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PREFAC 

In this dissertation, Kansas t:!! .American Poetry, only 

poems which are written about Kansas have been considered. 

Some of them were written by native born Kansans, some by men 

and women who have adopted Kansas as their home, while others 

were produced by authors who found inspiration in the romantic 

history of Kansas or in the natural beauties which impressed 

them. 

Poetry about Kansas is one of the most difficult types of 

. literature to obtain. The difficulty lies not in a dearth of 

material, but in the fact that practically all of it was first 

published in either daily or weekly newspapers. The news

scattered from the eastern to the western borders of 

have all at some time published poetry about Kansas . 

this_ poetry has been lost to us because many of the 

ewspapers have long since passed into oblivion and only stray 

lippings in some pioneer mother's scrapbook remain to mark 

such a newspaper ever existed. Much of the 

etter po~try about Kansas and by Kansas authors first appear

ed in The Kansas City Star. The Topeka Capital and the Toneka 

oumal also have published much Kansas poetry. Some of these 

oems have been republished, but many of them never have been 

nd probably never will be set down in printed form again. 

Many collections of Kansas poetry were made during the two 

ecades at the close of the nineteenth century, but these col
iii 



lections have long been out of print and are difficult to ob

tain or in many cases irnposs~ble to secure. Often these com

pilations were privately printed and the edition was limited 

in nwnb.er. One of the best, if not the best, collection as 

made just .at the end of this period by illiam Herbert Carruth 

entitled Kansas in Literature . This collection has long been 

out of print and is difficult to ·procure. 

A more recent collection, Sunflowers by illard attles, 

ran into three edit-ions. The second and third editions which · 

carried .a few added poems and were less attractively bound and 

printed were published almqst twenty yea rs ago • . 

Helen Rhoda Hoopes has compiled an anthology of Cont·empo

m Kansas Poetey which is of great interest since the poems 

are by Kansas residents of the present time. The poem are 

briefer and present emotional reactions where ,the poems in the 

first collections give longer narrative poems with the 

emotional reactions as a part of them. 

This survey is i~ no way to be considered as complete al

though the riter has used all such collections as were avail

able, · poems in magazines and newspape·rs, anthologies, and in 

t he complete works of some authors of sufficient· fame to war

ra~t publication of their complete or selected works. 

I_n the making of such a compilation and in the passing of 

judgment upon the thoughts expressed in rhythmical patterns, 

one must establish some standard upon which to base his 
\ 

opinion. Every age has had a different criterion for poetry. 

These criteria have varied. from the classical tradition which 
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was based upon Greek and -Latin ru~les of a perfectly fixed 
I 

character+ to the modern free verse which places almost no 

restrictions as to form or treatment of subject upon the poet . 

According .to one definition , 2 poetry is life interpreted; 

not life alone but life seen through the transfiguring and 

illuminating media of emotion an·d -imagination. Poetry must ha re 

depth of feeling and intense understanding . 

Elizabeth Nitche in · The Criti cism of Literature says , 

Poetry . is the sublimation of all that pertains 
to the human mind and spirit , t _he raising of 
imagination , reason , and the sense ·of fact , of 
emotion , thought , and words , to the highest 
power. It is separated from novel, drama, and 
essay in degree , containing the same elements 
exalted and intensified. ) · 

I t is a "poet ' s business, of seeing our national life in 

the large- - its beauty and glory, its bas~ness and shame . 04 

With these definitions of poetry before the reader , it 

now becomes the writer ' s duty to present the divisions into 

which Kansas poetry may be divided. It might be classified 

as to form or as to its tendencies toward romanticism or 

realism , but the writer has chosen to consider it from the 

standpoint of content 1nstead. 

1Gilbert Murray , The Classical Tradition in Poetry, 
Camb~idge, Massachusetts : Harvard University Press, 1927 , p . s3 . 

~-, p . 144 . 
3EJ..izabeth Nitche , The Criticism of Literature , New York: 

Macmill an Company , 1928-;p. 305 . -
4Harri et Monroe , Poets and fheir Art , New York: Macmillan 

Company , 1926 , p . 29. - -
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The first chapter of this thesis consists of poems which 

have to do with the history of Kansa$. Under this heading 

have been classed poems relating to Quivira , the Indian lands 

and life, the Santa Fe Trail, the ox teams and prairie schoon

ers, the Border War, and the famous persons of Kansas. 

In chapter two are grouped the · poems depic_ting state pride 

Many of the poems are defensive in tone because the state was 

for many years looked upon as desert land . 

In the third chapter, under the general classification of 

nature poems are considered those relating to all the varied 

phases of nature that have inspired the poets . ·The first 

group is that relatin to the prairie. The trees, the wind , 

the rains·, the storms, the drought, the Kansas State Flower, 

other wild florers , the seasons and the crops, the_ birds , the 

sunset and the sky, and the sand hills also furnish inspira

tion. 

Chapter four concerns the life in Kansas. The first 

roup of poems are those relating to pioneer life, while the 

second group are those dealing with a later period of plenty . 

n a third brief group are the poems which conaern themselves 

1th the life or surroun ing in the city . 

Chapter five contains poems of nostalg1 • In this are 

ound _poems of homesickness as well as pledges of loyalty in 

hich the nostal 1c element 1s present . 
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CHAPTER I 

THE HISTORY OF KANSAS 

Kansas · hi.story has 1 ts inception in the colorful but ex

pensive and disastrous expedition ·of Coronado in hie search 

for the Seven Cities of. Cibola whose doors were studded with 

turquoises.l After finding these cities were small Indian 

villages, Coronado was lured onward by the tales of Quivira 

where the chief of the tribe was lulled .9 sleep by ,·,the music 

of golden belis that hung upon the branches of a tree and 

_where pitchers and bowls were made of solid gold.2 

A more fitting beginning for the survey of Kansas as she 

is depicted in poetry can, therefore, scarcely be found than 

the consideration of the poems of Quiv~ra. 

!llgene Ware,3 a Kansan, and a firm believer in the supe

riority of the Anglo-Saxon race, wrote Quivira in which he 

tells first of Coronado's journey to a Ka_nsas which he de

scribes in these words, 

League by league, in aimless marching, 
Knowing scarcely where or why, 

1Herbert-< E. Bolton, The . Spanish Borderlands, New Haven: 
Yale University Press, 1921, p. 79. 

2Ibid., ·PP• 95-6. 

3m.igene F. Ware came to Kansas in 1867. He was for many 
years the editor of the Fort Scott Monitor. He died in· 1911. 
He translated from the French of Ternaux-Compans the account 
of the discovery of Kansas by Coronado as told by Castaned·a. 
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Crossed they uplands drear and dry, 
That an unprotected sky 

. Had for centuries been parching. 

But thefr expectations, eager, 
Found, instead of fruittul lands, 
Shallo streams and shifting sands, 

· Where he buffalo in bands 
.. ,Roamed o • er deserts dry and meager. 1 

In three stanzas are compares and evaluates the abilitiee 

of the Spaniard and the .Saxon. 

Never land so hunger-stricken 
Could a Latin race re-mold; 
They could conquer heat and cold
Die for glory or for gold-

But -not make a desert quicken. 

Thus Quivira was forsaken; 
And the world forgot the place 
Through the lapse of· time and space. 
Then the blue-eyed Saxon race 

Came and bade the ·desert waken. 

And it bade the climate vary; 
And awaiting no reply 
From the elements.on high, 
It with plows bes tged the sky . 

Vexed the heavens wi t h the prairie.2 

The complete subjugation of the prairie by the Saxon he 

depicts in this manner, 

Into loam the sand is melted, 
And the blue-grass takes the loam, 
Round about the prairie home; 
And the locomotives roam 

Over landscapes iron-belted. 

Cities grow where stunted birches 
Hugged the shallow water-line; 

lE..tgene F. · are, Some of the Rhymes of Ironguill, 13 Rev. 
ed., New York: G. P. PutnaJiiTsSons, 1909-;-pp. 61-62. 

2.lJ21.d., P• 62. 
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And the deepening rivers twine 
Past the factory and the mine, · 

. Orchard slopes and schools and churches. 1 

Arthur Guite:rman2 in his Quivira graphically describes 

the great retinue of Coronado as it sets forth to seek the 

1101 ty of Quivira 11
• He pictures them as they gg1ly embark with 

the banners of Aragon and Castile flying. 

The hero of the expedition is not the leader but one who - .· . 

is thus portrayed, 

Beside that.brilliant army, beloved by serf 
. and lord, . 

There walked as brave a soldier as ever smote 
with sword, 

Though naught of knightly harness his russet 
gown revealed-

The cross he bare as weapon, the missal was 
his shield. . 

But rugged oaths were changed to prayers, and 
angry hearts grew tame, 

And fainting spirits waxed in faith where Fray 
Padilla came; 

And brawny spearmen bowed their heads to kiss 
the helpful hand 

Of him who spake the simple truth that brave 
· men understand. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Through all their weary marches, in all their 

pain and dole, · 
They turned to Fray Padilla for aid of heart 

and soul. 
He bound the wounds that lance-thrust and 

flinty arrow made; 

1Eugene -F. are, .2.'2.!. cit., p. 63 • . 

2Arthur Guiterrnan is a poet of American parentage. He wa s 
born 1n Vienna, Austria, November 20, 1871. 



-4-

He cheered the sick and failing, above the 
dead he prayed.l 

Quivira, contrary to all great expectations, proves to be 

"a squalid Indian village, the lodge of the S1oux".l 

Coronado, disappointed in his quest, turns again toward Com

postela leaving Fray Padilla who remains behind with a fe 

followers" to show theheathen the pathway to the Lordu.1 

Father Padilla, after spending three months with the Ka s 

to .whom he preached- "the gospel of love and peace and law",l 

' marched forth to convert another tribe of Indians to the 

Northward. 

Guiterman describes his fate thus: 

But where unfaltering, he trod the path of 
thoms ·once more, 

A savage cohort swept the plain in paint and 
plume of war. 

The Fray Padilla spake to them whose hearts 
were most his own: 

.. My children bear the tidings home; let me die 
· here alone. tt 

He knelt upon the prairie, begirt by yelling 
Sioux---

"Forg1ve them, 0 my Father, they know not 
~ what they do! 0 

The twanging bowstring answered. Before his 
eyes, unrolled · 

The City of Quivira whose streets are paved 
· with gold.l _ 

There can be 11 ttle doubt of the 11 ters.-ry merit of the two 

poems . hen compared. Much can be forgiven are because of his 

pride in his home state and his devout loyalty, but one must 

honestli admit that Guiterman has more truly appreciated ·- ~. 

1Arthur Guiterman, I Sing ~ Pioneer, New York: E. P. 
Dutton and Company, pp. 33-39. 



-5-
I 

the heroic elements in t he a t t empt to f ind Quivira and has re-

produced the episode in a more lofty strain than has Ware. 

INDIAN LANDS AND LIFE 

hnsas was for years considered a desert region fit only 

for the home of wild animals and Indi ans. 1 In our poetry, 

·however, one finds few pictures of the Indians. 

John T. Vanderlip in Sad Fate2 tells how the peaceful Sac ' 

and Fox Indians are driven from their homes by the settlers. 

'!'he new reservation to which they are sent is lo -and swampy. 

After many of them have died of malaria, a band of seventy-twc 

returns to their old home on the ·Marias Des Cygnev. The white 

man who ruled by -might sent a detachment of soldiers who 

"drove · them back into the night." 

Mary Austin in Caller of the- Buffalo describes t he Indian 

medicine man as he calls the herds of buffalo upon which the 

Indians of the plains were dependent for food, clothing, and 

shelter in these words: 

Then I think I ·see him, 
Head feathers slant in the wind, 
Shaking his medicine robe. 
From the buttes of the Republican 

River · 
At Pawnee bluffs 

1 . . . 
Frederic L. Paxson, History of the American Frontier, 

Students' m:lition, New York: Houghton Mifflin Company, 1924, 
PP• 276-277 • · 

2~homas • Herringshaw, ed., Poets and Poetry of Kansas, 
Chicago: American Publishers' Association, 1894, p. 299. 
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0ffering sacred smoke to the Great 
White Buffalo .1 . - ,.. 

These two poems show a sympathy with Kansas tribes as well 

as other Indians. The first recognizes the injustice done the 

Indians by those who seized their lands, and when homesickness 

urged them to retum, how they were cruelly driven a ay; while 

the second poem sho s a sympathy with the Indian religious 

ceremonials~ 

In~ Flower Fed Buffaloes by Vachel Lindsay, one finds 

a picture of these immense herds with the Indians lying in 

wait for them. 

The flower-fed buffaloes of the spring 
In the days of long ago; 
Panged where the locomotives sing 
And the prairie flowers lie low. 
The tossing, blooming, perfumed grass. 
Is swept away by wheat, 
Wheels and wheels and wheels spin by 
In the spring that still is sweet. 

But the flower-fed buffaloes of the spring 
Left us long ago . 
They gore no more, they bellow no more, 
They trundle around no more:-
With the Blackfeet lying low, 
With the Pawnees lying lo . 2 

1D. Maitland Bushby , ed., The Golden Stallion, Dallas, 
Texas: Southwest Press, inc . , 1930, p . 21 . 

· 2American Poetry 1925, f: Miscellany , New York: Harcourt, 
Brace , and Company, 1925 , p . 105 . 
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THE SANTA FE TRAIL 

After Kansas had been set aside as Indian land, the trade 

with the Spanish city of Santa Fe developed and the Santa Fe 

Traill which crossed Kansas from northeast to southwest came 

into use. This trail with the adventures, vicissitude ~, .~ 

and tragedies hich beset the travelers and traders who jour

neyed its vJt length have furnished inspiration for a consid

erable number of_ poems. 

· Henry Coffin Fellows in The Santa Fe Trail tells this 

story of privations and death; 

Moving along in the Alkaline silt, 
Caravan freighters pass silently on, 
Dying with thirst on the waste of the weld, 
Praying for bread at the break of the dawn._ 

om with the urge and the tramp of the day, 
Foot sore and weary with plying the goad, 
Driver and driven lie down by the way 
In the valley of dreams, to lighten the load. 

Up from the canyon there stealthily crept 
Santana the monster with a myriad of braves, 
Surrounding the train while the worn · 

freighters slept. 
And slaughtered the sleepers for numberless 

graves. 2 

A cattleman, seeing the flames of ·the burning wagon train, 

notifies the soldiers. 

Naught did they find in the desolate dell, 
Nothing but corpses all mangled and torn, 
Nothing but ashes were left to tell 
Of the struggle of devils and men till morn. 

1Frederie-:L. Paxson, .21!!.. cit., pp. 326-327. 
2Henry Ooff1n Fellows, Rhymes of Yesteryear, · Richmond, · 

Indiana: Nicholson Printing Company, 1914, pp. 94-95. 
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A wolf hound whined alone in~the camp, 
Andstood by his master all battered and dead, 
·And fondled his brow all bloody and damp, 

1 And told them a story that th~readily read. 

In addition to this special happening on the Santa Fe 

Trail, r Fellows gives a brief summary of the entire histor., 

of the trail. 

William Herbert Car~th in his The Santa Fe Trail told 

of hearing a fellow traveler, as t~e two paralleled the trail 

on ·the . railway, say, "What a lonely, dreary way! tt 

He tells his feelings in the following words, 

Far from lonely it is to me, 
For along its course I see 
One persistent caravan; 
Prairie schooner, · horse and man, 
Pushing estward, drifting back 
Of those who .trod that time worn track 
Here the Indian's horse and squaw 
His leather teepee draw . 
Beside the sandy Arkansaw.2 

In this same stanza, he lists the famous men who have 

used this trail: Coronado, Pike, Colonel Bent, and Kit Car-

son. In the following stanzas he continues in this strain: 

But more near and dear to me 
All the nameless wanderers be, 
Drifting westward with the yea rs, 
Led by hopes and flailed by fears 
Bold adventurers of fate, 
Little to risk and long to ait, 

an and woman staking all 
On the light, uncertain fall 
Of the dice of coming days 
And the partings of untraversed ways; 
Seeking all they dreamed of best 
In the land where all things change. 
Here they plod with hopeful eyes; 

1 Henry Coffin Fellows, . .2It:. cit. , p. 95. 

2Kansas -City Star, August 6, 1919. 
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Watching for the peaks to rise; 
There they take the evening meal 
In a nook beside the trail; 
While the pilgrim's four-pawed 

friend, 
Patient, faithful. to the end. 
Hopes and goal to him unlmown, 
Gnaws his optimistic bone. 

Yonder is the tra11 ·of one 
Fallen ere his trip was done, 
Left with tears alone to lie 
Till Doomsday 'neath the quiet sky,l 

Eli Blair wrote The Santa Fe Trail on the dedication of the 

marker of the Santa Fe Trail at Lone Elm in Johnson County, 

Kansas. In the poem, he contrasts the trail as it is now with. 

what it was fifty years before. 

In his first and second stanzas, he describes the trail in 

this manner. 

Fifty years-- ~ee it again 
As it appeared to me. _ 
The trail was here long before the plow, 
And we drove ox teams with sometimes a cow, 
In the days that used to be. 

Fifty years-- Yes I lived here then 
And a lively place 'twas too. 
Wagons for miles with their fearless men 

Coming and passin~ from view. 
On the wagon covers Pike's Peak or bust!tt 
Yes, the fever was high for the yellow dust. 
Just a lot of grit and then their luck to trust, 
For those that won were few.2 

One cannot say with certainty that the ·next poems apply 

specifically to the Santa Fe Trail or to any one of the west

ward leading trails. They do, nevertheless, picture typical 

1Kansas Si ty Star, August 6, 1919. 
2 Fd Blair, Sunflower Siftings, Boston: Gorham Press, 1914, 

PP• 120-121. 
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scenes of the westward migration and are placed here for that 

reason. 

Joaquin Miller in Crossing the Plains depicts the usual 

means of transportation thus: 

What great yoked brutes with briskets low, 
With wrinkled necks like buffalo, 
With round, brown, liquid pleading eyes, 
That turn'd so slow ano. sad to you, 
That shone like. _love's -eyes soft with tears, 
That seem'd to plead, and1. make replies, 
The while they bowtd their necks and drew 
The creaking load; and looked at you. 
Their sable briskets swept the ground, 
Their cloven feet kept solemn sound.l 

Mary Carolyn Davies paints a picture of the self-reliant 

pioneer in the following stanza from Indian File. 

We of the West, are the sons of the men who 
were never satisfied, 

Who could not stay in the usual way where the 
roads were easy and wide·; 

Who, far from hail, took the sunset trail, 
with a snatch of song and a smile, 

Where every man, as well as he can, must 
ride on, Indian file. 

Indian file, one by one. 
You have your saddle and you have your gun; 
Indian file ·! the road we' re goin' 
Every man must ride alone.2 

The memories of these pioneer prairie schooners with their 

ox teams were the inspiration for the two poems which express 

the lasting effect this first primitive means of transporta-

1Percy H. Boynton, ed., American Poetry, New York: Charles 
Scribners' Sons, 1921, p. 561. 

2Mary Carolyn Davies, The Skyline Trail, Indianapolis: 
Bobbs-Merrill Company, 1924,pp. 22-24. 
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tion has had upon the imaginations of present day poets • 

. Elina. Davis Romig in Phantom Oxcarts recapitulates happen-

-ings of the frontier thus : . 

I shall go back to the broad plains again-
Prairies sweeping toward the sun, 
The forelands of the natl.on, with the stain 
Of blood, t he bones of scouts, the fearless 

g1.m 
Of stockade and of -fort, the valiant ring 
Of woodsman's ax.; to hill tops where will burn 
The signal fires: wherever yet will cling 
Frontier. traditions, there will I return. 

The phantom oxcarts will forever go 
On soundless wheels, across the s~nds, the · 

snow, 
The westward wagons on, in heat and gale-
Across far fields where ranged the buffalo 
And dawn was wakened by the whistling quail-
The phantom ·oxcarts w111 · rorever go.I 

miwin Ford Piper in Six Yoke portrays the same memories. 

I sit by the trail in the misty moonlight 
And see the old bull-teams swing up 

through the night. 

Bull-whacker, bull-whacker, your wagon 
wheels pass--

No creaking of axle, no bending of grass. 

0 moody bull driver, throw off yoke and 
chain--

Turn out your tired cattle to _graze on 
the plain. 

They are white, they are roan, they are 
spotted and · red(; 

The shadowy oxen, the ghosts of the dead.2 

1D. Mai-t-land Bushby, 22..:_ cit., p. 133. 
2Fdwin Ford Piper, Paintrock Road, New York: Macmillan 

Company , 1927., p •· 2. 
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. THE BORDER WAR 

The struggle between the pro-slavery and free-state part~ 

ies in Kansas which- preceded the outbreak of the Civil War 

throughout the entire nation, called ·forth a number of poems. 

The most noted of these is probab~y The Song of the Kansas 

Enigrant written by John Greenleaf Whittier, an ardent oppo

nent _of slavery. This poem, familiar to all Kansans.., begins: 

e cross the prairies as of old 
·The Pilgrims crossed the sea, 

To make the est, as they the last, 
The homestead of the free.l . 

Its closing· stanza has furnished the title for a novel 

qn early Kansas historical events. 

ego to rear a wall of men 
On Freedom's Southern line, 

And plant beside the cotton-tree 
The rugged Northern pine.l 

The next to poems commemorate the raid of Quantr111 into 

Kansas. 

A Border emory2 by Florence L. Sno tells of a pioneer 

family who moved into Palmyra, a small village, from their 

claim on· the Neosho river in '61. After the husband enlisted, 

the mother came to depend upon the eldest son. The people 

were expecting an attack by the guerrillas. The men, exhaust 

ed by watching, allow the boys to stand at Curran's farm. 

1Willard attles, Sunflowers, 3rd, edition, C~icago: A. 
C. McClurg and Company, 1918, pp. 107-108. 

2Willam Wattles {Collected by,) Sunflowers, Lawrence, 
lCansas: orld Company, 1914, pp. 63-67. 
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The _mother worried about her son, expecting at _any instant 

to hear the college bell which would warn of an attack. When 

she arose the next · morning, she found him lying "'neath the 

trellis . on the floor".l He had been shot by a passing ruffian 

and had crept home to die. 

The same day Lawrence was destroyed by Quantrill 1 s band 

making many others suffer with this mother who had lost a 

member of her family. 

· .TI!! Defense -of Lawrence by Richard Realf pictures the wait 

for the attack -in these stanzas. 

All night upon the guarded hill, 
Until the stars were low, 

Wrapped round as with Jehovah's will 
e waited for the foe; 

All night the silent sentfnels 
Moved by like gliding ghosts; 

All night the fancied warning bells 
Held all men to their posts. 

