THACHERS: [onday, October 21, was set aside by the Michigen
leglslature to commemorate the birthday of will
Carleton, llchigan's poet laureate, This has just
recently been brought to our attention., Here is the
text of that laws

340,368 rublie holidays; salaries; commemorative exercises on
other days

Gec. 368. = The folloving days, mamely: The first day of January,
cormonly called MNew Year's day; the thirtieth day of hay, conmonly
called lemorlal day; the fowtth of July, commonly ealled Indepscndence
day; the first ilonday in Septembeor, commonly called Labor day;
and the twenty-fifth of December, comnonly called Christmas day;
ajl Saturdays and all d:rys ap:olnted or recomnended by the
rovernor of this stote or the president of the United Gtates
as days of fasting and prayer or thanksgiving shall, in all the
public schools of this state, be treated and considered os public
holldays: rProvided, That vhenever any legally designated public holide
shnll fall on Sunday the Monday followin: shall be cdieemed to be
a public hollday in all public schools; ard on such ahove specified
days there shall e no school sessions in any of such public schools
of tuhls state. The salary of school officers and teachers shall in nc
way be affected by recascn of the dismissal of school on any of the
above mentioned days., OCn the following days, namely: The twelfth day
of February, commonly called Lincoln's birthiay; the twenty-second
dauy of February, comnonly called Washington's birthday; the seventeent
doy of September, being the date of the adoption of the federal consti
tutlon; the twelfth doy of October, comronly called Columbus day;
the twenty-first day of Cctober, commonly called Carleton's birthday:
the twenty-seventh day of October, to be known as Roosevelt's
birthiay; and the eleventh day of lovember, commonly called Veteran's
day, 1L shall be the duty of all school officers and teachers to have
the schools under their esspective charge observe guch mentioned
days by prover and approvricte commemorative exercises, or by
arranglng the school work to teach the significance of these days,
and such days shall not be considered as legal holidays for schools.
Pohho 1955 Act No, 269 Sec 368. .

As we reallze thils 1s rather sudien, on the following pares
you will find material we have printed for your convenience, If
this meterial 1s presented to your first hour clase, 1t will
renove the necessity of having a speclal agsembly. FPlease keep
your students in class for thlis dedlcation. Thank you.



Will Carleton

Willlam MeXendree Carleton was born on a farm two miles
east of Htidsons Hichigan, on October 21, 1845, His father was
John liancock Carleton,a direct descendant of Ldward Carleton
of Rowley, Maseachusetts in 1638. Hils mother was Celestia &,
smith (Carleton),

Even as a young bey, Will seemed more interested in journalism
and writng than he 4id in plovwing the famlly land near Jackson.
He received local schooling, then weﬁt on to lifllsdzle college
where he graduated in 1869, He then became editor and pard owner
of the Hlllsdale Standord the town newspaper. After holding this
posltion for a time, Will woent on to become editor of the
Betrell lieeily Tribune.

In 1871, while reportine a divorce case, Carleton wwote his

fhret poem to be published, Bebay and I are Qut. Publiched in

Harper's leekly, this poem swept the country, Harper's then
published bis next three poems, Qui of the Qld Hbuse, Nancwyy
Gone with a Handsomer Man, and Qver the Hill Lo ithe Poor House.

Qver the H11l to the Poor House proved to be will's most

famous poem. It was his siyle to .emphasize the sentiments of

the comuon people with whom he kad heen raised. He co ld express
the feeling that pecple had about such;ﬁhings as death, love,
dlvorce, ,and, in this case, 0ld folks homes. Qver the Hill

Lo the Boor House esparked a notionwide reform movement to improve

homes for the aged.



Carleton changed his name to Will Carleton in 1873, presumably
8o he would not be confused with William Carleton, nn Irlsh
wrilter of a century earlier.

He then published a series of books, Farm jallzds {(in 1873,

Farm Legonds (1875), and Farm Festivals (1881), Alsc nubliched

wvas Youns Folks Centennial Rh-meg (1876). ODurlng thie tlme, Will
moved to Doston (in 1878) an? married Adora Niles Goodell. They
settled in Drooklyn, New York in 1882, ‘

After llving in the city, /11l published another series of
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books, City Lallads (1885), City Lerends (1889), City Festivals

(1892), and [thymes of Qur ilznet (1895).

Carleton became a lecturer and went on extensive tours of
the United Otates, Canada, and Great Irituln, lie w:s one of
the firet poets to reclte his own works. Because of thig he
recelved a considerable income.

