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Introduction 

I Tll l :'\K I sho uld carceh· trouble the reader -with a 
!-' pe ia l a ppeal 111 behalf of th i. book, if it had not 
sp cia ll ' a ppealed to me for rca on apart from the 
author's race, orig in, and condition. T he world is too 
o ld no w, a nd I find my elf too much of its mood, to care 
for the work of a poet becau e he is black, because his 
fa ther a nd mother were la \·e , because he was, before 
a nd after he began to write po ms , a n elevator-boy. 
These fact would certa inly attract me to him as a ma n, 
if I knew him to ha \·e a li terary a mbitio n, but when it 
came to hi lite ra ry art, I mu~ t judge it irrespective of 
these facts, a nd enjoy or endure it for what it was in 
itself. 

It seems to me tha t this was my experience with the 
poetry o f Pa ul Laurence Dunbar when I found it in 
a nother form, and in justice to him I cannot wish that it 
sho uld be otherwise with hi reader here. S till, it will 
legitima tely interest those who like to know the causes, 
or, if these may not be known, the sources, of things, to 
learn tha t the father a nd mother of the first poet of his 
race in o ur la ng uage were negToes without admixture of 
white blood. The fat llf'r escaped from slaYery in Ken
tucky to freedom in Cana da, while there was still no hope 
of freedom otherwise ; but the mother was freed by the 
events of the civ il wa r, a nd came North to Ohio, where 
their son was born at Dayton, a nd g rew up with such 
chances and mischances for m ental training as every-

13 
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where befa ll the children of th <' pnor. H e ha~ told nl<' 
tha t his fa ther picked up the trade of a plasterer, and 
when he had taug ht himself to read, 10\·ed chie fl y to read 
his to ry. T he boy's mother sha red his passion for lit era
ture, with a specia l love of poetry, a nd afte r the fath er 
died she struggled on in more tha n the pon ·n y she had 
sha red with him. She could value the faculty which her son 
showed first in prose sketches a nd a ttempt a t fiction, and 
s he was proud of the pra ise and kindness th 'Y won him 
a mong the people of the town, where he has never been 
without the warmest a nd kindest fri ends. 

In fact, from every part of O hio a nd from severa l cities 
of the a djo ining States, there came lette rs in cordia l a p
precia tion of the critical recognition which it was my 
pleasure no less than my d uty to offe r Paul Dunba r's 
work in another place. It seemed to me a happy omen 
for him tha t so many people who had known him, or 
known of him, were g lad of a stranger's good word ; a nd 
it was gratifying to see that at home he was esteemed for 
the things he had done ra ther than because as the son of 
negro slaves he had done them. If a prophet is often 
without honor in his own country, it surely is nothing 
against him when he has it. In this case it deprived me 
of the glory of a discoverer ; but tha t is sometimes a ba r
ren joy, and I a m a lways willing to forego it. 

What struck me in reading Mr. Dunbar's poetry was 
what had already struck his fri ends in Ohio a nd Indiana, 
in Kentucky a nd Illinois. They had felt, as I felt, tha t 
however gifted his race had proven itself in music, in 
oratory, in several of the other arts, here was the firs t in
stance of an American negro who had evinced inna te dis
tinction in literature. In my criticism of his book I had 
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a lleged Dumas in France, and 1 had forgetfully failed to 
allege the far greater Pushkin in Russia; but these were 
both mu lattoes, who mig ht have been supposed to derive 
their qua lities from white blood vastly more artistic than 
our , a nd who were the creatures o f a n en,·ironment more 
fa ,·orable to the ir literary d e ,·e lopment. S o fa r as I 
could reme mbe r, Paul Dunbar was the only ma n of pure 
African blood a nd of American civilization to feel the 
negro li fe GestheticaJly a nd express it lyrical ly . 1t seemed 
to me that this had come to its most modern conscious
ness in him, and that his brill ia nt and unique achieveme nt 
was to have studied the Ame rican negro objectively, a nd 
to have represented him as he found him to be, with 
hu mor, wi th sympathy, a nd ·et with wha t the reader 
must ins t inctively feel t be entire truthfulne s. I said 
tha t a race which had c me to this effect in any member 
o f it, had attained civ ilizatio n in h im, and I permitted my
self the imagina tive prophecy that the hostili ties and the 
prejud ices which ha d so long constrained his race were 
d estined to vanish in the arts; tha t these were to be the 
fina l proof tha t God had made o f o ne blood a ll na t io ns 
of me n. I thoug ht his merits positive a nd no t com par
ative ; a nd I held that if his black poems had been writ
ten by a white man, I s ho uld not h:Jx found them less 
admira ble. I accepted them as a n evidence of the essen
tia l unity o f the huma n race, wh ich does no t think or feel 
blac k in o ne a nd white in another, but humanlv in a ll. 

Yet it ·appea red to me then, a nd it appears t-o me now, 
that there is a precious diffe rence of tempera ment be
tween the races which it would be a g-reat pity ever to 
lose, and that this is best p reserved a nd most cha rmin gly 
suggested by Mr. Dunbar in those pieces of h is w here he 
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studies the moods and traits of his race in its own accent 
of o ur English. W e call such pieces dia lect pieces fo r 
want of som e closer phrase, but they are rea lly not dia 
lect so much as de lig htful personal a ttc:mpts and fail ures 
for the written and spoken language. In nothing is his 
essentia lly refined and delicate a rt so well s ho wn a:-. in 
these pieces, whic h, as I ventured tu say, d escribe the 
range between appetite a nd e motio n, with certa in lifts far 
beyond a nd above it, which is the range of the race. H e 
reveals in these a finely ironical perception of the negro's 
limitations, with a tenderness for them whic h I thin k so 
very rare as to be a lmost quite new. I s ho uld say, per
haps, tha t it was this humorous quality which Mr. Dun
bar had added to o ur litera ture, a nd it would be this 
which would m ost distinguish him, now a nd hereafter. 
It is something tha t one feels in nearly all the d ia lect 
pieces ; and I hope that in the present collection he has 
kept a ll of these in his earlier volume, and a dded o th ers 
to them. But the contents of this book a re wholly of his 
own choosing, a nd I do not know ho w much or little he 
may have preferred the poems in litera ry English. Some 
of these I thought very good, and even more than very 
good, but not distinctively his contribution to the body of 
America n poetry. What I mean is tha t several people 
might have written them; but I do not know any one 
else at present who could quite have written the dialect 
pieces. These are divina tions and reports of what passes 
in the hearts and minds of a lowly people whose poetry 
had hitherto been inarticulately expressed in music, but 
now finds, for the first time in our tongue, literary inter
pretation of a very artistic completeness. 

I say the event is interesting, but how important it 
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sha ll be can be determined on ly by Mr. Dunbar's future 
performance. I cannot undertake to prophesy concern
ing this; but if he sho uld do nothing more tha n he has 
done, I s hould feel that he had made the strongest claim 
for the negro in Eng lish li terature that the negro has yet 
made. H e has at least produced something that, how
ever '""e may critically disagree about it, we cannot well 
refuse to enjoy; in more than one piece he has produced 
a work of art. 

W. D. HOWELLS. 
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Foreword 

I N preparing this biogra phy of Pa ul Laurence Dunbar 
for his publishers, his biographer was greatly helped and 
encouraged by many persons who kne''' a nd loved him. 
Among those to whom special thanks are due are the poet's 
mother, Mrs. Matilda Dunbar of Dayton, and his friends, 
Dr. H . A. T obey, Mr. Charles Tha tcher , Mayor Brand 
Whitlock, and Mr. Cha rles Cottrill of Toledo. 

Ma ny letters of inquiry were written, a nd in almost 
every case prompt and helpful replies receiYed. The 
other facts g i' en or anecdotes told were found in letters 
"ritten in the poet's O\Yn ha nd to intima te friends. 

It has been the steadfast purpose of his biographer to 
give to the world only such da ta as could be established 
in fact, and if she has failed in a ny instance the error was 
of the head and not the heart. 

It would have been a pleasant thing to hav_e reproduced 
all the appreciative letters that came in connection with 
the writing of this biography, but as that would have been 
impossible, it has seemed well to quote from two of the 
many. 

Having been told tha t upon one occasion, President 
.Roosevelt had said, in speaking of Mr. Dunbar: 

" I like that young man, though I do not agree with 
his philosophy," a letter was addressed by Mr. Dunbar's 
biographer to the President. In response to this inquiry 
Mr. Roosevelt wrote as follows : 

19 
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Oyster B ay, L /. , .·J 1t.t;1tsl 2 , 1906. 
i\ l Y DEAR M RS. W!GGl.':S: 

l have your letter of the 27 th. \\' hile I o nly had 
the p leasure of meeting ~ l r. D unbar oncl' or twice, I was 
a great admirer o f his poetry a nd his prose. 

I do not bclien ; l e\·er spoke.· such a sentence as tha t 
you q uote in reference to him. I had been struck by the 
a rtistic merit of his work , a nd had not thoug ht of what 
you spea k o f as its "philosophy., sa\·c in the . e11sc that 
a ll really artis tic \\·ork has a phi losophy of a pplica tion to 
the entire huma n race. 

S incerely yours, 
TH EODORE R oosE\ "EL T. 

H ?-ving observed by newspa per report!'> that i\1 r. Ja mes 
Lane Allen was a fri end of th e black poet's, thoug h a 
man of southern birth, a letter was sent him by ~ ! r. Dun
ba r's biog ra pher. His reply is beautifully cha racteris tic, 
a nd the parag ra ph which he generously sends for use in 
the Life is quoted verbatim here -

" I think that Pa ul La urence Dunba r reached, in some 
of his poems, the hig hest level tha t his race has yet at
tained in lyric form, a nd feeling : a nd if it can be of serv
.ice to you to make use of this op inion, it is g ladly at your 
service."-} AMES LANE ALLEN. 

By a ll races and under a ll skies the poems of Paul 
Laurence Dunbar a re being read, a nd a decade later the 
world will have learned to know, better tha n it does now, 
the loss it sustained when the greatest poet of his race, 
and one of the g reatest of any race, passed into the 
si~ence and dropped the veil. 

T o his hiogra pher, wh o visited him many times, during 
the last two years of his life, the fri endship of such a ma n 

Copyrii;rht, 1003, by C. )[. Be ll P h oto Co. 

PRESIDENT THEODORE ROOSE"\-ELT 

"'ho was a great admi re r of l\Ir. Dunbar's literary productions, 
and who was a persona l fri end of t he poet. 

,, 
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Who being the A me rica n A mbassador to E ngland a t th e t im e 
of Mr. D unbar's vis it to L o nd on, raid him ma rked a ttP.ntio n, 
and arra nged a n enterta inm ent at which Mr. Dunba r r ecit ed 
his poems before a hig hly inte llectual a nd cultured a ud ie nce. 

FORE\\ ORD 23 

meant more than mere prose may tell. Afte r a visit to 
the poet, \\'hen he was particularly cheerful and full of 
hope, t hese line " wrote themseh·es down " as a slight 
appreciation o f the priv ileg e o f cal ling on Paul Laurence 
Dunbar. 

l come from the home: of a µuc:t, 
\\"ho wove me, with exquisite art, 

A cloak of the threads of his fanc y -
Ri ch ' broideretl with flowers of the heart. 

Oh, wonderful cloak that he wove me, 
For, under its magical spell, 

I heard in the lilt of a linnet 
An an them of in fi nite swell. 

I sat 'mid the fragrance of roses, 
Tho' never a rose blossomed there, 

And perfume of jasmine flowers mingled 
With violet scents in the air. 

Life's lowly were l:i.ureled with verses, 
And sceptred were honor and worth, 

While cabins became, through the poet, 
F air homes of the lords of the earth. 

The plane, where life's humble ones labor 
In sorrow and sad ness untold , 

Shone fo rth in my eyes' q uickened vision, 
A field of the fabric of gold. 

With sorrow, blest cloak, I relinquished 
Thy influence, sweet and ideal, 

For a world where the R eal is called 11 fancy," 
And fancied things only are 11 real." 

- Lida Keck Wiggins. 
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PART I 

Life of Paul Laurence Dunbar 

CHAPTER I 

BI RTH AND PARENTAGE 

AT Dayton, O hio, in the year 1871, Mrs. Matilda 
Murphy, a n ex-slave, was married to Joshua Dunbar, 
who, having escaped to Ca nada before the war, had later 
enl isted in the F ifty-fi fth Massachusetts Infantry, a nd was, 
at the t ime of his marriage, an old ma n. Neither Joshua 
Dunbar nor his 'vife could read or write, but both had ardent 
a mbitions to k now more of the world and of the achieve
ments of their fellow men. Matilda D unbar's master was 
a cultured gentlema n of Lexington, Kentucky, and as a 
little g irl, she was allowed to sit at his feet and listen as 
he read a loud to his wife from the great writers. Espe
cially was she delig hted when he read poetry-the music 
of it, the rhythm and the imagery fired her imagina tion 
a nd left a n unfading impression upon her mind. It was 
a lways with r~gret a nd sometimes with a hidden tea r tha t 
little Matilda left her seat on the floor at her master' s knee 
a nd retired to bed. She da red not express a wish to re
main-she was only a slave child and was not expected _ 
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to ha ve opinions of her own. D uri ng her g irlhood a nd 
evt:n a fter sh<? went to Dayton, Oh io, and married her 
firs t hus ba nd, Mr. l\l urphy, s he st ill lm·ecl tu lwar n~rses 

read a nd was a very capable judge of the meri ts of a 
metrical composition. After her ma rriage wi th J o~h ua 

Dun bar, she learned from school-child ren, whom s he coaxed 
in to her humble home, the co\·eted le tte rs of th e a lph a 
bet. One by one she mastered them, a nd th n bega n 
spelling out words, a nd fi na lly sentences. H er husba nd, 
a lthoug h well advanced in years, ta ug ht hi mself read ing-, 
and a fte r long hours spent a t h is t rade, which was that of 
a plas terer, he read universal his tory a nd biogra phy. 

In 18 72 this pair became the pa rents of a boy ba by. 
When the momentous quest ion of " na ming the baby " 
came to be discussed , Mr. D un ba r insisted that th e ch ild 
be called Paul. His young wi fe thoug ht the na m loo 
" old-fashioned" for a ba by. Mr. Dun ba r had a qua int 
and forma l ma nner of addressing his wife, a nd upon this 
occasion sa id : 

" Matilda Mada m, don' t you know that the Bible says 
Pa ul was a grea t ma n ? This child will be g reat some 
day and do you honor." 

Thus the question was settled, a nd the child was chris
tened Pa ul La urence, the La urence being in complim ent 
to a Dayton friend. The father of Pa ul Dun ba r p roved 
a prophet. The boy was a genius. At as early a n age 
as seven years he wrote his first bit of verse. It was a 
child's poem and naturally expressed childish sentiment, 
but even then the flickerings of a g reat talent were a p
parent. There had to be a beginning , and to those who 
view this short life from first to last it would a lmost seem 
that the young poet knew his work must be done quickly , 

• 

MR S. MA T I L DA D UNBAR 

The poet's m ot he r , who as a child was held in s laver y. 
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PRESIDENT WILLIAM McKINLEY 

Who conferred on Mr. Du nbar the hono r o f a commissio n to 
act as aide with ra nk of Colonel in his ina ug ural parade. 
Mr. Dunbar accepted the invitation a nd rode in the p rocession. 

• 

• 
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as the ti me was short. His soul was old when his body 
came into the. world. 

At school, Paul Dunbar was a diligent pupil, his fa
\ o rite stud ies being spelling, grammar and literature. It 
is to the e\·erlasting cred it of his teachers that they en
couraged him in his writi ng, and praised the little poems 
which he carried to them in a bashful way. Percha nce if 
they had been indifferent to these early attempts, the shrink
in g lad would never have had courage to go fo rward. 
Timidity a nd m odesty marked his bearing through life. 

\IV hen in hig h school he edited Tile .1-fig!t. c/100 / Times, 
a monthly publication issued by the pupils of the Steele 
Hig h School. This work was done with so much tact 
and e \·inced such extraordinary talent tha t m a ny a n older 
head predicted the boy's future reno"·n . 

In 189 r he g rad uated from the high school with hon
ors, and the class song composed by him was sung a t the 
commencement exercises. 