We heard the sleeping prairies' breath, 
The forests 1 human moans, 

The hungry gnashing of the teeth 
Of wolves on bleaching bones; 

We marked the roar of rushing fires, 
The neigh of frightened steeds, 

The voices as of far-off lyres 
Among the river reeds_. 2 

The poem continues telling how the thirty-nine defenders 

of Lawrence barefoot and ragged are pitted .against twenty 

hundred men who had sworn to burn Lawrence and bar Kansas to 

the freeman forever. 

The battle he depicts in these words. 

1w111ard attles, ~ eit., pp.63-67. 
2 Ibid. , ~p. 68. 
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And when three hundred of the foe 
Rode up in scorn and pride 

Whoso had watched ua then might know 
That God was on our side, 

For all at once a mighty thrill · 
Of grandeur through us swept, 

And strong and swiftly down the hill 
Like Gideon•s we leapt. 

All, all throughout . that Sabbath day-
A wall of fire we stood, 

And held the baffled foe at bay, 
And streaked the ground with blood. 

And when the .sun was very low 
They wheeled their stricken flanks; 

And passed on wearily and slow 
Beyond the river banks.l . 

JoJ:m Greenleaf Whittier was again stirred t .o write on the 

struggle in Kansas by the death of a Free-soil settler, Thomae. 

Barber~ about whose ~eath he wrote Burial of Barber. The 

poem praises Barber in this rather extravagant manner: 

Bear him, comrades, to his grave; 
Never over one more brave 

Shall the prairie grasses creep, 
In the ages yet to come, 
When the millions in our room, 

What we sow in tears, shall reap.3 

Another event of the Border War as an attack on the Free

state settlers by a band of Missourians at Marais des Cygnes4 

in which five Free-state men were killed and five were badly 

wounded . while one escaped uninjured. 

1Willard- Wattles, Pl2.:. cit., pp. 69-70. 
2Noble I.. Prentis, A Histo~ of R'.ansas, Topeka, R'.ansas: 

Caroline Prentis, 1899,-pp. 59:0. · 

3Burton- F.gbert Stevenson, ed., Poems .2f American History, 
New York: Houghton Mifflin Company, 1908, p. 389. 

4Noble- L-.- Prentis, ~• cit . ~,,. PP• 73-74. 
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John Greenleaf Whittier wrote Le Marais du Cygne which 

begins, 

A blush as of roses 
Where rose neve_r grew! 

Great drops on the bunch-grass, 
But not of dew! 

A taint in the .s eet air 
For wild bees ·to shun! 

A stain that shall never 
Bleach out in the sun!l 

This poem is bitter in its arraignment of the pro- slavery 

party, but it lacks the swing and fervor of The~ of the 

Kansas !migrant . 

An anonymous writer, argaret M., wrote The Tragedy of 

. the Swan's Marsh. 

Erect a slender line they stood--
Their white lips thrilled with rapid 

prayer; 
While human tigers, mad for blood--

1th brutal voices bruised the air. 

Quick eyes had searched the waste in 
·vain, 

For some raint sign of friendly aid. 
And brave hearts quailed with sudden 

pain, . 
As Christ's did when he was betrayed. 

A shuddering wail across the -plains--
A struggling . cry-- a hush of breaths-~ 

And then a bloody band of Oains 
Stood branded with their Brothers' 

deaths . 2 

Another type of poem pertaining to the history of Kansas 

is that, referring not to one outstanding event but_,g1v1ng 

a more or less complete history of Kansas, tracing her devel-

1Burton -F.gbert Stevenson, £12.!.. cit., p . 392. 
2Kansas Poetry Scrap Book, II, 261-62. 
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opment from a desert to the great wheat region which she has 

now become. 

Harry Kemplin The Land That God Forgot has given this 

treatment of the subject. 

Oh, the land that God forgot 
Where the sand and cactus ruled, 

Paradise of rattlesnakes, 
Bald and arid, brackish-pooled; 

Hither Coronado came 
Lusting after precious stones, 

And the fiery desert waste 
Whitened everywhere with bones; 

Then the Forty-niners passed 
With their oxen gaunt and thin 

And they only knew -the land 
As a place to perish 1n; 

.. 
The land that God forgot, 

Barren with Oblivion's eurse!-
Nay, it held a wealth like gold 

In a miser's wretched purse.2 

Margaret Hill cOarter in As! Tale That Is Told gives a 

more complete history of Kansas from the time of the ·rise of 

the Santa Fe trade until the obtaining of woman suffrage. 

Here in the "short grass" country with dis
tances dreamy and wide 

The sturdy young claim- holder builded a sod
covered house for his bride. 

Though the drouth and the locust and cyclone 
Joined hands in a force to annoy 

He planted his grain by all the aters, his 

1Harry Kemp as born in Youngstown, Ohio, December 15, 
1883. Traveled over North America as a tramp. fottended Kan
sas University . Kemp has written poetry, plays, novels , and 
has translated some works of Italian and Spanish writers . 

2 illa..ro attles, -9..E.!. cit . , pp. s·s-89. 
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service can never be told 
And the seed that fell by the way~side has 

brought forth a hundred fold, 
For the Kaw has told the Missouri, the 

Missouri has told the sea, 
And food for the starving millions, thy 

broad-acred bountt shall be 
The toil begun at the grass roots", brings 

riches and honor to .Thee. l 

George T. and C. L. Fdson in Out of the Kansas Dust place 

the · emphasis on the more .:romantic aspects of Kansas history. 

Out of ·the dust of Kansas, 
In old, primeval days; 

Out of the shroud of a dri f ting cloud 
Across its grassy ways. --

Flaunting the flag of the prairie dust, 
The shaggy bisons graze, 

Over a landscane red with rust 
The herds emerge from the Karn~as dust~ 

Treading the dust of Kansas, 
Before she knew· her name; 

Standing aghast at the vernal vast, 
The spying Spaniard came. 

And his armor scales in the gr assy vales 
Gleamed out like an oriflamme, 

As he sought for the fabled city, thrust 
Afar in the phantom desert's dust. 

Trailing the dust of Kansas, 
The Forty-niners went; 

Over the grass their oxen pass, 
With their drovers, travel spent. 

And the weary weep their souls to sleep, 
.And lie in a grassy tent, · 

While the rest press on with fevered lust, 
For the sunset land and its yellow dust? 

Frederick Atwood in the opening stanza of his poem, Kan

~' describes the state as the pioneers pictured. her. 

Kansas: the home of surging, ceaseless winds; 
The land of vast and undulating plains 

1Willard Wattles, Sunflowers, Chicago: A. C. McClurg and . 
Company , 1916 , pp·. 154-155 • 

2 Ibid., p-.- 122. 
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That like the mighty ocean stretch away 
Boundless, save for the curtain, azure blue~ 
Which from our eye conceals the Infinite: 
A treeless waste, o'er which tumultuous 

flames 
Were wont to leap like panic~stricken 

steeds 
Urg ·d on by whips of hissing scorpions: 
But yesterday the bison's .wide domain; 
The realm of coyotes, antelope and deer; 
The hunting ground of wild and savage men.l 

He then briefly sketc_hes the history of the struggle to 

make Kansas a free state and the efforts of the settlers who 

came ·here to subdue the prairies and make homes. The wide 

variations of weather, he pictures in his last stanza. 

Kansas: a:.land of drought and want and woe,-
Yet more a land of plenty and of joy! 
Siroccos now may wfther ev'ry herb, 
And next year's crop make food for half 

the world. 
Fickle, perhaps, but as a whole, most kind: 

· If now she frown, 'tis but to smile more 
sweet; 

Her children know her and do love her well, 
Accounting her the best of this green earth!l 

FAMOUS PERSONS 

Kansashas had men and women who in their own times were 

great of near great, noted or notorious, but few of their 

names have lived in the poetry of the state. 

The most noted Kansan, judging them on the basis of poet

ical inspiration, is John Brown. John Brown? while a settler 

in Kansas and active in the Free-state Party during the 

1 . 
· FredeP.ick Atwood, Kansas Rhymes and Other Lyrics, Topeka _, 

Kans~s: Crane and ·Company, 1902, pp.9-10. 
Nellie Yrner Wallington,. American History }?z .American 

Poets, New York: Duffield and Company, 1911, II,396, note pp. 
61-67. . 
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struggles_ to bring Kansas into the union as a free state, · ex-. 
tended his anti-slavery activities into Virginia where he led 

the party which seiz·ed the United States arsenal ~t Harpers 

Ferry. This seizure was intended to initiate a slave revolt. 

This ider activity in a time of e~otional stress inspired 

writers of that time as well as t~ose of a later time to pay 

tribute to John Brown. 

Phoebe Cary wrote John Brown whose beginning and closing 

stanz-as show the abolitionist's tribute to a fellow believer. 

Men sil.enced on his faithful lips 
Words of resistless truth and power; 

Those words re- echoing now , ·have made 
The gathering war-cry of the hour. 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

They hoped . at last to make him feel 
· The felon's shame, and felon ' s dre~d; 
And lo ! . the martyr's crown of joy 

Settled forever on his head.l 

· E:lmund Clarence · Stedman in How Old Brown Took Harper's 

Ferry gives us not feeling~but a narrative of John Brown's 

activities , first in Kansas where his home is burned during 

his absence by "the Rangers", through the Border Warfare in 

which "ossawatomie Brown\./' son was killed "as he journeyed 

all unarmed 0 and another was seized while pl.owing .and after 

being loaded with chains , and tortured, was killed. Brown , 

crazed by these happenings, remained in Kansas until the 

Border ar was ended and then slipped away to Virginia where 

he collected arms and ammunition at the farm which he rented 

1 . 
Nellie- Um.er Wallington,~ cit . , pp . 61- 68 . 
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. near Harper's Ferry. Here, he was joined by "eighteen other 

, madmen". 

After the forces of Brown seize the arsenal, Stedman give 

us a satirical picture of the furore created among the "old 

Virginia gentry". Brown I s two sons are slain and Brown him

self 1s wounded. The trial and the sentence of death meted 

out to- Brown led to the c].osing warning. 

But Virginians, don't do it! for I tell you 
that the flagon, 

Filled with blood of old Brown's offspring, 
. was first poured by Southern hands, 

And each drop from old Brown's 11 f e veins, -
like the red gore of the dragon, 

May spring up a vengeful Fury, hissing 
throu@h your slave-worn lands! 

And Old Brown, 
Ossawatomie Brown, 

May trouble you more than ever, when you've 
nailed his coffin down! 1 

Brown of Ossawatomie by John Greenleaf Whittier shows the 

fervor of the true abolitionist in the second stanza which 

pictures Brown's death in these words, 

John Brovm of Oss-awatomie, they led him out 
to die; 

And 10: a poor slave mother with her little 
child pressed nigh. -

Then the bold, blue eye grew tender, and the 
old harsh face grew mild, 

As he stooped between the ~eering ranks and 
kissed the negro s child!2 

John Brown:! Paradox by Louise Imogen Guiney character

izes him in this manner. 

Too vehement, verily, was John Brown! 
For waiting 1s statesmanlike; his the renown 

1Nell1e---Ur.ner Wallington, . .2E.!_ cit., p. 67. 
2 

b-&rt Burto 
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0f the holy rash arm, the equipper and starter 
Of freedmen; aye, call him fanatic and martyr; 
He can carry both halos, our plain John Brown. 1 

No discussion of poetry about Jolm Bro~ is complete with

out mention of Charles Sprague Hall's . incoherent poem, John 

Brown's ~ , which became the marching song of the Federal 

troops during the Civil War. 

- E:lna Dean Proctor wrote a more intelligible variation of 

the song whose final verse runs as follows: 

John Brown's body lies mouldering in the 
_ grave; 

John Brown lives in the triumph of the 
brave; 

John Brown's soul not a higher joy can 
crave, 

Freedom reigns to~day!2 

Kansas writers have paid tribute to John Brown. ·Eugene 

Ware wrote the first and possibly the most noted poem in his 

honor which he entitles simply John Brown and whose closing 

·1ines are engraved on the John Brown Memorial. 

'John Brown of Kansas; 
He dared begin, 

He lost, 
But, losing, won.•3 

W. H. Simpson has written John Brown in the second stanza 

of which he briefly sums up John Brown's final place in his

tory thus, 

1 Fanatic ! • hi seed the mob wl th 
loud acclaim; 

1Burton -Fgbert Stevenson, .Ql?.:. cit., p. 397. 
2 Ibid., P• 397 • 
3Willaro Wattles, .21?..!. cit. -, p. 47. 
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They unremembered; he, close-
clasped by fame, . 

While fades away the gallow's 
dreadful shame.l 

J. G. Waters in his poem, A Tribute to John Brown2 brief

ly makes prophecy that the luster of John Brown's name will 

remain long after the crown jewels ·of this earth have grown 

dim. 

illiam Herbert Carruth in John Brown thus describes his 

sincerity, 

He was no vain professor of the word-
His life a mockery of the creed--

. he made 
No discount on the Golden· Rule, but 

heard 
Above the Senate's brawls and din of 

trade 
Ever the clank of chains, until he stirred 

The nation's heart on that immortal 
raid.3 

The most recent of the poems about John Brown is that by 

Eiwin Arlington Robinson entitled John Brown. In content as 

· well as form, it is entirely different from any of those al

ready discussed. In this John Brown talks to his wife the 

last night before his death. He tells .of the drive which 

sent him about his work. 

• • • • • • • • So it was 
God set the mark of his inscrutable· 
Necessity on one that was to grope 
And serv~, and suffer, and withal be glad 

1W1llal?i ~ Wattles, op.cit., p. 48. 
2 . 
Ibid., P • 48. 

3 Ibid. , p. 49. 
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For what was his, and is, and is to be,l 

He makes prophecy that he by his death may bring about 

. what he in life as unable to accomplish. 

• • • • • • • • • • Bones in a grave, 
Cover them as they will with -choking earth, 

ay shout the truth to men .who put them 
there; 

More than all orators.l 

· His resignation to dea.th and the inevitability of war he 

expresses thus, . 

•• •• •• •• Meanwhile, I've a strange 
content, . · 

A patience, and a vast indi~ference 
To what men say of me and men fear 
To say. There was a work to be begun 
And when the Voice, that I have heard so 

long, 
Announced as in a thousand silences 
An end of preparation, I began 
The coming work of death which is to be, 
That life may be. There 1s no other way 
Than the old way of war for a new land 
That will ~t know 1 tself and i-s tonight 
A stranger to itself, and to the world 
A more prodigious upstart among states 
Than I was among men, and so shall be 
Till they are told and told, and told 

again; 
For men are children, waiting to be told, 
And most of them are children all their 

lives. 
The good God in his wisdom had them so, 
That now and then a madman or a seer 
May shake them out of their complacency 
And shame them into deeds.2 

Later, he says of himself. · 

I was the one man mad enough, it seems, 
To do .my work; and now my work is over.3 

1Fdwin Arlington Robinson, Collected Poems, New York: 
iacmillan Company, 1929, p. 485. 

2 Ibid., P• 486. 
3 Ibid •.• n. 488. 
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In closing John Brown says, 

Few are alive to-day with less to lose 
Than I who tell you this, or more to gain; 
And whether I speak as one to be destroyed 
For no good end outside his own destruction, 
Time shall have more to say than men shall 

hear · 
Between now and the coming of the harvest 
Which is to come. Before it comes, I go-
By the short road that mystery , makes long 
For man 1 s endurance of accomplishment, 
I shall have mo~e to say when I am dead.l 

In all the earlier poems about John Brown, one sees the 

actions and events while in Robinson's John Brown, one sees 

the thoughts, the feelings, and the 1rijstible drive which 

urged him on to his death and the resignation with which he 

saw his actions leading to their inevitable end. 

Willard Wattles pays tribute to one of Kansas's noted,or 

more properly speaking, notorious crusaders in his poem Carrie 

Nation. His final stanza evaluates her actual accomplishments 

in these words , 

I 1d hate to face those flashing eyes 
That scanned a state's hypocrisies., 
ind woke a common-wealth to shame 
With crashing axe and words of flame, 
Until men dare to carry out 
The laws they made and lied ab6ut.2 

To Frederick Funston, who served in the Spanish American 

War, James J. Montague pays tribute in Funsto·n. 3 He ad.mi ts 

Funaton's lack of looks, style, dignity, but praises his 

1Eiwin Arlington Robinson, _2E.:. cit., p. 490 . 

2Willard. Wattles,~ cit., p. 44-45. 
3Ibid., P• 69. 
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courage and ability as a fighting man. , 

The poems written about Funston and Carrie Nation are of 

little worth from either a literary or an historical viewpoin 

to anyone except a Kansan. They do, however, show a certain 

· phase of Kansas history and an emotional reaction of the time. 

The poems relating to the episodes of John Brown's life 

have a national appeal because Kansas was only the beginning 

of his activities which were far-reaching in consequences. 

For historical interest Stedman•s poem is accurate but biased • 
. 

How~ver, to know and to appreciate John Brown, the fanatic, 

one must read Robinson I s John Brown. 
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CHAPTER II 

STATE PRIDE 

One of the earliest forms of poetry to develop in Kansas 

was that extolling the state for her beauties, her wealth, or 

her super1or1 ty over the o-lder states in many ways • 

• B. Mellenbruch in This Kansas Land praises the black

nese and fertility .of the soil in Kansas ending in this 

facetious vein, 

In rain or storm, this Kansas land 
Sticks closer than a bro_ther--

All o'er your clothes, your shoes, your 
hands, 

To aggravate your mother.l 

In Kansas, by Mrs. G. M. Hoad , one finds a poem which for 

its first line at least owes its inspiration to Mother Goose. 

Sing a song for Kansas, 
The noble western state; 

Whose noble sons and daughters 
Are toiling soon and late; 

No "he-haw" quartet needed 
To swell the anthem grand, · 

But a chorus of honest singers 
To sing it o'er the land.2 

Mrs . D. eatherby in her Kansas Anniversa:cy Hymn , laµds 

Kansas for her virtues. 

2 

e will praise the Lord for Kansas, 
· Fo~ her prairies· grand and free; 

For her climate, for her people, 
Full of life And energy. 

And for laws promoting temperance, 

Herringshaw, op . cit . , ··)p . 2a5 . 

Ibid., P• 195 . - 26 ;.. 
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She may well the leader be, 
As she goes marching on.1 . 

Loretta ~oung in her poem, An Ode to Kansas glorifies 

the state. 

O sunny land of Kansas, 
0 land of joy and grief; 

e love thy fertile valleys 
That give ~fovth the golden sheaf. 

We love thy winter blizzards, 
And we love thy summer showers; 

B most of all, 0 Kansas! 
e love thy chosen flower.2 

This ode continues for six additional stanzas to tell of 

·the hardihood and effrontery of the sunflower. 

Mrs . Nettie Haviland in Lines _2E: the Sunflower State 

eulogizes Kansas as well as her inhabitants. 

Her statesmen, · tho' not sons of wealth, 
Were sun-browned heroes with robust health, 
By whose own merit each won .a name 
In soul-testing struggle for truth and fame: 
Men of pure impulse-- not bought with gold, 
The coward ne•er lived in a Kansan we're told.3 

John • B ebe~ in~ Qa, -~ ~Ye· .to .I· this -rai-r1e~ Land4extends 

an invitation to the 'toilers of the Ea.stu to come to Kansas 

in order to enjoy the advantages of freedom, fresh air, the 

"shields of heat 11
, "spears of corn••, equality, education, 

mproved homes, and enlarged fields of lndust_ry. 

l Thomas ... He~ringsha , Ell:. cit., p. 220 . 
2 Ibid. , -p. 256. 

3Ibid., P• 279. 
4John • Beebe, Prairie Flowers, Topeka, Kansas: George 

N. Crane and Company, 1891, pp . 138-140. 
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In his Kansas Song, he celebrates the advantages Kansas 

has over other states ending with this stanza, 

Oh, Kansas is the land for me , 
1th Kansas I'm content, O; 

As long as she•s so kindly, we 
Have nothing to repent, o.l 

Roland B. Ambrose voices the supe~iority of Kansas in· the 

concluding lines of Come Back~ Kansas. 

Here is suns.liine everywhere 
Hope and love and life to spare, 
Courage in the-very air. 

Come to Kansas.2 

In his Ode to Kansas, Walt Mason says, 

Kansas: Where we've tom the shackles 
From the farmer's leg; 

Kansas: Where the hen · that cackles, 
Always lays an egg; 

Where the cows ·are fairly achin ' 
To go on with record breakin', 

And the hogs are raising bacon 
By the keg!3 

Eugene Ware evaluates the historical importance of Kansas 

in Three States. 

Of all the States, but three will live in 
story; · · 

Old Massachusetts with her Plymouth Rock, 
And old Virginia with her noble stock, 
And sunny Kansas with her woes and glory; 
These th~ee will live in song and oratory, . 
While all the others, with their i dle claims, 
Will only be remembered as mere name.a. 4 

1 . . 
John _~W-- Beebe, .2£..:_ cit., p. 159. 

2Topeka Capital, October 14, 1922. 

3Willard Wattles,~ cit., p. 70. 

4m.igene F. are·, .2E.:. cit., p. 48. 
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In direct contrast to the evaluation in the prededing is 

t;hat in Kansas by Harry Kemp. 

Let other countries glory in their Past, 
But Kansas glories in her days to be, 
In her horizons limitless and vast, 
Her plains that storm the senses like the sea, 
She has no ruins §rey that.men revere--
Her Time is "Now, Her Her1 tage 1 s "Here" .1 

In a second poem entitled Kansas, Harry Kemp pays tribute 

to the state. 

Give me the land where mD.:l:es of wheat 
Ripple beneath the windls light feet, 
Where the green armies of the corn 
Sway in .the first sweet breath of morn; 
Give me the large and liberal land 
Of the open heart and generous hand. 
Under the widespread Kansas sky 
Let me live and let me d1e~2 

In his facetious poem, The_ Medicine Man, Eugene Ware ex

tols Kansas for her excellent climate. 

Out in Kansas came a doctor, wide 
awake and full of pluck; 

Up in Atchison he settled, and he 
leaned up close to luck. 

There he hung out his diploma, and 
he stayed from spring to fall, 

But he never saw an invalid, and 
never got a call.3 

The poem continues to relate the doctor's moves from one 

city to another witil he has unsuccessfully tried to find a 

patient in Wyandotte, Topeka, Leavenworth, Lawrence, and 

lWillard Wattles, Sunflowers, Lawrence, Kansas: World 

Company, 1914, P• 9. 

2 Ibid. , p. 110. 

3Eugene F. Ware, E.E.:.. cit._, pp. 276-277. 
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Wichita. 

