‘Evykapt An MaoTepc

Anoondopara moé Thv
AvOoAoyia Tou Zmouv Pipep

KNOWLT HOHEIMER

‘Hpouv amé Toug mpwTra @poUTa TnS Hdxng Tou Miciovepu Pit.
Orav éviwoa Tn ogaipa va Tpumdel Thv Kapdid Hou

Euxnonka va cixa peivel omiTI KAl va TTAYdAIvd QUAAKA

Emeidn cixa kAéyel Ta youpoUvia Tou KepA Tpevdpu

TTapd mou £puya TpéxovTag Kal TAyd oTPATIWTNG

XiAieg popéc KaAUTepa n emapxiakh QUAAKA,

TTapd va mAayialei¢c kKATw am' Th Happdpivn @iyoUpd Pe Ta @Tepd
Ki a6 To ypaviTévio eTouTo PdBpo

Me ypappévec Tic Aé€eic «YTép taTpidag».

Ti arkpipw¢ evvoouv, TEAOG TTAVTWY;

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

I wished I had staid at home and gone to jail

For stealing the hogs of Curl Trenary,

Instead of running away and joining the army.

Rather a thousand times the country jail

Than to lie under this marble figure with wings,

And this granite pedestal

Bearing the words, “Pro Patria.”

What do they mean, anyway?


http://hallofpeople.com/gr/pro1enas.php?user=%CE%95.%CE%9B.%CE%9C%CE%AC%CF%83%CF%84%CE%B5%CF%81%CF%82

AOYZINTA MATAOK

TTnva va xopéyw oto TodvTepPiA,

Ki émai§a xapTia oto OuivroeoTep.

KdamoTe aAAd€ape kapahiépoug,

OdnywvTag omiTi UTTO PeyyapopwTo atd Héoa Iouviou,
Kai petda ppnka tov NTEIPIC.

TTavrpeutnkape kai {noape padli epdopnvra xpovia,
AevTwvTag, douAclovTag, avatpépovrag dwdeka maidid,
OxTw améd Ta omoia xdoape,

TTpoToU va pTdow Ta e&nAvra.

‘EkAwBOa, Upaiva, voikoKUpeYa To OTTITI HoU

PPOVTIOA TOUC ApPpWATOUC, TTEPITIOINONKA TOV KATIO,
Kdl TIC YI0pTEG,

TOTE TplyupvoUod oTa Xwpdela 6TTou Tpayoudouoav ol
kopuddaAAoi,

ToTE OTIC 6XO¢ec Tou ZTouv Pipep paleua ameipa koxUAia,
Kai AouAoUdia n pappakeuTIkd poTava -

®wvalovrtacg aToug OeVTPOPUTEPEVOUGC AdYoUC,
TpayoudwvTag ota xAoepd Aipadia.

2 1a evevivTa £€1 Hou eixa (RoEl dpKETA, AauTo €iv' OAo,
Kai épaoa oe pia yAukid € ekoUpaan.

Ti eival ToUTa TTOU akoUW Yia AUTTh Kai yia Hox0o,
Ouuo kai duoapéoakelda Kal HApAHEVEG eATTIOEG,
Ouyatépec Kai yioi amoOappnuévol,

H Cwn eival ToAU duvarh yia oag -

Xpeidletai va Leig yia v' ayamioeic Tn ZWA.



LUCINDA MATLOCK

I went to the dances at Chandlerville,

And played snap-out at Winchester.

One time we changed partners,

Driving home in the moonlight of middle June,

And then I found Davis.

We were married and lived together for seventy years,
Enjoying, working, raising the twelve children,
Eight of whom we lost

Ere I had reached the age of sixty.

I spun, I wove, I kept the house, I nursed the sick,
I made the garden, and for holiday

Rambled over the fields where sang the larks,

And by Spoon River gathering many a shell,

And many a flower and medicinal weed--

Shouting to the wooded hills, singing to the green valleys.
At ninety-six I had lived enough, that is all,

And passed to a sweet repose.

What is this I hear of sorrow and weariness,
Anger, discontent and drooping hopes?

Degenerate sons and daughters,

Life is too strong for you--

It takes life to love Life.



PAULINE BARRET

2.X€00V To KEAUPOC HIAC yuvaikag

MeTd amd Tou xelpoUpyou To vuoTépll

Kai mépaae oxedov xpovog via va avakThow Tnv maAid pgou duvapn
Qomou h auyh ThG déKATNG ETTETEIOU pAC

Me PphAke @aivopevikda Thy idia TTdAl.

TTepmarnoape pali ato ddoog

2 ¢ éva povoTdTi pe PpUa aBdépuPpa Kai ypaaidl.

Ma d¢ev umopoUaoa va oe KoiTalw oTa pdTia

Kai dev pmopouloe va pe Koitaeig oTa pdria

Mari Téon ATav n BAiyn pag

H apxn Tou ykpiou oTa paAAid gou

Ki eyw évag iokiog Tou eauTtoU Hou

Kai viaTi mpdypa HiIARoape;

lMa Tov oupavo kai To vepd, INa kaBeTi adidyopo,

TIC OKEWYEIC HAG YIA va KPUYOUHE HOVo.

