
			
	

Spoon	River	Anthology	(abridged	by	Bill	Fellner)	
	
[The	Hill]	 4	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Ollie	McGee]	 2	
	
		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]	 2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
[Chase	Henry]	 2	
	
		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	
	
	
	
	[Benjamin	Pantier]	 3	
	
		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,	
		The	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	Jaw-bone	is	snuggled	the	bony	nose	of	Nig	
		Our	story	is	lost	in	silence.	Go	by,	Mad	world!	
	
	
	
		[Mrs.	Benjamin	Pantier]	 3	
	
		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]	 2	
	
		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]	 2	
	
		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!	
	
	
	
		[Daisy	Fraser]	 2	
	
		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!	
	
	
	
[Minerva	Jones]	 4	
	
		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	some	one	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]	 3	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		["Butch"	Weldy]	 2	
	
		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	lack	the	Fiddler,	saying	over	and	over,	
		"I	didn't	know	him	at	all."	
	
	
	
		[Doctor	Meyers]	 4	
	
		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]	 4	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Knowlt	Hoheimer]	2	
	
		I	WAS	the	first	fruits	of	the	battle	of	Missionary	Ridge.	
		When	I	felt	the	bullet	enter	my	heart	
		I	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	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]	 2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Sarah	Brown]	 	 2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Dorcas	Gustine]	 2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
[Margaret	Fuller	Slack]	 3	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
			[Lois	Spears]	 2	
	
		Here	lies	the	body	ofLois	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	thehappiest	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.	
	
	
		[Willard	Fluke]	 2	
	
		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]	2	
	
		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]	 3	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
[Deacon	Taylor]	 2	
	
		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."	
	
	
	
[Fiddler	Jones]	 3	
	
		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	some	one	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.	
	
	
	
[George	Gray]	2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
[Dora	Williams]	 2	
	
		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	Elysees	
		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]	 4	
	
		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]		 2	
	
		THERE	is	something	about	
		Death	Like	love	itself!	
		If	with	some	one	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!	
	
	
	
		[Franklin	Jones]	 2	
	
		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!	
	
	
	
[Pauline	Barrett]	 2	
	
		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]	3	
	
		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]	2	
	
		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]	 2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
[Yee	Bow]	 2	
	
		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]	 2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Mary	McNeely]	 2	
	
		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:	"l	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]	 2	
	
		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!	
	
	
	
[Elsa	Wertman]	 4	
	
		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]	 3	
	
		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!	
	
	
	
		[Mrs.	Sibley]	2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	



		[Eugene	Carman]	 3	
	
		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	some	one,	
		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]	2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Ralph	Rhodes]	 2	
	
		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	pea-cock	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.	
	
	
	
		[Rosie	Roberts]	 3	
	
		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:	
		"l	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."	
	
	
	
		[Roscoe	Purkapile]	 4	
	
		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]	 4	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Mrs.	Kessler]	 3	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Walter	Simmons]	 2	 	
	
		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	did	not	have	the	brains.	
	
	
	
		[Tom	Beatty]	 2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Searcy	Foote]	 	 2	
	
		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?	
	
	
	
		[Abel	Melveny]	 	2	
	
		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.	



	
	
	
		[Enoch	Dunlap]	 2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Richard	Bone]	 2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Shack	Dye]	 2	
	
		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	everyone	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.	
	
	
	
		[Dippold	the	Optician]	 2	
	
		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	beond	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.	
	
	
		[Archibald	Higbie]	 2	
	
		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?	
	
	
	
		[Harry	Wilmans]	 2	
	
		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!	
	
	
	
[Anne	Rutledge]	 2	
	
		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!	
	
	
	
		[Hannah	Armstrong]	 	 3	



	
		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]	 4	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Faith	Matheny]	 2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Willie	Metcalf]	 2	
	
		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	talked	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.	
	
	
	
	[The	Village	Atheist]	2	
	
		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.	
	
	
	
		[Zilpha	Marsh]	 3	
	
		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!	
	
	
	
	
[From	Edgar	Lee	Masters’	poem	“Tomorrow	is	my	Birthday”]	
	
Good	friends,	let’s	to	the	fields...	
After	a	little	walk	and	by	your	pardon,	
I	think	I’ll	sleep,	there	is	no	sweeter	thing.	Nor	fate	more	blessed	than	to	sleep.	
I	am	a	dream	out	of	a	blessed	sleep-	Let’s	walk,	and	hear	the	lark.	
	
	
	
THE	END	
	