In Wichita, the doctor learns to play draw poker. After 

losing everything he has except his trunk and some clothing, 

he decides to leave Kansas. At the camp near Paint Creek, he 

· is kicked by an army mule. The mule breaks the doctor's arms, 

legs, and all but one of his ribs. The doctor needed only 

five days to recover from .his injuries. 

On the sixth, all right, but sad, he 
· crossed the Kansas line. 

Kansas retained his enmity --Paint 
. Creek his trunk.1 

Frederick Atwood sings the praise of Kansas in After Next 

Year's Crop. 

Oh, we'll get there-- don't you doubt it! 
.And it won't be very long 

·Till there rolls from off these prairies 
A cyclopean joyous song. 

For there's Hofe in Kansas sunshine, 
And theres Faith in Kansas soil, 

And we know right well that Plenty 
Will reward our honest toil, 

So we whistle while we hustle, 
And we'll work until we drop, 

For we'll all be wearing diamonds · 
After 

Next 
Year's 

Crop! 2 

In a second poem, Come to Kansas, he lau~s the state for 

her many virtues. 

Things is movin' right along, 
Here in Kansas. 

I lmow they badgered us a spell 

1Eugene F. Ware,~ cit., pp. 276-277. 
2 . 
Frederick Atwood, .2E..:. cit., p. 14. 



-31-

And some id they ' d live in hell 
Before -th y~d undertake to dwell 

Here in Kansas. 

But them that stayed, they struck 
it rich , 
Here in Kansas·. 

You bet your life they ' ll never 
roam 

Across the ocean's briny foam-
They ' ve got a Klondike right to 

home , · 
Here in Kansas.l 

H. Rea oodman lauds the lack of self-glorification one 

finds · in the state in her poem, In Kansas . 

Out in Kansas a man's a man, 
And does the best he ·knows and can; 

He doesn ' t brag on his ancestry 
To make his folks out bette •ri they be; 

He says his say, 1henhe · ups and goes, 
And out on the plain the free 

wind bl·o s . 

·He doesn ' t bark up your family -tree 
Nor sit back on your ancestry; 

What are you, and what can you do? 
And his keen eyes bore you clean 

through; 
Personal power, that ' s all that goes , 

And out on the plain the free 
wind blo s. 

Envoy 

In the Ea.st and the South 
They blow with their mouth. 

In Kansas we let the winds blow. 2 

In the poem, On Seeing the State House Dome , Annabel A. 

Garvey tells her pride in the state when she describes the 

lFrederick Atwood , .Ql2.:,_ cit ., p . 16 . 

2H. Rea Woodman, Tumbleweeds , Poughkeepsie, New York: 
A. V. Haight Company, 1909, p . 84. 
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'State capital building as· follows: 

There daily gladdens my awakening sight 
A stately dome against the .eastern sky, 

Almost a phantom in ~he morning light, 
Blue- veiled w1th .m1st1 above low roofs 

and nigh. 

1Willard Wattles, Sunflowers , Chicago: A. C. McCl~ and 
Company , 1916 , p . 99. 



CHAPTER III 

NATURE POEMS 

Since the beginning of the Romantic Movement, nature in 

its varied manifestations of beauty or majesty has been one 

of the most prolific sources of poetry. The most impressive 

natural beauty of Kansas fs· her vast, undulating prairies. 

Ida May Barnes 'in the opening lines of Beautiful Prairie 

describes it in this manner, 

Oh, far-reaching prairie, whoever has seen. 
A sight that•s more lovely, a turf that's 

more green; 
You've no weeds to cumber our feet as we 

pass, 
1th light springing steps o'er thy buffalo 

grass. l 

Prairie by Herbert Bates gives a picture of the prairie 

as it 0 e. ppears toAwho longs for his homeland near the sea and 

the hills. 

Across the somber prairie sea 
The dark swells billow heavily. 
Are the looming ridges, near or far 
That heave to the smooth horizon-bar? 

The russet reach of grassy roll 
ickens the heart and numbs the soul; 

The thin wind gives no air for breath; 
The stillness is the pause of death. 

This width was never shaped to be 
The home of man's mortality, 
A breathless vacuum of peace, 
Where life's ripples spread and cease. , 

-lThomas • Herringsha , ~ cit., p. 291. 
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No end,. no source, its spaces know; 
ideas the sea•s perpetual flow 

Is its dead stand-- dull wall on wall 
Of sullen waves unspiritual. 

God give me but in dreams to come 
Back to the pine clad hills of home, 
Back ·to the old eternity . 
Of placid, all-consoling sea.l 

In his poem, QB the Plains, Francis Brooks draws this pic-

ture which is familiar to all prairie dwellers. 

Circling on high, in cloudless sky, 
The shadowed hawk with passioned eye 
In widening orbit floats, a spy, 
Circling on high. 

He marks the gopher's clean-picked bones, . 
Whitening upon the hot dry stones 
Of the dust-choked gulch, and strikes 

straightway 
In fancy strikes, the hastening prey. 

But all is still-~ ·noon hath her will; 
Only the hawk moves, fain to kill, 
Circling on high.2 · 

Elizabeth Barr in Evening .2!! the Prairie describes the 

awe which the vastness of the prairie inspires. 

I . 

Nowhere is the earth so wide 
Or the heaven half so tall, 
Here the coyote finds no echo 
To his wierd and lonesome call, 
The blue-white flame of Venus 
Is a candle on the wall, 
Mighty candle, mighty wall--
Come out, come out and meet the man 
Who built that great blue wall~ 
Who spread it out so far and wide 
And. raised it up so tall, 
Talking with the Mighty Man 

1c1arence Eimund Stedman, ed., American Antholog.y: 1787-
1900, Chicago: Houghton Mifflin Company, 1900, p. 720. 

2Ibid., P• 763. 
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Who raised it up· so ta11.1 · 

Margery Day in The Prairie depicts itsimmutability. 

I called and called 
But no one heard. 
The yellow wheat was silent 
Under the scorching sun •. 
I said "I~ ·g:tve ! I give! 11 

But no one took what I 
o generously proffered. 

I had much to give. 

I cried "Oh . come! Oh come! tt 

But no o~e came to .me-
Baffied, I took my ay alone, 
Across the prairie's stretch.2 

In! Song ~or the Prairies, Allen Crafton describes the 

mark the prairie places upon its dweller. 

Men who sell their souls t ·o the inland 
Must be patient with quiet things; 
Never for them the hymn of the hills 
And never the chanty ·-the wild sea sings. 3 

In the second stanza, he tells of the hill-men who live 

as comrades of star and wind while in the third stanza, he 

narrates the glad,mad life that men of the sea live. 

In conclusion he returns to the prairie._ 

Men of the pia1ns hear the dull rain falling, 
Men of the plains hear the lone dog's cry. 
Listening close for their old dreams -calling, 
Building their days ~eath a sepulchre sky. 4 

!lina Osborne Whitcomb in I Am~ Prairie Child portrays 

the beauties of .the prairie that weld those born there to it 

1Helen Rhoda Hoopes, Contemporary Kansas Poetry, Lawrenc_e, 
Kansas: Franklin Watts, 1927, p. 20. 

2Ibid., P• 45. 

3Ib1d., 13. 33 
4 Ibid. , P• 33. 
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with indissoluble bonds. 

I am a prairie child! 
I love the open spaces 
And sunny places. 
Mountains shut me in, 
Hush me with their might 
Cut me off from light , 
Until my soul feels warped and thin. 

I am a prairie child! 
I love the prairie birds; 
Grackles in .herds, 
Thrasher, bluebird, c.row; 
The· eagles, canyon - jays--
Shrill voiced throughout their days-
Are not helpful friends I know. 

I am a prairie child! 
I love the prairie showers 
And prairie flowers: -
Ren mallows and blue sage 
Seem beautiful to me;' 
Forset-me-nots--I see 
The saw toothed peaks that form a cage! 

I am a prairie child! 
I love the long hours to lie 
Beneath the sky 
And see no threatening bars-
Se·e miles of sk:y--no -patch :~ · · -·· 
Like a t iny roof of thatch. 
And, o~ at night the million stars.1 

In The Prairie Sleeper, Willard Wattles2 depicts the -

loveliness and mystery of night on the p~airie. 

Friend with the night, the wind, the 
stars, the prairie, 

I lie out-flung on the deep~rooted 
sod; 

The crickets chant their anthem, and 
the very 

Loneliness is eloquent of God. 

1Helen Rhoda Hoopes,~ cit., p. 122. 
2 . . 
Willard Austin Wattles wa s born in Bayneville, Kansas, 

June 8, 1888. Attended Kansas University where he received 
his A. B. in 1909 and his M.A. in 1911. Has been teaching 
at Rollins Qollege, Winter Park, Florida since 1927. 



-37-

The wind slips by me like a fright
ened fairy 

And nestles in a tuft of golden
rod; 

The primroses their dew-filled cen
sers carry · 

Along the grass aisles where they 
drowse and nod 

And swing them ever sl,.ower till a 
hairy 

Indignant bee-priest rattles a 
. milk:weed pod.l 

Dorothy ;·statton paints· ·a panoramic scene in 'l'he Prairie. 

A world, wide, wide; 
Hours, long, and slo 

High grass, brown dead; 
_Hills, dim and low; _ 

A sky, blue, blue; 
A hawk, high, lone; 

A blazing sun, 
To clouds unknown; 

A bird, small, small, 
And timid and gay; 

A cactus bloom; 
A coyote at play; 

A wind, wild, wild; 
A tree, dim, far, 

On a bluff, red, steep; 
Twilight-- a star; 

A moon , gold, gold; 
Silence , deep , deep; 

ag1c, mystery , ... 
Night--and sleep . 2 -

Maey Carolyn Davies in;1her poem , In the Middle West, 

shows the grasp in which the prairie holds its denizens . 

This land is a great sea ; 
Out of it me--

And into it at the end. 

lWillard attles, .QE.:._ cit. , p. 161. 

2I bid. , :j,. , 174. 
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It is my friend, · 
M.y lover and enemy, 
My mother and lover and friend; 
My master and slave. 
It gave · 
All that I have, and it will take away 
All that I have, and even my life 

someday. 
The ocean is a friend,. who for a while 
ill talk to me and smile; 

But always with a stranger's courtesy. 
The land is maker and lover and slayer 

of me.l 

In The Wide~' May Williams ard gives the true pains
. ~ 

dwelle·rs feelings for others. 

I p1ty the dwellers ·in cities 
Who see but a scrap of the sky 
And a scrap of the earth .•••• 

0 wonderful plain, 
Where the world and the worlds 

go by! 2 

TREES 

Before the settlement of Kansas, the grassy prairies were 

swept at intervals with prairie fires which made it virtually 

impossible for trees to grow. The pioneers who came from the 

timbered lands of the east felt the lack of trees immensely 

and at once planted them. 

The .difficulties which beset these trees is aptly set 

forth by Leslie allace in the poem, Trees .2!1. the Plains. 

Tree.a on the plains are braver trees 
Than those found otherwhere; 
For like a sailor on the seas, 
Or like a soldier, trees like these 

lMary C 1 D aro yn avies, ~ cit., p. 81. 
2 . 
Helen Rhoda Hoopes, .2.E.!_. cit., p. 119. 
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Go forth to war. 

They face the boisterous winds that 
blow; 

Now East, now West, how North; . 
They face the onslaughts of the foe, 
They face the droughts that scourge 

them so, 
As they fare forth. 

And some are leaning in the end, 
Lean in the battles wake--
The winds may bend, but do not 

break. 

Some dwarfed and some misepa.pen are, 
Some gnarled and combine 
The twisted fantasies that mar 
Those forms· that hug the hills afar, 
At . timberline.l 

. The last stanza is a repetition of the first used_ to 

emphasize the battle the trees of the plains have had to 

survive_. 

To the prairie born~there is one tree which is beloved 

above all others. By many it is considered a pest because 

of its innumerable seeds which take wing on their downy para

chut·es to search for homes far and near, but to the true Kan

sans, the cottonwood is the best loved tree of the many trees 

which now lnhabit the prairies. This intense regard for the 

cottonwood-is reflected in the poetry. 

May Williams ard in The Optimist gives the pioneer's 

affection for th~ cottonwood. 

ell, I wouldn't call it a desert, he said, 
I have a tree! 

1Helen Rho~a Hoopes, ~ cit., P· 120. 
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I don't see that anyone would need 
To pity me. 
With a fine big cottonwood breaking 

the glare 
Of yellow sky, 
It doesn '-t seem anymore to stare 
So hot and high. 
And the tree makes at night when the 

sheep are fed, 
Some place to go; 
Through it the stars do not look, he 

said, 
So hot and low . • ••• l 

In Good-bye to the Cottonwood by Margaret Hill McCarter, 

there is an account of the struggl es of the cottonwood, its 

conquests , 1 ts service,' and the fact it is to be cut down . 

When the tender young elm and the maple tree gay, 
When the poplar and oak withered down in dismay 
At the hot brazen heavens of ·sweltering June, 
And the breath of July like the desert simoon, 

Then alkali soil , · 
Then dry barren soil, 

I t -felt the firm grasp 
Of roots that were strong 
Seeking waters among 

The low hidden deeps that the cool fountains 
clasp . 

On the young settler• s uhomestead'1first planted 
with grain 

From the liard. skies it courted the life-giving 
rain . 

O' er the first little dugout its soft shadows 
crept, · 

To its murmuring music the wee babies slept , 
And there to its shade, 
Its sheltering shade , 

Fond lover's would come, 
In strange prairie lands 
It reached out warm hands 

To the hearts that were aching and longing for 
home . 

'Gainst the drouth , and the cyclone, the plague 
and- the heat , 

1Helen Rhoda Hqopes , .2.E.:_ cit. , p . 120 . 
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The old cottonwood planted firmly its feet. 
But at last it must bow.l . . •. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

Pine Trees in Kansas by Rose Morgan opens with the quota- · 

tion of the second stanza of Whittier's poem, The Song of the 

Kansas Enigrant, whose closing lines.are : 

• And plant beside 'the cotton tree 
The rugged northern pine.' 

In her poem, she contrasts these two trees. 

The cottonwood, own ·child of radiant spring, 
Stands all aflutter in its shimmering green , 
As not of Earth but some realm serene · 
Where winter never comes, and Light is king, · 
Whither its leafy pinions quivering, 
Its upflung boughs in their silver sheen. 
Arctural blasts stop its brief bourgeoning. 
Behind 1 t rise the pines in· dull array , 
Dark wintry aliens in a aunpright land; 
Yet winter•s strength their level boughs 

display, 
Strength fitted winter's tempests to with

stand; 
And on them rests a glory past compare-
The fulfilled hope of

2
those who set them 

there. 

THE WIND 

Another characteristic of the Kansas ·prairie is the wind. 

The winds in Kansas blow so nearly all the time that unless 

there is some extreme in temperature or great velocity, they 

are almost un-noticed by the native born. 

In These Winds, Margaret Perkins Briggs desc"ti bes the 

wind of the rainy autumn which Kansas has only at rare in

tervals. 

1Willard Wattles·, .QE:.. cit., pp. 34-35. 
2 . 
Willard Wattles, Sunflowers,· Lawrence, Kansas: World 

Company, 1914, p. 9. 

i / 
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They cannot tell me anything at all-
These reminiscent winds--as well as they 
I 1mow what twilit legends leaves recall 
Fluttering down an unreturning way. 
And far too well I know how silence aches 
For lyric summers hushed to something less 
Than any ghostly sigh .. .• • and how it 
· breaks 

The heart to recollect dead loveliness . 

They need not bother to remind me of 
Old grief blovm down the centuries to 

stre 
Their • way-- spent·,· passion-colored words 

of love 
Like leave·s for frailty .•.•. I know that, 

too,-- · 
1th all my summer shriveled to a husk, 

And rain, like tears staining the autumn 
. dusk. 1 

Thomas E. oore in Prairie ind voices the homesickness 

of many an immigrant for his eastern home beside the sea. 

ind in the night, 
Restless wind 
Unhappy ever- andering prairie wind--
Art thou, too, lost and exiled as am I? 
Dost thou, too, seek the way unto the sea, 
And to the lands that lie along the sea, 
To gardens old with meditative years, 
And far- flung cities garlanded with light?2 

Kate Stephens in her poem, Winds of Delphic Kansas, re

views briefly the history of Kansas and.the strivings of thi-s 

western New England after the "ideal, Better! Better!·" The 

outstanding stanzas are the two describing the usual winds 

of Kansas . 

O, the sn·ow- footed , ice- armored winds of the 
prairie, 

Rushing out mightily 
From cosmic caves of the north, 
From glacier forces of earth, and air, 

1Helen Rhoda Hoopes , ~ ·cit ., p . 25 . _ 
2 
Ibid., P• 87 • 
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The winter winds of the prairie! 

They drive dark clouds from morn to morn , 
They shake the light o'er stubbles of corn, 
They whistle through woods of leaves all 

shorn, 
With never a-· hint of the spring to be born, 

The flesh-freezing wind of the prairie! 

Half-north, half- south, half-east, half-west; 
The airs pour ever; the wi11:ds never rest: 

O, the sun-lifted, cotton-soft winds of the 
. prairie, 

_ Cheering right merrily 
From tillage lands · of the south, 
From warmth of breeding .summer seas, 

The June-sweet inds of the prairies! 
They drive silver clouds all day to its close. 
And shake glowing light on young corn in rows 
They ro"ck the trees till the small birds 

drowse, 
They swirl the fragrance of wild-grape and 

rose, 
The seminal winds of the prairie : 

Half-south, half-north: half-west, half - east : 
A people intoxicate: and winds do not cease ; l 

Helen Griffith McCarrell in ind of the Prairie quest.ions 

the r ·eason for the eternal mourning of the wind . 

You wind! You wind of the prairie! 
Where is your home? 
Is it some airy 
Glittering dome? 
Is it there that you practice 
The unceasing dirge of the foam? 

You coaxing, pleading, sobbing wind of 
the prairie! 

What,_ dO :•you say? 
Soft now! Contrary 
You play ! 
Is it .then in the lull 
You finally pause while you pray? 

You shrieking , moaning, wailing wind 
. of the prairie! 

Whose spirit are you? 

1Willard Wattles,~ cit., pp. 25 - 27 . 
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Call thus the Redskins 
Whom white men slew? 
Say! Are you calling and crying 
For the lost soul of you? 

You break my heart wind of the 
prairie, · 

1th your low moan, 
Hark! ~Do the braves call 
In that wild tone? 
Cease then! Know, wind that the 

prairie 
In its deep ~osom shelters its own. 

Yet I still hear the wind of the 
prairie 

Solemnly mourning its own.1 

The Prairie _-1!!9: by illard Wattles pictures the beauties 

of his homelan, the Kansas prairie, in all its summer loveli 

ness as the ind passes aero.as 1 t. 

Dim in the dawn of the centuries, born of 
the Prairie and Sun, 

Brother of tempest and sunshine, swift 
on the sandals of air, 

Laughing I race with the shadows that 
chase o'er the i nfinite plain, 

Thrilling with passionate pleasure 
and pain 

As the wind-blossoms shatter and scatter 
their delicate petals of white 

On the grass as I pass with a near im
perceptible tread, 

1th a rustle as slight as the whisper 
of. night 

To the tremulous stars overhead ; 
So, pulsing with light, aglow with the 

rapture of flight, 
Under the glorious heavens I love· 
Where the ponderous thunder-heads 

rumble above, 
I leap in· the gladness and strength of a 

life without limit of length. 
And laugh as I run on my way to the 

sun . 

1Helen Rhoda Hoopes, .2E..:. cit., p. 81. _ 
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The radiance of the prairie wildflowers he portrays in 

this stanza . 

The frail wild hyacinths shudder to feel my 
sinewy finger-tips circle their 

stems, 
The haughtiest brook-grasses waver and reel 

and loosen their ~usty pollen 
gems, 

Rich treasure of fragrant prairie kind they 
cast in the pouch of the fly- · 

ing wind; 
The gold I filch f'rom the sunflower crown, 

and bend the sturdiest rag-
. weed down; 

I tease the delicate sensitive-rose till all 
of her slen er tendrils close·, 

And the exquisite pink-veined stamens shrink 
in pain of the boisterous ind 

that blows . 
The purple plume of the buffalo-pea trembles 

in dreamy · ec stac:y -; 
And the fragile primrose, creamy white, bathes 

in the lucent floods of light; 
nile the scarlet mallow spreads her cup to 

gather the golden globules up· 
And the star-grass spangles the sod . 1 

To one who has seen the fields of Kansas in late June 

these lines recall an< unforgettable picture . 

The yellow grain in the waving plain a molten 
ocean rolls; · 

Cloud billows fleet with dusky feet over the 
golden heads of wheat.; 

ind- ruffled com •blades flap and sigh, and 
lift their cool, gree>i standards 

high, 
Electric to the sun and sey.2 

The life hidden within the thick prairie grasses he 

describes. 

Wee , quavering cricket voices shrill , . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
1 . 4 ill ard attles, _2E.!. cit . , pp. 17 -181. 

2Ibid~ .. _'DP •, l 749--181 
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The mottled bull- snake glides between low , 
Gothic aisles of living green , 

Light-flickering shadows fret his back with 
changeful sheen of gold and black; 

The brooding dov.e on her eggs of white thrill 
with a dumb maternal_ fright , 

... 
Slight , fragile , long antennaed things with 

gossamer and emerald wings , 
Querulous teem in the matted grass as the 

slender ant t p:roc essions· pass, . 
Es.ch thrifty toiler swart and brown beneath 

his bura·en of thistle- down . I 

Another scene , familiar to all who have observed the 

wastelands of Kansas , he paints in these stanzas~ 

Afar , apart , 
Lone in the violet vault of the sky , with a 

steady wing and watchful eye , 
The silent buzzards fly . 

The saucy brown gopher ' s prying snout noses 
the tumble-weed about ; 

The stiff little prairie- dog warily watches 
the radiant summer sky , 

Till a sudden shadow, swooping fell , arouses 
the vigilant sentinel; · 

At the warning chipper of his alarm the gray
townsme scurry from harm , 

And the angry~~ hawk·:wt th his swoop in vain , 
mounts in the dusk to his poat 

again : 2 · 

He describes vividly the majesty and beauty of night on 

the prairie. 

Pale , phosphorescent fire- flies glow; and · 
plainti ve murmurings are heard , 

Sl eep- wrested from a drowsy bird . 
The white moth fondles the yucca bloom 

Wan gl eaming through the ghostly light her 
. spectral wings ; • ~& wailing through the midnight gloom , 

. with haunting minor quaverings 

1w111ara. Wattl es , .Q.I?_-_ .s?lli., pp . 174- 181 . 

2Ibid., pp . 174- 181 . 
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The coyat e cries forebodingly as some 
lone phantom from a tomb . 