Ki UoTepa 1o dWwpo gou amod daypia péda,
TomoBeTnoape oto Tpaméll va oToAigoupe To deimvo
Kanuéve pou méoo yevvaia aywvi{ooouv

Na ¢avraoTeic kal va avaPpiwaoeic pia epaopévn ékotaoh
YoTtepa £me@Te N VUXTA KI £YW OKUBpWTIaod

Kai g4 dpnoeg povn yia gia oTiydi othv Kdpgapd Hou
Omnwc 6Tav AUACTE VEOVUHYOI, KAAE Hou,

Kai Tov kaBpéntn koitala kail kKATI Hou €iTe:
«TTpémel va eBaivel kaveic oAdTeAQ,

Orav cival pioomeBapévoc,

TToTé TNV WA Unv KopoIdéyelg,

TToTé Tov épwTa va pnv e€amardc».

Ki autoé é€kava, koitdlovTag eKkei, HEC aTOV KABPETTN-
Aydmn pgou, To KatdAaPpeg, dpaye, TTOTE gou;



PAULINE BARRET

ALMOST the shell of a woman after the surgeon’s knife!
And almost a year to creep back into strength,
Till the dawn of our wedding decennial

Found me my seeming self again.

We walked the forest together,

By a path of soundless moss and turf.

But I could not look in your eyes,

And you could not look in my eyes,

For such sorrow was ours—the beginning of gray in your hair,
And I but a shell of myself.

And what did we talk of?—sky and water,
Anything, 'most, to hide our thoughts.

And then your gift of wild roses,

Set on the table to grace our dinner.

Poor heart, how bravely you struggled

To imagine and live a remembered rapture!

Then my spirit drooped as the night came on,
And you left me alone in my room for a while,

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

And T looked in the mirror and something said:
"One should be all dead when one is half-dead—"
Nor ever mock life, nor ever cheat love."

And I did it looking there in the mirror—

Dear, have you ever understood?



ANNE RUTLEDGE

ATIO péva , Tnv avdlia ki dyvwaoTn ,

O1 dovAoei¢ TR aBdvaTng HOUGIKAG

"Me piooc via kavéva , pe éAeoc yia 6Aouc”
ATIO péva n ouyyvwun vid ekaToppUpia amd ekaTtoppupia
Kar n @1AdvBpwTh 6yn Tou £€6voug

TTou Adumer amé dikaioouvn Ki aAnBeia .

Evw 'par n Av PatAetl

TTOU KoIpdTdl kdTw até ToUTa T' aypiéxopTd ,
Ayarhuévn oth Cwn Tou APpadp AivkoAv .
lNuvaika Tou , 6xI ye yduo ,

AAAG e XWPIOWO .

AvOile via tavta w Anpokparia ,

ATIO Th 0TdXTN Tou aThBou¢ poul

ANNE RUTLEDGE

OUT of me unworthy and unknown

The vibrations of deathless music;

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

Out of me the forgiveness of millions toward millions,
And the beneficent face of a hation

Shining with justice and truth.

I am Anne Rutledge who sleep beneath these weeds,
Beloved in life of Abraham Lincoln,

Wedded to him, not through union,

But through separation.

Bloom forever, O Republic,

From the dust of my bosom!



NTIKON TEIAOP

Avnka oTnv ekkAnoia

Kai oTnv emITPpOTTA TNG TTOTOATTIAYOPEUANG

Kai o1 Xwpiavoi vopioave mw¢ méBava am' To moAU kapToul .
H aAnBeia eival Twg gixa kKUpwaon Tou GUKWTIOU,

Mati KAOe peanuépr emi TpiIdvTa xpovia ,

FAioTpoUoa Tiow at' To XWwpiopa

2.70 pappakeio Tou Tpéivop

Ki épala éva yepd moTnpl

ATIO TO UTTOUKAAI TTOU €ypage

"AmooTtaypa Owvomveuparog”

DEACON TAYLOR

I BELONGED to the church,

And to the party of prohibition;

And the villagers thought I died of eating watermelon.
In truth I had cirrhosis of the liver,

For every noon for thirty years,

I slipped behind the prescription partition

In Trainor's drug store

And poured a generous drink

From the bottle marked

“Spiritus frumenti.”



ZAPA MTTPAOYN

Muwpig, unv KAaig, dev gipal KATw amd TouTo dw TO TEUKO.

O amaAdg aépag Tng avoiéng yiBupilel avdpeoa otn YAUKIA XAoN,
T' aoTtépia Adumouv, To vuxTomoUAI TITIPiCEl,

Ouwcg €0V Autdoal evw n YUxXA HOU KEITETAI EKOTATIKA

2 thv euhoynuévn Nippdva améd aiwvio pwc!

TTAyaive oTov kahdkapdo avTpa pou,

TTou oguAAoyileTal Tdvw amod Tov évoxo, OTWG Aéel EpwTd pag:
TTeg Tou TWE n aydmn pou via oéva,

ox! AlydTepo amod Thv aydmn Hou vid Keivov

‘Evpaye Tn poipa pou - 4TI avdpeoa amod Tn adpKda

Képdioa To Tvelpda, kKAl avapeoa amo 1o TveUpd, Th YaARvn.
Aev untdpx el ydpoc atov oupavd, Opwe untdpxe! aydmn.

SARAH BROWN

MAURICE, weep not, I am not here under this pine tree.
The balmy air of spring whispers through the sweet grass,
The stars sparkle, the whippoorwill calls,

But thou grievest, while my soul lies rapturous

In the blest Nirvana of eternal light!

Go to the good heart that is my husband,

Who broods upon what he calls our guilty love:—

Tell him that my love for you, no less than my love for him
Wrought out my destiny—that through the flesh

I won spirit, and through spirit, peace.

There is no marriage in heaven, But there is love.