Commencement meant to Paul Dunbar the beginning of 
his hard struggle for existence. His father having died in 
1884, it devolved upon the boy to support his mother. 
It is d oubtfu l if in a ll history a child " ·ere ever more faith
ful a nd loyal to a mother than this young poet. \i\lhile 
yet in school he ha d ass i.sted her in her humble tasks as 
a washerwoma n, a nd carried home the clothes to her 
pa trons. H e did odd jobs about hote ls a nd other places, 
and was a lways wi lling a nd eager to lend a he lpful ha nd. 
His graduation over, Dunba r soug ht regula r work. H av
ing obtained an education, he quite naturally hoped for 
better things than mere menial employment. H e was 
destined to meet wjth dis::i.ppointment. On every ha nd 
his color told agains t him. a nd at last in sheer despair, 
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he was compelled to acce pt a position as elevator boy in 
the Calla ha n Building at Dayton. Here he earned four 
dollars a week, upon which to s upport his mother and 
himself. Many a young man, possessing such a sensi
tive soul, would ha,·e recoiled fro m so hum ble an occu
pation. Not so with th is budding genius. \ \'ith bra,·e 
hear t he set about his task, determ ined to gain recogni
tion la ter. There were fe w fl owers in his path and ma ny 
cruel thorns. H e gathered the roses, inhaled their fra
g rance, a nd immo rtalized their beauty in verse, a nd th e 
tho.-ns he bore bravely as a part of huma n life. Thus 
he learned early to be a phi losopher, a nd in consequence 
a g reat poet. Every moment that could be snatched 
from his busy hours was utilized in impro,· ing his bri lliant 
mind. His soul, a ttuned to the infinite music whic h is e,·er 
to be heard even a mong most unfavorable surroundings, 
detected a melody in the g rating of the elevator cables 
a nd the thud of the car as it stopped for passengers. 
The people he served were of lively interest to the lad, 
and into very ordinary faces his artis tic mind pa in ted un
guessed nobi lity and beauty. His humble home, his dea r 
moth er a nd his beloved black people fo rmed the a ll
sufficient inspiration for his earlier dialect poems. Many 
of these were stories told by his mother, as the family 
sat before the fire on winter nig hts, but he a lways added 
a touch of qua int philosophy, or a breath of pathos 
which lifted them above the level of folk-lore and gav~ 
them a dig nity a nd depth which were a ll his own. The 
bes.t things he wrote ~ n those early days were the poems 
':h1ch were couched m classic E ng lish, a nd the produc
tion of such verses proved far more than his dia lect the 
remarkable scope of his mentality. 
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ln 1892, when the Western A.ssociation of \Vriters met 
at Dayton, Mrs. Truesda le, one of Dunbar's former 
teachers, brought about an im·itation for him to deliver 
the address o f welcome. The printed p rog ram did not 
contain the name of the person who was to giYe the 
add ress, but at the appointed hour, haY ing secured a 
limited leave of absence from his ele,·ator, young Dunbar 
went to the ha ll. H e entei·ed as a shadow, walked grace
fully down the a isle, and mounted the ro trum. He was 
introduced to the audience by Dr. John Clark Ridpath 
and delivered the " welcome " in metrical form, written 
in the best of English a nd fu ll of ha unting melody. His 
ma nner of reading was almost as wonderful as his com
position, and the cultured audience was ~elighted a nd 
amazed. As quickly as he came he disappeared, a nd 
hurried back to h is work. The members of the associ
atio~ were convinced tha t they had been listening .. o a 
genius; a nd ma ny inquiries were made concerning the 
lad. H e was later made a member of the Association. 

The fo llowing day Dr. Ja mes Newton Matthews, Mr. 
Will Pfrimmer and Dr. Ridpath went to the Callaha n 
Building a nd soug ht him out. They found him at his 
post of duty a nd by his s ide in the elevator were a late • 
copy of the Century llagaziue, a lexicon, a scratch tablet 
and a pencil. Dunba r, writing to a friend of this meet
ing said : 

"My embarrassment was terrible. In the midst of a 
sentence, perhaps, a ring would come from the top of the _ 
building for the elevator, a nd I would haYe to excuse 
myself and run up after passengers." 

Dr. Ma tthews questioned Dunbar concerning his life 
' a nd secured copies of a number of his poems. A few 
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weeks later he wrote a press-le tte r about the young poet 
a nd quo ted these poems. Th is le tte r was published in 
many of the lead ing ne wspapers in .America a nd Engla nd. 
A copy of it fe ll into the ha nds of James \ i\lh itcomb 
Riley, who a fter read ing the ver e , wrote th young poet 
a lette r in which he called him " hi chi rp ing fri end," and 
pra ised his work, pa rticu la rly the o ne entitl d " Dro wsy 
Day." This lette r was one of Dunbar's treasure a nd 
he kept it a ll his life. 

I 

CHAPTER II 

" OAK AND l\IY" 

THE years 1892 a nd 1893 were m em orable in the life 
of Pa ul La urence Dunba r. Encouraged by a number of 
men, who promised to su pply financial support, the 
young ma n began to have ambitions to publish a book 
of his poems. One evening, a fte r a hard day on the 
elevato r, he went to his hom e., and said to his mother : 

"Ma , where are those pa p ers 1 asked you to sa,·e fo r 
me? 11 The "papers" to which he referred \Tere ma n
uscript a nd news paper copies of his poems. His m other, 
having but li ttle room in their t iny home, utilized the 
ki tchen for dining-room as well, and on the table in the 
middle room, Paul had piled his papers during the y ears 
of hig h school. His mother a llowed the pile to grow, 
thoug h she did no t know that it conta ined his manu: 
scripts, a nd thoug ht that the papers to ,-vhich he referred 
were his bota ny sheets a nd things of tha t kind. Fina lly, 
being criticised by her ne ig hbors for a llowing such a 
stack of papers to lie on her ta ble, she gathered them 
all together, and put them in a la rge box under the old 
fashioned "safe," in her kitchen. So, when her son cam e 
home tha t pa rticula r evening a nd asked a nxiously for his 
" pa pers," she said : 

"They're out there under the safe." 
Dunbar selected from the pile a little bundle, which he 

carried away with him next morning, saying, "Mel, I 'm 
going to publish a book." 

33 
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H e went to the office of the United Brethren Publish
ing H ouse a nd unfulded hb p la ns to the age nt of that 
institution. His "f ri <..:nds " who had promised financia l 
backing, had la ughed at him when he ask d them to 
ma ke their word good, so he had to approach the pub
lisher empty-handed. H ere again he m t with disa p
pointment. They would not "Lake the ri~k," a nd unless 
he could secure $ 125.00 to pay fo r the books they would 
not undertake their publication. O n hundred a nd 
twenty-fffe dollars I They might as well ha \·e asked for 
a thousand. Poor Dunbar, unable to conceal his disap
pointment, was leaving the house with a sad counten.a~ce , 
wholly discouraged . At this juncture, i\ lr. \i\ 1ll1a m 
Blacher, the business ma nager o f the concern, noticin g 
his disheartened a ppeara nce, called him to his desk a nd 

said: 
" Wha t' s the matter, Paul ?" 
"Oh, I wa nted to have a volume o f poems printed, 

but the house can' t trust me, a nd I can never get $ 125.00 

to pay for it in adva nce."· 
Mr. Blacher's hea rt was touched. H e knew the boy, 

a nd apprecia ted him. He had read his verses, and 
knew tha t they were " real poems," truly inspired. H e 
told young Dunbar that he would s ta nd between him a nd 
the house for the amount required, a nd tha t the book 
would be published for the Christmas h9 lidays. 

The boy's brig ht face was aglow with happiness when 
he reached his mother's home tha t nig ht, and there were 
tears of joy in his eyes when he said: 

"Oh, ma, they're going to print my book." 
Severa l weeks later, one snowy morning, there came 

a rap at the door of the Dunbar home. Mrs. Dunbar, 
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wiping her hands free of s u<ls on her apron, o pened the 
door. A man stood outside with a larg e package o f 
books fo r " L\lr. Paul Dunbar." 

•· These a re a few of Mr. Dunbar's books," he said. 
" And, by the way, what is this Dunbar i' l s he a doctor, 
a lawyer, a preache r, o r what ( .. 

His m other mod ·stly re pl ied- " \ i\/ho ? Paul? \IVhy 
Paul is just a n elevator boy, a nd a-poet." 

In less than two ,,. eks after the a ppeara nce o f the 
little volume which was entitled .. Oak a nd Ivy Poems," 
Paul Dunba r again approached the desk of :Mr. Blache r. 
This time he walked with a confident tread , and reaching 
into his pocket, proJuced the exac t amou nt of his indebt
edness, one hund red a nd twenty-five dollars I The boy 
had sold enoug h books while g ing up and down in his 
elevator to pay fo r the whole edition I 

Soon a fter this Judge Dustin, of the Common Pleas 
Court, became interested in the lad, and gave him a po
sition as page at the Day ton Court House. H e a lso 
gave Dunbar a chance to read la w. 

About this time, a review o f his book, " Oak a nd Ivy," 
appeared in the Toledo Blade, and severa l of his poems 
were reproduced. Amon g these was his" Drowsy Day." 
This article a nd the poems attracted the attention of Mr. 
Charles Thatcher, a rising attorney of T oledo, who 
wrote to Dunbar, asking him to send a copy o f "Oak 
a nd Ivy," and to tell him something o f his life. Mr. 
Dunbar answered this letter from Richmond, India na, 
where he had -been invited by one of the most prominent 
ladies of that city ,. to come and read a poem at a church 
social. H e said tha t there was very little to tell of his 
early life, as it had been uneventful, and that he had been 
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running a n elevator in Dayton at $4.oo per week, and 
out of his earnings attempting to support himsE.:lf and 
his wido\\'ed mother, and to pay for the little home which 
he had bought th rough the building and loan association, 
but that the bulk of his payments went for in terest. H e 
also said tha t he e::x pected to go to Detroit in the near 
future, as a fri end was trying to a rrange a read ing for 
him there. Mr. Thatcher answered the le tter immedi
ately, a nd asked hi m to stop off at T oledo on his way to 
Detroit, as he wis hed to meet him personally. 

April 15, 1893, Dunbar went to T o ledo, on his way 
to D etroit, a nd called at the office of the a tto rney, who 
was immediately impressed with his gentlemanly bearing 
and with his desire to secure a n ed ucatio n. 

Mr. Thatcher was impressed by the earnes t expression 
of the young ma n's face, and with his evident honesty of 
purpose. After considera ble conversation, he. suggested 
to Dunba r that he mig ht secure severa l gentlemen to join 
him a nd a rra nge to loan him a n a mo unt each year, 
necessary to meet his expenses while in college: a nd 
that if this were done, he could g ive his note to each per
son who advanced money, with a view to paying the 
sum when he was able. H e placed the matter be
fore Dunbar as a business proposition , a nd not in the 
lig ht of charity. The poet did not hesitate a m oment. 
H e promptly declined the offer, saying with admirable 
pride, a lthough with due apprecia tion of his friend's 
kindness: 

" I feel that I can accomplish it a lone, a nd very much 
prefer to do so, if I am able." 

H e went to Detroit, a nd gave readings, which add ed 
to his reputation as a reader and a poet. While there he 
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received a te legram from Mr. Thatcher to come back by 
way o f Toledo, and to be prepared to recite fo r the \ i\Test 
End Club the fo llowing \\ edne day evening . Dunbar 
wrote his new patron, thanking him, and saying: •· I 
a m studying hard fo r \ Ved nesday night, and ho pe I sha ll 
please the m embers o f the \\ est End Club." This club 
had be~n recently organized and once a week some per
son delivered a lecture or a paper. That nig ht it so hap
pened that Dr. \ V. C. Cha pman, of Toledo, who had 
lately re turned from a trip South, \\'as on the program 
fo r a paper. Its title was " The Negro in the South." 
The docto 1~ d id not know that Dunbar was to appear 
la ter, nor did he know that he was in the a udience. H e 
indul~ed in severe criticisms o f the negro, accusing him 
of lazmess, but added tha t there were noted e.\:ceptions to 
the rule, a nd referred to Paul La urence D unbar. When 
a little la ter, it was a nnounced tha t " Paul La urence Du~~ 
~ar" ,~vould " favor the club with several orig inal selec
t10ns, the d octor was covered with embarrassment. The 
young black ma n rose with dig nity and said: 

" I will g ive you one number which I had not intended 
reciting when I came : it is entitled 'An Ode to Ethi-
opia.' " , 

o.ne would have thoug ht tha t he was a lawyer de
fendmg a ma n for his li fe. H e seemed to feel that a n a t
tack ha d been mad e upon his race a nd that he was its 
sole defender. The zeal a nd ardor with which he recited 
showed tha t his soul was in the theme. His eyes 
flashed, his white teeth g leamed, and his whole person 
was a-tremble with emotion. After the recital he said to 
Mr. Thatcher: 

" I do not know but tha t I showed too much spirit in 
s 
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rendering 'An Ode to Ethiupia ,' but l could not 

help it." 
All who heard him that nig ht were impressed with his 

genius, a nd touched by th e:: fact tha t a boy o f twe nty had 
taken up the fight to defe nd a race numbering mo re than 
six millions. Of hi mself he might well have been s peak
ing when, in the last stanza of the Ode, he c ried : 

11 Go on and up ! Our souls and eyes 
Shall follow thy con tin uous rise : 

Our cars sha ll list th y story 
F rom ba rd s who from thy root sha ll spring 
And proudly tune their lyres to sing 

Of Ethiopia 's g lory ." 

CHAPTER III 

THE WORLD'S FA! R- " A •SPECIAL PROVIDENCE'" 

AT the opening o f the \ i\lorld's Columbian Exposition 
a n opportunity came for young Dunbar to go to Chicago. 
At first he hesitated, not wish ing to leave his mother 
a lone. Mrs. Dunbar, feeling tha t the fair would be a n 
education in itself for her boy, insisted upon his going. -
When a ll was in readiness, and the hour had come to say 
good-bye, he lea ned on the mantelpiece a nd sobbed like 
a child, saying : 

11 Oh, ma, I don't want to go-it is such a wicked city' : 
I know I sha ll lea rn a g reat deal but I' m a fra id to ven
ture. I don' t want to go." 

His mother, choking down her own tears, talked to her 
son, and fina lly overca me his mood. H e went to Chi-

. cago, a nd a fter several unsuccessful attempts to obta in 
suitable employment, he was g iven a position by H on. 
Fred Douglass, then in cha rg e of the exhibit from 
H ayti. For this \York l\1 r. Douglass paid Paul Dunba r 
$5.00 a· week, out of his own pocket. After a while Dun
bar sent for his mother, who, a lways willing to follow her 
son, went to him. She was not too proud to work, a nd 
so did lig ht housekeeping fo r a family there, thus ma king 
a bit of a home for her beloved child. 

On "Colored Folks' Day" at the fair, Paul La urence 
Dunbar was called upon to render several 11 selections," 
before thousands of his own people. The verses were 
greatly appreciated, but when it was announced, by an 

39 
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Episcopal clergyma n from W ashington, 0 . C., tha t t he 
compositions were o rig ina l, the a ppla use was deafe ning . 
Fred Douglass, in speaking to a n acqua intance ahour 
the young poet, during the time he was employed at the 
Haytian building, said : 

IC I regard Paul Dunbar as the most promis ing youn g-
colored man in America." 

How much the young poet a ppreciated the fri e nds hip 
of the elder man may be learned by his beautiful tri bute 
to him at the time of his death. The last sta nza, \\'h ich 
reads·as follows, is cha racteristic: 

IC Oh, Douglass, thou ~ast. p~se~ bey
1
ond the shore, 

But still thy voice 1s nnging o er the gale ! 
Thou'st taught thy race how high her hopes may soar, 

And bade her seek the heights, nor fai l. 
She will not fail, she heeds thy stirri ng cry, 
She knows th y guard ian spi ri t will ~~ n igh, 
Anci rising from beneath the chast nmg rod, 
She ~tretches out her bleeding hands to God ! '' 

After the fair, Mr. Dunbar and his mother returned to 
Dayton. Finding that it w.ould be im possible to earn 
sufficient fund s fo r a college course, the young m a n re-

" luctantly wrote his Toledo friend, Mr. Thatcher, saying 
that he would reconsider his original decision, and accept 
the loan which had been offered him. The young a t
torney was quite willing to fulfil his part of the promise, 
but the other men, who had given their word, now had 
excuses to offer, and the project fai led to materialize. 
This was a heart-breaking blow to poor Paul D unbar, 
but he bore it bravely with indomitable will and m ore 
tQ.an human courage. 

/ 
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Very soon afte r this, he \\'as a pproached b) a man who 
cla imed to be organizing a " Black Jenny Lind Concert 
Compa ny," and who ma de the poet a n offer to go "· ith 
him as his reader. Heart and soul the young ma n went 
to \\'Ork, writing new poems, committing others to mem
ory, and prepa ring himself thoroug hly in every way. 
But, just ten days before he \Yas to ha ,·e started o n the 
road, he received word that the "compa ny" had dis
banded, and tha t his services would not be needed. 
Poor Dunbar was a lmost frantic : winter was a pproa ch
ing : he had no funds with which to buy food a nd fuel : 
his clothing and that of his mother was insufficient, and 
he had g iven up every thing in the way of work to go 
with the " Jenny Lind " organization. A call cam e to go 
to Detroit to g ive a reading , and this he did, but the 
affaii: proved to be one g iven fo r IC cha rity ," a nd Dunbar, 
poorer tha n any for whom the recita l was g iven, was 
expected to g ive his services gratis. Thus impoverished 
he was compelled to write again to T oledo. This time, 
doubtless with a breaking heart, he wrote to Mr. Thatcher : 
"Could some of the money which was offered for my 
college course be sent m e to relieve present embarrass
ments? I have no funds and no work, a nd a for~closure 
is threatened on the little home I have been paying for 
throug h the Building & Loan Associa tion." 

The appeal \Yas not in vain : the money was sent, and 
the home saved. The relief, ho wever, being only tem
porary, the boy poet soon g rew despera te and wrote to a 
friend under da te of November 7th, I 894 : 

"There is only one thing left to be done, and I am too 
big a coward to do that." Small wonder tha t thoughts 
of suicide should come to this sensitive soul when every 
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avenue of honest pursuit was closed against him. 
Truly -

"Every door is ba rred with gold, 
And opens but to golden keys," 

and poor Paul Dunbar d idn't have the keys-and i11 ad
dition to tha t he was a negro ! Twice burdt:nc cJ ind 'e d 
is he who carries upon his shou lders the luad uf poverty 
and the stigma of race prejud ice. 