The planets swing in a deathless ring, serene 
and clear; 

Sure- piloted the meteors steer through 
the thin translucent atmosphere , 

And evecy dusky satellite safe voyages 
the sea of ight . . l _ 

Frederick Atwood in his poem , The Hot Winds , tells graph

iaally of the most dreaded .wind to which Kansas sometimes falls 

a victim. 

Day after day , with scorching ray, 
The burning sun has risen and set , 

No cloud on high in all the sky 
Protects us from the dreadful heat . 

The wells are low; springs cease to flow , 
All nature droops in ·the terrible · 

dearth; 
The dust , in clouds ; like vast gray shrouds , 

Ehvelops and hides the suffering 
earth . 

Then from the mouth of the heated South , 
Comes forth a breath so parched and dry 

That manhood quails and courage fails , 
For the direful hot winds are nigh. 

With f i ery breath , the South- wind saith , 
As he hurries impatiently on to his 

prey , 
"Whatever of good the sun hath withstood 

My warrant shall hear and ~uickly obey . 

The corn shall wither; hither and thither 
Shall f l y dead leaves in my fumace ~like 

breath; 
All nature shall l anguish , and man, in his 
· · anguish , 

Shall hate me and curse me in impotent 
wrath. 2 

1Willard Wattles,~ ci t ., pp. 174-181. 
2Frederick Atwood , .Q.!l!. cit ., p. 12 . 
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THE RAINS, THE STORMS, THE DROUGHTS 

The lack of rain was often a tragic event in Kansas. 

This phase of nature was,therefore, an~ 1.?rspiration to the poeti

Minnie Ad.ell Gustine writes h Kansas Shower in which she 

describes one of the brief, furious t~under-showers which ofte1 

deluge the prairie . 

Low and dark .the clouds were threat
ening, 

The thunder rolled and lightning 
flashed; . 

Soon the storm burst in its fury--
. The large raindrops downward dashed . 

Hard and harder beat the raindrops, 
Light and lighter grew the clouds: 

Till the earth was filled with beauty, 
Wrapped in its beautif~l green 

shroud. 1 · · 

John • Beebe in his The Tardy Bain Has Come Again ex

presses the irregularity of the ·needed rainfall . 

The tardy rain has come again, 
Which stayed so long away; 

Reviving drooping flowers, 
The sylvan shades and bowers , 2 

In The Prairie Storm, Eugene Ware portrays the summer 

storm. 

With the daylight came the storm 
And the clouds, like ragged veils, 

Trailed the prairie until noontide , 
Borne by vacillating gales; 

And the red elms by the streamlets 
Dripped upon the wild-plum thickets , 
And the thickets, on the crickets 

And the quails . 
Wet and sodden 

Lay the prairie grass untrodden . 

1Thomas W. Herringshaw, .QE.:_ cit., p. 208. 

2 . 
John W. Beebe, .QI?..:. .£!b.; p • . 53 . 
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Through the dismal afternoon 
Held the banks of clouds aloof, 

As the smoke in frontier cabins 
Hugs the rafters in the roof. 

Broke the clouds and ceased the dripping, 
And -the red elms by the streamlets 

That, in proof, 
Gave the token 

That the summer storm was· _;broken. 

With a numbue like a saint 
Rose the white moon in the east; 

And the gras_s all rose together 
· As the guests do at a feast; 
And the prairie lark kept singing 
All the night long , and the stirri_ng 
And. the whizzing and the whirring 

Still increased; 
Till all sorrow 

Yielded to the brilliant morrow. l 

Although the poem, He'£ Coming Home , by H. Rea Woodman 

does not properly belong with the .nature poems, it does con

tain a description of a Kansas ucycloneu and the refuge for 

which one ... _l-ongs when the t-ocnado forms . 

A far black blot on the summer sky, 
A twisty bit of cloud, 

A funnel-shaped and tossing fleck , 
Careening light and low,--

The swaddling clothes of a baby 
cyclone, 

The germs of a Mighty Blow! 

Oh for a Kansas dugout now , 
A home-jail under the ground 

The flexile iron of the buffalo ~rass 
In a bullet-safe roof enwound . -

The trustful cottonwood standing guard , 
The baffled winds awail, 

The plushy pad of the sad coyote 
Like a tired and distant flail ! 

. . ·• . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
lEugene F. Ware , .21?..:. cit ., pp . 105-106 . 
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The spiral cloudlet grows amain, 
With thunders accumulate, 

And a thousand breathles-s couriers ride 
The sightless steeds of Fate! 

Oh for a Kansas dugout now, 
A home-jail under the ground, 

The coyote baying the hidden
1
moon, 

The baffled winds around! 

Dr. W. s. Franklin in Grinnell Cyclone describes this 

same destructive storm. 

1 

Ha! Ha! and a thunder chariot goes by, 
What a horrible conflict takes place in 

the sky; 
See! the winds of Abaddon are hauling the 

train, 
Mix in w1 th the light:eingr.;and . thund.er and 

rain. 

Cloud piles upon cloud, like a mountain of 
foam; 

My God, 1gainst the black sky how fearful 
they gloam·; 

Behold how they tangle: 0, - see how they 
swell--

If that were beneath me, I'd think it were 
hell. 

Cloud turn upon cloud, like a warrior with 
shield, 

Winds march and winds counter march, over 
the field: 

Winds charge on the centre, assault by the 
flank, 

Till the Heaven itself seems but playing 
the crank. 

See that horse in the lir, see that roof in 
the sky, 

Neither has wings, but both of them fly; 
Poor fellow, he anchors stone dead in your 

. mire, 

H. Rea Woodman, The Open Road , Poughkeepsie, New York: 
A. V. Haight Company, 1910, PP • 42-43. 
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A.~d the roof , by the lightning is splinters 
and fire . l 

In Our Cyclone , Rachel E. Ricketts pictures the destruc -

t i veness of the tornado . 

I can~t remember to a day, 
But sometime near the .first of May , 
.And just about the c·lose of day , 
There came a cyclone our way 
That scattered fence , and rack and hay , 
And turned t~e hay bales over : 
Then went its way and seemed to say , 
"I am a roaring , twisting Rover . " 

Then on it went twisting ' round 
Until Joe Ozburn ' s barn it found; · 
And . then in deeds it seemed to say , 
"None dare ·dispute my right of way -
To me this is nothing but play-
This roof I ' ll carry clear away ; 
Those planks I ' ll scatter around , 
And leave them sticking in the ground . 

When in the morning men came 'round , 
And found those planks stuck in the 

ground, 
They wondered why I was so shy 
As to evade their practiced eye , 
.And sneak about at close of day , 
And carry Joseph's barn away : 
Nothing but pieces can be found 
Where once stood Joe ' s barn firm 

and sound . · 

My strength is such that heaven knows-
I beat all earthly circus shows--
I can beat man out of all he knows , 
And leave him naught except his clothes . 
I ' m far beyond all mortal power, 
For I bring the hail , the wind, the shower; 
And I work not like the McCormick mower 
Men can ' t raise me higher nor cast me 

lower. 2 

lThomas • Herringshaw , ou . ci t ., p . 230 . 

2Ib1d., p . 184 • . 
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Frederick At ood in The Breaking of the Drought expresses 

the joy that the long overdue rain brings. 

Listen!--it rains, it rainsl 
The prayer of the grass ·is .heard; 

The thirsty ground drinks eagerly. 
As a famished man eats. bread. 

The moan of the trees ls hushed, 
And the violets under the banks 

Lift up their heads so gratefully 
And smilingly give thanks.l 

In her poem, Drought, May Frink Converse pictures vividly 

Kansas ·as she appears when suffering from a drought . 

Below, the cracked, brown earth, 
Like ancient earthen-ware, 

Spreads out its dusty wom 
Old surface, baked and bare. 

Above, -the polished blue 
Of a burnished August sky 

Is an inverted bowl 
Of every drop drained dry.2 

TH KANSAS STATE FLOWER 

. Another impressive beauty of Kansas is her immense fields 

of golden sunflowers. It is said that the wagon- trails across 

Kansas were lined with sunflowers3the next season after the 

trail was broken. This cheerful vagabond ·grows so universally 

ov·er ·the state and was so loved by the pioneers for its sturdy 

upstanding refusal to bow to all the tJribulations to which 

it was subjected tnat> 

1Frederick Atwood, ,2.E.!. cit. , p . 13. 

2Helen Rhoda Hoopes, .QE.:. &h, P • 31 . 

~oble L. Prentis , .2.E..!_ &h, p . 26 . 
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By the act of the legislature of 1903 
(Chapter 479) the Helianthus, or native 
sunflower, was adopted as the state flower 
and floral emblem of the state of Kansas.l 

Xl.va ay Root in Sunflower Fields ranks these as the equal 

of all other great natural beauties. 

When I saw the deep blue ocean how sublime 
it seemed to me 

As its white capped waves came dashing on 
its sanAed beach in glee ; 

Ho imposing in its beauty--over earth 
what power it -wields--

Fairer yet the seas of Kansas called her 
· glorious 

Sun 
Flower 

Fields. 

I have journeyed to the mountains, viewed 
their lofty, rugged crests, 

Wondrous canons, snowy summits, where a 
cloudland ·softly rests; 

Treasures rare of richest gold-ore, the 
vast mountain region .. ·yj: ld.a,, 

But there's purer gold in Kansas in its 
golden 

Sun 
Flower 

Fields. 

Grand and wonderful Niagara thrilled me 
with a strange delight, 

Words cannot nor artist, picture all the 
beauty in its sight, - _ 

How impressive in its grandeur--majestically 
as each wave reels--

Still my heart retained its imprint of the 
glorious 

Sun 
Flower 

Fields. 

She also compares them to the less majestic but none the 

· less beautiful manifestations of nature. 

1Ka.nsas Facts, issued by ·the Executive Department, ·Ben 
Paulen, Governor, 1927, p. 20. 
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In the fair and sunny southland where the 
sweet. magnolia blooms, 

And the bright hued southern flowers fill 
the air with sweet perfumes, 

Beauteous flowers in the woodlands that a 
leafy bower shields~-

But queen o'er all I'd crown the flower of 
Kansas 

Sun 
Flo er 

Fields. 

I have heard the sweetest music in the 
brooklet:.·rippling by, 

In the rustle of the leaflets, in the 
flower's gentle sigh, 

But the most exquisite music that the 
realm of-beauty wields 

IS the rhythm here in Kansas in its 
waving 

Sun 
Flower 

Fields~l 

In Sunflowers, Lottie Brow Allen , compares the children 

and the sunflowers. 

Up from the wayside damp and cold, 
Out of the early Kansas mold, 
B~ossomed the sunflower, green and gold. 

Eastward turning at dawn's first light, 
Hourly drinking the sunbeams bright~ 

estward waving a fond good-night. 

Kissed by the sunshine and the dew, 
Under the Kansas skies of blue, 
Like unto the sunflowers the children 

grew. 

Bright eyes greeting the sun's first ray. 
Small hands eager for work or play, 
Young hearts singing the livelong day. 

Kansas sunflowers happy and free, 
en and women that grow to be. 

Builders of Kansas destiny.2 

1Tllomas W. Herringshaw, _QIL:. .£!..h, pp. · 67-68. 
2Kansas City Star, December .14, 1920. 
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Claude M. Older in The Sunflowers of Kansas likens them 

to the sturdy pioneers who helped make the state what it is 

to~day. 

Like those pioneers who fought their way 
Inch by inch--and smiled, 
The tall sunflower marches, . marches on. 

0 you .aristocrats among the flowers and 
grasses, . 

Blue grass, well-bred white clover, 
Lily and rose, · · 
Wonder-working alfalfa, 
See how you wither in the Kansas sun, 
Unless man shelter or nourish you. 

The sunflower is a fighter 
Who asks no odds and seeks no plaudits. 
Left alone, he thrives, 
And thrustQ his yellow head almost through 

the clouds 
To the resplendent sun, 
His foster-brother.J. . 

C. L. ·Fdson in Sunflowers gives the emotions which are 

aroused by the sight of a field of dead, brown sunflowers 

as well as oneversion of the story of their origin~ 

Isa a field of .sunflowers 
When all their bloom was shed, 

A field of Kansas sunflowers 
All standing brown and dead, 

They hovered there upon the hill; 
And like a phantom crew, 
The ghost of all the sunflowers, 

The ·-prairies ever grew. 
Came trooping toward me in a cr~wd 
Fa.ch shining through a misty shroud 
And flashed like .fireflies through 

my brain 
As once they lit the Kansas plain. 

For I have known the sunf,lowers 
As well as mortals know; 

They leaned to me, the sunflowers 
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. And whispered, long ago--
The things the sunflowers told me then, 

ome day I ' l l tell the world again , 
Some day when all their fairy band 
Is banished out of Kansas land . 

For they are of the sprite world, 
They are a fairy band , 

They speak in mystic meanings 
We scarcely understand. 

They sprang in shining lanes of gold. 
Across the prairies whe~of old 
The "Forty-Niners ' " creaking wains 
Went - rutting through the grassy plains . 

And so .were born the sunflowers , 
. The nymphs of earth and air: 

They reached their arms imploring , · 
They tossed their golden hair, 

They were a fairy band that cried , 
11 The gold is here on evecy side, 11 

And yet . the argonauts went by 
To vanish in the sunset sky , 

My playmates were the sunflowers , 
Beside the .sod house door , 

They spread a sweet enchantment 
That lured me evermore 

Their army green , with shields ablaze 
ent marching down the summer ways-

Across the mystic prairie land 
Where Youth and I walked hand in hand. 1 

Guy Kenyon Martin in Kansas Trail Markers _again makes 

reference to the legend concerning the origin of the sun

flower . 

Smiling- down the country lanes, 
No ding through tpe hedge , 

Pe ping at a mirrored face 
Above the water ' s edge ; 

Catching fire from the setting sun , 
The gold of an autumn dawn , 

File on file in brave array , 
The sunflowers march along . 

lWillard Wattles , .2l?..:. cit ., PP • 95 - 97 . 
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East to west and north to south 
Move the caravans of today ; 

The lanes of travel are lengtheningi 
d the sunflower marks the way . 

OTHER WILD FLOWERS 

In addition to the sunflower, Kansas has innumerable other 

wildflowers . Although these flowers are less showy, they are 

not less beautiful . 

Kittie E • .. quier in The Prairie Flowers of Kansas regrets 

t~e passing of these flowers . 

· i. 

2 

Lovely prairie lands of Kansas, 
They are yielding rod by rod; 

And their flow'ry hosts are vanquished 
By the tillers of the sod. 

Oft the lilies-of our Savior 
Fall beside the smiling weed; ... . . . . . 

Now the wheat and cornfields glisten 
W1nere the wild rose held sway , .. . 

When the meadow lark's first carol 
On the arch wind's wings was borne , 

Then the violets shook their mantles , 
Peeping forth to greet the mom . 

Tru~love's emblems, these were toilowed 
Soon by flowers of lovelier ~ue , 

hen the mocking birds were warbling 
'Neath,·· the sky of turquois~ blue ~ 

. . . . . . . . . . 
Yes ! the prairie flowers are vanquished, 

They are yielding rod by rod; 
And the works of man are crowding 2 Out the beauteous works of God. 

Helen Rhoda Hoopes , .Q.E..:_ cit., p . 84 . 

Thomas W. Herringshaw, .21?.:. ·cit., p. 87. 

• 



Ad . H. _Gibson in Golden Rod pays tribute to another prai

rie wild flower which rivals the sunflower in showiness . 

Again the rains have come, 
And all the earth revives , 

And over fields and prairies, 
The golden rod now thrives . 

Sweet Kansas golden rod 
What sceptres bright you 11ft, 

In every vacant corner, 
With g~owing things adrift . 

You herald in our autumn, 
·And cheerfully essay , 

With richest gold our prairies 
And our orchards to array . 

Oh , hardy 11 ttle flower! 
You speak of courage clear , 

And hint to us a lesson 
To light lifets fading year . 1 

Frederick Atwood in To~ Dandelion eulogizes one of the 

common wild flowers which , however, is not a native of Kansas . 

When first I met thee in this Western clime , 
What transports filled--aye , overflowed-

my heart; 
A friendly face was thine , 

Which to my soul didst unexpected j oy 
impart , 

I had not seen thee for so long a time . 
Oh , thou wast dear to me in childhood's 

days , 
And when in summer's haze 

Thy head had lost its gold and all .turned 
white, 

I blew thy hair out by the roots in keen 
delight . 

. . . . •. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
And so it was I nursed thee tenderly , 

And guarded thee from harm of every kind , -
Preserved thee for futurity . 
· Spring came again; and --then my anxious 

mind 
Was gladdened by thy face and progeny . 

1da Collister, Compiled by , ! Kansas Calendar, 1915 , 
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O joy ! O rapture! all my watchful care 
Bore fruit beyond my dreams; for there, 

1th full a hundred faces , thou di dst smile, 
And all my fears for thee didst quick be

beguile • 

. . . . 
O dandelion! it grieves me much that thou 

Hast fallen from thy high .estate and 
come . 

To wha t I see thee now--
A pest ! a first.- class. ·:n'i!l.isance ! I ' m 

. dumb; 
It almost ·b:reaks my heart·! My head I bow 

I n abjec·t sorrow that thou , a Yankee 
herb , 

Of whose bright virtues all have heard , · 
Whose praises have gone forth in noble 

song , 
Shouldst ever have come West and gone so 

wrong ! l 

To one of the most beautiful of the Kansas wild flowers , 

Amanda T. Jones does honor in The Sensitive Briar. 

When sweetly breathed the budded rose 
In new made majesty and grace , 
Did not the Master for a space, 

A holy stillness interpose-
Forbidding any wind to brush 

Her clasping petals? . .• Ere they stirred 
While yet her whispered name , half-heard , 

Sank silenced in that heavenly hush , 
Did He not turn to fashion thee , 
0 babe-like flower and smile to ·see-
Deep-musing on the Christ to be? · 

Pales in thy·woof the rainbow ' s red; 
Her gold adorns the raveled veils 
Where- -through thy blessed breath exhales; 

Her lucid dews are on thee shed . 
So sweet ! So sweet !--The beds of spice 

Whereon our fair , first mother slept, 
No daintier drops of honey kept 

To feed the bees of Paradise . 
Lo , where thy shrinking leaves retreat 
At coming of the sinner ' s feet ! 
Yet will thy soft forgiving greet . 

1Freder1ck At ood , .QI?.:. cit ., pp . · 22- 24 ~ 



-60-

An, if the Lowly One might pass 
And yonder blowing roses all 
Their fragrant loveliness let fall 

To cushion smooth,· the thickening grass, 
How would I ha ste to choose 

From all the pure ! .And lifting. high 
These most abundant blossoms sigh: 

"Thou who canst virtue give nor lose, 
ith whom the burdened ones find rest-

To while I touch thy seamless vest, 
Gaze but on these and I am blest ! "l 

· Another gorgeous exhibition of color is that found in the 

early _spring when the banks of ev·ery wayside stream are 

vivid with. redb~ds . 

I~ Red15ud. Time in Kansas , E. H. S. Bailey portrays the 

opening of spring . 

It's Redbud Time , it's . Redbud Time , it ' s 
Redbud Time in Kansas ! 

And all ~fle ·flowers are springing, 
And all the brooks are singing , 
All all the birds are winging , 

It's Redbud fime in Kansas. 

It's Redbud Time in Kansas. 
While springtime odors heavenward fly, 
And fleecy clouds are floating high, 
And balmy breezes softly sigh 

It's Redbud Time in Kansas . 

It's Redbud Time in Kansas . 
Magenta splashes deck the ~ields, 

master ' s brush the painter wields , 
Fortaste of hues the summer yields . 

It's Redbud Time in Kansas . 2 

May Frink Converse in Red-Bud pictures the wealth of 

color with which the redbud welcomes spring . 

T 

:!:Willard Wattles , Sunflowers , -Chicago: A. C. McClurg 
Company, 1916, pp . 165-166. 

2 
!'opeka Daily Capital, March 25, 1921 . 
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I will go, I said, to the country 
When the red-bud blooms in the 

. spring 
And then, as of old, for sheer 

rapture 
My heart will sing. 

The red-bud rosily blossomed, 
In valley and hill and plairi, 

And yet my heart coul~ not banish 
Its sense of pain. 

In memory of the scourge of grasshoppers that invaded 

Kansas in the summer of 1874, Rose Morgan has written Bouncin~-

When that I see thee by the dusty road, 
Or where some kindly householder has spared 
The sprawling matted growth that thou hast · 

dared 
To trail along the skirts o·r his abode, 
When that I see thee thus, chance-sprung, 

wind sowed, · 
A wildling waif for whom no one has cared, 
My eyes are filled, thinking thou hast fared 
As other prophets to whom much is owed. 
For when the winged scourge swept o'er our 

land, 
Leaving all black, laying all green things 

low, 
Thy pale sweet .blossoms scatheless it passed 

by--
Through thee Ood let our fathers understand-
Unloved and useless, still 'twas thine to show 

·A modest face undaunted to the sky.2 

In To the ild Verbena, Rose Morgan pays tribute to another 

peautiful wild flower. 

, Verbenas blue, verbenas shining white, 
Verbenas of a rich, pulse-quickening red. 
Grow here together in my garden bed, 

eaving their tangled mats for my delight; 

iHelen Rhoda Hoopes, .2E..!_ cit., p. 31. 

2Willard Wattles, Sunflowers, Lawrence, Kansas: World 
Company, 1914, p. 92. 



-62-

Yet do I take less joyance in the sight 
Of all their beauty, lavishly outspread, 
Than in contemplating thy lo lihead, 
O wild verbena, modestly bedight. 
Theirs our flag!·s bright colors, your dull 

hue 
Ia aboriginal, the primal clay· 
Tinges your petals; grateful for scanty dew, 
Patient of sun, you bear the scorching ray 
That withers them, sweet wildling, but for 

you 
Where now had been . their red, their white,-

their blue? 1 

SEASONS AND THE ·CROP 

H. G. Mccarroll in! Kansas Morning in February gives us 

this picture. 

Bathed all night in co·ol delight 
Of star specked wind 
The golden day 
Flowe through the un~verse of time 
On its anointed way. 

Kate Stephens paints for her readers a vivid picture in 

Spring in Kansas. 

Make glad, make glad, 
The Lord of growth has come, 
The sun has half his northward jourriey done, 
.And in the deep-buried roots moves the Spirit! 

Upon the dark-earthed field 
Fires of last yeats husks the farmer kindles-
Sacrifices to the Lord of growth; 
Smoke rises to the bluer heavens, 
While hawk and solemn crow cut with iong 

wing the sparkling air 
And 11 ttle birds do sing, ttRejoice 
Rejoice! the springing life is here!" 