In 1394, he founded an illustroted monthly mogezine,
Lvery here. ‘o8t of his loter worke apreared in this nagazine
1ncluding verse, short storiles, und » fow minor ploys., Three aore

books were published, UYongs of Two Centuries (1902), ¢ld School
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Days (1902), and Drifted In (1908), althourh Over the 111l to

Ry

Lhe Poor liguse is his most widely known work, such late books

as Drifted In,and Q1d School Days still contalin some of higs finest

poems.

On Decemberil8, 1912, Will Carleton died in ‘rooklyn, His
noems leave us fow menorable worde or acgle sentences, Tut they
stlll express the feellngs an’ sometimes anquish of the people
he loved. In all his poems, the henrt predominates., As Charles

Allen Dinsmore put it, “"He syamnathized with the 1life of the humble



and interpreted their feelings withour exrloliting their

pecullarities.” For thls he will never be formotten.

Here are o few of the more memor:ble quotes from wWill Carleton,
token from John Dertlett's famillar quotationsg.

"But shipe long time together
Can hetter the tempest wecther
Than any other two."
Qng and Two. Stanza 3,

"Over the Hill to the poor house 1'm
trudein'® my wenr way"
Cver the Hill to the :oor louse. utunze 1.

"If there's a heaven upon the earth, o
fellow knows 4t when
le's been wway from home n weex, und
then rets buck opgnin,”
goin' Home Today. wtanza 7.

cucgested reading:

Farm Pallsds by Will Carleton
Yrilfted In by Will Carleton
431 Carleton by A. XElwood Cornine




The following poem is the one that our beloved Will is most
remembered for:

OVER THE HILL TO THE POOR-HOUSE

Over the hill to the poor-house i'm trudgin' my weary way—=
I, a woman of seventy, and only a trifle gray-=

- I, who am smart an’ chipper, for 21l the years I've told,
As many another woman that's only half as old,

Over the hill to the poor-house--I can't quite make it clear!
Over the hill to the poor-house--it seems so horrid queer!
Many a step I’ve taken, a-toilin' to and fro,

But this is a sort of journey I never thought to go.

What is the use of heapin' on me a pauper's shame?
im I lazy or crazy? am I blind or lame?

True, I »m not so supple, nor yet so awful stout
But charity ain't no favor, if one can live without.

I am ready and willin® an' anxious any day

To work for a decent livin', an' pay my honest way;

For I c¢an earn my victuals, an' more too, I'1ll be bound,
If anybody is willin' to only have me round.

Once I was young an' han'some--I was, upon my soulee

Once my cheeks was roses, my eyes as black as coals

And I can't remember, in them days, of nearin® people say,
For any kind of a re:son, that I was in their way!

'‘Tain't no use of boastin', or talkin' over free,
But many a house an' home was open then to mej
Many a han'some offer I hsd from likely men

4nd nobody ever hinted that I was a burden then!

Aind when to Johm I was married, sure he was good and smart,
But he and all the neighbors would own I done ay part;

For 1ife was all before me, an' I was young an'® strong,

find I worked my best an' smartest in tryin' to get along.

Apd so we worked togother; and life was hard, but gay,
%ith now and then a baby to cheer us on our ways;

7111l we had half a dozen: an' all growed clean an® neat,
Ar went to school like others, an' had enough to eat,

An' so we worked for the child’rn, and raised ‘em 2very one;
Worked for ‘em summer and winter, just as we gught to ‘ve done;
Only pernaps we humered ‘em, which some good folks condemn;

But every couple's own child'rn's a neay the dearest to them!

Strange how much we think of our blessed little oneg! -

I'd have diod for my daughters, I'd have died for my soneg;

And God he made that rule of love; but when we're old and gray,
I've noticed it sometimes somehow fails to work the other way.



OVER THE HILL TO THE POCK-HOUSE cont.,

Strange, another thing; when our boys an' girls vas grown,

Aind when, exceptin! Charley, they'd left us thers alone;

When John be nearer an' nearer came, an' dearryr seemed to e,
The Lord--of Hosts!--He came one day an' took him away Irom me!