In the fall or winter of 1893, Miss la ry R eeve o f 
Dayton,- a woman of ra re intell ectual ity, who revie wed 
books for magazines, went to Toledo to be the g uest of 
Dr. and Mrs. H . A. Tobey at the T oledo tate H osp ita l. 
Dr. Tobey was a t that time superintendent of the ins ti
tution, a nd is one of America's g reatest experts 0 11 

insanity. H e is a man of broad mi nd, universal sy m pa
thies and decidedly democrat ic ideals. Miss Reeve and 
he discussed many of the vital problems of the day, a nd 
upon one occasion the doctor said. that the only q uestion 
he ever asked about a ny person was: " \iVhat is the re 
in the ind ividua l, regardless of creed, na tiona li ty or race." 
His companion replied : 

" I suspect then tha t you would be in te rested in a 
negro boy we have down in Dayton. I don't kno w 
much of him myself, but my s ister, Mrs. Conover (this 
is the Mrs. F rank Conover to whom Mr. D un bar a fte r
wards dedicated his collection of poems entitled " Ly rics 
of Sunshine .a nd S hadow " ) says he has written some 
very wonderful things." 

" I would not be interested in him," _replied the docto r, 
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" because he is a negro : I would only be interested in 
him for wha t he is." 

r\ little later ~Iiss Reeve sent the doctor a copy of 
Dunba r's firs t book, '!Oak and h y." H e read the li ttle 
poems casua lly, no t gi,· ing them much thought, and was 
no t e pecia lly impressed. H e went to Dayton a few 
months lat r, howe\·e r, a nd while there inquired about 
Pau l Lauren Dunba r. H e heard of his obscure o rigin, 
hi .5 hardships and his hopeless condition. H e a lso 
le:irned that the boy had been faithfu lly he lping his 
mother in her humble tasks as a la undress : that he had 
g raduated from high school: had held a position as e le
Ya tor boy, and that he had ambitions to study la w. All 
this appealed to D r. Tobey. His . sympathies were en
listed for the boy because he was making such a noble 
struggle. \ Vhen he re turned home he soug ht again the 
little volu me," Oak a nd Ivy,' and this time, being in 
closer touch with its au thor, he sa'v new beauty in the 
lines. Severa l of the poems he read over and over, each 
time finding greater depths and truths a lmost sublime. 
F ina lly, one S unday evening, a fter going over the book 
once more, he wrote a letter to the a uthor, enclosing a 
sum of money, and asking that the number of books for 
which the a mount would pay be sent him, as he wished 
to d istribute them among his fr iends. H e also spoke 
ma ny encouraging words to the young poet, and ex
pressed a desire to be of service to him if tha t were 
possible. H e d id not receive a reply from Mr. Dunbar 
for three or four days, and then came the a nswer. This 
letter is so remarkable in many ways, and is such a rev
elation of the character of the young ma n a t tha t time 
tha t it is g iven ,·erbatim below : 

\ 
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Day ton, Gilio, J uly 1 Jlh, 1895. 
MY D EAR D R. T OBEY:-

If it is a ru le tha t tardiness in the acknowledg m ent 
of favors a rgues lack of a pprecia tion of them, you ma y 
set it down tha t the rule has gone wrong in th is case. 
Your letter a nd its enclosure was a sunburs t out of a 
very dark and un promising cloud. Let me te ll you the 
circumstances and see if you do not think that you came 
to me somewhat in the r61e of a "special providence." 

The time for the meeting of the W estern Associa tion 
of W riters was at ha nd. I am a member a nd thoug ht 
tha t certa in advantages might come to me by a ttend ing . 
All day Sa turday and a ll day S unday I tried every means 
to secure funds to go. I tried every known place, a nd a t 
last gave up and went to bed S unday nig ht in despa ir. 
But strangely I could not s leep, so about ha lf-past eleven 
I arose and between then a nd 2 A . l\ L, '"'' rote the pa per 
which I was booked to read a t the Association. T hen, 
still with no suggestion .of any possibi li ty of attend ing 
the meeting, I returned to bed a nd went to s leep a bout 
four o'clock. Three hours la ter came your letter with the 
check that took me tp the desired place. I do no t thi nk 
tha t I spent the money unwisely, for besides the pleasure 
of intercourse with kindred spirits which should ha ve 
been sufficient motive, I believe tha t there were seYera l 
practical advantages which I d erived from the tri p, 
whence I have just returned. 

I wish I could thank you for the kindness tha t prom pted 
your action ; I care not in whose na me it was done, 
whether in Christ's, Mahomet's or Buddha's. The thing 
that concerned me, the fact tha t made the act a good and 
noble one was tha t it w as done. 

Yes, I am tied down and have been by m enia l labor, 
and any escape from it so far has only been a brief respite 
that made a return to the drudgery doubly ha rd. But I 
am glad to say tha t for the past two or three yea rs I 
have been able to keep my mother from the hard toil by 

DR. HENRY A. TOBEY 
T o wh om Mr. D unbar d ed ica ted his " F olks from D ixie," a nd 

who had possibly the greatest influence of an y 
per son u pon the poet 's li fe and wo rk. 
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WILLIAM DEAN H OWELLS 

Whose article in Harper 's W eekly gave Mr . D unba r his fi r s t 
int roduction into the great world o f letters. 
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which ·he ra i ·ed a nd educated me. But it ha been and 
i · a truggle. 

\ our informant was mi taken a to my a pirations. I 
d id once wa nt tu be a la wyer, but that ambition ha long 
s ince died out befo r ' th' a ll-ab o rbing desire to be a 
\\·orthy inger of the song- oi God and nature. To be 
able to in terpret my own pcopl through song and story, 
and to pro\·e to the ma ny that a fter all \\. a re more 
human than African. And to this end 1 haYe hoped year 
after year to be able to go to \\ a hington, New "\ ork, 
I3 oston a nd Philadelphia where I might ee our northern 
negro at his be t, before seeing hi brother in the South : 
but it ha been 1 nied me. 

I hope, if po . . ible, to pend the coming year in college, 
chiefly to learn how and what to study in order to culti
vate my vein. But I h~l\·e my home re ponsibilities a nd 
unless I am abl to make ufficient to meet them I shall 
be unable to accomplish my purpo e. T o do this I ha ve 
for ~ome time been g i\·ing readings from my Yer es to 
a ud iences mo tly of m>' own people. But as my work 
has been confined to the smaller towns genera lly the re
sult has no t been satisfactory. 

Perhaps I have la id my case too pla inly a nd open.ly be
fo re you, but you seem to d i play a disposition to aid me, 
and I a m so g rateful tha t I cannot but be confidential . 
Then bes ide, a physician does not want to take a ca~e 
when there is reticence in regard to the rea 1 phases of 1t. 
And so I have been plain. S incerely, 

P AULL. D UNBAR. 

I 40 Ziegler Street, 
Dayton, Gilio. 
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CHAPTER IV 

MAJORS Al\D Ml "O RS 

IN August, 1895, Dr. T obey wrote the young poet, in
viting him to come to the Institution at T oledo a nd read 
for the patients. Having , in the meantime, learned that 
Mr. Cha rles Cottri ll , a brilliant youn g colored man of 
T oledo, w a5 a family friend of the Dunba rs, Or. T obey 
insisted on having him at the hospital l o formal ly intro
duce th e poet. A carriage was s •nt to meet 1\1 r. Dun
bar at the railway station, and Dr. T obey a nd 1\1 r. Cot
trill stood at a windo\r, a waiting its re turn. \\ hen it 
came back a nd young Dunbar alig hted, th e doctor ex
claimed: 

"Tha nk God, he's black I" 
His companion, being of a mu c-h li g hter color than 

Dunba r, was momentarily offended, but the doctor re
deemed himself by adding: 

"Whatever genius he may have can not be attributed to 
the white blood he may have in him." 

In the autumn of the same year, Dr. Tobey sent c-, 
second invitation to Paul Dunbar tn come to Toledo and 
give a reading at the Asylum. The doctor having 
learned of Mr. Charles Thatcher's great interest in a nd 
friendship for the Dayton boy, asked the attorney to be 
his guest a t this recital. Thus Dunbar's two great fri ends 
joined hands for his future welfare. 
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At this second recital l\Ir. Dunbar read poems which 
were new to his T oledo friends, and which had not been 
published in " Oak a nd hy." 

They talked with him a t the close of the program, and 
found that he cherished hopes of getting a second book 
published at Dayton on the same terms as the first. 
Under his arrangement with the Dayton house he did 
not own the plates of his book, but \\·hen he secured 
orders for a number of ,·olumes, the firm would bind them 
for him, from the loose sheets kept on hand. 

His two friends told him that they ,·vould assume the finan
cia l part of the new publication, and that when the books 
were printed they would belong to the author. Dunbar 
was very happy over this a rrangement a nd set about im
mediately to find a Toledo publisher. He final ly arranged 
in a very businesslike way, with the H adley & Hadley 
Printing Company to publ ish an edition of 1,000 copies 
of a second book. This little volume was called " Majors 
and Minors," and contains many of the finest things 
he ever wrote. His mind '"as not mature, then, as it 
was in later efforts, but his ·thoughts wer~ honest, pure 
and fearless, and there was not the slightest trace of 
over-polish or artificiality. Mr. Dunbar was so con
scientious that very few of the poems which had ap
peared in his first book, were reprinted. He said, con
cerning the matter : 

"Some poets get out 'new' books that are largely 
composed of poems that have been published before. I 
do not believe that such a practice is right." 

The poet hoped to have th is book ready for the Christ
mas holidays of 1895, but to· his great disappointment, 
it did not appear until early the following year. 
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During the days whi c.:h prc.:cedcd the p ublicat ion of 
"~lajors a nd Minor ·," a nd before th e.: binders bega n work, 
Dr. T ouey was so a nxious to po sc: · the.: poem · in prin ted 
form tha t he went to the.: o ffice of H acllc.:y & Ha d ley, se
cured a n unbound volu me, and eag <.: rl y cut the lea ,·es 
with his puc.:ke t knife. 

So ma ny uf the vita l qu estions of Pa ul La urence D un 
ba rJs li fe wc.; re settled sec.:m ing ly by mere ac.:c.: ident, o r at 
leas t rema rkably s tran g e.; coincidences ! The ,·cry day 
that Dr. T obey c.:ame in to possession of this fi rs t copy o i 
"Majors and Minors," he was called in to profl's~ i onal cun
sultation in the c.:ity , which ma de it nec.:c.:ssary for him to re
main a t a ho tel over nig ht. At this ho t •l he.: met a fri end 
who was fond of poetry, a nd with him Dr. T obey sat in 
the office reading D un ba r's ,·e rses un ti l a lmost midn ig ht. 

· As they stepped to the desk to get their kvy::>, the acto r, 
Ja mes O'Neal a nd his wife a nd Mr. Nixon, who 'ms 
O'Nea l's lead ing ma n in " iv! onte Chris to," then bein g 
played in T oledo, ca me in. Dr. Tobey's fri end intro
duced the actors to him. Mr. O' Nea l bc:ing , ·ery weary, 
excused himself, a nd re ti red. Mr. Nixon ling ered. 

"I know," said · D r. T obey, "that you actor fo lks a re 
a lways being bored by people wa nting you to read a nd 
g~ve opinions of poems, but I have someth ing here tha t I 
wish you would read, if you will." 

Mr. Nixon politely took the crude li ttle copy of" Majors 
and Minors," a nd began reading- " When S leep Comes 
Down to Soothe the W eary Eyes." At firs t he read the 
poem quietly, IP.an ing over the coun te r. Then he read it 
aloud-then he gave it a dramatic rendition, his face 
showing his delight and surprise a t the bea uty and depth 
of the lines. He read other poems, and until three 
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o'clock the fo llowing morning, rema ined on his feet, por
ing O\·er the poem · of a poor t! nd a lmo ·t unknown negro 
boy. H e then a id : 

" Or. T obey, I tha nk you for g h·ing- me this oppor
tuni ty : in my opinion no poet has written such ,·e rses 
s ince Poe." 

" Majors a nd ;\Ii nor " was soon publish~d, a nd Dunbar 
went to T oledo to try to sell his books. Na tura lly 
shrink ing a nd unna tura lly timid, he met with poor suc
ce s. T o the great, unfeeling , uncaring public he was 
s imply a sha bby negro " book ag ent" for whom they ha d 
no time nor interest. His friends sent him to their 
fri ends, but a lmost a lways he met with d iscouragement. 
The a \·iyrage person thoug ht: " \ Vha t d o I want with a 
•nigger's' book ? 11 

H e said "·hen speaking of the book-agent experiences 
to hi friends : " As a rule, if I can get throug h the 
front office, a nd meet the men to whom you send me, 
they a re courteous a nd kind." 

With a soul as sensitive as a delica te fl ower the young 
ba rd was ill-fitted for so hard a role as tha t of a book
agent. It seemed tha t fate chose for this black s inger 
the ha rdest lo t she could d evise. H e had borne burdens 
a ll his life, but this was too heavy fo r him, a nd one nig ht, 
afte r a n unusually discouraging day, poor Dunba r went 
to see his friend, Dr. T obey. 

" \ i\T ell, my boy , how goes the ba ttle ? 11 

"Oh, doctor," replied Dunbar, with unbidden tears 
s treaming down his cheeks, "I never ca n offer to sell an
other book to a ny ma n." 

" Paul, 'vhy don't you make up a speech ?" 
" O h," he replied, "I have tried to do that, but my 
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tong ue cleaves to the roof of my mouth, a nd I cannnt 
say a word ." 

The docto r, thoug h full of sympathy , re plied : 
" You' re no good book <Jgent. 1 was do wn town to

day fo r a few hours and 1 !:>old thrc.:c of your book to a. 
ma ny of the most prominent men of Toledo on condi
tion tha t you deli ve r them in person and ma ke the ac
quain tance of each of the purchasers." 

Tha t same e ,·cning D unba r, in his child li ke \Yay said, 
as thoug h confessing a misdemeanor to a pa rent : 

" I oug ht not to have done it, I suppose, hut I spent 
fifty cents to see ' S hore A cre ' last nig ht." Tha t sum 
took him to the upper galle ry in a back row of seats. " I 
saw it once befo re, a nd I could no t resis t the temptation. 
I t is a poem from b<:,ginning to end. Ha ,·e you seen it, 
doctor ?" 

" No, but my wife and I a re going to-morrow 
night." 

D unbar answered: " Don't fa il." 
The doctor, as thoug h suddenly inspired, said: 
"Paul, I' m g lad you spoke of that play. From what 

I have heard of the a uthor, Mr. H erne, I believe he would 
be in terested in wha t you have done a nd are doing. I 
want you to ta ke one of your books with your compli
ments, down to the Boody H ouse, and leave it with the 
nig ht clerk for Mr. Herne." The clerk , a Mr. C hilds, 
had learned of Dunbar throug h Mr. Nixon's readings 
upon the nig ht previously described in these pages. 
When this matter had been agreed upon between Mr. 
Dunbar a nd the doctor, the la tter left him for a few mo
ments and went down to the p ubiic o ffice of the I ns titu
tion. A representa tive of one of the g rea ter New York 
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daiii s was at the time a gue~t of Dr. T obey and l11s 
fam ily. Add r~sing him, Dr. T obey said: 

" l\Ir. T- -, with your permission, I' m g oing to bring 
down here and in troduce to you the most wonderful man 
you ever met." 

The newspaper man looked somewhat incredulous but 
' knowing Dr. T obey's word could be rel ied upon, replied 

tha t he should be d elig hted to meet the wonderfu l indi
vidual to whom he referred . 

His host then went in search of Paul D unbar, a nd not 
telling him wha t he had said to the New York ma n , 
broug ht him in a nd introduced them. If the scribe ha d 
been incredulous before he was even more so now when 
he sa_w a . s lender, bashful a nd shabbily dressed negro 
wa lk 111 with Dr. T obey. Introductions over, Dr. T obey 
said : 

"Pa ul, I have been tell ing this gentlema n something 
about you a nd I want you to recite fo r us a few of your 
poems." 

Dunba r rose a nd in ris ing seemed to shake off the self
consciousness and restra int tha t had been upon him. Nis 
face grew rad ia nt with the beautiful thoughts to which he 
g a ve uttera nce, a nd he read a number of his very finest 
verses with inimitable skill. 

\Nhen .he had finished, the New York ma n compli
mented him, a nd thanked him profusely for the enter
ta inment he had afforded. Then as soon as he could, he 
called Dr. Tobey aside a nd said : 

" Dr. T obey, you !tave in troduced me to the most won
d erful ma n I ever met. H is poems a re sublime and his 
interpretation faultless. I can never tha nk you enough 
for ha ving g iven me a cha nce to meet him/' 
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The next evening, in obedience to Dr. T obey' request, 
Mr. Dunba r carried his little book to the hote l, a nd ha ,·
ing inscribed it to Mr. H erne, would ha ,·e left it there. 
It so cha nced, however, that .l\lr. Herne had sought a n
other hotel, where he cou ld ha,·e gn:atc.: r quie t, a nd the 
Boody House clerk suggested to D unbar that he ta ke the 
book a nd g ive it to Mr. Herne, persona lly. This D!lnbar 
said he \rould do, and the ne;<t morning went to l\fr. 
Heme's hotel. In descri bing th is incident in la ter years, 
Mr. Dunbar said : 

"I a pproached the hotel with fear a nd trembling a nd 
must confess tha t I was greatly relieved to find that l\Ir. 

H erne was out. " 
H e took the book back to the clerk at the Boody 

House, who kindly volunteered to see that it reached l\Ir. 

H erne. This he did, ta king it himself to the clerk of the 
other hotel, and leaving it for the actor. 

That was on Friday, a nd the fo llowing Sunday a fter
noon the poet went out to the hospital, a ll aglow with joy 
over a le tter which he had received from Mr. H erne. It 
read as fo llows : 

D etroit, Mich. 

MY DEAR MR. DUNBAR: 

While a t T oledo, a copy of your poems was left 
at my hotel by a Mr. Childs. I tried very ha rd to find 
Mr. Childs to learn more of you. Your poems are won
derful. I shall acquaint Willia m Dea n H owells a nd other 
literary people with them. They are new to me a nd they 
may be to them. 