. l illard Wattles, Sunflowers, Chicago: A. C._McClurg and 
Company, 1916, p. 121. 

2 
Helen Rhoda Hoopes, op. cit., p. 80. 
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For the sun, O brothers, shines upon our 
land! 

And winds , 0 sisters, blow over all our 
land! . 

Mounting sap now brightens trunk and tree 
and vine , 

And every tip-most twig swells out its leaf-
buds : 

The peach puts forth her bitter-tinted _pink , 
Red-bud empurples far each wooded stretch. 
And , by the magic of the lord of spring, 

. Stand orchards , vecy ghosts of winter snows, 
white-cloaked in blossom. 

And wheat , 0 sisters, green in our rolling 
glebe, 

And corn , O brothers, springs from its golden 
seed. 

For sun- warmth and wind-strength and praise
God rain are abroad in our land, -

Thr ee builders of worlds with the Spirit go 
forth hand in hand . l 

Bur Conley in! Kansas June gives this picture of the 

state . 

What , a happy land is Kansas , 
In the merry month : of June, 

With the wildflowers all a blooming, 
And the humming birds in tune . 

' Tis then I love to ramble 
Through the fields and woodlands 

green , 
Or sit and listen to the muslc 

Of some swiftly - flowing stream. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
There may be better climates , 

And fields , of more fertile loom , 
But give me dear old ,lansas . 

2 In the merry month, of June . 

l Willard Wattl es , Sunflowers , Lawrence , Kansas : World 
Company , 1914 , PP • 35- 36 . 

2 Thomas W. Herringshaw , .Q!?..!_ · cit ., p. 154. 
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In June, by Frederick Atwood, portrays Kansas in these 

words : 

Dame Nature dons a dainty gown 
And scarce can find excuse . to frown, 
While all the world smiles in her eyes 
Approval of her sweet disguise.l 

One of the most beautiful scenes o · can view is the vast, 

golden wheat fields rippling in the sun under the brilliant 

blue sky of a Kansas June . 

Harry Kemp ives such a vision in! Wheat-Field Fantasy . 

As I sat on a Kansas hilltop, 
While far away from my feet, 

Rippled with light and shadows 
Dancing across acres of wheat , 

The sound of the grain as it murmured 
Wrought a wonder with me--

It turned from the voice of the Prairie 
Into the roar of the sea, 

And Isa, not the running wind-waves, 
But an ocean that washed below 

In ridging and crumbling breakers 
And ceaseless motion and flow; 

. . . . . . 
.And the waves gave place to the heat

lands 
Myriad-touched with gold--

Then my soul felt century-weary 
And untold aeons old; 

For a rock-ledge sloped beside me. 
And the lime-traced shells it bore 

Had plied that ancient ocean 
Each with a sentient oar. 2 

.Another crop that is beautiful in its luxuriant growth is 

1Frederick Atwood, .2£!_ cit. , p . 13. 

2willard Wattles, .Q.£:. cit ., -pp . 58-59. 
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the one ·Ellen P. Allerton describes in her Walls of dom. 

Smiling and beautiful, heaven's dome, 
Bends softly over our prairie home. 

But the wide, wide lands that stretch 
away 

Before my eyes in the days of May, 

The rolling prairies' billowy ·swell, 
Breezy upland and timbered dell, 

- Stately mansion and hut forlorn, 
All are hidden by walls of corn.l 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Frederick Atwood in The Growing Corn paints a picture of 

the cornfield in all its beauty. 

Upon a thousand -hills the corn 
Stands tall and rank and glossy 

green; 
Its broad leaves stir at early morn , 

And dewy diamonds drop between. 

A myriad banners wave o'erhead, 
And countless silken pennons fly; 

The tasseled plumes bend low, 'tis 
said, 

And only silken ears know why.2 

October is considered by many Kansans as the most beauti

ful month of the entire year. Eugene Ware in The Kansas 

October portrays the autumn loveliness of ·the plains~ 

The cheeriness and charm 
Of forest and of farm 

Are merging into colors sad and soher; 
The hectic frondage drapes 
The ~ut trees and the grapes-

September yields to opulent October. 

The cottonwoods that fringe, 

lWillard Wattles,~ cit., pp. 22-24. 

2Frederick Atwood, .QI?.:. cit., p. 11. 
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The streamlets take tinge; 
Through opal haze the sumac bush is 

burning; 
The· lazy zephyrs lisp, 
Through ·cornfields dry and crisp , 

Their fond regret s for days no more re
turning . 

The farm dog leaves the house 
To flush the timid grouse; 

The languid steers on blue-stem lawns 
are .feeding; 

The evening twilight sees 
The rising Pleiades , 

While autumn suns are to the south re 
ceding . 

To me there comes no thrill 
or gloominess or chill , 

As leaflets fade from branches elm or 
oaken , 

As lifelessly they hang , 
To me there comes no pang ; 

To me no grief the falling leaves be
token . . 

BIRDS 

· Kansas has many birds who make their summer homes within 

her boundaries , but the two that are mentioned in the follow

i ng poems spend the entire year within her bo'rders . 

I n Before the Robin Dares , Rose Morgan memoralizes the 

song of the cardinal . 

I n the dark dawn at the verge of spri_ng 
I heard the red bird caroling. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
When snow patches lie on the links soft 

folds, 
Or ever the willow a catkin holds , 

1Eugene F. Ware , 2E.!_ cit .; pp . 36 - 37. 
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When the pixies stand dark in the darkling 
· west, 

While the east flushes soft as his shy mates 
breast, 

The red bird arm from the heart of spring 
Sets bare boughs blossoming; · 

And from out the dark ring$ his challenge clear, 
What cheer among mortals?_ What ~cheer? What 

cheer? 

At the sound of his clarion sweet and high 
My heart forgets ·the springs gone by, 

.And ans ers him back in tlle dawn of the year, 
All cheer fellow ~mortal! hat cheer? All 

cheer. 

. . . . . . 
In the dark of dawn at the ve~e of spring 
I hear the red bird caroling! 

Anne Reece Pugh pays tribute to the state bird in Meadow 

Lark ~ Prairie Wind. 

1 

An aicy flutter of slender, brown wings, 
And hark! is it joy or sorro that sings 
In the one swelling note, 
That trembles and thrills through the long

lifted throat? 

A rush o'er the prairies, a sorrowful cry, 
And the quivering grasses bow down with a 

sigh, 
Stirred deep by emotion 
That the wind sings and cries o'er the wide 

grassy ocean. 

A thrill of the heart, a tremble of grasses, 
And wind-sound and bird-song a melody 

passes. 
We puzzle long, but we may not know 
If wind or lark first sang this song, 

Willard Wattles, .2E.!. cit., p. 90. 
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With its burden of exquisite woe.l 

Carl Sandburg _ in Mockers Go To Kansas in Spring makes 

mention of one of the -migratory birds that might well be 

called the American nightingale. 

Riding from Topeka, Kansas, _ to Manhattan, 
Kansas, 

Marco saw and heard three ·mocking birds. 
He mentioned it to the Kansas Authors• Club. 
Two mockers were heard that night in Man-

hattan. 
A man from _Chicago sleeping in the Gillett 

House _ 
Heard one of the mockers before breakfast the 

morning after. 
This is evidence, testimony, offered in behalf 

of those who do 
not unde.rstand how mockers roam north from 

Texas 
and Arkansas, sometimes ·as far north as 

Manhattan, Kansas . 2 

In Kansas Lessons, Sandburg describes vividly the song of 

this same bird . 

Often the mocking bird is only a mocker 
singing the songs of other birds, 
pouring their trill over the bushes. 

And sometimes the mocker is all alone 
the child playing all-aloney all--

aloney . · 
And sometimes the mocker calls, calls, calls, 
the fables, texts, and cries of all heartbreaks 
all the wild nights a blood gold. moon can 

buy.3 

April Snow in Kansas by William Savage Johnson pictures 

the birds that spend their winters in the state . 

1Willard Wattles, Sunflowers , Chicago: A. C. McClurg 
and Company, 1926, p . 80. 

· 2carl Sandburg, Good Morning, America , New York: Harcourt, 
Brace and Company, .1928, p . 55 . 

3Ib1d., P• 5a; 
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I thank the April snow 
Whose magic sent from wood 
And, fields a hungry brood 
To be my friends a blessed day or so;--

Hedge sparrows, yellow-billed, 
Black-capped, the cardinal 
Of joyous heart, and all. 
The mouse-breast ·juncos. 

To my board crumb~filled 

1th the snow they came, and now 
As softly as. snow thaws 
They are gone, their little claws 
Clasping hedge twigs again or wood-

land bough~l 

UNSET AND THE SKY 

Albert Bigelow Paine paints a picture of a gorgeous Kansas 

sunset and sunrise in his poem, The Gates Ajar. 

I have seen a Kansas sunset like a vision 
in a dream, 

When a halo was about me and a glory on 
the stream; 

When the birds had ceased their music and 
the summer day was done, 

And prismatic exhalation came a-drifting 
from the sun; 

And those gold and purple vapors, and the 
holy stillness there , 

Lay upon the peaceful valley like a silent 
evening prayer • 

.And I've gazed upon that atmospheric splendor 
of the west, 

Till ·1t seemed to me a gateway to the regions 
· of the bleat . 

I have seen a Kansas sunrise like the waking 
of a dream, 

When every dewy blade of grass caught up 
the golden gleam; 

When every bird renewed the song he sang 
the night before, 

1Helen Rhoda Hoopes,~ ill.:,, p . 71 . 
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And all the silent slumbering world returned 
to life once more; 

When ev~ry burst of radiance called up ,a 
throng of life, 

And all the living, waking world with 
melody was rife. . 

And as that flood of life and song crune float
ing down the plain, . 

It seemed to me those golden gates were open
ed wide again.l .· 

The Sunset Marmaton by .Eugene Ware portrays a sunset along 

a prairie stream. 

O Marmaton! O Marmaton! 
From out the rich autumnal west 
There creeps a misty, pearly rest, 

As though an atmospuere of dreams. 
Along thy course, 0 marmaton , 

A rich September sunset streams . 
Thy purple sheen, 
Through prairies green , 
From out the burning west 1s seen. 

I watch thy ·fine 
Approaching line, 
That seems to flow like ·blood

.. rEjd -- wHre · ~ 
Fresh from the vintage· of the sun, 

The spokes of steel 
And blue reveal 
The outlines of a phantom wheel , 
While airy armies, r_·, one by one, 

March out on dress-parade. 
I see unrolled, 
In blue and gold 

The guidons where the line is made, 
And, where the lazy zephyrs strolled 

Along thy verdant esplanade 
I see the crested, neighing herd 

Go plunging to the stream. 
I hear the flying, shrieking- scream · 

Of startled bird 
~e Kansas day is done.2 

1Willard Wattl.es, Sunflowers, Lawrence, Kansas: World 
Company, 1914, pp. 171-172. 

2Eugene F. Ware , op. ,£lli, P• 29. 
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In ~ Waters~ the West in Kansas, Carl Sandburg de

scribes the comi:q.g of night. 

After the sunset in the mountains 
there are shadows and shoulders 
standing to the stars. 
After the sunset on the prairie 
there are only the stars, 
the sta rs standing alone. 

The fla t waters of the west in Kansas 
take up the sunset lights one by one and all-
the bars, the ba rriers, the slow-down, 
the loose lasso handy on the saddle, 

· the big hats, the slip-knot handkerchiefs, 
the cattle horns, the ,hocks and haunches 
ready for the -lmeel-down, the sleep 
of the humps and heads in the gr a ss, 
the pony with a rump to the wind 
or curving a neck to a front foot-
if a baby moon comes after the sunset, 
it is a witness of many homes, 
many home-makers under the night sky-shed-
and the flat waters -of the west in Kansas 
take up the baby moon, the witness, 
take it and let it ride, 
take it and let it have a home. 

The great plains 
gave the buffalo grass. 

The great plains 
gave the buffalo grass.l 

May Williams Ward in~~ depicts the infinite blue 

heaven. 

Once I lived in the city; 
I loved the hurry of feet, 

The hours crowded with work and 
play 

'+'he kaleidoscope of the street. 

Once I lived in the mountains. 
Once I lived by the sea. 

The hills I loved for their 
steadfast peace, 

1carl Sandburg, .2l2.!. cit. ; p. 90. 
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The sea, because it was free. 

But now I live on the golden plain, 
Nobody else nearby, 

And oh, I love it the best of all 
For I love and 11 ve w:L th the- sky. 

How can I tell its beauty? 
Which of its moods . is best? 

It makes me small as a pygmy, . 
It swells the heart inmy breast. 

By day it's _a painted pageant. 
God sketches .its mighty bowl 

With themes in cloud and color 
To match every tint of the soul. 

At night, I look up in the· zenith'. 
Far as the eye can see 

Are spaces •.•• and stars ... . and ..•• 
silence 

Types of infinity. 

Oh, I love both the mountain and city, 
Oh I left the sea with a ~igh, 

But I know I am nearest Heaven 
On the plain, alone with the sky . l 

In her poem, Sky-Mountain, she again pictures the im-

mensity of the sky . 

Prairie-land is _golden, 
Airy, wide; 

The sky our only mountain; 
We , inside . 

Who would choose a small land 
Where the hills 

Steadily asserting 
Granite wills, 

Narrow all horizons, 
Stand apart? · 

1May Williams Ward, Seesaw, Atlanta, Georgia: Bozart 
!Press, 
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Ah, my Kansas prairie 
In the sky-mountain ' s heart ! l 

SANDHILLS . 

Kansas has , scattered over her prairies , low round mounds 

of sand which she dignifies by calling sandhills . 

In The Spirit .Q! the Kansas Sand Hills, Billy Mccarroll 

t ell s of the appeal which this seemingly unattractive land 

.may have for one who knows and loves it . 

I am not far from town 
And houses are built upon me- 
Yet strangely I am far away . · 
I am not beautiful, I know; 
Yet I will fuast in pleasant memory 
I have no rock , 
But only sand and withered gra sses , 
And some plum-bushes on my nea rer slopes . 
I am sweeping and furious like arctic 

storm; 
Yet come to me some summer day 
For peace . 
My sand is soft and warm, 
My withered dryness somehow is not 

hostile 
And the song of the meadow- lark is 

sweet- -
Come out , come out , out here ! 2. 

Lena Beard Clendening in Hills of Sand pictures another 

such hill for her readers . 

I know a hill in a quiet spot. 
Where a spreading elm tree stands, 
Where little children leave impress 
Of t.iny feet and hands; 
Where the small cave man a cavern molds, 
And builds with eager zest; 

· l Helen Rhoda Hoopes , ~ cit ., p . 120 . 

2Ibi d ., P• 78. 
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A hill of sand where children play-
A hill that God has blest. 

The drifted mound of pebble dust-
The hills of yellow sand, 
Glow with tints of amber .sheen 
And molded peaks outstand; 
Not over-bold these rolling hills, 
And yet, so manifest--. 
The hills of sand where ·children play, 
Are hills I love the best •. 

Florence L. Snow in her. poem Sand~ depicts a frequent 

dweller upon .these sand hills . 

The sand burr is an ugly pest , 
But see ·the lovely flower 

Beauty comes at the behest 
Of those who know its power. 2 

lHelen Rhoda Hoopes, .2£!. cit. , P• 30. 

2Ibid., p. 110. 



CHAPTER IV 

LIFE IN KANSAS 

Kansas until comparatively recent times has developed 

largely along agricultu~al lines. For-this reason practically _ 

all the poetry depicting the life of her people has been that 

concerning farm life. 

There are two distinct phases of this poetry. _ The first 

concern_s the pioneer; his · coming, his struggles, · his_ victories 

as well as the price he pays for his triumphs. The -second 

relates to the farm life of a later time, many of the poems 

picture contemporary farm life. 

Carl Sandburg describes the pioneers in a realistic manner 

in his Good Morning , America. 

First come the -pioneers, lean, 
hungry , fierce, dirty . 

They wrangle and battle ·with the 
elements. 

They gamble on crops, chills, ague, 
rheumatism. · 

They fight wars and put a nation 
on the map. 

They battle with blizzards, ·lice, 
wolves. 

They go on a fighting trail 
To break sod for unnumbered 

millions to come.l 

In fhe Prairie Schooner, Charles Moreau Harger paints a 

a more romantic picture of the pioneer and his conveyance. 

lcarl Sandburg, .2.'2.!. cit., sec. 12, p. 18. 
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Slow was the weacy,toilsome way · 
Where creaked the heavy wain,-

Quaint follower of the speeding day 
Across the plain. 

White canvas covers, bulging, fair, 
Enclosed fond hearts athrob with 

joy; 
The builders of an empire there 

Found safe convoy·. 

Along its course child-voices sweet 
Marked all the strangeness of each 

scene; 
While parents sought new homes to 

greet 
With vision .keen. 

No . luxury or ease was there 
To lap the traveler into rest, 

But staunch it bore the pioneer 
On toward the West. 

Deserted now, its ragged sails 
Are furled--the port has long 

been won. 
Sport of the boisterous, hurrying 

gales, 
Through cloud and sun. 

Unused, forlorn, and gray it stands, 
A faded wreck cast far ashore, 

The Mayflower of the prfirie lands, 
Its journey o'er. 

Willard Wattles, after enumerating the historic shrines 

of New England, pays tribute to the pioneers of the state in 

An~ .!.2£ Kansas. 

Not alone in . the trenches whe:re throbbing 
war-drums beat 

Are mustered the nations heroes from ranks 
· of the strong and fleet, 

But out of the ~eeble marchers on bruised 
and lagging feet. 

1w111ard Wattles,~ .£.!,h, pp. 38-39. 
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And we of the West have Aquished the 
stubborn lonely plain 

And stormed the heights of famine and 
foundered the ships of pain 

And clothed with an emerald garment the 
ancient scars of Cain. 

Never a trumpet sounded, never a blast 
was blown 

When the pioneers of Kansas marched out 
to a field unlmown 

And fronted drought and hunger, unher
alded and. lone. 

What of the days of struggle, the young 
corn shrivelled sear 

With scarcely a blade left glossy and 
. never a full-formed ear, 

And Care to eat at your table, and you 
made · a b~ with Fear. · 

Never a church-bell ringing, scarcely a 
passing friend · 

Till it seemed you had walked forever 
and reached· the horizon-end; 

.And ever the treeless.prairie and the 
blazing skies that bend · 

Down like a copper furnace , and the wind 
that burned and stung, 

The white-washed one-roomed shanty where 
the withered moon-vine clung, 

And you .wondered if you had dreamed it 
that once you were gay 

and young . 

What have we in Kansas, sprung from those 
pioneers-- · 

A story of deeds our fathers wrought through 
the barren years, . 

tale that our mothers sweetened with a 
baptism of tears.l 

In The Trail of.the Pioneer, Caroline Durkee praises the 

early settlers. 

lWillard Wattles , 2.12..!. cit., pp. 111-115. 
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The tramp of feet and the tra~p of feet 
And creak of the wagon wheels, 
And the call of those who have blazed our 

trail 
Ever to us appeals • 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
We · follow the trail of the pioneer 
West to the sinking sun, 
Till our hearts are thrilled and rapture 

filled 
. And the old and the new are one. 

e follow the trail' of the pioneer, 
The covered wagon train, 
Till the day is done and the sinfing sun 
Shines dovm on the Kansa~ plain. 

Leslie Wallace_ in Mirage reproduces for us the pioneer 

woman. 

There came to the prairie in the spring 
As young as useful as anything, 
As young as the slips of cottonwood 
That follow the river's straggling mood 
She came to the prairies long and wide, 
It was spring, and she was a bride; 
So young, so young, it seemed that she 
Could never touch maturity. 
She came in the spring in a sky-blu~ dress 
Into the prairie wilderness; · 
And lived in a house of buffalo grass 
At the end of the trail, this venturesome 

lass. · 
In a make-shift world passed summer, fall, 
Winter came, and the seasons, all; 
And the years came, the plaguing ·years, 
And hope, and then no hope , and tears,i 
And scourges came--winds from the South 
That bore the hot breath of the drouth; 
The pests that clouded the burning sun-
They came to this woman, every one. 
And gnarled and knotted her fingers were , 
.And lined ·and wrinkled the face of her 
Who came to the prairie long and wide 

2 When it was spring and she was a bride. 

1Kansas Clubwoman, 

2Helen Rhoda Hoopes, .2.1?.!. cit .. , p.114. 
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All who came to make home !m Kansas did not remain. Many 

of the less hardy pioneers gave up in discouragement and re

turned to their old homes. 

Sol Miller in Pawpaws Ripe sketches the return of one of 

the dissatisfied settlers. 

The sunny plains of Kansas dozed 
In soft October haze·; 

The wayside leaves and grass disclosed 
Scarce signs of autumn days. 

The cornstalks bent . their ears of gold, 
To 11st the cricket's din; 

The fields of spro~ting wheat foretold 
The farmer's laden bin. · 

Many a mover's caravan 
Stretched westward- far away, 

As they had moved, since spring began , 
To where the homest·eads lay. 

The wagon-sheet were snowy white, 
Their cattle · sleek and stout: 

Their children's merry faces bright, 
1th blooming health shone out. 

But ho! what apparition queer 
Is this that looms in sight? 

Has Rip Van inkle wandered here 
Just from his waking .plight? 

Has one of the Lost Tribes come back 
· i th remnant of his band, 

And eastward turned once more his track, 
To seek this Promised Land? 

. . . . 
A wagon of past ages built 

On model lost to art; 
A dirty, ragged, faded quilt 

Supplied a cover's part. 
Wheels of four sizes, tireless now, 

With many a missing spoke; 
A three-legged mule, a one-horned cow, 

Tugged slowly in the yoke. 

A man of five~and-forty years, 
With beard of grizzled brown; 

A brimless hat sat on his ears, 
His hair strayed through the crown; 

His pants of dingy .butternut, 
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His coat of tarnished blue, 
His feet with no incumbrance but 

Mismated boot and shoe. 

Six hungry curs of low degree 
Sneaked at their master's heels, 

Or, underneath the axle tree, 
Kept measure with the wheels. 

Packed in the feeding-box behind, 
A time-worn jug is spied 

Whose corn-cob stopper hints the kind 
Of nourishment inside. 

Nine boys and girls with rheumy eyEls 
Stowed in with bed and tins, 

ere all so nearly of a size, 
They might have well been twins. 

The mother, ae a penance sore · 
For loss of youth and hope, 

Seemed to have vowed, long years before, 
To fast from comb and soap. 

uHalloo, my friend: a brood like that 
Should head the other way; 

The land is broad and free, and fat-
Go take it while you may." 

Raising his glazed and dirty sleeve, 
He gave his mouth a wipe, 

.And answered, with a sighing heave, 
.. Stranger, pawpaws 1s ripe! 