Still I was bound to etruggle, an’ never to cringe oy falle-
Still I vorked for Charley, for Charley was now ay all;

And Charley was pretty good to me, with scarce a word or frown,
Till st last he went a-courtin', and brought a wife from town,

She was somewhat dressy, an' hadn't a pleasant smile-~
She was juite conceity, and carried a neap o' style;

But if ever I tried to be friends, I Aid with her, I know;
But she was hard and haughty, an’ we couldn®’t make it g0,

She had an edication, an' that was good for ner;

But when she twitted me on mine, ‘twas carryin® things too fur;
An' I told her once, ‘fore company (an' it almost made her sick),
That I never swallowed a grammar, or ‘et a ‘rithmetic.

So 'twas only a few days before the thing was done-~

They was a family of themselves, and I another one;

And a very little cottage one family will do,

But I never have seen a mansion that was big enouga for two.

An' I never could speak to suit tier, never could please her eye,
An® it made me independent, uan' felt it like a blow,
When Charley turned ag'in me, an' told-me I could go!

I went to live with Susani but Susan's house was small,

And she was always a-hintin' how spug it was for us all;

And what with her husband's sisters, and what with child'rin three,
'Twas easy to discover there wasn't room for me

An' then I went with Thomas, the oldect son I've gots

For Thomas®’s buildings 'd cover the half of an acre lot;

But all the c¢nild'rn was on me--I couldn’t stand their sauce-«-
And Thomas 8aid I needn't think I was comin' there to boss.

An' then I wrote to Rebecca, my girl who lives out west,

And to Isa2e, not far from her--some twenty miles at best;
And one of 'em said ‘twas too warm there for any one so old,
And t'other had an opinion the climate was too cold,

So they have shirked and slighted me, an' shifted me aboute-
So they have wellnigh soured me, an' wore my old heart out;
But still I've borne up pretty well, an' waan't much put down,
Pill Cﬂarlsy went to tne poor-master, an' put me on the town:

Over the nhill to the poor-house-~my child‘rn dear, good-by!
Many a night I've watched you when only God was nigh;

And God '11 judge between us; but I vwill al'ays pray

That you shall never suffer the half I do to-day!



APPLES CROWING

Underueath an apple-tree

Sat a dame of comely seeming,

With her work upon her knee,

And her great eyes idly dreaming.
O'er the harvest~acres bright,

Came her husband's din of reaping;

Near to her an infant wight

Through the tangled grass w:is creeping.

On the branches long and high,
. And the great gsreen apples growing,
Rested she her wandering eye,
VWith a retrospective knowing,
"This," she said, "the chelter is,
“here, when gay ang raven-headed,
I consented to be nie,
And our willing hearts were wedded."

"Laughing words and peals of mirth

Long are chanded to grave endeavor;
Sorrow's winds have swept to earth

Many a blossomed hope forever.
Thunder-heads huve novered o‘er--
Storms my path have chilled and shaded;
Of the bloom my gay youth bore,

Some has fruited--more has faded "

Quickly, and amid her sighs,

Through the grass her baby wrestled,
Smiled on aer its feather's eyes,

And unto her bosom nestled.
And with sudden, joyous glze,

Half the wife's and half the mother's,
"Still the best is left," said she:

"I have learned to live for others,”



"WHY SHOULD THEY KILL MY BABY?"

khy should they kill my baby?--~for he seems the same to me
As when, in the morning twilight, I tossed him on my knee,
And sowed for him hopes to blossom when he should oe a man,
And dreamed for him such a future as only a mother can.,

T looked ahead to the noon-time with proud but trembling joy;
i had a vision of splendor for my sweet, bright-eyed boy;

But 1little enough I fancied that, when he had gained renown,
Base Eavy's poisoned bullet would suddenly strike hium down!

Why should they want to kill him? Because he had cut his way
Through Poverty's gloomy woodland ocut into the open day,

And sent a shout of good cheer to those who were yet within,
That honor is born of striving, and honesty yet can win?

Or was it because from boyhood he manfully bared his breast

To fight for the poor and lowly, and aid the sore oppressed?
Ah me! the world is working upon a treacherous plan,

When he who has struck for mankind is stricken down by man!

Or did they begrudze his mother the hand he reachef her still,
No edds how nigh he clambered up Fortune's glittering hill?

For in kis proudest life~day he turned from the honors of earth,
And came and tenderly kissed me--tie motner who gave him birth.

Shame on the wretch who struck him, and prays that the blow may kill!
And pity for his mother, if she be living still!