I send you by this same mail some things done by my 
daughter, Julia A. H erne. She is at school in Boston. 
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H er scri bbling may interest you. I would like your 
opinion. 

A a m a n actor a nd a dramatist. l'vl y la test work
" S hore Acres" you may ha,·e heard of. If it comes your 
way, I wa nt you to see it, whether I am " ·ith it or not. 
H ow I wish I knew you personally I I wish you all the 
gqod fortune tha t you can wish for yourself. 

Yours very truly, 
jr\.\I ES A. HER NE. 

Later in that same good year of 1896 Paul Dunbar 
met a friend who was destined to be one of the stars of 
hope in his litera ry sky. Dr. T obey, ever alert to the in
terests of his young friend, wrote to Colonel Robert G. 
Ingersoll-in New York, a nd sent him a copy of "Majors 
a nd Minors," saying : 

" I know you are too busy a man to read a ll the poems 
in this book, so I ta ke the liberty of ma rking a number 
,,,r)1ich I cons ider the stronger ones. I do not profess to 
be I_ite ra ry, but think I probably ha ve ordina ry human 
feelmg a nd common sense, and I would like you to read 
over the poems I have ma rked, a nd which I think un
us ua l. If a fter reading them you feel the same way, it 
would be a g reat consola tion to Mr. Dunbar in his pov
erty a nd obscurity if you would write a letter of com
menda tion." 

T en days later the doctor received the following reply: 

MY D EAR DR. TOBEY: 

No. 220 JJ!fadison A ve1111e, 

April, .r8961 i \Tew York City. 

bar. 
4 

At last I got the time to read the poems of Dun
Some of them are rea lly wonderful- full of poetry 

' 
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and philosophy. I am astonished at their depth and 
subtlety. Dunbar is a thinker. " The Mystery" is a 
poem worthy of the g reatest. It is absolutely true, and 
proves that its a uthor is a profound and thoug htful ma n 
So the " Dirge" is very tender, dainty, intense a nd beau
tiful. " Ere Sleep Comes Down to Soothe the Vv eary 
Eyes" is a wonderful poem : the fifth verse is perfect. So 
" H e Had His Dream " is very fin e and ma ny others. 

I have only time to say that Dunbar is a genius. Now, 
I ask wha t can be done for him ? I would like to help. 

Thanking you for the book, I remai n 
Yours always, 

R. G. l ?\GERSOLL. 

When one considers the youthfulness of the heart and 
hand that penned the poems to which Mr. Ingersoll re
ferred, one is filled with wonder a nd a maze. It will not 
be out of place to quote here that " perfect " fifth verse 
of " When Sleep Comes D own to Soothe the Weary 
E yes." It is as profound as "Thanatopsis" and as 
musical as "Hiawatha" or any of the "~tandard" poems 
of the world : 

"Ere sleep comes down to soothe the weary eyes 
How questioneth the soul that other soul,

The inner sense that neither cheats nor lies, 
But self exposes unto self, a scroll 

Full writ with a ll life's acts, unwise or wise 
In characters indelible and known : ' 

So trembling with the shock of sad surprise 
The soul doth view its awful self alone, 

Ere sleep comes down to soothe the weary eyes.'' 

CHAPTER V 

A REM ARKA BLE BIRTHDAY PRESENT 

TRUE to his promise, r-,1J r. H erne sent a copy of " Majors 
and Minors" to \ i\Tilliam Dean Howells, who was soon im
pressed (to quote part of a recent letter to the a uthor of 
this biogra phy) " by the little countrified volume, which 
inwardly was full of a new world." 

Modesty is a hall mark of genius. Dunbar had it in a 
superlative degree, and tha t Mr. H owells possesses the 
sa me beautiful tra it is evident when one reads the next 
sentence of the letter written his biogra pher under date 
of June r, 1906 : 

"I want to say -tha t ma ny western friends fully felt the 
quality of Dunbar's work before I had the good luck of 
drawing notice to it in a prominent place, and so fa r as 
any credit is concerned, it is they who deserve it." 

The "prominent place" to which Mr. H owells refers 
was H arper's TVeekly. In the same issue \Yhich gaye an 
account of William McKinley's first nomination at 
Minneapolis, which issue had an enormous circulation, 
a ppeared a full-pa ge review of Pa ul Laurence Dunbar's 

~ little book-" Majors and Minors," and an unprecedented 
appreciation of the young ma n's work by f\[r. H owells. 
He could not have found a more opportune time fo r in
troducing the young poet to the reading world. No 
longer could the sweet singer of Ethiopia be spoken of as 
obscure or unknown. Like the sun which suddenly slips 
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from behind a sombre cloud and Aoods the world wilh 
g lory, so the na me of Pa ul Laurence Dunbar, swepl inlo 
s ig ht a nd passed majestically before the reviewing stand 
of the entire reading world. He literally retired onC' 
night unknown, a nd woke at the dawn of his twenty
fourth birthday to find himself a famous man. .Ach· rt
ently or inadvertently Mr. H owells had chosen J une 27 , 

1896, for the appearance of his article, thus presenting the 
youn g ma n with the most magnificent birthday present 
he could ever hope to receive. 

Having concluded his critique of " Majors a nd ~Iinor ," 
Mr. H owells remembering tha t the boy was possibly in 
need of something more substantial than apprecia th·e 
phrases, dear as they would be, added : 

"I am sorry that I cannot g ive the publisher, as well as 
the author of this significant little book ; but I may say 
that it is printed by H adley & Ha dley of T oledo, Ohio." 

Immediately letters began pouring into the office of the 
printers, many were addressed to Dunbar, asking for his 
photograph a nd every imaginable kind of query. O thers 
ordered the book. Among the orders was one from the 
American Consul a t Athens, Greece. In fact d ema nds 
came from a ll pa rts of the world. 

When Mr. Dunbar, having been told, by a fri end, of 
the Harper's article, bought a copy at a Dayton news
stand he was almost overwhelmed with emotion, a nd, as 
he described it : " Didn't know whether to la ug h or cry, 
but g uessed he did a li ttle of each." 

Mr. James La ne Allen became interested in Paul Dun
bar a nd his poems about this time, a nd called the atten
tion of several New York magazine editors and revle";ers 
to the verses of the negro bard. These men gave the 
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young poet flattering notices and helped to make perma
nent hi new-made fame. 

He a nd his mother had occasion to be absent from 
home for a few days about this time, and while they were 
away the postman sl ipped the mail tluough the slats of a 
front window shutter. \i\Then !\lrs. Dunbar attempted to 
open th is shutter, two hundred letters snowed down upon 
the Aoor. Many of these contained money for copies of 
"Majors a nd !\Iinors." . All exhibited a complimentary 
interest in the youthful poet a nd his wonderful verses. 

On the follow ing Fourth of J uly, Dr. T obey, rea l
izing that to insane persons, holidays are the most un
happy occasions of a ll, a rranged, as was his custom, to 
hold a n elaborate celebration. 

H e invited Pa ul Laurence D unbar a nd his mother to 
come to T oledo, as he wished him to g ive a number of 
readings. Unknown to the poet, he also invited fifty or 
s ixty prominent persons from Toledo and elsewhere. 
Among these guests was the late Governor Foster. \i\lhen 
Mr. Dunba r and his mother arrived at the Insti tution 
they were g iven a n affectionate greeting by Dr. Tobey 
and his family, and then the doctor told them of the dis
tinguished g uests who had a lready arrived a nd were 
awaiting them. 

"It has a ll come at once, Paul. Mr. H owells has made 
you famous," said the doctor, with an arm about the 
younger man's shoulders. " T hey all want to meet you 
now. Those who 'made fun' of you because of your 
color a nd your poverty are now eager to clasp your hand : 
those who were indifferent a re now enthusiastic. This is 
going to be the testing clay of your life. I hope you will 
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bear good fortune and popularity as well and as bravely 
as you have met your disappointments and your humil i
ations. If so, that will indeed be a proof of g reatness." 

It was with much difficulty tha t Dr. and .\J rs. 'l'obey 
were able to prevail upon Mrs. Dunbar to god~"' n to the 
recital. She could not understand \\'hy peopl ..; \\'anted to 
meet her I So li ttle do many of the me:ck souls \\'hO a re 
really worth while, realize their importance in the \\'Orld. 
It is a question whether Dunbar would ever haYe been a 
poet, had it not been for his mother's passion for poetry, 
and the prenatal influence of this love upon her chi ld. 
Many times she said to her son : 

11 O h, Paul, if I could have had a n ed ucation I might 
have wri tten poetry too." And loyal Paul would reply 
with lov~ nrl reverence beaming from his eyes, " Well, 
ma, you 6 a ve in~ the talent, and I a m writing the songs 
for you." Some such conversation may have been the 
inspira tion of his lovely poem "When Malindy S ings" 
whic·1-1 he dedicated to her. 

By many eloquent persuasions, that memorable Fourt~ 
of July morning, Matilda Dunbar was led to overcome 
her timidi ty and go down to the dra·wing-room. Had she 
che; ished a remaining doubt as to her probable welcome 
there, it was instantly set at rest. Every one \\'anted to 
meet the "little black mammy" of the poet, and a ll gave 
her a hearty handsha ke a nd kindly word, a nd Paul' s 
honors were divided tha t day with his beloved mother. 

Dunbar recited many poems that morning- among 
them his "Ships that Pass in the Night" and of his ren
dition of that poem Governor Foster afterwards re
marked: 

" Of all things I ever heard, I never listened to any-
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thing so impressive as his rendition of the 'Ships tha t 

Pass in the Night.' '' 
That night, after the long , triumphant day w~s done, 

the poet sitting alone with his thoughts an~ his fame, 
poured out his soul to God ip verse. The entire _poem ~e 
called " The Crisis." The last stanza shows, as m a mir
ror, the honest soul of the young author- and his _ardent 
desire to be true to his better self, a nd thu <l saviour to 

his race-

"l\l ere human strength may stand ill-fortun~'s frown, 
So I prevailed, for human strength was m1m:: 

But from the killing strength of great renow~. 
Naught may protect me save :i. st rength d! vme. 

H elp me O Lor<l in thic; my tremblmg cause, 
' ' d I I " I scorn men's c urses, bu t I drea app ause 



CHAPT ER VI 

D U BAR'S " MA · .. \GE R" 

S OON a fter the a ppeara nce of Ir. H owells' a rticle in 
£7arper's f/Veek!y (June 27, 1896), J\fr. Dunbar ca lled at 
the o ffi ce of a friend in T oled o, who volu nteered to wri te 
Mr. H owells concerni ng a suitable ma nager for the poet
reader. Mr. Dunba r accepted this offer, a nd a three or 
four page letter was written Mr. H owells. The no,·elist 
soon respond ed , giving the na me of a gentlema n who he 
thoug ht wo uld be satisfactory to Mr. Du nba r a nd his 
friends. This gen tlema n a lso received a note from Mr. 
H owells, and a t once beg a n correspondence with the 
T oledo ma n in rega rd to Dunbar. H e was a nxious to 
have the poet come to New York, and his T oledo friend 
wrote the prospective ma nager tha t if he would ta ke care 
of the young ma n after his a rri val in New York, his fa re 
to th<i.l. city would be forthcoming , but tha t the boy had 
no money. 

Scarcely a year ha d elapsed since Dunbar, obscure and 
unread, had written his then unknown friend, Dr. T obey, 
that he had " hoped year a fter year to be able to go to 
W ashington, New York, Boston and P hiladelphia- but 
that it had been denied him." H e had now g iven a suc
cessful evening of his readings a t the national capital a nd 
was about to start for New York. 

The prospective " ma nager " wrote that he would pay 
his board while a t the metropolis, a nd his T oledo frien::t., 
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as good as his word, sent Dunba r a generou check for 
his passage a nd s ui table clothing . 

It seemed to the young ma n that a ll his good things 
came from T oledo, a nd he chri tened that city his 
" adopted home." \!\Tith hig h hope he started eastward, 
and in a few days made the acquaintance of his manager. 

F eeling that duty, as well as desire, demanded that he 
cal l on \ l\fillia m Dean H owells and thank him fo r the 
great kind ness he had done hi m, the young poet went to 
F a r Rocka way Bea ch, ,,·here the novelist was spending 
the s ummer a t his cottage. 

\!Vith fl uttering heart, Pa ul Dunbar a pproached the 
door a nd rang the bell. The ma id who a nswered it, see
ing only a very much embarrassed negro youth, was not 
pa rticula rly effusive, but left him stand ing- while she car
ried his ca rd to l\tfr. H owells. O ne may imagine her 
surprise when the novelis t, hurrying to the door, caught 
Dunba r's ha nd with one of his, a nd throwing a n a rm 
about the young ma n's s houlders said : 

" Come in : come in: I a m so happy to see you a nd to 
meet you personally ." 

Mr. D unbar a rrived a t F ar Rockaway soon after 
luncheon, but Mr. H owells kept him for tea a nd until 
midnig ht . Of tha t visit he has written to the a uthor of 
this biography saying : " I am g lad you are writing his 
li fe, and I shall look for it with true interest. Perhaps 
you may like to set down that Dunbar came to see me in 
my cottag e at Far Rockaway , and took tea 'vith us there. 
I thought him one of the most refined and modest men I 
had ever met, and truly a gentleman. 

"'Yours sincerely, 
" WILLIAM D EAN H OvVELLS." 

---~ ---------..---~c 
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Mr. H owells, being a gen ius a nd crn1sc4uently a n a rtist 
is " color-blind" so ia r as intellect a nd good breeding are 
concerned, a nd he could not ha \·e shown a royal g·uest 
more honor or deference than he ga \·e the negro poet. 

When D un ba r was a hou t to go, it was rema rked tha t 
the nig ht ha d grO\\·n chill. H e had no overcoat, a nd 1\1!-. 
H owells insis ted upon putting his own coat upon h 1~ 

guest. The next morning, Dun bar returned the coa t 
with a note in whic i1 he said : •· In wearing your cocit, 1 
felt very much like the long-eared anima l in the fa ble of 
the ass clad in the lion's skin." 

Early in August, t 896, whi le !\Jr. Dunbar was s ti ll in 
New York his fri end, Mr. Cha rles T ha tcher, of T oledo, 
met him in 

1

the metropolis. He a lso m E>t i\ Iajor Pond, \\·ho 
was about to become 1\1 r. Dunba r's manager, and asked 
him what he thoug ht of the poet. The Maj or replie~ : 

" I had him come o ver to my house a few evenmgs 
ago, and there gi ve a reading to a_bo~t t!1irt)~ invited 
g uests. The 'white ' readers are not 111 1t with him when 
it comes to delig hting a n aud ience. I want to make a 
co.ntract to place him on the road for a period of two 

t 
,, 

years, e c. 
Mr. Thatcher then learned from Mr. Dunbar that 

Major Pond had in trod uced him to severa l New York 
publishing houses, and tha t the manuscript for a third 
book of poems, which he had entitled "Lyrics of Lowly

1 Life" had been left with Messrs. Dodd, Mead & Company. 
Mr. Thatcher went to Narragansett Pier in a few days 

after this, telling Mr. Dunbar to be ready to go there if he 
received word to that effect. He carried with him to the 
pier a copy of "Ma jors and Minors." He read a number of 
the verses to friends who were spending the summer at 
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the New Matthewson Hotel there, and all expressed a de
sire to meet the author, a nd to hear him recite. There 
were several southern people a mong those who made 
this request. A telegram was sent to Mr. Dun bar to 
come a t once prepared to g i\·e a recital. The proprietor 
of the hotel donated the ballroom a nd the services of an 
orchestra for the occasion. 

Dunbar never appeared to better advantage than upon 
that particula r e\·ening. Among other things selected 
for the prog ram was his dia lect poem- " The Cornstalk 
Fiddle." The orchestra accompa nied him while he 
chanted the lilting lines, a nd when he came to the sixth 
stanza-

"Salute your partners, " comes the call, 
" All join hands and circle round," 
"Grand tra in back," and "Balance all," 

Footsteps lightly spurn the ground. 
"Take your lady and balance down the middle, " 

To the merry strains of the corn-stalk fiddle, 

he acted out the various figures of the country dance de
scribed. 

His lith e form, g ra ceful as a gazelle 's, g lided about the 
stage, with a rhythm of movement which showed that 
his whole being responded to the music of the orchestra 
and to the beauty of his own conception. Every emotion 
depicted in the lines came out upon his face and found 
expression in his wonderful eyes. The audience went 
wild with excitement and the wine of their a pplause only 
served to stimulate his efforts. The recital was a great 
success, and the southern people who had been carried 
back to "old plantation days " by the vivid poem-pic
tures and skilful acting of the wonderful negro boy, 
were the most enthusiastic of the a udience. 

.... 
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Before leaving Narragansett Pier, ~lr. Dunbar was 
p resented to the widow of J efTerson Da ,·is, at her reques t. 
After a brief conversatio n with the young man, i\1 rs. 
Davis, who ha d been unable to attend the recital, asked 
him to g ive her a few readings, as a "specia l fa,·or ! " 
So delig hted was this stately daug hter of the " O ld 
Dominion" that she gave her unstinted praise and ap
p lause when he finish ed. This scene is one worthy to go 
d own in history as a s ignal triumph for the African race. 
A full-bl ooded negro recitin g his own poems to the wido w 
of Jeff Davis I Great things had indeed come out of 
Nazareth! 