"Don't tell me of your corn and wheat-
What do I care for sich? 

Don ' t say your schools is hard to beat, 
And Kansas soil is rich. 

Stranger, a year's been lost to me, 
Searchin' your Kansas siles, 

And not a pawpaw did I see, · 
For miles, and miles, and mi les! 

11Missouri' s good enough for me; 

Hey! Bet and Tobe! we're gwien home! 
Git upl Pawpaws is ripe? 11 1 

An anonymous picture of frontier life is given in the 

1
Willard Wattles,~ ill:_, pp. 40- 44 . 
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song, The Little Old Sod Shanty On t~e Claim. There are 

several versions of the song, but the stanzas common to the 

different paraphrases are: 

I am looking rather seedy now, while holding 
down my claim, 

And my victuals are not always served the 
best, . · 

And the mice play slyly 'round me _in my 
shanty on the claim 

As I lay me down alone at night to 
· rest; . · 

Yet· I rather like the novelty of living in 
this way 

Though my bill-of-fare is always rather 
tame-- · · 

For ·r•m happy as a clam, on this land of 
Uncle Sam 

In my little old sod shanty on the claim. 

Chorus: 
The hinges are of leather, and the windows 

have no glass, 
While the roof it lets the howling 

blizzards in; 
And I hear the hungry coyote, as he sneaks 

up thro' the grass, 
Round my little old sod shanty on the 

claim. 

But when I left my Es.stern home, so happy 
and so gay, 

To try and win my way to weal th and fame, 
I little thought that !'d c e dowa to burn

ing twisted hay 
In my little old sod shanty on· t he claim.l 

C. L. :Edson in The Prairie Pioneers pictures the common 

lot of poverty, suffering, and disappointment : that fell to 

all the early settlers. 

He builded a house of sod on the slope of a 
prairie lmoll; 

He builded in praise of God, content with 
scanty dole. 

lWillard Wattles, .QE.=.. .2li:,_, .PP· 97-100. 
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He had builded a nest in the grass, as the 
ground-squirrels burrow low; 

And hither he led a laughing lass in the 
days of long ago. 

He was a lad and she was a maid; 
Their hearts were glad; they were un-

afraid · · 
or· the world and its waiting woe. 

The prairie wind in her face tumbled her 
tresses down, 

The sensitive rose, in its grace , clung to 
her cotton gown. . 

The prairie dog beat a retreat and watched 
them mournful-eyed, 

And the buffalo grass beneath her feet said: 
"Woe to the prairie bride! n · 

He was a husband and she was a wife·; 
A-foot in the daisy fields of life; 

They would not be denied. 

. . . . . . 
Into a treeless land, the land of little 

rain, 
Pressed and driven by penury's hand shackled 

with poverty's chain; 
Youth to sicken and love to die , 
Beauty blasted and hope gone dry, 

And grief in a maddened brain. 

Ever the hot wind blew, sapping the famished 
corn; 

The night, unblessed by dew , fevered the 
breath of morn . · 

A man agape at the skies where no cloud 
fleeces go; 

eeping, the broken woman lies in · the dugout's 
furnace glow. 

Dust 

Dust 

His hope , like the sod corn, curls and 
wilts; 

She writhes on a bed of cotton quilts 
In a mother 's nameless woe . 

in a choking cloud wavers and sifts and 
flies; 

is the dead babe ,'·s pauper shroud; on her 
sick breast it lies. 

The sod corn crumbles and blows away, 
Chaff in the clouds of smoking clay, 
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Surging against the sk1es.l 

A danger almost constant : with the pioneers of the grass

covered prairie land is depicted in The Prairie Fire by Imri 

-Zumwalt·. 

The prairie stretches mile on mile 
With short and matted grass, 

Left sear and yellow by the breath 
Of summer as it passed. 

High in the west the autumn sun 
Glows blood red thru the haze. 

The vast e panse of treeless plain 
No sign ·- of life betrays . 

Down _from the distant rim 
A smoke-cloud pillar curls, 

.And spreads abroad, and on the air 
A breath of burning whirls. · 

Ere long the sun is almost hid 
1th smoke wreaths drifting fast; 

The tireless west-wind swirls along 
An angry roaring blast. 

Great flocks of birds sail swiftly by 
As by some foe pursued, 

While all around dart scurrying forms-
The prairie's startled brood. 

The day is changed to sombre night. 
Beneath the black smoke pall 

A line of angry leaping flame 
Comes on, devouring all. 

The fiend is loose upon the plain, 
A fierce resistless king. 

Wild revel here today he keeps 
And has his fearful fling. 

He la~ghs, he roars, he shrieks, he 
howls. 

As upward from the grass 
Great clouds of smoke he heavenward 

hurls 
And rides upon the blast. 

1 illard Wattles, .2£.:. cit., .PP • 31-33. 
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Then on he whirls in mad career 
Across the death doomed plain, 

_Ahead a terror stricken host, 
Behind, but charred remains. 

A vast expanse of blackened earth 
Lies where the grasslands lay. 

The tireless bird that wheels above 
Descends and claims _his prey . l 

c. ·L. Fdson in his Neighbors paints one not unu( ual episode 

of pioneer life . 

Sing a song of sod house, 
Livln' in a hole. 

Shingles made of mud pies, 
On an ellum pole . 

Sleeping in the underground, 
· You' re heavier 'n lead; 

Four and twenty bullsnakes 
2 Are settled on your bed. 

The Apple Man by John Preston Campbell tells a stocy of 

violence not uncommon on the prairies during the days of 

, settlement . 

Cruelly murdered in the prairie land 
By some unknovm assassin's hand; 
When the leaves were tipped with gold, 
And the autumnal winds blew cold; 
Intending to sell his load of apples 

small, 
To provide for a famishing family's 

call. 

The body found, some weeks had fled. . . . . . . 
Benes. thr,a silent, somber-shaded 

grove, 

. . 

Where a rippling stream doth onward 
rove, 

A wagon with some unsold apples there, 

lTopeka Journal , February 23, 1918. 

2Kansas City Star, October 26, 1919. 
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A dead horse and mate that once were 
pair. 

1th a coat, some blankets and a whip, 
Blood-clots thltfrom· the wagon still 

did drip,l 

The Buffalo Chase by an unkno m Kansas writer begins 

with this description; 

At noonday, on the open plain, 
The Buff wa$ _dreaming of the day s 
'When summer's greenness come again 
Should call to pleasant graze; · 
In dreams he wandered north and south 
While constant pasture filled his 

mouth; 
In .dreams with sweet content he rose, 
The stately monarch of the plain; 
And none denies his -right to reign, 
But gladly followed in his train 
Where 'er his fancy rose.2 

The poem continues giving a realistic picture of the ruth

less butchery of the buffalo herds. 

Eugene Ware in The Blizzard portrays the icy winter storm 

on the prairie. 

It was midnight on the Cimarron, not many 
years ago, 

The blizzard was whirling pebbles and sand, 
and billows of frozen snow. 

He sat on a bale of harness, in a dug-out 
roofed with clay, · 

The wolves overhead bewailed, in a dismal, 
. protracted way, 
They peeped down the 'dobe chimney,_and 

quarreled, and sniffed and clawed: 
But the fiddler kept on with his music, as 

. the blizzard stalked abroad , 

lJohn Preston Campbell, Queen Sylvia and Other Poems, 
Cincincati: Robert Clarke and Company, 1886'; pp. 302-304. 

~~e Kansas Ma5~zine, · I, No. 2, 191. 
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.. 
At morning the tempest ended, and the sun 

came back once more; 
The old, old man of the Gypsum Hills had 

gone to the smoky shore. 
They chopped him a grave, in the frozen 

ground where the mopiing 
sunlight fell, · 

Eugene Ware sketches a pioneer home for his readers in 

The Kansas Du.gout. 

Peering from a Kansas hillside, far a ay, 
Is a cabin made of sod, ·and built to stay; 

Through the window-like embrasure 
Pours the mingled gold and azure 

Of the morning of a gorgeous Kansas day. 

Round the cabin, clumps of roses here and · 
there 

1th a wild and welcome fragrance fill the 
air; 

And the love of heaven settles 
On their open pink-lined petals, 

As the angels come and. put them in their 
hair. 

Blue-eyed children round the cabin chase 
the day; 

They are learning life's best lesson-
how to stay, 

To be tireless and resistful;2 

In The Old Cabin, Ware paints for us the deserted home

stead falling in ruins. 

Upon the prairie, a s the sun is sinking, 
I see the cabin of a pioneer; 

The clapboard roof is lagging to the rear, 
The walls reject thei.r inartistic chinking • 

. The broken porch hangs in unwilling bondage, 
The truant chimney never has returned, 
And in the fire-place, where the embers 

burned, 

1Eugene F. Ware, £2.:.. cit., pp. 131-133. 
2 Ibid., PP• 102-103. 
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Defiant sunflowers wave their defiant frondage. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Good-bye, old cabin; time's relentless rigor 

May grin~ you up at last to shapeless dust; 
But faithfully have you performed your 

trust, 
And sheltered manly worth and moral vigor.l 

Ad Astra per Aspera by Eugene Ware portrays the difficul~ 

ties which beset the pione~_rs as well as again eL.11.ibits his 

intense state pride. 

A motto appears 
On the seal of a State--

Of a State that was bom 
While the terror was brewing; 

A motto defying 
The edicts o·f fate; 

A motto of daring 
A legend of doing 

. . . . . . 
But Kansas shall shine 
In the stories and songs 

That are told and are sung 
Of undaunted reliance 

The gloom yet will gleam , 
And the evils and wrongs 

Will shrivel and crisp 
In the blaze of defiance . 2 

The Pre-emptor by ID~gene Ware depicts one type of settler 

who came to Kansas. 

While turning furrows on a Kansas prairie; 
Cares half imaginary 

Come trooping through my brain , then skip 
. away 

Like antelopes at play . 
All day I watch the furrow-slices slide 

Along the mould-board steel; 

rEugene F. Ware, .2£.:.. cit., pp. 125-127. 

2Ibid., pp. 120-121. 
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But when night comes I feel 
Along my brain strange restful fancies glide. 

Al though my home may be a humble shanty, 
With fitting rude and scanty, 

Fach night a king magician comes to see, 
And hand the world to me: 

I see grand cathedral; on a hill 
I note a Moorish tower, 
.And orange trees in flower 

It is the graceful city of Seville} 

- The . poet continues by ~ontrasting his actual day and the 

visions he has of the art treasures of Italy. 

with this stanza: 

The poem ends 

The griefs that flock like rabbits in a warren 
To me are wholly foreign. 

No help, no cheer, no sympathy I ask; 
I'm equal to my task. 

Though small my holdings when the sun may 
shine, 

When evening comes my cares 
Steal from me unawares, 

And then the world I love so much is mine. 2 

Eugene are in The Kansas Herder pictures the lonely life 

and death of the herdsman. 

He rode by starlight o'er the prairies dim, 
While melancholy, with an aimless whim , 
Through trackless grass was blindly .leading 

him. 

And then he said: "Beneath the heaven's blue 
curve, 

There has been fate misfortune would not 
serve; 

There has been love disaster could not 
swerve." 

But as he spake these words, it seemed that 
they 

Fell volatile, like autumn leaves, and lay 

1Eugene F. Ware,~ £!i:.,, pp. 26-27. 

2Ibid., PP• 26-27. 

ll 
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Till zephyrs came and swept them all away. 

And then he said: "0 words of love, alas! 
As light as feathers, frangible as glass, 
The last to c·ome, and yet the first to pass." 

The prairie, ever echoless, could make 
No answer back. Impassible, opaque, 
The night air smothered what he wildly 

spake. 

The prairie larks sang at the break of day; 
He heard them not,. _but as he lifeless lay , 
He wore a smile, fai~t, thoughtful, far 

_ . away. . 

William Allen White in The Gradgerratun' of Joe portrays 

another struggle which the pioneers undergo when they decide 

to their children the education denied to themselves in their 

youth. 

Nope; none o' you couldn't a' knowed him, 
Way back there in seventy-four, 

When Idy an ' me concluded 'at we. 
1 Ud edjicate Joe, rich or pore. 

I mind how we skimped, scraped an ' worried, 
An' how our first Christmas was dim, 

And how mother cried when we had to decide, 
e couldn't send nothin ' to him. 

And nobidy else dreams the sorrow 
'At Idy and me 'd undergo , 

A livin' that way all alone ever' day 
A yearnun' and longun' fer Joe. 

High 0, 
Long ago . 2 

Fd Blair in The Old Country Store depicts an important · 

institution of pioneer days. 

Oh, the old country store, 
What· a joy there to visit 

ith postoffice boxes ' mid 
cobwebs galore, 

That gave us letters and 
papers on Monday , 

lEugene F. Ware, ~ cit., p. 20. 
2 . 
Willard Wattles. on. cit •• nn. 127-J.2Q. 
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That rode in the mails for a 
fortnight or more • 

. Oh, never a city with street cars 
and bridges 

And viaducts,· factories, yea, 
all these, 

Can e'er beat the store at the 
cross-roads on Co.w Creelc, 

Where I first bought ·candy and 
crackers and ·!cheese. l 

· In The Pioneer Store at,_ Spring Hill, Kansa s, he reproduces 

for his readers a more detailed picture of this same estab-

lishment. 

The counters were not polished (only where 
the loafers sat), . 

But little light shone .through the win- · 
dow small, 

A sack of Rio coffee made a snug bed for 
the cat, 

The shelves extended half way up the 
wall. 

'·Twas just a "general II store, at least 
they called it so, 

Perhaps· because they generally were out 
Of what the people wanted, and the customer 

must go 

• • 

With things with ;vhich they often were 
in doubt • 

But there was more than merchandise dis
pensed there every day, 

iihen settlers from the Wea and Ten 
Mile, 

And .roaring, raging Bull Creek, and the 
· Blue ten miles away, 

Spat on the stove and visited awhile. 

The stories of the growing corn(nnigh on 
· · to boot-top high") · 

· The planting of the hedge (the future 
fence). 

lrda Collister, · A Kansas Calendar, 1915. 
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The digging of the spring and well and 
finding water nigh, 

ere stories then of interest intense, 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . 
And Uncle Bill would tell'em how he sewed 

his buttons on, 
For baching was an art he ' d mastered 

well, 
And how the nails helped out a lot with 

buttons off and gone, 
"Or locust thorns sometimes would do as 

well; 11 · · 

And when a _lively yarn was told the boys 
would gather round 

A little k·eg that sat against the wall, 
And turn the spigot slightly and pass the 

cups around, 
The memories of old times to reca11 . 1 

. William P. McKenna in The Country Store delineates another 

similar scene. 

False-fronted building of unpainted wood , 
A sagging hitch rack, where the -horses stood; 
Within lax loafers hugged the glowing stove, 
Above whose forms dense smoke clouds inter-

wove. 
Tobacco-spotted floors met grimy walls 
Half hid with shelves piled high with over

alls, 
Blue shirts, some overshoes, and coarse-cut 

plug, . 
Bologna, beans, and sorghum by the jug; 
And where the former owners piled their feet 
And speculated on crops of corn and wheat 
Stood a scarred counter, with a glass-caged · 

cheese, 
Salt pork and sauerkraut and cans of peas; 
And from the cobwebbed window pane, · 
That knew no washing save by friendly rain, 
The sunlight, streaming through a broken 

shade, 
Lit up the cat's slow counter-promenade.2 

1Ea. Blair, .21?..:. .£1.1.:_, PP• 120-121. 

2Helen Rhoda Hoopes, .2E.:,. _cit., - p. 83 . 
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Although Kansas does have vast grassy plains which in the 

years at the close of the twentieth century were used in ra1s

-1ng cattle, there is no cowboy poetry which belongs primarily 

to Kansas. The true cowboy is a product of the Spanish South 

west as is· clearly shown by the ornate Spanish dress . 

The only poems found which relate even distantly to the 

cowboy life are two dealing_ not with cattle, but with the 

wild horses or bronchos . 

Vachel Lindsay in The Broncho That Would Not Be Broken 

portrays the refusal of a wild horse ··. to become a farm worker . 

A little colt-broncho loaned ~to the farm 
To be broken in time without fury or harm , ......................................... 
The smell of the grass caught your soul in 

a trance, 
So why be a-fearing the spurs and the trace, 
0 broncho that would not be broken of danc

ing? 

You were born with the pride of the lords 
great and olden 

Who danced, through the ages·, in corridors 
golden. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Though the horse-killers came, .with snake

whips advancing. 
You bantered and cantered away your last 

chance. 
And they scourged you, with Hell in their 

speech and their face~, 
O bronchothat would not be broken of danc

ing • 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
As you dragged the whole reaper, next day , 

down the rows. · 
The three mules held back , yet you danced 

on your toes. 
You pulled· like a r ac er, and kept the mules 

chasing. 
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You tangled the harness 11th .bright eyes s1de
glanc1ng, 

While the drunk driver bled you-- a pole for a 
lance--

And the giant mules bit at you--keep1ng their 
places. . 

0 broncho that would not be broken of danc
ing. 

In that last afternoon your boyish heart 
broke. 

The hot wind came down like a sledge-hammer 
stroke·. 

The blood-sucking .flies to a rare treat 
awoke • 

.And ·they searched out your wounds, your 
death warrant tracing; · 

.And the merciful men, their religion en
hancing, 

Stopped the red reaper, to give you a 
chance. 

Then you died on the prairie, and scorned 
all di sg?iac·es, 

0 broncho'that would not be broken of danc
ing.l 

1 Souvenir of Great Bend, Kansas. 

In The Choice by Dorothy Statton, one sees the wild hor e 

herd, the branding and the attempt to break the choicest of 

the herd to the saddle. 

They Qaught her again with their leaping 
ropes, and blinded her gleaming eyes; 

With bands of leather as strong as steel 
they bound her head and thighs; 

They ripped her hide from shoulder to flank 
with heels of constant fire, · 

.And her tongue ~rew dark with blood_and . foam, 
and dust, neath the jagged wire; 

On the distant side of the high divide, her 
mat~s roamed free again, 

Must she submit to an iron bit, a pair of 
spurs, and Pain? 

With a mad disdain she gathered up for a 
last and mighty spring, 

1vachel Lindsay, Collected Poems, New York: Macmillan 
Company, 1923, PP• 77-79. 
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And left her rider beside the trail, a 
crumpled, broken thing, .. • • 

They brought her to bay a t the close of 
day, on the brink of a steep coulee; 

She looked around, then plunged down-
down--, and that night she was-

free . 1 

LATER FARM LIFE 

The next g roup of poe~s portray the later fa rm life of 

Kansas . After the period .of pioneer struggles , farm life 

became easier and more joyous . T'.ais . period of peaceful ex

istence endured until better farm machinery enabled one man 

to do the work of many when the younger people began to mi grat e 

to the cities to work in factories ·or other fields of in

dustry growing out of changing conditions of life . 

The following poems represent this period of .hard work, 

comparative ea se , and plenty . 

· C. L. · Elison in ! Regula.r ~ Spell paints a picture of 

· drought but much les s tragic in its effects than were ·the 

ea r l i er periods of iecaroi ty . 

Said Uncle Bye to J udson Nye , 
"Well, old top , it's sure some dry , . 
Oats aren ' t more than a half inch high. 
When you goin ' a get your corn laid by? " 

"Talk about dry , " said neighbor Nye , 
"Vfu.y, I ' ve scorched my eye like an 

. oyster f'r'J 
Peeling that orb at the red hot sky 
Watching for clouds , but they 

don ' -t drift by . 
Here it is close to the Fo ' t Jul y , 

lWillard Wattles , Sunflowers , Chicago: A. C. Mc Clurg and . 
Company, 1917 , PP • 67-68. 
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Can you lay corn by , when it ain't 
lmee high? 

.. . . 
Uncle Bye said, "If you ' re asking me 
I swan I swear that I never did see 
Such a long dry spell, 4nd so hot-, 

too, Gee! 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

Though it ' s dry and hot, I tell you 
what; 

Peaches can stand a -terrible lot . 
I f it rains this year, some time 

' fore fall , 
There ' ll be peaches to throw at the 

. birds, that ' s a11 . l 

In April .2!! Half Moon Mountain , ·he reproduces for his 

re.aders a picture of spring on the · farm. 

Seed time and weed time and cattle out to 
grass , 

Women-folk a-settin! hens and plantin ' gar
den sass 

Gee , I 'm tired of pickled pork and home 
baked beans- -

Mother , pass the sassafras and sour dock 
greens , 

Peach bloom and mint perfume and me a
diggin 1 bait , 

I ought to be a plowin ', but the fish 
vron I t wait . 2 

Ellen P . Allerton in On the Farm gives us a scene of farm 

life painting in each stanza a peaceful quiet scene rudely 

broken at the end by events of a very disturbing nature . 

How sweeb .to lean on Nature ' s arm , 
.And jog through life upon the farm; 
Merchants and brokers spread a dash 
A little while , then go to smash; · 

1Will ard Wattles , Sunflowers , Lawrence , Kansas : World 
• Company , 1914 , pp . 139-141. 

2 
I bid., P• 115 . 
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But we can keep ·from day to day 
The· even tenor of our way: 
(There go those horses! Quick, Jolm, 

catch 'em. 
They'll break their necks! You didn't 
_ hitch'em.) · 

How sweet and shrill the plow-boy's song, 
As merrily he jogs along; 
The playful breeze about him whirls , 
And tosses wide his yellow curls. 
His hands are brown, his cheeks are red-
An ever blooming flower- e 
Unspoiled by crowd·E\ unvexea. ·-oy care-
(Goodnes·! · do hear tne urchin swear. ) 

. . . . 
Far from .the city's dust and broil, 
We women sing at household toil, 
Nor scorn to work with hardened hands; 
We laugh at fashion's bars and bands, 
And on our cheeks wear nature's rose. 
(That calf 1s nibbling at my clothes! 
Off she go-es at double shuffle, 
Chewing dovm my finest ruffle!) 

We workers in our loom of life, 
Far from the city's din and strife, 
Weave many a soft poetic rose, 
With patient hand through warp of prose; 
We love our labor more and more. 
(John! here! the pigs are at the door! 
They've burst the stye and scaled fhe wall-
There goes my kettle, soap and all! · 

Harry Kemp in The Harvest Hand delineates what was at one 

time a characteristic picture of any small town in Kansas at 

the opening of wheat harvest. 

Rot, later June: the midday sun blazed 
.down 

Above a little flat-roofed Western town, 
While mile on mile, dappled with wind 

and sun, 
The multitudinous-headed, billowy wheat 

-Rippled and shimmered in the mid~ay heat; 

lWillard Wattles , Sunflowers, Chicago: A. C. McClurg and 
Co_mpany, 1917, pp. 140-141.- · . 
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Reapers were whirring; harvest was begun. 

