Seminar Notes
All answers should be as specific as possible, and unless otherwise stated, given from the point of view from the author. Full credit will be awarded for direct use of the primary source.

USE DIRECT QUOTES FROM THE PRIMARY MATERIAL.

APPENDIX B
Poems of Industrial America					      Carl Sandberg

A.	Quote at least 1 poem in each category. Then, explain and react to the ideas presented. Notes should be 1.5 - 2 pages in length.
B.	Answer the below question using short answer.
1.	What is the poet’s vision in each of the following areas?
a.	The city
b.	Industry and the period if industrialization
c.	Immigration and immigrants
d.	Americans in general











Poems of the American City

They Will Say
	Of my city the worst that men will ever say is this:
You took little children away from the sun and the dew,
And the glimmers that played in the grass under the great sky,
And the reckless rain; you put them between walls
To work, broken and smothered, for bread and wages,
To eat dust in their throats and die empty-hearted
For a little handful of pay on a few Saturday nights.
Limited
I am riding on a limited express, one of the crack trains of the nation.
Hurtling across the prairie into blue haze and dark air go fifteen all-steel
				coaches holding a thousand people
(All the coaches shall be scrap and rust and all the men and women
		laughing in the diners and sleepers shall pass to ashes.)
I ask a man in the smoker where he is going and he answers: “Omaha.”

Fish Crier
I  know a Jew fish crier down on Maxwell Street with a voice like a
		north wind blowing over corn stubble in January.
He dangles herring before prospective customers evincing a joy identical
		with that of Pavlowa dancing.
His face is that of a man terribly glad to be selling fish,
		terribly glad that God made fish,
		and customers to whom he may call his wares from a pushcart.

Happiness
I asked professors who teach the meaning of life to tell me what is happiness.
And I went to famous executives who boss the work of thousands of men.
They all shook their heads and gave me a smile as though I was trying to fool with them.
 And then one Sunday afternoon I wandered out along the Desplaines river
And I saw a crowd of Hungarians under the trees with their women and children and a keg of beer and an accordion.

Population Drifts
New-mown hay smell and wind of the plain made her a women whose ribs had the power       of the hills in them and her hands were tough for work and there was passion for life in her womb.
She and her man crossed the ocean and the years that marked their faces saw them haggling with landlords and grocers while six children played on the stones and prowled in the garbage cans.
One child coughed its lungs away, two more have adenoids and can neither talk nor run like their mother, one is in jail, two have jobs in a box factory.
And as they fold the pasteboard, they wonder what the wishing is and the wistful glory in them that flutters faintly when the glimmer of spring comes on the air or the green of summer turns brown:
They do not know it is the new-mown hay smell calling and the wind of the plain praying for them to come back and take hold of life again with tough hands and with passion.

Chicago
		Hog butcher for the World,
		Tool Maker,
		Stacker of Wheat,
		Player with Railroads and the Nation’s Freight Handler;
		Stormy, husky, brawling,
		City of the Big Shoulders:
They tell me you are wicked and I believe them, for I have seen your painted
		women under the gas lamps luring the farm boys.
 And they tell me you are crooked and I answer: Yes, it is true I have seen the
		gunman kill and go free to kill again.
And they tell me you are brutal and my reply is: On the faces of women and
		Children I have seen the marks of wanton hunger.
And having answered so I turn once more to those who sneer at this my city,
		And I give then back the sneer and say to them:
Come and show me another city with lifted head singing so proud to be alive
		And coarse and strong and cunning.
Flinging as a dog with tongue lapping for action, cunning as a savage pitted against
The wilderness,
		Bareheaded,
		Shoveling,
		Wrecking,
		Planning,
		Building, breaking, rebuilding,
Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with white teeth,
Under the terrible burden of density laughing as a young man laughs,
Laughing even as an ignorant fighter laughs who has never lost a battle,
Bragging and laughing that under his wrist is the pulse, and under his ribs the heart 
of the people,
				Laughing!
Laughing the stormy husky, brawling laughter of Youth, half-naked, sweating,
	Proud to be hog Butcher, Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, Player with
	Railroads and Freight Handler to the Nation 

Skyscraper
By day the skyscraper looms in the smoke and the sun and has a soul.
Prairie and valley, streets of the city pour people into it and they mingle among its twenty floors and are poured out again back to the streets, prairies and valleys.
It is the men, boys, and girls so poured in and out all day that give the building a soul of dreams and thoughts and memories.
(Dumped in the sea or fixed in a desert, who would care for the building or speak its name or ask a policeman the way to it?)

Elevators slide on their cables and tubes catch letters and parcels and iron
            pipes  carry gas and water in and sewage out.
 Wires climb with secrets, carry light, and carry words.
           and tell terrors and profits and loves- - curses
           Of  men grappling plans of business and questions
           Of women in plots of love.
Hour by hour the caissons reach down to the rock if the earth and hold the
              Building to a turning planet.
Hour by hour the girders play as ribs and reach out and hold together the 
               Stone wall and floors.
Hour by hour the hand of the mason and the stuff of the mortar clinch the
              Pieces and parts to the shape an architect voted.
Hour by hour the sun and the rain, the air and the rust,
              And the press of time running into centuries,
              Play on the building inside and out and use it.

Men who sunk the pilings and mixed the mortar are laid in graves where the
               Wind whistles a wild song without words.
And so are men who strung the wires and fixed the pipes and tubes and those
            who saw it rise floor by floor.

Mamie
Mamie beat her head against the bars of a little Indiana town and dreamed of
		Romance and big things off somewhere the way the railroad trains all ran.
She could see the smoke of the engines get lost down where the streaks of steel
		Flashed in the sun and when the newspapers came in the morning mail
		She knew there was a big Chicago far off, where all the trains ran.
She got tired of the barbershop boys and the post office chatter and the
		Church gossip and the old pieces the band played on the Fourth of July
		And Decoration Day.
And sobbed at her fate and beat her head against the bars and was going to
		Kill herself.
When the thought came to her that if she was going to die she might as well
		Die struggling for a clutch of romance among the streets of Chicago.
She has a job now at six dollars a week in the basement of the Boston Store
And even now she beats her head against the bars in the same old way and
		Wonders if there is a bigger place the railroads run to from Chicago
		Where maybe there is
			Romance
			And big things
			And real dreams that never go smash.    