Delig htful events followed one a nother in rap id succes
sion in those days for Paul D unba r. Before he went 
back to New York, Major Pond wrote him that Dodd, 
Mead & Compa ny had accepted his ma nuscript, a t a 
good price, and that if he desired they would advance 
him $400.00 on prospective royalties I 

Resisting all temptations to spend this first la rge sum 
of money, according to his tastes, Mr. Dunba r paid it a ll 
out on debts which he felt that he owed to his friends who 
had "advanced" it to him. 

His arrangement with the new " ma nager " was not so 
satisfactory as it had promised to be, but Mr. Dunbar 
feeling that he needed such _discipline, decided to go 
ahead with it, if possible. 

H e and his mother, having taken up their residence in 
Chicago previous to his New York visit, Mr. Dunbar 
went there and resumed his readings. H e also wrote 
many newspaper and magazine articles and numerous 
poems while ;.n that city. 

CHAPTER VII 

E "GLA ND 

I N January of 1897, l\lr. Dunbar had a n offer to go to 
Engla nd as a public entertainer with a daug hter of his 
former New York manager, and feeling that this mig ht 
be the only opportunity he would e \·er ha ,·e of crossing 
the sea, he accepted the proposition, though the terms 
were hard and his ma nager extremely mercenary. Phil
osophically he said: "They a re goin g to ma ke it hard 
for me, but I need the training, a nd I shall try to keep 
my upper lip well starched." 

O n February 8th, l\fr. Dunbar sailed for E ng la nd, and 
in a letter written his mother on shipboard, he confided: 

"You wi ll be surprised to hear that Alice Ruth Moore 
ran away from Boston, and came to bid me good-bye. 
S he took everybody by storm. She was very much 
asha med of having run a 'Yay, but said she could not bear 
to have me go so far without bidd ing me good-bye. S he 
is the brightest and sweetest little girl I have ever met, 
and I hope you will not think it is s illy, but Alice and I 
are engaged. You know this is what I have wanted for 
two years." 

Thus, childlike and trustful, he wrote to his mother 
of the happy culmination of his first and only love affai r. 
While in England he wrote again to his mother, saying 
he hoped to get "Alice to set the day," as soon as he re
turned to America. 

Although his "manager" soon deserted him, Mr. Dun
bar found a. warm and influential friend in the American 
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em bassador, H on. Jo hn H ay, who a rranged a n enterta in
ment a t which Dun ba r read severa l of his be t poems be
fore a number of the brig htest men a nd wo men of Lon
don. Other poems, having been set to music by promi
nent E ng lish musicia ns, were s ung by the m at this recita l. 

H e was a g uest a t a ba nquet g i,·en by the g reat Sa ,·age 
C lub of London, where he was asked to recite, a nd a fter 
the firs t number, was lifted bodily to the ta ble, a nd en
thusiastica lly encored. 

Writing of this occasion to a fri end in America, D un-
ba r said: / 

"I have a ttended a banquet g iven by the g reat Savage 
Club of Lor..don. I was the g uest of the secretary of the 
Roya l Geological Society, a nd my host \\'as more tha n 
g ra tified a t the reception which I had \Yhen I was ca lled 
upon to ta ke part in the post-pra nd ia l program, as I re
ceived two requests to come back. The audience ''"as 
very critica l, and if they did not like a speaker would hiss 
him down. 

"I have a lso been entertained at tea by Mr. a nd Mrs. 
H enry M . S tanley. I there met some very decent people, 
but the men, poor fellows, did not have eye-glasses enough 
to go around, a nd so each had one s tuck in the corner of 
his ~ye l" 

Concerning an evening's entertainment which Mr. Dun
bar gave at the Southplace Institute, a London paper car
ried the following not ice : 

"A large audience at the Southplace Insti tute, listened 
yesterday to Mr. Paul La urence Dunbar's recitations of 
some of his own poems, which have excited so much in
terest a mot).g literary men in the United Sta tes. Mr. 
Dunbar is thought to be the firs t of his race who has thor-

I 
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oug hly interpreted the d ialect, spirit and humor of the 
American negro, and his performa nce was indeed unique. 
T he pieces ::.dected were from his ' Ly rics of Lowly Lile,' 
one of these, ' When Malindy Sings,' being a n artistic 
blend ing of drollery and of pathos. Another, ' Accounta
bility,' represents the necessitarian philosophy of a 
stricken rogue : a nd a third was a pretty love-ballad. 
The poet made a very fine impression on a ll present." 

Paul D unbar was never a n idler, and althoug h he...would 
certainly have been justified in putting in his leisure 
hours, tra mping a bout the interesting streets of old Lon
don, a nd a dding to his store o f new-world knowledge a 
veneer of old-world mould and tradition, he conscien
tiously rema ined at his poor lodg ings, a nd wrote his fi rst 
novel. By this act, he exhibited tha t desire to be provi
dent which is so frequently lacking in members of his race. 
The book, written in London, was his first serious prose 
effort, a nd was entitled " The Uncalled." It was really a 
history of his own life. So fe w were the avenues open to 
a n educated colored ma n, tha t it was thoug ht only " nat
ura l " tha t Dunba r should turn to the ministry . H is 
knowledge of neg ro ministers gave him to know tha t he 
was thoroug hly capable in a n intellectua l way to cope 
with the best. S itua ted as he was, with the wolf of pov
erty ever growling a nd threatening at his door-it is 
g reatly to the credit of the young ma n that he did not 
y ield to the temptation of entering the ministry a s a 
" means of s upport." But, if Paul D unba r was a nything 
in those early days, he was honest. H e did not believ~ 
in e terna l punishment, a nd he would not p reach it. 
R~alizing tha t he had not received the divine "call," he 
would not go. H is novel reflects the struggle he had-

\ 
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a nd his final triumph. The book wa~ ded icated to hi~ 
tiancee, "Alice," who is the heroine of the story. 

It is painful to chron icle that at the \·ery moment \\'hen 
Dunba r's recitals were about to bring him a f '\\' of the 
dollars of which he s tood so sorely in nc:ed, his ers twhile 
"manager " re turned a nd showing a contract of \\'hich sh · 
ha d never consented to g i\·e the po<:t a copy-claimed a ll 
the proceeds I 

Thus he was left penniless in a strange land. In this 
condition he was compelled to send home to America for 
funds for his re turn voyage. Money was cabled him, a nd 
he returned to America, poorer in purse, but cons iderably 
richer in sad a nd happy experiences. As he said in a le t
ter from London : 

" It a muses me to hear of the things the American 
papers are saying , when I am so halting over here be
tween doubt and fear I But let come what may, I have 
been to England ! " 

As soon as Mr. Dunba r reached New York, he sold his 
novel to L ippincott' s Magazine. True to his innate hon
esty, he pressed upon his fri end who had cabled him 
funds, the a mount he owed, tho ug h by so doing, he lite r
a lly took the "bread out of his own mouth." 

"The Uncalled " received favorable comment, but not 
being in a popula r vein did not prove especially success
ful when issued la ter in book form. 

Viewing h is E ng lish venture as a whole, one may not 
describe it better tha n did the poet himself, upon his re
turn to America : 

" Do you know, disastrous as it was financia lly, I do 
not regret my- trip. The last few weeks were a great 
compensation for all I suffered I" 

I 
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DR. \YfL LIAM BURNS 

· 'l'he young phys ician who was in constan t attendance upon the 
poet d uring t he last th ree years of his life, and whose sudden 
death was a terrible b low to Mr. Dun bar. They had been 
wa rm friends from childhood. 



COL ONEL ROBER T G. I NGER SOLL 

W ho, attracted by the mer it of Mr. D unbar's poems, expressed 
a desire t o "help," and who secured for him a situation 

in the Con gressio na l L ib rary at Washing ton, D. C. 

C HAPTER VIII 

T HE CONG RESSIONAL LIBRARY 

THE t ime ha d now arrived for Colonel Robert G. Inger
soll to ma ke good his promise to "help." While Mr. 
D unba r was in London, he received an encouraging let
ter from the Colonel, a dvising him that he thought it 
likely he could secure a position for Mr. Dunbar in the 
Congressional Libra ry . H ow well this promise was ful
filled is shown by a paragraph in the records of the 
Library a t Washington, which reads : 

"Paul La urence Dunbar, appointed from New York to 
position assistant in Reading R oom, Library of Congress, 
October l, 1897, a t a salary of $120.00 per a nnum : re
sig ned December 31, 18981 to give full time to his literary 
work." 

Mr. Da niel Murry, under whom Mr. D unbar worked at 
the Library, wrote his biographer concerning the a p
pointment as follows : 

" In 1897, Mr. Dunbar was made an assistant to me 
that he mig ht learn library methods and have, at the same 
time, one who would ta ke a n interest in his advancement. 
The la te Colonel R obert Ingersoll was largely responsible 
for his taking the position, believing that it would afford 
him an oppo'rtunity to acquire informat ion that could be 
turned to account in his literary career. " 

Under a dating of O ctober l l , 1897, Dunbar said, in 
a letter to a friend : 
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"I have la nded the position at \Nashington. It is a 
sma ll one, but it mea ns a regular mcome, the which I 
have a lways so much wanted. 

" I a m home for the purpose of getting my mother 
ready for the Washington trip. H er health is very fa r 
from good, a nd I want her settled with me, as soon as 
possible. Must leave here Satu rday nig ht at th e latest." 

While Mr. Dunba r was happy to have obtained regular 
employment, and went to his work with his nat ive en
thusiasm, it was with real regret that he said fa re \\·e ll to 
his childhood home at Dayton. Of th is leave-takin g he 
wrote ·while packing-

" I am a t last at home getting thi ngs ready fo r our 
removal to the east. There are a good many dear mem
ories clustering around this rickety old house that awake 
to life on the thought of leaving it permanently.'.' . . 

In going to Washin gton a nd becoming ident1hed w1 ~h 
the brilliant life of the national.capital, Paul Dunbar d id 
not forget his T oledo friend, throug h whose influence a ll 
this ha ppiness a nd good fortun e reached him, a nd at the 
very beginning of his career at the Library he wrote that 
friend thanking him and saying: 

"My dear Dr. T obey-I shall show little of human 
gratitude if I fail to deserve the kindness you have 

shown." 
It was this ever-ma nifest spirit of loving g ratitude ex-

hibited towards his benefactors tha t made them so eager 
and willing to do what they could to aid him. His heart, 
toward this particular friend, was always that of a trustinir 

child. 
H aving established his mother in a pretty home, Mr. 

Dunbar set conscie.ntiously to work at the Library. The 

I • 
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exacting duties were ha.rd for one of his temperament, but 
he made a brave struggle to master the detail cheer
fully. 

In December, 18971 he wrote an O hio friend -
· " I am working very hard these days, so if it is only for 
the idle that the devil runs his employment bureau, I have 
no need of his services." 

H e has spoken of this year as " his pouring time" as so 
many offers of positions and so many requests for poems 
and stories" poured in " upon him. One of the flattering 
offers that came to him was the tender of a professorship 
in Litera ture and Rhetoric at Claflin University, South 
Carolina. H e did not accept this, but was pleased to 
know that it had been offered him. The colored people 
of the country were a nxious that he be given work which 
they thought would be consistent with his brilliant attain
ments, and they did not think that the Library position 
was of a ny special credit to Paul Laurence Dunbar. But 
the poet, having " come up through great tribulation " 
wisely chose to stand by this post which insured him a 
"regular income," and afforded him such splendid oppor
tunities for extending the scope of his knowledge. 

From the first Mr. Dunbar's articles were in demand by 
the vVashington dailies, but these contributions were, for 
the most part, in prose and Pa ul Dunbar was essentially 
a poet. Of the newspaper efforts he said : " The age is 
materialistic. Verse isn't. I must be with the age. So, 
I am writing prose." 

This mood was not of long duration. As well try to· 
compel the lark to ape the cackle of a chicken, as to guide 
Paul Dunbar's pen for long in the paths of prose. His 
work was very creditable, becaus·e whatever he did ~ 
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done well , but to wri te th us was to ''plod ," a nd he pre
ferred, as he so g racefully said in one of his poems : 

"To flin g his poetical wings to the breeze, a nd soar in 
a song , etc." 

One of the notable song-poems wri tten \\·hile he was in 
the . capita l city was the college song composed for 
Booker T. W ashington's school at Tuskegee, Ala ba ma . 

Almost a decade la ter, this was sung by. a choir of fi f
teen hundred s tudent voices u pon the occasion of the 
twenty-fifth a nniversary of the founding of Tuskeg ee In-

stitute. 
The verses called "Tuskegee Song ," a nd set to the 

music of 11 F a ir H arvard," fo llow : 

Tuskegee, thou pride of the swift-growing Soul h, 
We pay thee our homage to-day, 

For the worth of thy teaching, th e joy of thy care, 
And the good we have known 'neath thy sway. 

Oh, long-striving moth er of <liligent sons, 
And of daughters whose strength is their pricle, 

\Ve will love thee forever, and ever shall walk 
Thro' the oncoming years at th y s ide. 

Thy ha11d we have held up the d ifficul t steeps, 
When painful and slow was the pace, 

Anrl onward and upward we' ve labored with thee 
F or the glory of God and our race. 

The fi elds smile to greet us, the forests are glac'I, 
The ring of the anvil and hoe 

H ave a music as thrilling and sweet as a harp 
\Vhich thou taught us to hear and know. 

Oh, Mother Tuskegee, thou shinest to-day 
. As a gem in the fairest of lands, 

· · T hou gavest the heaven-blessed power to see 
• .. : .· .T he worth of our minc'ls and our hands. 

l 
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\Ve thank thee, we bless thee, we pray for th ee years 
Imploring, with grateful accord 

Full fruit for thy striving, time longer to strive, 
Sweet love and true labor 's reward. 
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The last line of the fi fth sta nza- " The worth of our 
minds a nd our ha nds 11 voices in a phrase the dominant 
note in Paul Dunbar's philosophy. First- educate the 
mind, then the ha nd. Many of his contemporaries in 
both races teach otherwise, believing that the negro's 
" hand 11 should firs t be g iven cunning, then his brain 
cultivated. Dunbar very shrewdly exclaimed upon one 
occasion : 

" How could his hand be educated without his head to 
direct it?" And again, in speaking to a young woma n 
who had come to interview him, he said, in quick re
sponse to her exclamation : 

" The head and hand must work together." 
"Wh~ do you say that? So many people will not 

agree with me when I tell them that." 
Thus,_ even in the Tuskegee song, Mr. D unbar incul

cates his theory. H e fu lly appreciated Tuskegee how
ever, an~ its famous founder, and once wrote a v~ry ex-
cellent tribute to Mr. W ashington. . 

The days a t the Library were the most strenuous in the 
life of Pa ul Laurence Dunbar. After his office hours 
~ere over, he would work far into the n ight a t his writ
mg. Before he had been in \i\Tashington six months he 
had written a ll the s tories found in his prose book" Folks 
from Dixie," which a ppeared, sing ly, in the Cosmopolt'tan 
and then were collected into book form. No one can 
read these beautiful southern stories without realizing the 
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sense of justice to each race which Mr. Dunba r inculca tes. 
There a re no bitter tirades against the mas ters: no exag
gerated pen pictures of do wn-trodden negroes : he s imply 
tells the truth l 
. This book was ded icated to Dr. H. A.. T obey, to \\'horn 
in sending a first copy of the volume the poet \\'rote : 

"I a m afraid that the wish to express my g ra titud e to 
you and something of the pleasure a nd pride I ta ke in 
our friendship has led me to ta ke so me liberties \Y ith your 
name. But I can only hope tha t you wi ll ta ke the dedi
cation in the spirit in which it is o ffe red-tha t of gra ti
tude, friendship a nd respect for the man who has broug ht 
light to so m a ny of my dark hours." . 

Having reached a place where he felt justified in s uch 
a step, he was ma rried on Ma rch 6, 1898, to his boyhood 
sweetheart, Miss Alice Ruth Moore of New O rleans. Miss 
Moore was a young woman of g reat ta lents and beauty, 
and had gained no enviable posit ion in the world of le tters. 
Perhaps the poet's own words, quoted from a letter sent 
to Dr. T obey at the time, will describe the affair better 
than any others could do : as it shows his childlike love 
and trust for his old fri end , a nd his desire tha t the 
" doctor " be pleased. 

DEAR DOCTOR : 
Was/dngton, D. C. --, '98. 

I am almost afraid to write you, but out it must 
come. I am married l 

I would have consulted you, but the matter was very 
quickly done. 

People, my wife's parents a nd others- were doing 
everything to separate us. She was worried and harassed 
until she was ill. So she telegraphed me a nd I went to 

' 

' 
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New York. We were married Sunday nig ht by the 
bishop (Bishop Potter of the Episcopal Church-a great 
fri end of the poet's) but hope to keep it secret for a while, 
as she does not wish to g ive up her sd1001. 

£\rerything is clean and honora ble a nd save for the fear 
of separation there was no compulsion to the step. 

I hope you will not think I have been too rash. 
Sincerely yours, 

PAUL L. D UNBAR. 

Dr. T obey answered this letter in a few days, and Dun
bar again wrote him -

f,Vaslting ton , D. C., April 6, I898. 
M Y DEAR DR. T OREY: 

I was very g lad to get your letter and find that you 
did not think ill of my step. I must confess I was very 
anxious as to how vou would take it. As to mother-I 
told her before. it. tooi< place-she was in the secret, though 
not at first willmg. All has come around all right now 
and my wife :Viii be with me on the 18th. My announce
ment cards will then go out. Mother is quite enthusiastic 
and my new. mo~her-in-law has y ielded a nd gracefully ac
cepted the s1tuat1on. 
Aren' ~ _you sa~ing I had better have got out of debt be

fore takmg a wife? H onest, aren' t you? Well, see her 
and know her a nd I won't need to ma ke a ny plea for my
self. ~er ?wn personality will do tha t. 

