.
								

								Would you go to them?
								

								On­ly pur­sue them.
								

								What­ev­er en­shrined is
								

								With­in you is you.
								

								In a place where no wind is,
								

								Out of the damps,
								

								Be ye as lamps.
								

								Flame-like as­pire,
								

								To me alone true,
								

								The Life and the Fire.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Beelze­bub, Lo­ki and Yo­g­a­rindra van­ish. The phan­tas­mago­ria fades out. Where the dead seemed to have as­sem­bled, on­ly heaps of leaves ap­pear. There is the light as of dawn. Voic­es of Spring.
						
					

					
							First Voice
							
							
								The spring­time is come, the win­ter de­part­ed,
								

								She wak­ens from slum­ber and dances light-heart­ed.
								

								The sun is re­turn­ing.
								

								We are done with alarms,
								

								Earth lifts her face burn­ing,
								

								Held close in his arms.
								

								The sun is an ea­gle
								

								Who broods o’er his young,
								

								The earth is his nursling
								

								In whom he has flung
								

								The life-flame in seed,
								

								In blos­som de­sire,
								

								Till fire be­come life,
								

								And life be­come fire.
							

						
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							
							
								I slip and I van­ish,
								

								I baf­fle your eye;
								

								I dive and I climb,
								

								I change and I fly.
								

								You have me, you lose me,
								

								Who have me too well,
								

								Now find me and use me—
								

								I am here in a cell.
							

						
					

					
							Third Voice
							
							
								You are there in a cell?
								

								Oh, now for a rod
								

								With which to di­vine you—
							

						
					

					
							Sec­ond Voice
							Nay, child, I am God.
					

					
							Fourth Voice
							
							
								When the wak­ing wa­ters rise from their beds of snow, un­der the hill,
								

								In lit­tle rooms of stone where they sleep when ici­cles reign,
								

								The April breezes scur­ry through wood­lands, say­ing “Ful­fill!
								

								Awak­en roots un­der cov­er of soil—it is Spring again.”
								

								Then the sun ex­ults, the moon is at peace, and voic­es
								

								Call to the sil­ver shad­ows to lift the flow­ers from their dreams.
								

								And a long­ing, long­ing en­ters my heart of sor­row, my heart that re­joic­es
								

								In the fleet­ing glimpse of a shin­ing face, and her hair that gleams.
								

								I arise and fol­low alone for hours the wind­ing way by the riv­er,
								

								Hunt­ing a van­ish­ing light, and a so­lace for joy too deep.
								

								Where do you lead me, wild one, on and on for­ev­er?
								

								Over the hill, over the hill, and down to the mead­ows of sleep.
							

						
					

					
							The Sun
							
							
								Over the sound­less depths of space for a hun­dred mil­lion miles
								

								Speeds the soul of me, silent thun­der, struck from a harp of fire.
								

								Be­fore my eyes the plan­ets wheel and a uni­verse de­files,
								

								I but a lu­mi­nant speck of dust up­borne in a vast de­sire.
								

								What is my uni­verse that obeys me—my­self com­pelled to obey
								

								A pow­er that holds me and whirls me over a path that has no end?
								

								And there are my chil­dren who call me great, the giv­er of life and day,
								

								My­self a child who cry for life and know not whith­er I tend.
								

								A mil­lion mil­lion suns above me, as if the cur­tain of night
								

								Were hung be­fore cre­ation’s flame, that shone through the weave of the cloth,
								

								Each with its worlds and worlds and worlds cry­ing up­ward for light,
								

								For each is drawn in its course to what?—as the can­dle draws the moth.
							

						
					

					
							The Milky Way
							
							
								Or­bits un­end­ing,
								

								Life nev­er end­ing,
								

								Pow­er with­out end.
							

						
					

					
							A Voice
							
							
								Wouldst thou be lord,
								

								Not peace but a sword.
								

								Not heart’s de­sire—
								

								Ev­er as­pire.
								

								Wor­ship thy pow­er,
								

								Con­quer thy hour,
								

								Sleep not but strive,
								

								So shalt thou live.
							

						
					

					
							In­fi­nite Depths
							
							
								In­fi­nite Law,
								

								In­fi­nite Life.
							

						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. Au­thor of The Spoo­ni­ad.

			2. See Jonathan Swift Somers.
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			and is based on
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			The first edi­tion of this ebook was re­leased on
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			You can check for up­dates to this ebook, view its re­vi­sion his­to­ry, or down­load it for dif­fer­ent eread­ing sys­tems at

			stan­dard­e­books.org/ebooks/edgar-lee-mas­ters/spoon-riv­er-an­thol­o­gy.
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			Copy­right pages ex­ist to tell you that you can’t do some­thing. Un­like them, this Un­copy­right page ex­ists to tell you that the writ­ing and art­work in this ebook are be­lieved to be in the Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main; that is, they are be­lieved to be free of copy­right re­stric­tions in the Unit­ed States. The Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main rep­re­sents our col­lec­tive cul­tur­al her­itage, and items in it are free for any­one in the Unit­ed States to do al­most any­thing at all with, with­out hav­ing to get per­mis­sion.
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