SARAH BROWN

MAURICE, weep not, | 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 grieves, 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

| won spirit, and through spirit, peace.

There is no marriage in heaven,

But there is love.

VUL - AREH

ERRE S AR WAEBRIART
HHWMEESFHEERE

P - e

IraEete - (HIRAVESIEZH
kDR E AR |

ES i SRINYNEE S N
fEBEERMARZE * —

S M RAVE > A G LRy -

HE T EAyEd—— e AR T
EfemEst > ezt > =28 H -
REAFAELEM -

HEZE -



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!
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MRS. BENJAMIN PANTIER

| 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.
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MARGARET FULLER SLACK

| 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 | 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 cursed of life!
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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.
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DORA WILLIAMS

WHEN Rueben Pantier ran away and threw me

| went to Springfield. There | 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. 1 moved on to Chicago.

After a time met Tyler Rountree, villain.

I moved 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. | moved on,

This time to Paris. | was now a woman,

Insidious, subtle, versed in the world and rich.

My sweet apartment near the Champs Elysees
Became a center for all sorts of people,

Musicians, poets, dandies, artists, nobles,

Where we spoke French and German, Italian, English.
| wed Count Navigato, native of Genoa.

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

Now in the Campo Santo overlooking

The sea where young Columbus dreamed new worlds,
See what they chiseled : “Contessa Narigato
Implora eternal quiete.”
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MABEL OSBORNE

YOUR red blossoms amid green leave

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 ;

| 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.
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NELLIE CLARK

| was only eight years old ;

And before I grew up and knew what it meant

| had no words for it, except

That | 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 | was not really a virgin.

Well, he deserted me, and I died

The following winter.
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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 | 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 | was a bride, poor heart.

And | 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 | did it looking there in the mirror —

Dear, have you ever understood?
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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 | earned the money
With which to go away to school,

And my father suddenly needed help

And | 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 | got the water-tower cleaned,
And they hauled me up the seventy feet,

| 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, | plunged

Through bellowing darkness!
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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,

| 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 | offered him food.

Daily I search the realms of Hades

For the soul of the hawk,

That | may offer him the friendship

Of one whom life wounded and caged.
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Paul McNeely

DEAR Jane! dear winsome Jane!

How you stole in the room (where | 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

| 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?
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Knowlt Hoheimer

I WAS the first fruits of the battle of Missionary Ridge.
When | felt the bullet enter my heart

| wished I had staid 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 country jail

Than to lie under this marble figure with wings,

And this granite pedestal

Bearing the words, ’Pro Patria.”

What do they mean, anyway?
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George Gray

| 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 | shrank from its disillusionment;
Sorrow knocked at my door, but | was afraid,;
Ambition called to me, but I dreaded the chances.
Yet all the while | 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.
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The Village Atheist

YE young debaters over the doctrine

Of the soul’s immortality,

| 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

| 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.
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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.
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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 | 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.
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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.
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John Ballard

IN the lust of my strength

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

I might as well have cursed the stars.

In my last sickness | was in agony, but | was resolute
And | 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 | grew weaker, a terror came over me:
Perhaps | 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 | tried to make friends with Him;

But | might as well have tried to make friends with the bouquet.
Now | 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 | was creeping upon the secret, but—
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Dorcas Gustine

I WAS not beloved of the villagers,

But all because | 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, | 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.
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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!
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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.
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