· In the town's park a vacant bandstand stood, 
And round it lounged a noisy multitude 

Of men drawn thjither by the lure of wheat; 
Some come for work, and some to win away 
At dice and card.a the others' harvest pay, •••• 

They filled the grass, and . overflowed 
the street, 

And still in dusty flocks they straggled in, 
With luggage or without, long, short, fat, 

thin--
Hoboes, and schoolboys looking for a lark, 

.And due for aching arms and blistered hands-..; 
They dropped from puffing trains in dusty 

bands. 
And lit the river's ed.ge ·with fires -at 

dark. 

Ice boxes were depleted of their store, 
Chicken roosts robbed, and every kitchen 

door 
Was knocked by beggars twenty times a day; 

Tramps, yeggs, and vagrants--every hue and 
kind--

Swarmed in, until the townsmen, .of one mind, 
Wished the wheat harvested, and them 

away. 

They pitched quoits close to where the farmers 
hitched, 

And quarreled, cursed, and jested as they 
pitched, 

And sprawled and read torn papers in the 
shade; 

Gambled, and swapped tales, each of his own 
worth, 

And told how they had roamed about the earth, 
And 1nterchan~ed the Hobo's stock-in

trade. 

In the following stanzas, John Anson and his partner, Bob 

(two college boys)' go to adjoining farms to work. 

John Anson sleeps in the stifling hay mow the first night. 

l11111ard Wattle·s, op. ·c1t., pp. 188-189. 
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In the morning, he lacks appetite for the enormous breakfast 

which the other seasoned harvest hands stow away. His appetit~ 

causes much comment from his fellows. The description of the 

harvest scene is excellent. 

With this they hurried fort~ and drove afield 
To gather in the ripened harv·est yield 

Whersthe hot swi already sizzled down. 

The hot sun sizzled down, the sky blazed 
bare, · · 

A barren brooding blue • . No cloud was there. 
To trail its morning shadow o'er the 

wheat; 
And up and down the buzzing reaper went, 
Casting its flooding grain upward sent 

Into the latticed header box. The heat 

Sent the sweat pouring forth in itchy streams • . 
To John, the novice, it already seems 

That he has worked a full half-day or 
more 

Ere a slow hour has dragged. Straws smite 
his ears; -

Sweat stings his eyes; chaff fills them full 
of tears 

He labors like a slave chained to an oar,l 

John suffers intensely for a day. Then the daughter of 

the farmer returns and Anson falls in love with her and her 

native state. 

~obJ who has also fallen in love~is refused and leavesJ 

hating the state. In this stanza, he describes Kansas as 

she looks to him. 

"Oh, very well--adopt the blasted State. 
I'm sorry . that I've got an hour to wait 

Until my train comes. Then I'll bid 
good-bye 

To sand and chiggers, bearded grain .t hGt 
crawls 

1w111ard Wattles,~ ill:., pp. 188-199. 
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Like something living up one's overalls, 
And hell-hot plains top-heavy with blue 

sky. "l 

. Margaret Perkins Briggs in Harvesters commemorates the 

passi~g of the same events that Harry Kemp describes so vivid

ly. 

There will be nothing-- not the light dust 
stirred · 

. Into the semblance of their wistful feet; 
No rumorous tale the dawn wind overhea 
Of shapes that moved among dim sheaves e, 

wheat,--
There will be nothing when the husbandm~n 
Return, to hint of such a s come to keep 
Tryst with old dreams in summer~ elds again, 
Remembering harvests that were theirs to 

reap. 

And they who till these acres have no way 
Of knowing how precarious and frail 
Ia tenure that at any · twilight may 
Revert to ghostly claimants, by entail; 
Nor how, at harvest-time, thes e t ·ake a 

yield, 
Weightless as dream~ from f i eld on darken 

ed field. 

~illard Wattles in Plowi ng Corn L Kansas goes back to a 

boyhood memory and pictures t he play that two .farm boys manage_ 

to mix with their plowing. 

So hurry up t hem horses, boys, and watch 
old Jim and Kate, 

Hop down and leave the water-jug beside 
the open ga te; 

I've got my red bandanner on and opened 
up my shirt, 

And the cultivator-shovels are a'gouging 
through the dirt. 

It ,~s half a mile before we turn and take 
another row, · 

lWillard Wattles; .Q:Q.:.. cit.,_ pp. 188-199. 

2Helen Rhoda Hoopes, .QE.!_ cit.,· p. 25. 
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For it ' s plowing-time in Kansas and the 
morning sun is low. 

Hi, Tommy, there's a gopher, can ' t you 
hit him with a clod? 

Get a hard one, that ' s the ticket, or a 
suncaked lump of sod . 

I heard another chipper over yonder--
Gosh, I'm hot, . 

And old Kate has nipped her breakfast 
over half a city-lot; 

But you can ' t be minding horses and a ' 
chas1n~ gophers, too. · 

And the boss wont go plumb busted ' cause 
old Kate had a chew. 

. . . . . . . .. . . . . 
I thinlt I .see the gate-post, Tom and there's 

the water- jug, 
I ' ll beat ye there . Oh, drat the luck , old 

. Pete has drop~ed a tug . 
Look out, you ' re tearin up the corn , that 

ain't the way to do , 
I' d give you walking-papers if I was hirin ' 

you. 
You ' ve drunk up half a gallon,~-but I guess 

there ain ' t no harm, 
e ' ll both drive back to fetch some more. 

I feel uncommon warm • 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
They ' re plowing corn in Kansas, the m_orning 

sun is high, 
You ' ll hear a cow-bell ringing through the 

silence by and by; 
And then an apron waving nearly half a 

mile away , 
I t ' s dinner time, I think there ' ll be some 

· rhubarb-pie today . . 
But I' m in Massachusetts, and we ' ve had a 

tardy spring , 
And ' twas only just this morning that I 

heara.·a r obin sing . l 

Will ard Wattles, Sunflowers, Lawrence , Kansas: World 
bompany , 1914 , PP • 75·- 78 . 
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Sunflowers in the Corn by Willard attles represents his 

memories of a boy's day hoeing the corn 1n which he imagines 

that the sunflower is ·the gypsy ldng. 

There's a certain day in summer that I 
always recognize, 

Though I'm far from prairie -land and sun, 
By the pulling at my heart-strings and the 

· aching of my eyes, · 
For I lmow that back in Kansas, harvest's 

done. 
The mellow sun fs gleaming on the stacks of 

ripened wheat, 
The stub~le-field is empty and forlorn, 
1th a hoe across my shoulder and bare- . 

footed in the heat, 
I am off to cut the sunflowers in the corn.l 

The boy walks down the aisles of corn with his invisible 

frl end_, the wind. ithin the depths of the cornfield, these 

are the beauties which he disc·overs: 

The corn is waving o'er me and the swelling 
ears are sweet 

Where the silver floss is pushing · from the 
white. 

What a wealth of scarlet mallow bloom is 
crimsoning my feet; 

There's a turtle--watch him scramble out 
of sight. 

Why, there's every prairie creature here-
a dove upon her nest, 

Two white eggs beneath a friendly _ cockle
burr; 

Lucky thing for you old cocky. You're a 
most outrageous pest, 

But I'll pass you by because you shelter 
her. 

. . . . . . ' . . . . . . 
Oh, 'tis fairyland, 1 tis fairyland and I 

a warrior stout 
With saber-steel aflashing in the sun, 

lw111ard Wattles, .QE:.. cit., .pp. 78-81. 

. . 
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How I charge the crazy gypsy kings and put 
them all to rout, 

Watch the long batallions waver, break, and 
run. 

Hark, I hear a bugle calling me , the battle
pennons gleam 

Forward.--once again the supper-horn , 
And I wander home at twilight (Can it be I 

· only dream? ) . 
From a day of awful carnage 1n· the corn. l 

C. L. Filson in Cutting ·the Corn paints a vivid picture of 

autumn in Kansas. 

. . . . . . . . 
The farm boy stands with eager hands, 

That clasp the bluish blade; 
Then right and left the stacks are cleft, 

.And now a wigw m's made 
.And like an.::.Indian village rise 
The yellow tents before our eyes. 

Fach blade stroke stirs the cockle-burrs 
And crab-grass growing by, 

While echoes shout,,.Come out, come out!" 
And see the cornfields die1 

And unseen,~ nymphs go skipping past 
Unhoused, unh-►-1~eled , doomed at last. 

Stampeded hosts of I ndian ghosts, 
And many a vanished chief, 

Ride racing by with battle cry-
But never stir a leaf! 

And brooding dreams of other days 
Dri~t down like dust upon the maize. 

In gold and green the country scene 
Is decked ~ arvest trim; 

The sunshine sifts in bluish drifts 
Across the landscape dim. 

And thronging through the autumn air . 
Are gossamers of dryads' hair. 

The fodder shocks will feed the flocks 
And herds of grunting swine; 

lWillard Wattles, .Q.E.:. cit., pp. 78-81 . 
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But now they stand a ghostly band 
Of tepees in a line. 

The ancient moon creeps up the hill 
To listen to the whip-poor-w111.l 

C. L. Fdson in Corn has written a cycle of poems around 

this crop as the subject. In all, there are thirteen differ

ent poems, a part of which are about the growth, cultivation, 

and harvest of the corn while the remainder show the life of 

the people who devote themselves to the raising of com. · 

Tlle opening poem gives one a picture of a beautiful 

autumn day . 

Everywhere, spicy air, 
Ditches dcy and meadows bare. 
And sailing high with honking cry, 
The ducks go tracking down the sky. 

We hear the pipe of quail and snipe, 
.And paw-paw and persimmons ripe, 
The loaded wains with creaking chains 
Go rolling down the country lanes. 

The blackbirds talk in raucous a·quawk, 
And hop from spray and mullen-stalk; 
The huskers' shout has put to rout 
The hungry crows that hung about. 

ith ragged plumes and garments torn, 
There stands the army of the corn, 
But victor chariot wheels have passed 
Above the reeling ranks at .last.2 

In the second section he reiterates his desire to sing 

the epic of the corn. 

The third poem _tells the memories of his childhood that 

cling around the corn as does the morning glocy. 

lWillard Wattles, .QE.:. .£.il!,, pp. 82-84 • . 

2Willard attles, Sunflowers, Chicago: A. C. McClurg and 
Company, 1917, p. 175 . 
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I cannot tell how much theymean, 
The morning-glory's tendrils green 

That kiss, caress and closely grasp 
Their towering lord of waxy sheen, 
.An Indian monarch, by his queen 

Held gently in an amorous clasp; 
A monarch and his lovely queen 
That ne'er a shadow fall between.l 

In .the fourth section, the author· pictures one of the 

tragedies of pioneer life. - The family lives in a sod house 

about which the blizzard rages and famine stalks near. During 

the night- while the children sleep "A little soul came in and 

went like firelight on a screen".2 The mother begs to be 

taken back to her girlhood home in Indiana. ·This 1-s the 

~losing scene. 

It is morning on the prairie, 
And beneath ·the frozen snows 

The father lays his baby 
In its tiny swaddling-clothes, 

1th no board to form a coffin 
For the little one's repose.3 

·The following stanza gives in brief the content of the 

fifth section. 

The long green rows of kingly ·corn, 
And love's enchanted dream; 

And tedded grass and prickly thorn, 
How sweet doth labor seem! 

For down the bladed rows I see 
The laughing lips that long for me. 

The silken plumage of the corn 
Is but her waving hair; 

The .morning-glory's purple horn 
That twinkles in the air 

1Willard Wattles,~ cit., p. 176. 

2Ibid., p. 178. 

3Ibid. , P• 179. 
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Is like her limpid, laughing eyes 
That lure me on to paradise.l 

Section six gives briefly the scene of the summer rain 

while the seventh gives the picture of country sports growing 

out of the bountiful corn crop. 

In section eight, one sees enchanting pictures in the 

!burning cornstalks. 

Daddy's burning cornstalks, 
All the sky i s red; 

All the little tow heads 
Desert the trundle-bed 

To gather at the window 
-And watch the tossing fires, 

Reaching toward the starland, 
With their gleaming spires. 

They are pixy armies 
Clashing in the night, 

Marching, flaming soldiers 
To the fairy fight. 

See the torches dancing 
In the evening chill-

Daddy's burning cornstalks 
Out upon the hill.2 

Section nine portrays the beauty· of the springtime while 

~he corn is being planted. 

In section ten, one finds the dreams of the author's boy

hood that had their inspiration in the corn. 

The days of youth are golden; Oh, 
doubly so were mine. 

The morning was a conjurer, the 
night was mellow wine . 

The days of youth are holy, for 
they thrilled with hope 

divine. 

lWillard Wattles, -9..E.:. ill.:_, p. 180. 

2Ibid., p. 182. 
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I toiled amid the cornfields, on 
hill and dewy dell; 

The voices of the com leaves, they 
wove a faerie spell; 

I heard the living whisper of her 
I loved so well. 

A hundred wild emprises wlthin 
my heart were born; 

I was a mighty emperor, my sol
diers were the corn; 

My heraJd. blew a signal blast up
on the dinner horn . 

But time has wrecked_ my empire, 
my people all are slain; 

Oh, vanished boyhood yearnings and 
dreams that died in vain, 

Like _broken cornstalks blowing 
about the wintry plain.l 

.The eleventh section depicts the hoeing of the corn as 

~ell as the spring where the worker could bathe his fevered 

face,and down which his dreams sailed. 

Cutting weeds in August days 
'Neath the sun's relentless rays, 
Through the corn' s 1-1nending rows, 
Where the buffalo briar grows. 
Where the red-winged hopper sings 
To his friend with yellow wings, 
Chopping down the cockle-burrs , 
Where the hopper leaps and whirrs . 2 

The twelfth section is a vivid portrayal of the drought 

and its horrors . 

A blight is on the elderbloom; the leaves 
are gray with dust; 

The willows droop their silver plumes; the 
weeds are red with rust: 

Where once the brook went flowing under 
elm and plum, 

Are thirsty cattle lowing-
Drought has come! 

lWillard Wattles , .QE.:.. cit., p. 183. 

2Ibid. , pp. 183~184. 
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King Drought is ·on the clover land; the 
cringing corn is curled; 

Death is blowing overland; doom is on 
· the world. 

The sky a brassy canopy; the brown 
turf charred; 

Famine in.full panoply,--
The Drought King's Guard!. 

Where late the grass was blooming, loud 
the locust hums; 

Their tom-toms are booming; the King's 
Court comes, 

Heat Wave and Dust Swirl, his courtlers 
advance; 

The Whirlwind his nautch girl 
In a winding dance! 

The south wind his trumpet, frightening 
vrith:- i ts cries; 

The Whirlwind hi·s strumpet, to lure his 
wanton eyes. 

His hos s tramp -the clover -sward, in 
· their mirth obscene; 

Death is his overlord; . · 
Famine _is his queen!l 

In the final section, Fdson sums up the life of the pioneer 

,who with his wife came into the desert leading the spreading 

tide of the cornfield. His burial, the author pictures in 

this final stanza: 

Under the tufted prairie sod they laid the __ 1 

pioneer; 
Under the glowing golden rod and· the grasses 

he held dear. 
And the funeral candle lit for · him 
In his mortuary chamber dim, 
Was the helianthus' flaming rim; · 
And the night hawk sang his requiem! 2 

In Threshine; Time, C. L. Filson pictures the final event 

in caring for the wheat crop. The opening stanza gives the 

1Willard Wattles, ..£I2.!. cit., pp. 185-186. 

2Ibid., P• 187. 
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reader t hi s scene. 

There's dew on the stubble and 
fog in the sir, 

And a red eye peeps over the 
hill, 

And a white flag of steam, flaring 
up with a scream, 

Has' ·a.wakened tne-':dull, drowsing 
doves from their dream 

On the aged, gray granary sill.l 

Part one reveals the ~reparations to threshJcontinuing 

until the first sheaf is in the thresher. In part two, bhcur 

adventures and mis-adventures of the day1s work as ~he grain 

is separated from the hulls. Part three paints the scene 

one perceives under the sinking sun. As the sun disappears, 

the last sheaf of grain passes through the blades. 

The closing i n part four -is very brief. 

The day is over, 
The world is fed. 

And the farmer sleeps 
On his feat her bed.2 

C. L. m:lson in Butchering Day gives one this picture of 

autumn in his opening stanza: 

High through the sky see the hom
ing birds sailing--

It's butchering time. 
Frost on the fences, on picket and 

paling--
Hear the weird winter wind whining 

and wailing , · 
The warmth and the daylight are 
· . flitting and failing-

It's hog-killing time.3 

lWillard \'lattles , Sunflowers, Lawrence, Kansas: World 
Company, . 1914, p. 132. 

2 Ibid., P• 135 • 
3Willard Wattles, Sunflowers, Chicago: A. C. McClurg and 

~ompany, 1917, p.146. 
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The poet continues his picture of the preparations show-

. ing the joyous stir which they cause. He compares the emotion s 

roused by butchering day to those awakened in the cave man whe:1 

the latter hunted the deer . He tells how the women follow 

after the killing to do their share .of the work just as thei r 

· f oremothers did. He ends with these words ; 

And the best . day of all, in the 
· lap of the fall , 

With its multifold charm , 
Is the thick of the fray upon 

butchering day--
On the farm . l 

Isabel Doerr in~ Farmer ' s Son again gives one a picture 

o.f a farm boy's activities and hints of the dreams that 

accompany them. 

The west ,vind bl·ows through ripened wheat 
Swishing, swishing , swi hing. 
I pad down the road with bare brown feet 
Wishing , wishing , wishing . 
That the golden heads Ere a vast fold 

fleet 
Sailing, sailing, sailing 
To the place where the earth and the _sky

line · meet 
Paling , paling, paling . 

'Tis harvest time and the white hot sun 
Boiling , boiling, boiling 
Scorches t he faces of men sweat-run 
Toiling , toiling , toiling . 
In-my jug is cool drink; for their work 

must be done 
Teeming , t eeming , teeming , 
There ' s no time to be spent by a farmer ' s 

son 
Dreaming , dreaming , dreaming.2 

lWilla rd Wattles , .212..:. cit . , p . 147. 

2Helen Rhoda Ho·opes, op . cit . , p . 49. 
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The migration of the farm boys and girls to the cities 

goes on until the farms are depleted of young Americans to 

ca.rry on the farm life of their fathers when t hese pi~:meers 

become too old to continue their work. 

The Real Foreign Invasion by C. L. E:ison portrays the last 

of the pioneers as he dedides to give up his farm after all 

his old friends have died or "sold out" to the forefgners . 

I ' m going to quit the farm I Bill, my r arm-. 
ing days are done--

The young ones all have left me to swell 
. the city tide; · . 

My years have passed the zenith and life's de
clining s,m · 

Is gleaming from the Westward across the 
prairies wide . 

. . . . . . . . . . ·• . . . . . . . . . 
I've seen my children leave me and then 

those of all my neighbors , 
And then I saw my neighbors go , and foreign 

farmers came; 
And cattle at the manger s knew the accents 

of the strangers , 
And the English tongue is silenced and 

the land is not the same . 

Of all the old Americans that settled up 
this country , 

The boys that were my comrades when your 
dad was green as May , · 

Who 1nade the old days merry as we broke the · 
virgin prairie--

They are sleeping• ' neath the limestone 
or they ' ve wandered far away . 

. . . . •.. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Forty years have rolled above me , years of 

drought and years of plenty, 
Since we steered our covered wagon through 

the blue stem of this state ; 
And each fellow stuck his. mug out of the 

·sod constructed dugout, 
And began the task of harnessing the 

caprices of fate . 
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. . . . . . ·. . . . . 
Of the boys that whipped the prairie in the 

days of ttlittle eating," 
When the rabbit was our savior and we 

cooked with "prairie coal, 0 

Not a one is left to cheer me as the evil 
days come near me, 

And the flag of my -surrender hangs half
masted at the pole.· 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Strange, glum men from o 1 er the ocean, with 

·their wasteful .farming methods, 
Till those farms, that Yankee muscles 

once made laugh a harvest tide; 
And where Rabbit Smith lies sleeping, alien 

feet go creeping, creeping, 
And the plow whose kisses curse us spreads 

its desolation wide. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Who will save this land from ruin, ·from the 

dust storm and the famine; 
Why have all our farm-bred children 

spurned their native soil? 
Why is English no more spoken in the fields 

our plows have broken? 
ust my land be ripped to bed-rock, now 

that I'm too old to · toil? 

I had hoped some son returning from the wage 
war in the cl ty 

Would take-=· up: th111~,,rich domlhion I ha1re 
battled for so long; 

So that in the summer weather, Ma· and I 
could sit together 

.And could watch the browsing cattle and 
could hear the harvest song~ 

One by one our children left us, . one by one 
pur friends departed, 

Till no soul knew the rapture of the con
quest of the grass 

Is beside us at the parting, none to see the 
tear drops starting, 

But I've kept the vow I promised, and my 
time has come to pass. 

Fare you well, my Kansas acres, when the sun 
comes up tomorrow, 

. I 
I 
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Strangers' eyes shall lift to greet you, 
strangers' feet my fields shall · 

tread 
And the long teeth of the river, they shall 

gnaw at these hills forever, 
And God help my city children in the hour 

they ask for bread."l _ 

In The Mennonite Girl by Ida Lowry Sinclair, one sees 
' another alien who came to the Kansas prairies . 

My little ~oom is hot and close, 
I cannot sleep tonight; 

Today I saw while .in the town , 
A shining, yellow satin gown , 
With beads that caught the light .· 
My heart is fill ed with vanity; I 

sinned at evening prayer; 
I prayed·they would not sell 

the gown, - . . 
So when I was again in town , 

I still might see it· there . 2 

After the migration to the cities, many farm homes and 

houses in small villages fell into ruin.-. Alice Wilson Oldroyd 

in ~ld Houses draws for us their portrait . 

4tter-nly , crones, 
That lean , ancient with days , 
On ancient props, crooked as 

gnarled canes , 
Bend wagging heads 
To gossip of · old ways 
And squeak sad tales of their 

rheumatic pains~j 

I n Winter Twilight _2n the Vic t ory Highway, Helen Rhoda 

·Hoopes portrays the farm life of today . · 

The yellow concave of the sky rests 
its pale apricot brim 

On the brown edges of the Kansas 
prairie . 

1Willard Wattles , Sunflowers, Lawrence, Kansas : World 
Company , 1917, pp . 121-126 . 