May God in mercy aid him his black crime to atone,

And help me to forgive him--I cannot do it aleonel

[@he aged mother of the late President Garfield is reported
to have exclaimed, "Why should they kill my baby?" upon hearing
the news of his attempted assiffination, Her words inspired

Mr, Carletorn to write this poem,



- OUR ARMY OF THE DEAD

By the edge of the Atlantic, where the wives of Freedom roar,

And the breezes of the ocean chapt a requiem to the shore,

Cn the Hation's Eastern hill-tops, where its cornersione is laid,
Cn the mountains of New England, where our fathers toiled and prayed,
Mid old Keystone's rugged riches, which the miner®s hand awalt,
Mié the never-ceasing commerce of the busy Empire State,

With the country‘'s love and honor on each brave, devoted head,
Is a band of noble heroes--is our Army of the Dead.,

Un the lake-encircled homestead of the thriving Wolverine,

On the beauvteous VWestern prairies, with their carpeting of green,
By the sweeptng Missisaippi, long our country's pride and doast,
On the rugged Rocky Mountains, and the rich Paecific coast,

In the listless, sunny S Southland, with its blosson; and its vines,
On the bracinge®lorthern hill-tops, and amid their aurmuring oines,
Over all our happy country-~over all sur Nation spread,

Is a band of noble heroces--is our Army of the Dsad,

Mot with musket, and with sabre, and with glad heart beating fast;
Not with cannon that had thundered till the bloody war was past;
Not with voices that are shouting with the vim of vietory's note;
Not withearmor gayly glistening, and with flags that proudly float;
Not with air of martial vigor, nor with steady, soldier traap,
Come they grandly marching to us--for the boys are all in camp,
With Yorgetfulness upon it--each within his earthy bped,

Waiting for his mar¢aing orders--is our Army of tne Dead,

Fast asleep the boys sre lying, in their low and narrow tents,
idnd no battle-cry can wake them, and no orders call them henceg
And the yearnings sf the mother, and the anguish of the wife,
Cannot with their magic presence ¢all the soldier back to life;
And the brother's manly sorrow, and tié father®s mournful pride,
Caanot give back to his country hin whovfor his country died,
They who for the trembling Nation in its hovp'of trial bled,

Li¢, in these years of® trivamph, with cur Army of the Dead,



OQUR ARMY. OF THE DEAD cont,

When the years of Earth are cver, and the cares of Earth are done,

When the reign of Time is ended, and Eternity begun,

¥hen the thunders of Omniiscience on our wakened senses roll,

And the sky above ghall wither, and be githered like & scrollg

When, among the lofty mountains, and across the mighty sea,

The sublime celestial bugler shall ring out the reveille,

Then shall march with brightest laurels, and with proud, victorious
tread,

To their station up in heaven, our Grand Army of the Dead,



I'HE AOUSE WHERE WE WERE WhD

I've been to the old farm-house, good=wife,
Where you and I were wed;
khere the love was bora to our two hearts

That now lies cold and dead,
Where 8 loang-kept secret to you I told,

In the yellow beams of the moon,
Apd we forged our vows out of love's own gold,
To be broken so scon, so soon!

I passed through all the old rooms, good-wife;
I wandered on and on;

I followed the steps of a flitting ghost,

The ghost of a love tnat is gone.
And he 1led me out to the arbor, wife,

Where with roses I twined your hair;
4nd he seated me down on the old stone step,
And left me musing there,

The sun went down as it used to do,

And sank in the sea of night:
The two bright stars that we called ocure

Came slowly unto my sight;

But the cne that was mine went under & cloude=
¥ent under a ecloud alone;
And & tear that I wouldn't have shed for the world,
Fell down on the old gray stone.

But there be words can ne'er be unsaid,
And deeds can ne‘er be undone

Execept perhaps in another world.
Where life’s once umore begun.

And maybe sone time in the time to come,
When a few more years are sped,

We'll love again as we used to love,
In the house where wne were wed.,



"TIS SNOWING
First Voice

Hurra! 'iis snowing!
Op street and house-roof, gently cast,
The falling flakes come thick and fast
They wheel and curve from giddy height,
And speck the chilly air with white!
Come on, come on, you light-robed storn!
My fire within is biithe and Warh,

And brightly glowing!
My robes are thick, my sledpge is £ays
My champing steeds impatient neighs
My silver-sounding bells are clear,
With music for the muffled ear,
4nds she withine--my jucenly bride--
Shall sit right gayly by my side;