T c;> his biographer to whom was given the privilege of 
readmg. letters covering a long period of years, it was 
very ev1den.t tha t those bearing dates of his firs t married 
years .conta!ned the only mention of real happiness that 
came mto his shadowed life. 

The confining and exacting work at the Library, to
gether with the dust from the books made distressing in
roads upon the never a bundant health of the poet. The 

I 
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consuming thirst for knowledge and the irrepressible de
sire to create new beauties for the art galleries of literature, 
were out of proportion to his physical resources, and in 
the autumn of 1898 he res ig ned his library position to de
vote what strength he cou ld spare to li tera ry a nd ora tor
ical effort. 

While still employed at the Libra ry, Mr. Dunbar was 
called to New York to attend a meeting at which the 
higher education of the negro was discussed. He was 
invited to recite a nd did so. A gentlema n from Boston, 
who had gone to the meeting, intending to discourage the 
higher education of the negro, immedia tely subscribed 
one thousand dollars for a fund towards that end. Dun
bar afterwards smilingly said to an acquaintance, when re
lating this incident: 

11 Little did he know that I had never been beyond the 
high schools of Dayton." 

In the a udience was a gentleman from Albany, who on 
his return told Mrs. Merrill-a prominent society woman 
of Alba ny, New York, that when she desired to g i,·e 
another public function she could not do better than to 
secure Dunbar, a nd before the poet left New York, a tele
gram was sent to his W ashington address by Mrs. Mer
rill. asking terms for a recital. Up to that time $so.oo 
had been the amount received. His wife, a ppreciating 
that he must be wanted badly, answered : 

"One hundred dollars." The offer was accepted, and 
the time fixed for the recital. 

When Mr. Dunba r alighted at the Albany station, upon 
the occasion of this second visit to that city, he handed 
the check for his trunk to a negro porter. The man 
looked at him in poorly concealed surprise and said : 

... 

I 

OF PAUL L AURE ·cE DUNBAR 

"\IVha' do yo' want da t trunk to go ?" 
Dunba r answered, 11 To the Kenmore Hotel." 
"Yo' gwine to wuk dah?" 
11 No," said the poet, and started on. 
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Again he was addressed by the porter: 11 W ha' yo' 
want dat trunk to go?" 

11 To the Kenmore," said Dunbar with dignity. 
The man stared at him incredulously and for the third 

time ventured a question: 11 \IVhat yo' gwine to do dah? '' 
Dunbar ans,Yered, 11 Stop." 
The porter's amazement had now reached the superla

tive degree-but he regained his speech long enough to 
say: 

" vVell, go on I " 
So did the shadow of prejudice ever fall across the path 

of poor Paul Dunbar. The negro porter is only a type. 
Having been held so long in the bonds of s lavery, and 
having been ta ught from the cradle that the black man is 
his white brother's intellectua l inferior, it is impossible for 
some of the race to real ize the fact that there are excep
tions to the rule. This truth was ever present in Dun
bar's mind, and once he exclaimed bitterly : 

11 My position is most unfortunate. I am a black white 
man," a nd so he was'. 

Upon reaching the Kenmore Hotel, Mr. Dunbar was 
·shown to a suite of rooms, consisting of sitting -room, bed
room and bath. Soon a negro waiter came to take his 
order for dinner, and looked at him in surprise. Then he 
said: · 

" How did you get dese rooms? D ese is de rooms dat 
H elen Gould occupied las' week. Guess Mis' Merrill 
done seed de pr'ietah." H e would not have dared say 
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s uch words to a white patron, regardless of his mental 
calibre, but here was one of the greatest geniuses that the 
world has known, insulted because of his color, by one of 
his own race I Blind, na rrow, prejudiced huma nity I 
How small a ll this will look in the light of eternity l 

This recita l at Albany was one of the most successful 
that Mr. Dunba r had ever g iven, and broug ht him in 
touch with the best of Albany society, a nd with many of 
the leading men of the state. 

That Paul Dunbar made good use of the opportunities 
afforded at the Libra ry for broadening the horizon of his 
mind was ever after evident. It was seldom, indeed, that 
a conversation on any important theme was ina ugurated 
in his presence, that he was not able to jo in it intelligently. 
He made a thoroug h and unbiased study of race prob
lems, and although he was always loyal to and hopeful 
for the man of pure African blood, a nd while he realized 
the wholesome results of centuries of refinement, educa
tion and culture in the Caucasian, he was far too loyal and 
too honest not to rea lize that each race and every race 
has its own peculiar g ifts and graces. Among his papers, 
found after he passed away, was a scrap on which he had 
written: 

"It is one of the peculiar phases of Anglo-Saxon con
ceit to refuse to believe that every black man does not 
want to be white." 

When Horace J. Rollin, the pioneer exponent of the 
ultimate wholesome and beneficent result of race-blending, 
embodied the evolutionary theory in his notable novel, 
"Yetta Segal," Paul Dunbar, to whom the author sent a 
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copy of the book, wrote a most remarkable letter. It is 
such a revelation of the depths of research which his 
plummet had sounded, and is couched in such character
istically courteous, though cautious phrase, that it is given 
in full herewith : 

L ibrary o/ Congress, 
Waskington, D. C., J uly 281 

198. 
MY DEAR MR. ROLLIN: 

The delay which I have allowed in answering 
your letter so long ago received, does not denote me 
truly I It is all false in indicating that I am not greatly 
interested in your inquiry into the psychic phenomena of 
race blending. 

While so far I have found the observable result of 
race blending less strong than either of the parent races, 
yet, I can see how the cosmopolite of the future might 
be the combina tion of the best in all the divisions of the 
human family-each race supply ing what all the others 
lacked. 

Your letter has made me think, and I am glad to see 
such a work as yours coming from Ohio which has done 
too little in the scientific and litera ry world. 

I hope your work will have the success which I really 
believe its importance deserves. 

Thanking you for your good letter and asking your 
forgiveness for an unavoidable delay in answering, I a m 

Sincerely yours, 
PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR. 
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CHAPTER IX 

TUSKEGEE, THE SOUTH,- BREAKING HEALTH 

IN February, 18991 1 r. Dunbar went to the Tuskegee 
School of Booker T. \tVashington, and while there gave a 
reading in the chapel to the students and teachers. He 
also gave a number of lectures on E ng lish composition 
before the two advanced classes of the school. 

The a nnua l conference of negro farmers convened dur
ing Mr. Dunbar's visit to Tuskegee, a nd he reported this 
for the Philadelphia Press. A story is told 9£ a little in
cident which occurred in connection with this convention. 
Mr. Washington is said to have gone to Mr. Dunbar's 
room the evening before the convention, and is quoted 
as having said, more in a spiri t of mischief than earnest: 

" Paul, I want you to write me a poem of welcome to 
be read to-morrow." 

Dunbar, with a serious face a nd just the twinkle of a 
smile in his eyes, replied : 

"All right, sir, you shall have it." 
That night, Paul Dunbar burned the midnig ht oil, but 

next day when it came his turn to say a word of welcome 
to the members of the conference, he rose with alacrity, 
a nd stepping to the front of the stage, read a poem of 
such beauty and appropriateness that his a udience was 
charmed. No congratulations were more extravagant 
than those of Booker T. Washington, for he alone knew 
that the poem was the product of the past twenty-four 
hours I 
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Mr. Dunbar made a rather extensive tour of the south 
before going back to \Vashington. 

It will be remembered by the obsen-ant re~der of this 
biography that in a n early letter of i\Ir. Dunbar's he said 
that he wished to make a thorough study of his black 
brother in the North before seeing him in the S outh. It 
is interesting a nd pleasing to reflect that l\lr. Dunbar was 
one of the rare few, u·ho, pla nning their li fe-work from 
the beginning, a re able to carry these plans through as 
orig ina lly designed. 

Mr. Dunbar had certainly had ample opportunity for 
the study of the negro in the North before he made his 
itinerary of the southern states. His stories called "The 
Strength of Gideon," written south of Mason and Dixon's 
line, a nd published in northern magazines, and a second 
book, published four years later, under title of "In Old 
Plantation Days," shows tha t he did not exhaust his fund 
of Dixie-folk lore in the " Strength of Gideon." 

Soon a fter Mr. Dunbar's return to W ashington, in 
March, 1899, he received a very flattering call to come to 
Boston and read at the Hollis Street Theatre (at a meet
ing held in the interests of Tuskegee Institute). He ac
cepted, but tha t his s trength was unequal to the effort is 
shown by a letter, written to an Ohio friend from V\Test 
Medford, Mass., dated March 20th, 1899 : 

"I a m lying in bed ill a nd Mrs. Dunbar is kind enough 
to ta ke down my letters for me. 

"My readings here have been very successful, the one 
at the H ollis Street Theatre, Boston, having quite .a 
triumph. But they have been a little too much for me, 
a nd I a m now suffering from a cold, fatigue and a bad 
throat. 
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"I tha nk you for writing Mr. T. I hope I am no t too 
poetical to take a n inte rest in the reali ties of life of which 
he speaks. H e may be sure I a m doing what I can in 
m y humble way for t he betterment of my brother in the 

South." 
Mr. Dunbar's fourth book of verse- " Lyrics of the 

H earthside" - cam e out in r899, and was very appro
pria te ly ded icated to " A lice," h is wife, who was also his 
ama nuensis, his secretary and his wise counselor. 

In April of 1899, Mr. D unbar read his poems at Lex
ington, Kentucky, with great success. H e then made 
preparations to go to A lbany, where he was to ha ve 
g iven a recital before a dist inguished audience and to 
ha ve been introduced by the Governor, Theodore Roose-

velt. 
With his doting mother and d evoted w ife he began the 

eastern journey, but when h e reached New York, he was 
taken ill with pneumonia, a nd obliged to go to the home 
of a n o ld friend of his ow n race, who lived in humble 
rooms on a n upper floor of a shabby apartment build ing. 

As soon as Dunbar's friends learned of his serious ill
n ess, they began sending h im m essages, flovvers and lux
uries. They sou ght him out too, and called in person. 
Not wishing to disturb him, but being extremely anxious 
to know about his health, W illiam D ean H owells went to 
his humble lodgings, a nd to iling up the stairs, inquired 
about him at the back d oor I 

When h e was a ble to hold a p en he wrote to his friends. 
In one of these letters he sa id : 

"I am going to trust m yself to write, ·though I am 
pretty weak yet. After leaving the hospital, my 
doctor insh~t~ that I must go to the Adirondacks, and 

-- ---~~- ~- -- - -- ---
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st~y there throug h October, then to Colorado. They 
think I a m a millionaire I But there are pleasant things I 
Yesterday Bishop Pot.ter sent me two basket-loads of 
luxuries. T o-day I received no tice from the board of 
trus tees (white) of Atlanta Univers ity (colored) that they 
had ~onferred on me the honorary degree of Master of 
Arts in recognition of my li tera ry work. Of course it is 
an empty honor, but very pleasant." 

T hree weeks later 1r. and Mrs. Dunbar went to Brod
head's ~ri~ge, New York, where they might have the 
mountam a ir and the benefit of beautiful surroundings. 
.M~. ~unbar's m~ther spent that summer in H ampton, 

Virginia. Concermng this outing of his mother's the 
poet wrote a friend : 

"Mother, I may have told you, is a t Hampton, and 
thereby ha ngs a tale, which I think you can appreciate. 
W hen she first went down, the woman with whom she 
stopped char~ed her a Yery reasonable price. Then 
there was an mAux of visitors, a nd inquiries poured in as 
to my health. vVhen the la ndlady found out that she 
was the mother of the author she had re d f , · d. 

S
. a o , Sile. raise 

the board. 1c Fama I " 

Althoug h the poet went to the Catskills for recreation 
and qu iet, his feverish desire to work gave him no rest 
and according to his own account, he wrote and had ac~ 
cepted in the first m onth he was there, one three-thousand 
~ord a rticle, two stories and · three poems and many 
other things not cata logued. ' 

E. C. Stedman wrote Mr. D unbar asking permission to 
use som e of his work in a new American Anthologv and 
this was readily g iven by the poet. J ' 

' 



88 THE LIFE AND \iVORKS 

Many persons suffering from pulmonary troubles have 
found re lief in the balmy air of the Catskill s, but poor 
Paul Dunbar was so little benefited that he \Yas com
pelled to take the much-dreaded journey to Colorado. 
Mrs. Matilda Dunba r returned from Virginia a nd accom
pa nied her son and his wife on their western journey. 
Their first stop was a t D enver, and Mr. Dunbar sent a 
note to Dr. Tobey, which is important in that it shO\.\'S 
how Dunbar's fame had gone before him. 

D euver, Colorado, S eptember I 2, '99. 
MY DEAR DOCTOR: 

H ere we are, the whole "kit and bilin'" in Denver, 
and already I feel considerably reconciled to my fate. I 
am well impressed with the town, though I have been 
here but a few hours. 

Only one thing-or really, severa l things in one-have 
bothered me-the reporters. They have taken the house 
and I have not yet had time to rest from my journey. 

. . . The D enver Post wishes to pay my expenses 
if I will travel s lowly over the state and g ive occasionally 
my impressions of it. They wired me a t Chicago, a nd 
have sent two men to interview me since I have been 
there. They claim the trips would be healthful~ tha t my 
wife could go along with the best accommodations! :ind 
that I only need do what I want in the way of wntmg. 
These people a re the New York J ournal of the west I 

In the early days of October, 1899, the Dunbars found 
a suitable home at Harmon , a small town near Denver. 
Mr. Dunbar described this temporary domicile as a 
" dainty little house, very pleasant and sunny." 

From Harmon he wrote, soon after going there, to an 
Ohio frie~d, "I have an old cob of a horse, and some kind 
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of a buggy for me to jog in as the doctor forbids much 
walking and entirely prohibits bicycling." 

This " .old cob ~f a horse" became so dear to the poet 
that he 1mmortal1zed her in his dialect poem " That ol' 
mare of mine," for which he received a sum equal to half 
the price he paid for the mare. 

That Mr. Dunbar realized his cure could not be perma
nent, but that he ·was determined to be patient a nd cheer
ful is manifested by a few paragraphs in a Denver letter 
of his: 

"Well, it is something to sit down under the shadow of 
the Rocky Mountains even if one only goes there to die." 
"~ave you. been reading Stevenson's letters as they 

run m the Scnbner' s 1lfaga:::/ne .'? There was a brave fel
low for. you, a nd I a lways feel stronger for reading his 
ma nly Imes." · 

H e speaks in this same characteristic epistle of his 
health a nd of the doctors having examined his sputum 
and says, " I too have looked upon the 'little red hair-lik~ 
devils' who a re eating up my lungs. So many of us are 
cowards when we look into the cold, white eyes of death, 
and I suppose I am no better or braver than the rest of 
humanity." 

The life of Pa ul Laurence Dunbar while in Colorado 
was a long, losing fig ht for health. Hope and fear were 
alt~rn~t: gu~s~s in his heart, but while his naturally 
opt1m1st1c spmt dra nk deep of the sunshine, his lungs 
constantly weakened by the ravages of the " little red 
devils" of disease- could not assimilate the beneficent 
qualties of the light a nd air. 

As often as . his strength would. permit he recited, 
many of the wea lthiest homes of Denver being opened to 

6 
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him, a nd he also made a number of short trips to various 
other to wns and cities. 

One of the stars in Dunbar's socia l firmament was the 
friendship for him of Major \ i\lillia m Cooke Da niels, a 
young merchant of D enver. The young ma n was pas
siona tely fond of Pa ul Dunbar a nd of his poetr):· 
Almost every day he rode out to sec Dunbar, o r sent ~1s 
carria ge a nd coachma n fo r him to come to the pa l.a.t1a l 
home in the city. But, Dunbar was proud a nd sens1t1ve, 
and although he fairly worshiped young Daniels, we find 
him writing an Ohio friend -

"I must tell you m ore about this friend of mine .so~e 
time. He is just two years my senior, but was Ma jo r 111 

Lawton's Division, a nd commended fo r bra very a n? 
efficiency. H e is a fin e fello" ·· but I a m going to termi
nate my friendship with him. You will wonder w~y. 
Well he is immensely wealthy fo r his age, possessing 
something like two millions of dolla rs, a nd all the favors 
come from his side. I spend an afte rnoon each week 
with him. H e has the finest private libra ry in D enver, and 
he presses upon me the loan of expensive books .. H e 
wants to take me duck-shooting a nd provide everythmg. 
We smoke tog ether and read and cha t for hours, but the 
books and cigars are always his. When I was doing my 
new story, he actually took time from his business (the 
management of the finest department store here) to help 
me on a stampede scene. H e is an enthusiast a nd I like 
him, but somehow I always feel a bit cheaper by his kind
ness, though I know I should not, for he is v~ry genuine." 

The friend to whom Dunbar wrote this letter wisely 
pointed out t~ him that Mr. D aniels was no doubt receiv
ing as much as he gave, and that he doubtless prized the 

' 
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poet's cha rming society more than silver or gold. It is 
therefore with satisfaction tha t we note the " new novel" 
- called " The Love of Landry," dedicated to "my friend 
Major William Cooke Da niels." It is a Colorado novel, 
and shows how quickly and natura lly Mr. Dunbar learned 
to write of the western plains and ranches. He was a 
veritable mental chameleon, taking on the exact color of 
his surroundings, but better still, he was able to transmit 
his impressions to paper so vividly tha t the characters 
and scenes stand out before the reader's vision as though 
painted on canvas. 