2 ~f!r\en Rhoda Hoopes , .2E.:. ·.£ll:. , P • 107. 
- Ibfd., P • 99. 
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Venus and Jupiter, two distant crumbs 
of light, 

Cling to its cerulean .surface. 
Twilight smudges the nearer fields 
Where snow lies white in patches . 
The dry cornstalks solemnly mark 

time 
In long rustling rows 
Up and over the curve of the hill 
In the west seven acres, · 

The little house and the big barn 
Draw closer t .ogether in the dusk. 
Things are happening in the house 
And in the barn: cosy comfortable 

things 
That have to do with pails and fry-

ing pans and cradles , · 
And whate_ver leads to supper and an 

ear~y bedtime. 

-The poem continues with the varied activities of farm life 

showing how little world problems and world events disturb · 

the even tenor of their existence . The final stanza sums up 

the .contents of the poem . 

And every day , from morning until 
mid.night, 

Along the highway , 
Between banks of evening primroses, 
Blue spiderwort, and wild verbena , 
Leviathans of shining nickel and 

enamel 
Will make their swift and ceaseless 

journeys · 
To the city- - from the city-
From the city--to the city . 
More and more pink rompe'rs will hang 

on the sagging lower wire, 
· And over the upper one will come 

messages , 
Stock reports and symphonies, 
Mi ghty music from Los Angele~ , 
Atlanta and ~gewater Beach. 

l Helen Rh,oda Hoopes , ..2.£!. cit ., pp . 66 -68 . 

2I b i d ., P• 68. 
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TOWN LIFE 

Of the many towns, cities, and villages in Kansas, little 

or-nothing has been written. The pioneers wrote of their 

homes and the natural beauties about them. The next genera

tion of writers wrote of the beauties- of the prairies, the 

romantic happenings of pioneer life, and the farm life of 

their own times. Tne present generation writes of nature, 

of personal reactions to life, but of the cities there is, 

as yet, · 11 ttle. 

An outstanding .structure in almost every Kansas to?m is 

described in The Water Tower by Nora B. Cunningham. 

It's ugly--yes, r :lmow--I ha·ted 1 t--
That huge red tank upon six spidery legs-
When it was being built. It has a hold 
Far down into the rock. They blasted out 
Great pits, and anchored those slim look-

ing legs--
D~ep .. -~ •• deep .,.~ ...• They ~. spoiled some trees 

that stood too near , 
But things that rise so high must have 

deep holds ..••• -
Well, now it's up, and all the noise 

is- past; 
It· throws a big round shadow in the sun .•.• 
I know it's ugly, yet some-how I like 
To see it reaching up to touch the clouds, 
Or tall and huge and dark beneath . the 

moon. 
- ~--It makes me think £f things ••••• 
••••••• No matter what. -

Nell Lewis Woods in~ the Back Fence, II Mrs. Tum.p 

paints a picture familiar to all small town and city dwellers 

alike. 

lHelen Rhoda Hoopes, .2E.:. .£!!.:., p. 41. 
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The women criticize Mrs. Tump 
Because she dresses her sixteen 

year-old daughter 
So fussily. 
They say there won't be anything 

to suit Angeline 
\Vb.en she is twenty. 
They claim that her mama. pushes 

her forward, 
And that in place of satins 
And dancing slippers, 
She should be wearing ginghams, 

and flat heeled shoes. 
But those women do not under

stand. 
· They ·cannot realize 
That when Mrs. Tump 
Decks out her little blue-eyed, 

golden-haired daughter 
In satin finery--
She is making two little girls 

happy: 
Angeline, and the girl she herself 

used to be, 
Who at ~ighteen, longed for pretties 
While barefoot, and herding cattle 
On the Kansas prairies.l • 

Helen Rhoda Hoopes, .£12.=. dit., p. 135. 



CHAPTER V 

NOSTALGIA 

Over the people who live beside the sea, and in turn are 

its masters and its slaves, the waters hold an irresistible 

sway. No matter to what distant inland parts of the world 

they may roam, the sea calls them unceasingly to the end of 

. their ·days. 

The prairies have been compared to vast seas since the 

first travelers described them to their stay-at-home brothers. 

Therefore, it is not strange that these prairies should hold 

the same fascination for those born upon them as does the sea 

for its own. 

In this final section, the writer will consider poems in· 

which the element of homesickness for the beloved prairie 

lands is dominant. Many poems discussed in other sections 

of this thesis might well find a place here since the 

ostalgic cry 1s so predominately a part of them, but since 

one particular phase of life is equally preeminent, the 

poem is used as illustrative of the life of the times. 

One of the most famous of the poems of nostalgia is When 

the Sunflowers Blo.om by Albert Bigelow Paine. 

I've been off on a journey; r · jes' got home 
today; 

I traveled east, an' north, an' south, an' 
every other way; 

I seen a heap a country, an' cities on the 
boom, 

But I want to be in Kansas when the 

-116-
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Sun-
Flowers 

Bloom. 

You may talk about yer lili es; yer vi'lets 
-and y_er roses , 

Yer asters , an' yer jassymins, an ' all the 
· other posies; 

I'll allow they all air beauties an' f ull 'er 
sweet perfume , 

But there ' s none of them a patchin ' to the 
Sun-

Flowers 
· · Bloom. 

Oh , it ' s nice among the mount ' ins , but I 
sorter felt shet in; 

' T' ud be nice upon the seashore ef it wasn ' t 
. for the din; 

While the prairies air so quiet, an' there ' s 
allers lots of room , 

Oh , it ' s nicer still in Kansas when the 
Sun-

Flowers 
-Bloom. 

When al l the sky above is jest ez blue ez 
blue kin be , 

An' the prairies air a wavin ' like a yaller 
driftin ' sea, 

Oh , it ' s there my. soul goes sailin ' an' my 
heart 1s on the boom 

I n the golden fi elds of Kansas when the 
Sun-

Flowers 1 Bloom. 

Esther M. Clark2 •· in The Call of Kansa·s voices a poignant 

longing for her homeland . 

Surfeited here with beauty, and the sensuous
sweet perfume , 

·'. 

1w111ard Wattles , .QI2.:. cit. , pp . 18- 19. 
2 Esther Mary Clark Hill was born near Shaw , Kansas , Decem-

ber 3, 1876 . Attended Chanute public schools . Died in _ 
tt'opeka , March 21, 1932. Buried i n Elmwood Cemetery at 
Chanute . 
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Borne in from a thousand gardens and orchards 
of orange-bloom; 

Awed by the silent mountains, stunned by the 
. breaker.k roar, --
The restless ocean pounding and tugging away 

.at the shore,--
! live in the warm sand-beach, and hear above 

the cry of the sea, 
The voice of the prairie calling, 

Calling me . · 

Sweeter to me than .the salt sea spray, the 
fragrance of summer rain; 

Nearer my heart than these mighty hills are 
the windswept Kansas plains; 

Dearer the sight of a shy, wild rose, by the 
roadside's dusty way, · 

Than all the splendor of poppy-fields, ablaze 
· . in the sun of May . 

Gay as the poinsetta is, and the burden of the 
pepper trees, 

The sunflower, tawny and gold and brown, is 
richer, to me, than these . 

And rising, ever above the song of the hoarse, 
insistent sea, 

The voice of the prairie calling, 
Calling me . 

Kansas, beloved Mother, today in an alien 
land, 

Yours is the name I have idly traced with a 
bit of wood in the sand, 

The name : that, flung from a scornful lip, 
will make the hot blood start; 

Tne name that is graven hard and deep, on 
the core of any loyal heart. 

O, higher, clearer and stronger yet, than the 
boom of the savage sea, 

The voice of the prairie calling, 
Calling me.1 

In Kansas by Willard Wattles which he dedicates to Esther 

M. Clark, . he utter~ the same desire for the prairie. 

From the surge of the western ocean and the 
roaring of the sea, 

~Willard Wattles,~ cit ., pp . 7-8 . 
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From the Land of the Orange Blossom, thy 
daughter cried to thee, 

"Kansas, beloved Mother;" so I with a 
heart as sore 

Turn from the wooded hillside and vast 
Atlantic's shore 

To the wind-swept Kansas prairies and 
· golden seas of grain 

With as desperate a longirig. and hands 
that stretch as vain. 

Not I with the crowded palette of genius-. 
given a~t _ 

Crystallize into perfectitSY\ the yearning 
· of my heart; . 

·Her's is the sun-kissed rapture, her's is 
the gift divine, 

Only the blundering phrases of awkwardness 
are mine; 

And yet from the hills of longing through 
severing leagues between 

I cry with bitter aching of loneliness so 
keen. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Not in the crowded cities of money madden

ed men, 
Not in the shaded cloister where Learning 

trims her pen , 
But out on the Kansas prairies, in the 

purl ty of the Sun, 
There are the great thoughts builded, 

visions of empires begun; 
Here on the wooded hillside I sicken in 

heart and brain, 
But some day, beloved Mother, I'm coming 

home again.l · 

Henry Coffin Fellows in Back to Sunny Kansas portrays a 

real longing for the state although less deep· than that ex

pressed in the pr~ceding poems. 

Back to sunny Kansas 
Where the sunflowers bloom, 

Where the golden day-dreams 
Drive away the gloom, 

~ . Willard Wattles, £?.E.:_ ~ -, pp. 44-46. 
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Wrought by sullen thunder 
Rending ragged skies, 

With its livid wonder 
Of flame that blinds the eyes. 

Back to sunny Kansas . 
With its zephyrs where 

The fragrant breath of sunshine 
Soothes away our care; 

Fits us for the struggle 
With some hidden gnome _ 

That haunts the inner chamber, 
Of life•~ .musty tome.l 

In Out in Sunny Kanaas,Rilla Carson Crank pledges eternal 

loyalty to her state . 

I've searched for perfect climes in vaiin, 
From mountaim peak to rolling main; 
And now I long to go again. 

Back to sunny Kansas. 

The incense floating in the air 
Above alfalfa fields so fair 
Is one of many beauties there 

In smiling, sunny Kansas. 

The zephyr humming in the trees, 
The meadow lark's sweet melodies, 
The sunflowers nodding in the breeze, 

Are charms of sunny Kansas. 

The vaulted heaven is more blue, 
The sunset has a lovelier hue, 
And, somehow, friendship seems more true 

Out in glorious Kansas. 

And when life's joys and cares are o'er, 
And I approach the farther shore, 
I hope to sleep forevermore 

In peaceful, sunny Kansas~2 

In The Maverick , Willard Wattles again sings of his home

land • 

. lHen:cy Coffin Fellows, Bella Vista Lyrics and Other Poems, 
Wichita, Kansas: Tilma Printing Company, 1928, p. 53. 

2Topeka Journal, July 16·, .1917. 
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.. . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Oh, hills are kind and comforting, and spicy 

woods are clean, 
· And there•s ·familiar friendship in the home

ly dales between, 
But I have seen the sunflower in a dress of 

dusty green, 
The sunflower-, the one flower, the flower that 

gypsies wear · 
When they go singing down the years, with 

stardust in their hair. 

Oh, every road in Kansas-land is walled about 
_with gold, 

And overhead the August sun is like a lord 
of old 

A-riding down to Palestine, and staunch is 
he to hold 

The West way, the best way, the way that I 
would take 

If I could scale these sullen walls where all 
my lances break. · 

The hills of Massachusetts are a-bud with 
early spring 

But it's little that I reek or care for all 
their burgeoning; 

For my heart is at the stirrup and I feel the 
pommel swing, - -

The West-land, the blessed land, I hear the 
homing call, 

The wide and sunny prairie-land, the fairest 
land of a11.l 

Nicholas Vachel Lindsay in Kansas expresses the hold the 

state may gain over one who merely knows ·her well. 

O, I have walked in Kansas 
Through niany a harvest field 
And piled the sheaves of glory there 
And down the wild rows reeled: 

Yet it was gay in Kansas 
A-fighting that strong sun; 

lWillard Wattles, .2E.:.. cit., pp. 130-131. 
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.And I and many a fellow-tramp 
Defied that wind and won . 

And we felt free in Kansas 
From any sort of fear, 
For -thirty thousand tramps like us 
There harvest every year. 

. . . . . . 
I loved to watch the wind-mills spin 
And watch that big moon rise 
I dreamed an_d dreamed with ~lids half-shut, 
The moonlight in my eyes. 

For all men dream in Kansas, 
By noonday and by night, . . 
By sunrise yellow, red and wild, 
And moonrise wild and white . 

The wind would drive the glittering clouds, 
The cottonwoods would croon, 
And past the sheaves and throughjthe leaves 
Came whispers of the moon.l · 

Willard Wattles in Stay~ Young Man expresses the 

reverence with which all Kansans of New England ancestry have 

b~en ·accustomed to regard the East. He tells wh,at he actually 

found and then again asks for the greater things to which he 

has been habituated in Kansas . 

Out of the West, they called me, and I 
turne~ my face to the East 

And there was pride in my going ; as a 
bridegroom goes to the feast; 

Here tn the land of legend and the 
region of romance 

I should sit at the feet of learning 
and charter thought's advance , 

For every eastern hill-top was sacred and 
divine · 

To the bumble prairie plow-boy who •.' sought 
in the East, a sign . 

1-- .'. •·, ·, . f 
Vaohel ···L:tndsay, .2.I?..!_ .£!,h, · PP • 150-152. 
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0ut of the Past I turn me--God, what .my 
eyes have seen!--

From a land of degenerate farmers; from 
the ll,and of Might Have Been, 

From the narrow hills of Learning 
where the lamp of truth goes out 

And the still , small voice of the 
spirit 1s downed in the vulgar 

shout , 
From a land of wanton cities·and dread 

night things that prey, 
I turn my f~ce to the West-land,--God, 

give me. _one prairie day! 

Give me the blaze of sunshine, give me the 
open sky, · 

The crude strength of man-hood undrained by 
harlotry, 

Give me a voice that thunders and 
wisdom to restrain, . 

The flail of honest anger and pity 
for men ' s pain. 

Give me the ·faith of Kansas and a few young 
men I know, 

And we'll carry the ·gates of Gaza and shatter 
Jericho . 

The East is an ulcered carcass, bedecked like 
a courtesan , 

The West, like a boy, ha s heard her call and 
flushed through his coat of -tan, 

He has spent, like Samson , his body's 
strength for a gaudy finger-ring 

And the E9.st has fettered him body and 
soul with a rope of twisted string; 

But I cannot keep in silence and things my 
eyes have seen 

As I turn to the Youth of Kansas· from the 
Land of Might Have Been . l 

In! Challenge to Youth, Willard Wattles re-emphasizes 

~hat Kansas holds a future for her youth that the Fast does 

not command. 

Lo, I will shape you a song for only ·the 
strong to sing, 

1w111ard Wattles , E.lh cit . , ··PP• 103- 104. 
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And swift are its words and sure as the 
hammered song of a king, 

And the gri p . of my hand is stern as I 
turn to its fashioning . 

. . . . . .. . . . . . 
I sing you the song of Kansas, of reaper, 

brand and spade , 
The sword of youth , more splendid than 

Alexander ' s blade, 
The flag of faith transcendent in a 

mighty last crusade . 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
But now I sound to battle and brazen t~e 

notes are blown , 
You whom- the sun has strengthened follow!--

the flag is flown ! · 
And if you-will not follow , I'll spur to 

the charge alone ~ 

Lo , this is the song I shape you , a song 
for the strong and fleet , 

A sword for the arms that wrestle with 
slippery shocks of wheat , 

A flag of the dreams of Kansa s by wide 
winds winnowed sweet . 

A sword for the youth of Kansas , a song 
for their lips to sing , . 

The reckl.ess sword of manhood , blue steel 
from the furnacing , 

Oh , who will dare to wear it, still fresh 
from its fashioning? l 

In~ People , Will ard Wattles again voices his longing for _ 

his homeland on the prairie and the people with whom he shares 

the heri tage of the sturdy pioneers . 

I have d relt in a land of . strangers where 
even the sun is cold 

And the fii l ls are damp with the sweat of 
age and rotten with its mould; 

The hemlocks stretch their shudderi ng arms 
where ancient lichens cling 

1Will ard Wattles, .2l?..:.. cit ., pp . 107-110. 

. ' 
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And winter lingers the summer through in 
the lap _of the fainting spring. 

The sad skies weep through the sombre gloom 
that gathers overhead 

And the shadows c~6ae like a charnel-house 
when the pallid day . is dead; 

But human creatures live and love and crum
ble with the rains 

Who never knew the madness· of the sunshine 
in their veins. · 

They never felt the touches of the south-wind 
on · their faces 

When down she sweeps upon them from the azured 
.open spaces; 

They never saw the wild rose in a tangle at 
their feet, 

The bumble-bee that filches all her shyly 
treasured sweet; _ 

For them no tawny sunflowers with their 
~rowns of beaten gold 

Have nodded through the summer sun like Span- · 
ish kings of old; 

They never stumbled in the grass upon the 
brown quail's brood · 

And heard their frightened cheeping break 
the prairie solitude.· 

But what of ye, my people, in the furrows 
where you stand 

With your eyes of patient watching and the 
cheeks tfiat June has tanned--

Ye have turned with adoration towarqthe home
land of your youth · 

And have worshipped in a childish faith the 
empty husks of Truth; 

With the confidence of children .ye have 
followed from afar 

And F,a,stward turned your yearnings as the 
1se Men to the Star; 

Ye do not know as I know all the empty, 
faithless shrines 

And the altars where the sodden priests 
are drunk with wanton wine. 

Ye do nnt know as_ I know all the glory of 
the west, 

(Or is it that ye know it well and leave it 
unexpressed?) 

I am one with ye, my people, of the rough 
·work-hardened hands, 

Have trod the furrows ye have trod across 
the level lands, 
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Have felt the hot wind's fevered breath when 
cloud on cloud was arched 

While all the earth cried out for rain and -
every throat was parched. 

In reverence I bow me down before those 
patient eyes 

That see across the shriveled corn a rain
bow in the skies. 

Is it wonder then, my people, that we storm 
the heights of God, 

For they know Him best who build for Him an 
altar from the sod: 

Is it wonder that our dreamers who have died 
. the death of shame, 

As John Bro1m on the gallows-tree, have set 
the world aflame? 

We are young, but through our pulses leaps 
. a flood from heroes' veins, 

Men who struck in flaming anger at the South
·land' s slaving chains; . 

Then to homely ploughshares forging every 
battle-gleaming .blade, 

They have wrestled in the desert with an 
Angel undismayed. 

Day by day the dread endeavor, ·muscles tense 
and faces grim, 

With the prairie like a caldron banded by a 
brazen · rim: 

Now the corn in rich abundance heals the 
ancient scars of pain, 

.And the wheat-field's golden deluge overflows 
. the fertile plain. . 
'Twas for love of us, my people, you and me, 

their children still, 
Though their toil-worn bodies -slumber on the 

11 ttle, lonely hill. . 
Lo, the Eastern shrines are pallid, cursed 

as Cain their sacrifice, 
And we turn our faces Westward where our 

own white altars rise.l 

Willard Wat tl.es_ in Kansas, Mother of .!!.@ All pledges to 

the state the undying loyalty of her sons and daughters. 

Kansas, mother of us all, 

1Willard Wattles,~ cit., · pp. 144-147. 
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Bosomed-deep, imperial, 
Queen of states with dusty feet 
Glowing through the ripening wheat ; 
Crowned with cloud, and amply free 
In large motioned majesty; 
Sky and prairie, circling plain, 
Take us to thy breast again. 

. . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Kansas, mother, what shall be 
Guerd.on, fitting ·unto thee, 
Who have bent and lifted up 
To our lips a briming cup? 
We , thy c.hildren, dedicate . 

· All our lives to make thee great. 
Strength and sinew, heart and brain-
Lull at night to sleep again!l 

Eugene Ware in Regui em extends his pledge of loyalty 

beyond life itself . 

I am rambling with the rivers, 
I am falling with the rain, 

I am waving in the woodland, 
I am growing in the grain. 

I am marching in the zephyr, 
I am rimpling i n the rill, 

I am blooming on the prairie-
But I live in Kansas still .2 

In the more recent composition, Wheat by Victor Murdock, 

one finds this same loyalty effectively expressed. 

Wide expanse, 
Yellow sand, 
Wild geese flying high 
Yet though I've wandered 
I love thee most 
Prairie land I love my Homeland! 

Prairie grand, 
Homeland, 

1w111ard Wattles , .2.I2.:. cit., pp. 158-159-

2Eugene F. Ware , ~ cit . , p . 128. 
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Ripening w·heat-fields , Gold! 
Old trails new-marked , 
Visions revealed! 
Prairie land I love--My Homeland! 



CONCLUSIONS 

The poetry withih the f ield of this survey is a l most all 

of a r omantic tone. Of the r ealistic · poet~J of which Eigar 

Lee Master' s work is t he prototy,pe, there are only weak and 

anemic trac es. There is not a trace of the American phase 

of the Romantic :Movement which found expression in Transcen

dentalism. 

Many of the poets sacrificed content, continuity, . and word 

value in their strict adherence to the rhythmic pattern. This 

_is- especiall y true of the earlier I:"oets. Among the later 

poems, one finds many of the free verse forms in which thought 

i s the vital consideration. 

The love of their state is very evident , but in altogether 

~oo . ·many of the poems, the writer lacks a wide contact with 

. other places which would enable him to evaluate and appreciate 

is own region truly . In t his limitation , one finds a simi 

larity to Wordsworth who suffered an inabil ity to interpret 

nything beyond the narrow limits of his ovm Lake District . 

oets of Kansa s who have had wide contacts with the rolling 

cean and impressive mountain scenery have given to us our 

oems which most nearly achieves true poetic greatness as is 

pparent from Esther Clark Hill ' s Call of Kansas . 

It becomes very obvious that to write poetry of first rank 

must have a subject of more universal appeal than loyalty 

o a state or t hat subject must have combined with it ·another 

~12 -
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and more powerful emotional influence. · 

The value of these poems lie in their content rather than 

in literary merit . 

In conclusion, one may say the poems about Kansas do in

terpret life, but in too many of these poems there is a lack 

of the transfiguring media of emotion and imagination. Some 

lack intense understanding although they do show depth of 

feeling. 

The chief deficiency of the poems, which are at least no 

worse than other states have to offer, is the exalted element 

a poem must .. have to be truly great •. · Therefore, Kansans 

ay well echo what Harriet Monroe ·says, 11 
•• to a poet who 

elieves, who feels to the utmost, much may be forgiven. 0 1 

However, these poems in spite of their inherent inadequacy 

o ~ive to Kansans a picture of a life that is rapidly p s

ing, and for this reason· are valuable in enabling us to obtain 

certain perspective in the emotional reactions of earlier 

upon which present day customs and mores are founded . 

tis altogether possible that some of these better works will 

ith the passage of time and a more distant perspective, achie e 

ank with the immortals . 

1Harr1et Munroe, op.cit~, p. 55 . 
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