Hurra! 'tis snowing!
Second voice

Good God!l *tis snowing!
From out the dull and leuden c¢louds,
The surly storm impatient crowds;
It beats against my fragile door,
It creeps ucross my cheerless floor;
and through my pantry, void of fare,
And ofer my hearth, so cold and bare,
: The wind is blecwing:
And she who rests her weary hesd
Upon our aard and scanty bed,
’rays hooefully, but hopel-ss still,
For bright spring days ang whip-poor-will;
The damp of dsath is at her brow,
The frost is ut nur feet; and now

'Pis drearily snowing,



"TIS SNOWING cont,
First Voice

Hurra! 'tis snowing!
Snow on! ye can not stop our ride,
&5 ofer the white-paved road we glide:
Past forest trees thick draped with snow,
Past wnite-thatched houses, ;uaint and low;
Past well-filled sleigh and kindly word,
Right gayly going!
Snow on! for when our ride is o'er,
And once again we reach the door,
Our well-filled larder shall provide,
Cur eellar-doors shall open wide;
And while without °"tis cold =nd drear,
Within, our board shall cmile with cheer,
Although ‘tis srowing!

Second Veice

Good God! 'tis snowing!?

Rough men now bear, with hurried tread,

My pauper wife unto her bLed;

And while; all erushed, but unresigned,

I cringe and follow close behind,

ind while these scalding, bitter tearsw-

The first that stain my manbocd years-.
Are freely flowing,

Her waiting graie is open wide,

And into it the snow-flakes ;lide,

A matress for her couch they wreathe:

And snow above, aznd snow deneath,

Must be the bed of her who prayed

The sun might shise where she was laids
And still 'tis snowing!



APPLE~BLOSS50MS

Underneath an apple-tree
Sat a maiden and her lover:
And the thoughts within her he
Yearned, in silence, to discover.
Round them danced the sunbeams bright,
Green the prass-lawn stretcied before them;
Wthile the apple-~blossoms white
Hung in rich profusion ofer them,

Naught within her eyes he read

That would tell aner mind unto himg
Though their light, he after said,
Quivered swiftly through and through him:
Till at last nis heart burst free

From the prayer with which 'twas laden,
And he said, "When wilt thou be

Mine for evermore, fair maiden?"

"¥hen," said she, "the breeze of May
With white flakes our heads shall cover,
I will be thy brideling gay--

Thou shalt beé my husband-lover,!

"How," said he, in sorrow bowed,

"Can I hope such nopefull weather?
Breeze of Mxy and Winter's cloud

Do not often fly together."

Quickly as the words he said,
From the west a wind came sighing,
And on each uncovered head
Sent the apple-blossoms flying:
"!'Flakes of whitel!' thou'rt mine," said he,
"Sooner than thy wish or knowing!"
"Nay, I heard the breecze," juoth she,
"khen in yonder fqrest blowing."



THE FADING FLOWER

There is a chillness in the aire-

A coldness in the smile of day;

iApd e'en the sunbeam's crimscn glare
Seems shaded with a tinge of gray.

‘eary of journeys to and fro,

The sun low creeps adown the sky;
And on the shivering earth below,
The long, cold shadows grimly lie.

But there will fall a deeper shade,
More chilling than the Autumn'’s breathu:

There is a flower that yet must fade,
And yield its swestwess up to death.

She sits upon the window-seat,
Musing in mournful sileunce there,
While on Ler brow the sunbeams meet,

And dally with aer golden hair,

She pgazes on the sea of light

That overflows the western skies,

Till her great soul seams plumed for flight
From out the window of ner eyes,

Hopes unfulfilled have vexed her breact,
Sad spiles have checked the rising sigh;
Until her weary neart confessed,
Reluetantly, that she must die.

Aud she has thought of all the ties--
Tae golden ties-~-that bind her here;
Cf all that she nam learned to prize,
0f all that she has counted deapr;

The joys of body, heart, and mingd,
The pleasures that she loves so well;
The grasp of friendship, warm and kind,
And love's delicious, hallewed spell.

Ard she has w®pt, that she must lie
Beneath the snow-wreaths, drifted deep,
with no fond mother stunding nigh,

To watih her in her silent sleep.

And ashe has prayed, if it might be
#ithin the reach of human s=kill,
And not averse to Heaven, that she
Might live 2 little longer still.



THE FADING FLOWER cont,

But earthly hope is gone; and now
Comes in its place a bzighter beaum,
Leaving upon her snowy brow

The impress of a heavenly dream:

That she, when her frail body yields,

And fades away to mortal eyes,
Shall burst through Heaven's eternal fields,
And bloom again--in Paradise.