' 



CHAPTER X 

BACK TO WAS HI GTON 

IN the spring of 1900, the D unbars went back to Wash
ington. The Colorado trip did not accomplish fo r rvlr. 
Dunbar's health \\·hat they had a ll hoped it mig ht, but he 
returned to W ashi ngton, trusting that he should now be 
able to live there and make it his headquarte rs. Early in 
the summer, however, it was found necessory for him to 
"move on" again, and he and his wife went again to the 
Catskills. A rq.ther pleasant summer ' ras spent there, but 
the ravages of consumption had only been checked, a nd 
it was with a s ink ing heart tha t the g ifted man returned 

once m ore to Washing ton. 
It has seemed rig ht to quo te just he re a paragraph or 

two from an article which appeared in the March, I 906, 
issue of Talent Magazine. This quotation will explain at 
last a n incident of which ma ny of Mr. Dunbar's friends 
read with much surprise and regret at the time of its 

occurrence. 
While one must acknowledge, with the poet, tha t he 

made a g rievous mistake, still this admission is tinged 
with a feeling of sha me tha t American newspapers must 
needs have hera lded the unfortunate affair ;.l ll over the 

country. 
The incident to which_ Mr. Pearson of Talent refers 

happened late in the autumn of 1900. 

"It has been frequently reported in the puQJic prints 
that Dunbar was a drunka rd. Thoug h it was founded on 
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truth, it was not the whole truth. With a friend I had 
engaged Dunbar to give an evening of readings at Evans
ton, Illinois. We had thoroughly advertised the event 
and a large au?ience from the U niversity and the cit; 
were present to hear hjm. At eight o'clock, a messenger 
broug ht me word that he had broken a dinner engage
ment a t the \ i\Toman's College, a nd tha t no word had 
~een received from him. After an anxious delay he ar
nved a half hour la te a nd with him were a nurse, a phy
sician and his half-brother, Mr. Murphy. The first num
ber or two could not be heard, but not until he had read 
one poem the second time did we suspect the true cause 
of his difficulty in speaking. His condition grew steadily 
worse, so that most of the people left in disgust. The 
report was passed about tha t he was intoxicated. The 
Chicago papers printed full accounts of the incident and 
it was copied throughout the country. ' 

"T.he follo';ing letter which has never been published, 
explams the situation. 

"32I Spruce St., vVasltingtou, D. C. 
" PROFESSOR P. M. PEARSON : 

"DEAR SIR: Now that I am at home a nd settled 
I feel that an expla na tion is due you from me. I could 
not see you as you asked, because I was. ashamed to. 
M~ b_rothe~ w~nt, but you were gone. 

1 he cl1ppmg you sent is too nearly true to be an
sw~red. I had been drinking. This had partia lly in
tox1c8;-ted me. The only injustice lies in the writer's not 
~no.wm~ tha t there. was a cause behind it a ll, beyond mere 
mclmatton. On Friday afternoon I had a severe hemor
rhage. This I was fool enough to try to conceal from my 
family, for, as I had had one the week before, I knew they 
would not want me to read. Well, I was nervously anx-
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ious not to disappoint you, a nd so I tri ed to bolster myself 
up on stimulants. It was the o nly way tha t I could have 
stood up a t al l. But I feel now tha t I had ra ther have dis
appointed yo u wholly than to have disgraced myself a nd 
made you asha med. 

"As to the p rogra m, I had u tterly forgotten that there 
was a printed one. I am very sorry a nd ashamed, be
cause I do not think tha t the cause excuses the act. 

"I have cancelled a ll my engagements a nc1 g i,·en up 
reading entire ly . They are try ing to force me back to 
Denver, but I am ill and discouraged, a nd don 't care much 
what happens. . . 

"Don't think tha t this is an a ttempt a t vind1ca t1on. It 
is not. T ry to forgive me as far as forg iveness is possible. 

" Sincere ly yours, 
"PAUL L. DUNBAR. 

"P. S. I have no t told you that I ~·as under the doctor'.s 
care and in bed up until the very day I left he re for c;h1-
cago. There had been a similar flow, and I ca me aga inst 
advice, and now I see the result. 

"Such an explanation silences criticism. But the re
port has been widely circulated, and afterwards it was often 
revived, without cause." 

The winter of 1900-01 was spent with Washington as 
his permanent address, but even though his health would 
ill permit of it, he made a number of trips to various parts 
of the country to recite. 

On March lst, 1901, Mr. Dunbar received a parchment 
appointing him as aid with rank of colonel in the Inau
gural Parade of President McKinley. Concerning this 
appointment, Mr. Dunbar said, several years later to his 
biographer,-

" When the document was brought to me, I refused 
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positively to appear in the pa rade, as I did not consider 
myself a sufficiently good horseman. S o I sent the gen
tleman away with that answer, but as soon as he was out 
of the house, my wife a nd mother made siege upon me, 
and co mpelled me to run after him. I remember the oc
casion well, how I ra n down my front steps in house
jacket and slippers and calling to my late visitor, told h im 
that I had cha nged my mind, perforce." f\fr. D unbar 
a ppeared in the inaug ural pa rade, three days a fterwards. 

A month later finds him writing from Jacksonville, 
Flo rida, to a friend in the North : 

"Down here one finds my poems recited everywhere. 
Young men help themselves through school by speaking 
them, and the schools help their own funds by sending 
readers out with them to the winter ho tels. V ery largely 
I am out of it. Both my lungs and my throat a re bad, 
and, from now on, it seems like merely a fighting race 
with Dea th. If this is to be so, I feel like pulling my 
horse, and letting the white rider g o in without a contest." 

Fooled by the false courage that a lternates with despa ir 
in the l~ves of tuberculosis sufferers, D unbar spent a hope
ful summer, in spite of this spring-time discouragement. 
H e even went so far as to buy a house and establish a 
beautiful home in Washington. But F ate did not intend 
tha t this darling child of Genius should enjoy for long 
any of the good things of life, and less than a year la ter, 
the most terrible tragedy of his life occurred. His home 
was broken up, and he left Washing ton forever. In such 
very personal and heart-touching matters it has a lways 
seemed to his biographer that the world should have no 
interest. This brilliant pair, having walked for several 
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years together, a t last came to a pa rting of the \vays. 
Neither has spoken to say why they pa rted there , each 
going ever after a lone- and, an attempt at expla nat ion 
would be unkind to the living and unjus t to the dead . 
One of his friends has g iven his biog rapher a Je tter writ
ten under da te of July 27th, 1902, which being as much 
as the poet cared to revea l to a lifelong a nd trus ted friend, 
should suffice even the most curious of those in te rested in 
the story of h is life. H e writes as follo\vs : 

"You will be seriously shocked to hear tha t Mrs. Dun
bar and I are now living apart, a nd the beauti ful home I 
had a t W ashington is a thing of the past. . . . I a m 
greatly discouraged a nd if I could do a nything else, I 
should g ive up writing . Som ething within me seems to 
be dead. There is no spirit or energy left 111 me. My 
upper lip has taken on a droop." 

This letter is written from Chicago, where Mr. D unbar 
went, accompanied by his faithful little mother, wh en the 
crash came. 

Mr. Dunbar wrote his old friend, Mr. C ha rles Thatcher 
at Toledo, in December of 1902-

" My pla ns a re few but defi nite. T here is a m id
winter's book of poems forthcoming- 'Lyrics of Love 
and Laughter,' and an illustra ted one for next fa ll. An 
Ohio ·novel is promised to Lippincott' s, a nd d ia lect 
stories and verses to various period icals. Besides this I 
sha ll possibly read in the southwest d uring the la tter part 
of January. My a ppeara nce is robust, but my cough is 
about as bad as it can be.11 

Thus the unquenchable ambition of Paul Laurence 
Dunbar whipped the fra il fl esh to its labor and · accom
plished ap almost unbelievable a mount of work in those 
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two years-- when his heart was broken and his spirit 
crushed. 

His days were not al l cloudy, however, the sun shone 
sometimes and he was almost his o ld self again. 

A little sto ry told his biographer by his mother, while 
the s ilent tea.rs coursed down her cheeks, will serve to 
show how his ha.rd lot was softened in at least one in
s tance. 

" I was sitting one morning," said Mrs. D unbar, "on 
our front steps, when I saw a lady and a little boy ap
proaching. Something told me tha t they were coming 
to our house. T he boy carried a book, a nd when they 
came ne:;trer I recognized it as one of my son's. Sure 
enoug h, they turned in at our steps and the lady said : 

"' Is Mr. D unba r living here?' 
" I replied, ' Yes.' 
" ' Could we get to see him ? 1 

" I asked them to come in, and I went to my son's 
room and summoned him. Paul was ill tha t morning, 
but he went down-s ta irs when he heard tha t a little boy 
wanted to see him. My son was very fond of child ren 
you know. 

" The lady introduced herself to my son as Mrs. Ada 
Barton Bogg a nd her son, Master H arry Barton Bogg . 
The boy told Paul tha t he had come to ask him to a uto
g raph the book of poems he had just boug ht. Of course 
Paul did it, a nd he a nd the boy held a very lively con
versation. As they were leaving we overheard H arry 
say to his mother: 

"'Why, mamma, he wasn' t a bit like I thoug ht he 
would be. I thought he would just s it up straight like 
he had a stick down his back, and never laugh a t a ll.' 
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" Possibly an hour later, our door bell rang, and a box 
of flowers was handed in. The box was addressed to my 
son and contained a great bunch of gorgeous peonies 
with 'the boy's' card. My son was so delighted that he 
put on his hat and went down town for a vase to put the 
flowers in, and wrote the child a letter beside." 

Out of this incident a correspondence sprang between 
the poet and the child, and a friendship was begun which 
lasted as long as Mr. Dunbar lived. So proud was the 
boy's mother of these letters that at the time of the poet's 
death, she reproduced several of them in Quill, the or
gan of the Illinois Woman's Press Association, of which 
she is president. They give one such a delightful g limpse 
into the child-heart of Pa ul Laurence Dunbar that with 
Mrs. Bogg's permission we have copied verbatim into 
this biography, the article, quoting from them. 

PAUL L AURENCE D UNBAR 

In the passing of Paul Laurence Dunbar we have lost 
a friend who was dear to us because the friendship came 
through his love of " the boy," and because, too, of his 
own sweet personality. We shall always have with us 
the memory of his gentle presence, his courteous man
ner, his soft, musical voice, and as we turn the pages of a 
correspondence mostly to " the boy " our eyes are dimmed 
as we read. H ere is one written during his last con
valescence from pneumonia, while here in Chicago: "My 
Dear little Friend: My peonies came with your card and 
I have sworn eternal friendship for you.- My passion is 
for flowers-and you, what have you done to me? Sent ' 
me off spending my hard-earned dollars to get a n antique 
vase to-put them in. Thank you, my dear boy." 

HON. FREDERICK DOUGLASS 

\Vho gave Paul D unbar a position in the Hayt i building 
at the \Vorld's Columbia n Exposition, paying him out 
of his own pocket, and who spoke of Dunba r as the 
"most promising young colored man in America." 
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MASTER HARRY BARTON BOGG, JR. 
(~fr. Dunbar's favorite boy friend, with whom he corresponded 

to the day of his death.) 
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After he went to his home, in Dayton, he often wrote _ 
"the boy," always cheerfully. In one letter he says : 
" My Dear Boy : It was a little earl ier than this last year 
when you came and brought sunshine into my sick room, 
and I want to celebrate that day. From Ohio to Illinois 
le t us say 'good luck,' a nd I want to hope that your 
cheeks a re glowing to-day as brightly as the flowers you 
brought." 

Again he writes : 

My Dear Boy : I call you " dea r boy " because I love 
the name. This will be a great secret between us. . 
I wrote yesterday to your mother, but, of course, you un
derstand that it is awfully different writing to grown-ups, 
and that they never see through the things that we see 
through-their vision has gone beyond the sight of our 
dearer youth. I thank you exceedingly for your 
picture, which has cheered me unspeakably, and which I 
keep over on my dresser, where I can see it now and then 
among the medicine bottles. Lovingly, your boy friend. 

It was not long after this that Mr. Dunbar grew too 
weak to write, and the last letters were dictated. In one 
he speaks of " the boy's 11 strength and vigor, adding: 
" He looks, oh, so healthy ! I wish I were half so well. 
My love to him and tell him that I should love to run my 
fingers through those curls on his head." 

In one of his last letters he says : "The winter has 
kept me continuously in bed-one may as well be in 
Patagonia as here. 

" To-day I struggled out and got a glimpse of the sun. 
I see only the four walls of my room, and I welcome 
any change-am thankful for the rain on the window 
pane." 

.· ;;; 

. I 
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At the last a mutual friend in Dayton carried some 
blossoms to Mr. Dunbar for us, and a fterwa rds wrote us : 
"Mrs. Dunba r (his mother) met me a t the door a nd in
sisted on my seeing him. When he was told I brought 
him flowers, he sa id a t once : ' They can' t be from the 
boy, can they?' I told him he had g uessed rig ht, a nd I 
cannot express to you his pleasure. I left him a very 
weak but happy ma n." 

On the fly leaf of one· of his books he wrote for us : 

An angel robed in spotless white 
Bent down and ki ssed the sleeping night; 
Night woke to blush, th e sprite was gone _ 
Mt:n saw th e blush and called it Dawn. 

-A. B. B. 

, 

LAST DAYS OF PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR 

(Being a S er ies of PersoHal R eminiscences of tlte Poet) 

One summer day in 19041 I was invited by the talented 
reader, Miss Anna Loy May, to accompany her to the 
home of Paul La urence Dunbar, where she made frequent 
pilgrima ges to recite for him the poems and sketches he 
loved to hear. Together we traversed the pretty street, 
which leads to the Dunbar home. The house is a com
modious brick structure, shaded by magnificent elms, and 
on the lawn, a t a point where the s ick man's eyes could 
rest upon it, when he sat by a southern window, was a _ 
luxuriant bed of pansies. 

As we stepped upon the piazza, Mr. Dunbar's collie 
dog inaugurated a rather too-friendly greeting, and in 
another moment, the door was opened by the poet him
self, who immediately apologized for his dog by saying:. 

"My dog never barks at any one but poets: he 1s 
jealous for his master's reputation l 11 He asked me sev
eral jocular questions, and then, looking a t me in a quiz
zical sort of way, exclaimed : 

"Did you expect to find me a long-faced, sancti
monious individual of whom you would be afraid? " 

"Y-es, Mr. Dunbar, I will confess it-I had formed 
some such opinion." 

" And now you are disappointed, a ren't you ? 11 he 
asked laughing more like a mischievous schoolboy than 
a world-famous man and an invalid. 

"A trifle," I replied, " but very delightfully so." 
This pleased him greatly, and we began to talk of com-

103 
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mon acqua intances in both races, of art and literature and 
kindred themes. The "surprise" I sustained in fi nding 
Mr. Dunbar such a cheerful and optim istic person con
tinued during our entire call. 

A characteristic tha t appealed particularly to me was 
his impulsive way of showing delight when I cha nced to 
mention the na me of some one who proved to be a com
mon friend. 

After we had conversed for possibly an hour Mr. Dun
b~ reminded Miss May tha t she had not yet "read" for 
him. As her cultured voice gave utte rance to the Jines of 
several of his favorite selections it was interesting to stud 
the changing expressions upon the poet's face. At on~ 
point he laughed almost boisterously, a t a nother he was 
moved to tears. In every line of his fine face one could se: the evidences of culture and the shining of the poetic 
mmd. 

His eyes were especially expressive, and were truly 
" windows of the soul." Mr. Dunbar's wit was so spon
taneous, and so much a part of him that one could not be 
lo~g i~ hi~ society without observing the glint of a golden 
mirth m his glance or conversation. After Miss May had 
finished reading that afternoon, the poet left the room for 
a ~ew moments. When he came back a half-grown black 
chicken perched contentedly upon his shoulder. He 
ma~e no remark, but sitting down quietly, began talking 
agam: .My knowledge of the chicken as a domestic pet 
was limited, and my amazement a t the evident fea rless
ness of this specimen caused me to exclaim : 

" Why, Mr. Dunbar, is that a chicken ? " 
"No, madame, it is a pig," replied the poet with never 

the ghost of a smile. 

OF PAUL LAURENCE DUN BAR ro5 

Our laughter a t this rejoinder broug ht to the door 
Paul D unbar's mother who feared the unusual excitement 
might bring on one of the distressing attacks of coughing 
\\'!1 ich so wracked and weakened his delicate frame. 

Paul D unbar's mother I H ow shall I describe her? 
There is such a world to say about tha t " little black 
mammy" whom he so dearly loved I But the story of 
Pa ul DunbaiJs last days, or any of his days, would have 
been impossible without frequent mention of his devoted 
mother. No "good angel " in huma n guise ever more 
fa ithfully fulfilled a hea\·enly mission tha n did she through 
a ll the weai·y years of her son's long illness. 

Fra med by the oaken panels of the doorway, Matilda 
D unbar presented a ·wholesome and attractive picture. 
She is small of s ta ture, with the same beautiful eyes which 
were so noticeable in her son's face, the same brig ht smile 
a nd cordia l way, and a gentility of ma nner and modula
tion of voice which show what possibilities there a re for 
the negro woman if she \Viii bu t ta l~e adYantage of them. 

I sha ll never forget the looks of love upon his face and 
of pride upon hers as he introduced "my mother." Then 
in a tender a nd gentle tone she said : 

" Pa1, dear, I fear you a re over-doing . Aren' t you 
ta lking oo much ? " . 

" No, o, ma, I'm having a most delightful time," he 
replied and bade her ta ke a seat near him. 

