
 
             Elizabeth  Clarke  Hardy 

          Elizabeth Clarke Hardy was a poet who lived in Lima, Wisconsin (which is in 
“suburban” Durand) and also lived for a number of years in Durand, Wisconsin, 
with her niece. Elizabeth Clarke Hardy was famous in her own right, and a poem 
of hers entitled, “ The Lonely Voyage“, was read at the memorial services for two 
United States Presidents, Warren G. Harding in 1923 and Woodrow Wilson in 
1924 

Elizabeth Clarke Hardy was born March 23, 1849 in St. Lawrence County, 
New York. Her parents, Almond and Elvira Clarke farmed in the northern part of 
the state of New York. 

          At the young age of four, she and her family moved 
to the Lodi region of Wisconsin. There, she attended the 
local academy where she excelled in language arts. Her 
family loved her writings and highly praised her for them. 

 When she reached the age of seventeen, she was 
employed as a teacher. During a summer break she took a 
visit to her sister, Mrs. Prindle’s house. Her sister 
encouraged her to take a teaching job here in the school 

district. The school was near where Perry and Lucina Hardy, the parents of Clarke 
Hardy’s husband, had their farm. 

Soon after, she met her husband, Joseph Hardy, and they were married on 
February 8, 1871. She and Joseph lived on his parent’s farm near Red Cedar, 
which is six miles northeast of Durand. 

Not long after they had been living there, both of them decided they 
wanted to make it on their own and moved to Eau Claire.  Only two years later 
Joseph and Elizabeth Clarke Hardy decided to move back to the area and farm. 
The farm that they built was named Sunny Brook Place. Many artists and writers 
who came to the area painted and wrote about the farm because of its beauty 
and its prosperity. Their farm was also featured in many magazines and 
newspapers for its agriculture and livestock. 

Clarke Hardy and Joseph lived at Sunny Brook Place for forty years. During 
this time Clarke Hardy kept up her writing, which included articles, stories, and 
poems. In the 1870’s, Frank Leslie Publishing started publishing her work. Also 



during this time Joseph and Clarke Hardy adopted their niece, Grace, and three 
other boys. 

It seemed their lives were going so well until April of 1912 when Joseph had 
an appendicitis attack and died on December 4, the following year.  In 1914, 
Clarke Hardy and Grace moved to Durand. While living in Durand she wrote a 
commencement poem dedicated to Durand High School and another poem about 
the city of Durand. 

 At the age of eighty, Elizabeth Clarke Hardy died on September 6, 1929. 
This famous poet is buried in Forest Hill Cemetery. The farm where she and 
Joseph farmed is almost all gone. The only structure that remains is the lower part 
of the silo.    

A poem by Elizabeth Clarke Hardy 

Durand   
 

All girt about with circling hills 
And wooded slopes on every hand-      
Our little city of Durand 
  
So many things we all hold dear- 
Our placed river sweeping by, 
Our ancient landmarks, busy streets, 
Our church-spires pointing to the sky. 
  
And all our fine, majestic trees, 
Set by the hands of pioneers, 
They seem like old familiar friends, 
Grown dearer with the passing years. 
  
City of home where peace abides, 
And culture and good cheer abound, 
Where friendship ripened with the years, 
And hospitality are found. 
  
City where civic enterprise 
And progress marches hand in hand, 
And every year’s advancement shows 
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The public spirit of Durand. 
  
And so because we like our town, 
We’ll give the best that in us lies 
To help to put it on the map, 
To help to boost it to the skies. 
  
And this is why we all agree 
To show our love and loyalty, 
This shall be our slogan ever be, 

DURAND FOR ME! DURAND FOR ME! 
-Elizabeth Clarke Hardy- 

  

  

 

  Clarke Hardy’s home in Durand 

     On Wells Street 

 

The following poem was read at 
the memorial services after the 
death of  both President Warren 
G Harding (Left) in 1920 and in 
1924 after the death of President 
Woodrow Wilson (Right). 

 



 

  Some Time at Eve   

 Some time at eve when the tide is low, 
I shall slip my mooring and sail away, 
With no response to the friendly hail 

Of kindred craft in the busy bay. 
In the silent hush of the twilight pale, 

When the night stoops down to embrace the day, 
And the voices call in the waters’ flow- 

Some time at eve when the tide is low, 
I shall slip my mooring and sail away. 

Through the purpling shadows that darkly trail 
O’er the ebbing tide of the Unknown Sea, 

I shall fare me away, with a dip of sail 
And a ripple of waters to tell the tale 

Of a lonely voyager, sailing away 
To the Mystic Isles where at anchor lay 

The crafts of those who have sailed before 
O’er the Unknown Sea to the Unseen Shore. 

A few who have watched me sail away 
Will miss my craft from the busy bay; 

Some friendly barks that were anchored near, 
Some loving souls that my heart held dear, 

In silent sorrow will drop a tear- 
  

  

Elizabeth Clarke Hardy’s gravestone 
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