A young colo red man called to take the poet to drive. 
His embarrassment was apparent when he found Mr. 
Dunbar enterta ining two " white" women friends, but 
Dunbar greeted him most affectiona tely, and presented 
him to us as his " ta lented friend Mr. H ., who writes beau
tiful verses." \tVhat a graceful a nd generous thing it was 



106 THE LIFE AND vVO RKS 

for rhe greatest poet of his race to thus bring to our 
knowledge immediately the fact tha t the new arri,·al 
possessed a talent for making verse. T oo ill to go dri ,·
ing, he was compelled to decline his friend's hospitality, 
but his beautiful words of gra titude sent the young man 
away with a beaming face and a ha ppy heart. It never 
seemed to matter to Paul Dunbar whether a ma n was 
rich or poor, black or white or yellow, if he offered him a 
kindness or expressed a good wish, the poet took pa ins 
to show his appreciation in as public a way as he could. 
He was almost wholly free from the blight of ingratitude. 

Mr. Dunbar would have had us remain indefinitely, but 
knowing that we had already dra wn over-deep upon his 
slender store of vitality, we literally " tore ourselves 
away" promising a speedy return. 

A CHINESE T EA .PARTY 

Our second visit to Paul Laurence Dunbar was on a 
gray day in October. There was a chill in the air, and a 
drizzle from the clouds. A cold wind, like an advance 
agent for winter, was feeling the pulse of the people as 
though to discern how they felt towards the coming show. 
If the world could have been judged that day, by our 
wishes, winter would have felt fa r from complimented. 
Knowing the tendency of th.e artistic temperament to be 
depressed when the sun is not shining, I expected to find 
the sick man indulging in an a ttack of the blues. On the 
contrary, as soon as he entered the room, we felt that it 
was flooded with sunshine. He was simply bubbling 
over with good cheer and fun, and we were soon ob
livious to the weather. 
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"Now, ladies, we are going to have a Chinese tea party 
this afternoon, and l a m to be chef," said our host. 

Vl/e expressed our delig ht a nd told him how compli
mented we fe lt to have a famous ma n fo r a " che f," but 
he laug hed heartily a t this, a nd asked us to follow him 
up-sta irs to " Loafing holt." This is the na me he gave his 
den or library, a nd it was well chosen, for there \-vas every 
inducement to laziness a nd rest. The entire house was 
a rtistic in its appointments, a nd reflected eYery where the 
spirit of its master, but this room-his own particular 
sanctum sanctorum ·was the most charming ly characteris
tic a partment of them a ll. The wa lls were lined with 
book-shelves, above which were hung illumina ted mottoes 
from the works of Riley, Ste,·enson a nd others of his 
fa vorites. A fra med certificate gave e,·idence of the fact 
tha t Mr. Dunbar was a member of the famous Pen and 
Pencil Club of W ashington, with an o ffi ce in tha t organi
za tion. Another fra me held an a utogra ph copy of " My 
Country 'tis of Thee." On the top shelf of each book 
case were photogra phs of eminent m en and women of 
both races, among them Black Pa tti, who called on Mr. 
Dunbar when g iving a concert in Dayton, and presented 
him with her portra it. The pictures were a lmost all a uto
graphed. Dainty bits of bric-a-brac showed the poet to 
be a connoisseur in other fields than tha t of litera ture. 
Th!! books were a lmost all presented to him by the 
a'uthors. An arts-and-crafts bookcase conta ined copies 
of his own productions, and the collection was not one of 
which he needed to be ashamed. 

His desk showed that he had been a t work, recently, 
and there were bits of unfinished poems strewn upon it. 

A couch piled high with gay sofa pillows, afforded a 
7 
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cozy place for the poet to rest when tired of writing or of 
g uests, a nd a n India n blanket rug in brig ht c rimson gaye 
the dignified room its needed bit of vivacious coloring. 
There were sleepy-hollow cha irs and other " loafing " 
places in the room, and a ltogether it was ver) a ppropri
ately named. 

In a corner near the door, was a handsome tabourette 
upon which was disposed the tea service. · Such a pretty 
service it was with its foreig n-looking sugar bowl and 
cream pitcher a nd its squatty little tea-pot, with the Jap
anese cups so delicate a nd thin that one could a lmost 
"see throug h them.'' 

While we ad mired his books and his pictures or en
gaged in merry conversation, Mr. Dunbar ma de the tea 
over his alcohol la mp-a nd presently approached me with 
a cup of the fragra nt brew. 

"This is genuine Chinese tea, lad ies," he remarked. 
"It was brought to me by a friend direct from the Celes
tial Kingdom." 

H e then o ffered us sugar a nd cream. I a dded sugar to 
my tea, and immedia tely regretted it, fo r he said in mock 
horror: 

"There, now I you've spoiled it-the idea of Chinese tea 
with sugar in it.'' 

I acknowledged my ig norance, and asked him why he 
offered me sugar for " Chinese tea." 

"Just to see if you knew," laug hed Mr. Dunbar with a 
wickedly mischievous smile. 

Over the tea-cups there was interesting ta lk, interesting 
because one could not converse ma ny moments with Paul 
Laurence Dunbar without hearing something entertaining 
or profitable. He liked to say things to make one 

, 
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" think," as he once expressed it, and he usually suc
ceeded. H e seemed to be aliYe to all the vital problems 
of the age, a nd to have decided opinions upon each and 
every one. H e was exceeding ly witty and often said 
brilliantly funny things at most unexpected moments. 

H e was g reatly gratified to learn that I had committed 
several of his lang uage poems to memory a nd that I pre
ferred these to his dialect verses. The fact that the \vorld 
a t large, passing over his g reat productions in classic 
English, blindly "turned to praise a jing le in a broken 
tong ue," was one of the real griefs that sapped his life and 
energy. "I am tired, so tired of dialect," he said. "I 
send out grace£ ul little poems, suited for any of the maga
zines, but they are returned to me by editors who say, 
'Vve would be very g lad to have a dialect poem, Mr. 
Dunbar, but we do not · care for the language composi
tions.' I have about decided to write under a nom de 
plume, a nd I have chosen a beautiful name." W e asked 
him to satisfy feminine curios ity by telling us the name, 
but he refused to do so, saying he was determined to 
" fool the editors." H e then told us laug hingly of a 
"brig ht young lady " who wrote to him criticising him 
for using various kinds of negro dia lect in one volume. 
"Just think of it I a literary critic and yet doesn't know 
tha t there are as many variations of the negro dialect as 
there are states in the Union! For instance an Alabama 
negro does not speak any more like a Virg inia colored 
man than a Ya nkee ta lks like a man from Colorado." 
Thus again and again he proved how thoroughly he had 
studied his race, north and south, east and west, and how 
well equipped he was when he went to his task of writing 
dialect poems. He gave the world the first idealized 
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negro verse, and he gave the white race a nd a ll races to 
know that there is more real sent iment and a rtis tic feeling 
in the negro bra in tha n was ever drea med of in the 
philosophy of the average Caucasian H oratio. H e re
marked early in life tha t he ho ped to prove tha t his race 
was human as well as African, and he did much more- he 
proved tha t they were a rtistic as well as humbly usefu l. 

After we had fi nished our tea, Mr. D unba r was d isposed 
to continue our talk indefi nitely , but his streng th was 
scarcely suffic ient for such a long s train, and soon his 
mother called one of us outs ide for a moment a nd sa id : 

" I beg yot,;r pardon, lad ies, but I expect you had better 
leave my son now as he may have a severe attack of 
coug hing . D on't tell him I told you, for he will fea r tha t 
it may offend you." 

W e soon therefore begged a nothe r engagement, and 
left him, thoug h he urg ed us to stay. O ur cond uct after 
we left him ·was not consistent with our protesta tions that 
we could not stay another moment, for we lingered below 
sta irs to talk with his mother. We were startled to hea r 
Mr. Dunbar call: 

"Miss May, oh, Miss May, come to the stairs a m oment." 
S he obeyed, and in a stage whisper he said : "You ladies 
had better not ta lk to mother, she may get to coug hing." 
H e had evidently overheard her warning to us , a nd was 
i"etaliating . 

T hus his love of fun and his inexhaustible \vit, served 
to send us away with a smile and a hope tha t .. perhaps 
a fter all his life would be spa red for ma ny years to come. 
It was always difficult, when ta lking with him, to realize 
that his days were numbered a nd tha t the seal of Death 
was set upon him. 

OF PAU L L AUR EN CE DUNB:\ R I II 

AN l:\ lPRO :\l PT U i\l US ICALE 

Among the th ings tha t were dea r to the heart of Paul 
Laurence Dunba r was music- vocal or instrumental-he 
loved it, and he n·as, in his prime, no mean performer on 
the violin. 

O ne a fternoon I went to see him on a matter of business, 
but ere I had been there long , he to ld me tha t I was " in 
luck," for there was to be a musicale in half a n hour. 
Soon his g uests bega n to a rrive. Among them were 
prominent persons of both races. Mr. Dunbar sat on a 
couch smiling a nd cha tting- with every one,- the gayest 
of the throng. One of the colored women began the 
progra m by singing severa l o f Mr. Dunba1Js favorite 
songs. One of these was " Lead Kindly Lig ht." T his 
was a g reat favorite of the poet's, and he once wrote a 
companion-piece to it which by ma ny is thoug ht to be as 
beautiful as the orig inal poem. H is poem is called a 
H ymn, a nd is really h is own prayer to God fo r help in 
his illness. The last stanza is especia lly beautiful: 

" Lead gently, Lord , and slow, 
For fear that I may fall : 

I know not where to go 
U nless I hear thy call. 

My fainting S!=>ul doth yearn 
For thy green hills afar -

So let thy mercy burn -
My greater , guiding star ! " 

The young woma n who sang for us tha t a fternoon was 
wholly African, a nd her voice was typical of the race. 
\!Vell may the negro be proud of his musica l ability. 
S eldom indeed have I hea rd a soloist of any race whose 
tones could equa l those tha t delig hted us that day. T he 
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poet's very soul came into his expressive eyes as he lis
tened. No applause was more earnest a nd no encore 
more sincere than his, as he asked for more a nd more. 

After the music a young woman of the party read sev
eral of her poems at Mr. Dunbar's request. His pra ise 
was very delica te a nd inte lligent, a nd showed the poet's 
desire to accentua te the g ifts of others. 

After the prog ram Mr. Dunba r fell to ta lking of Theo
dore Roosevelt, of whom he spoke as one of hi.s dearest 
friends. H e asked his mother to bring him his " Christ
mas present, a nd when Mrs. Dunbar returned she broug ht 
with her two volumes, a nd Mr. Dunbar handed them 
around saying, "See I I'm a ll ' puffed up' over these." 
The books were two of the works of the President, in-
5cribed as follows : 

"To Pa ul La urence Dunbar from Theodore Roosevelt, 
Christmas, 190 3 . " 

He then told of the poem he had sent l\fr. R oosevelt at 
the time of his second campa ig n, and of the President's 
complimentary letter concerning it. All were enthusiastic 
and wanted to hear the poem. So, after much persuasion, 
Mr. Dunbar read for us the lines : 

·'There's a mighty sound a com in', 
From the East and there's a hummin' 

And a bummin' from the bosom of the West, 
'While the North has given tongue, 
And the South will be among 

Those who holler that our R oosevelt is best. 

"We have heard of him in battle 
And amid the roar and rattle 

When the foemen fled like cattle to their stalls : 
We have seen him stau nch and grim 
When the only battle hymn 

Was the shrieking of the Spanish Mauser balls. 

-
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" Product of a worthy sireing, 
F earless, honest, brave, unti ring -

In the forefront of the firi ng, there he stands: 
And we' re not afraid to show 
That we all revere him so, 

T o dissenticnts of our own and other lands. 

"Now, the fight is on in earnest, 
And we care not if the sternest . . 

Of encounters try our valor or the quality of him, 
For they' re few who stoop to fear 
As the glorious clay d raws near , . . , . 11 

For you' ll find him hell to handle when he gets m fightm tnm. 

Ill as he then was and weakened by the ravages of the 
disease that was killing him, one's imagination could 
readily picture what he must have been in his prime. 
His eyes flashed, and there was a sparkle ~n them t~at 
told how much he enjoyed giving a proper 111terpretat1on 

to his own poems. 
Before I left him that afternoon, he took occasion to 

tell me that he was to have his "class 11 that night, and 
that he must rest a bit before the pupils came. I asked ' 
in a mazement what class he mea nt, and he sa id, with an 
enthusiasm which left no doubt as to his heart-interest in 

the work: 
11 Why my class in spelling and reading. Some people 

thinfc our people should be nurses a nd boot-blacks, but I 
am determined tha t they shall not ma ke menials out of 

' all of us." This class he ta ught for weeks, giving liter
ally of his very life for the betterment of his race. 

A N " INTERVIEW II 

The fourth time I went to the Dunbar home, I had a 
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comm1ss1on from a magazine to interview him. As the 
lower rooms were fi ll ed with callers, he took me up to 
"Loafingholt." He ba de me take an easy cha ir, assur
ing me that my " job" would be very difficult, and then 
sat down opposite with the a ir of a martyr about to be 
tied to the stake. This was somewhat disconcerting, a nd 
I must have looked my embarrassment for he soon began 
ta lking natura lly of his health and the pretty view from 
his window, etc., until I was quite at my ease and able to 
" ask questions." 

Presently l said, " Mr. Dunbar, tell me what is your 
real reason for writing? Do you write for fame, for 
money or just for the pleasure of creating art?" 

" I ? why do I wri te?" he asked as thoug h surprised a t 
the query. " \Nhy, I write just because I love it." 

Knowing tha t the majority of his race a re noted for 
their superstitions, and having a curiosity to learn whether 
education and refinement would eradica te the racial trait, 
I asked him a leading question. 

"Well , I don' t know," he ejacula ted, with a fa r away 
look in his eyes. "Som e people would la ug h, I suppose, 
but things really do' happen ' sometimes which a re strange 
to ~ay the least." 

"Yes?" I encouraged. 
" VI/ ell, once when I was a small boy, just at the age 

1 when I thought I knew more than my m other-a queer 
thing occurred. The flowers in our front yard a ll came 
out in bloom in the dead of winter. Our neighbors' 
plants did not bloom and - - " 

" Did anything come of it ? " I found myself breath
lessly asking . 

"Wait a moment," he said, "something else happened 
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too-a pair of horses hitched to a hearse ran off and 
stopped before our gate." 

'' \A/ere you frightened?" I asked. 
"Not 1-1 was too 'wise' you know, but my mother 

was terribly worried. vVe had an old gentleman with us 
then, a nd, if you will believe me-he took ill and died in 
two weeks. Even since then I have believed in the 
truth of the old nursery rhy me -

" •Flowers out of season, 
Trouble without reason ! ' " 

H e recounted other instances which had come under 
his observation of the couplet's having "come true," 
speaking in a saddened tone of his having found a violet 
blossoming under his library window on All Saints' Day. 
This incident inspired three of his best knmvn poems. 
The first he called 11 To a Violet Found on All-Saints' 
Day." The others a re "Weltschmertz," and 11 The 
Monk's Walk," published in " Lyrics of Love and 
Laughter." "That was indeed a flower 'blooming out 
of season,' a nd l never had much real happiness after 
that," he said. I knew tha t he \Yas thinking of his un
happy married life for the incident occurred in \i\Tash
ington. 

Since then I have had more respect for so-called 
" superstitions" and if the wholly practical must . call 

' these things mere coincidences, to some of us they can 
but seem a trifle more. 

Mr. D unbar patiently answered my other questions, 
and I left him, feeling how kind he was and how consid
erate, how lavish of his needed strength, and how gener
ous of himself. 



116 THE LIFE AND WORKS 

POEMS "WHILE You vVAIT" 

D?ubtles~ th~re ~re hundreds of instances, memory
chenshed by his fnends, of Mr. Dunbar's having pro
duced impromptu verses of rema rka ble cleverness a nd 
beauty. One or two of these I will recount, merely as 
examples of his ability to work under hig h pressure-a 
gift as rare as it is unusua l. 

~aving business in Day ton, I had not intended going 
o~t to see Mr. Dunbar, but as was my custom, I called 
him by telephone. As soon as he recognized my voice 
he said: ' 

"I am feeling fine to-day, and you must come out be
fore leaving town. I shall have something for you when 
you get here 1" 

H e did not g ive me the slig htest hint as to what the 
"something" would be, but I went out to see him. 

When I reached the house his mother admitted me 
and Mr. Dunbar called from th e parlor, where he sa~ 
curled up on a couch, for a ll the ''"orld like a small boy. 

"Just wait a moment, I'm hunting fo r a rhy me." 
Mrs. Dunba r and I had conversed but a few minutes 

when we heard him say exultantly : 
"Ah, that's it-good ! " and the next instant he was 

with us, smiling and bowing to me, and holding towards 
me a scrap of paper on which he had written in his own 
delicate hand (a feat by no means common on those la t
ter days) the following: 

• To A POET AND A LADY 

You sing, an<l the g ift of a State's applause 
Is yours for the rune that is ringing 

But tell me truly is that the cause? ' 
Don't you sing for the love of singing? 
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You think you are working for wt:alth and for fame, 
But ah, you are not and you know it, 

For Wife is the sweetest and loveliest name, 
And every good wife is a poet ! 

II7 

These lines, written to please me, a nd not meant for a 
public reading, nevertheless contain, as did everything he 
wrote, a. grain of helpful truth, and a delicate suggestion 
of the poet's love for the home and its mistress. H e did 
not prostitute his ta lent, but even when the occasion was 
of a trivia l character, he conscientiously gave his story a 
new dignity in tlie telling. 

Mr. Dunbar was ever grateful for kindnesses shown 
him and took occasion to remark tha t day : 

"My stenographer is not here to-day, or she would type 
the verses for you." 

" \i\Thy, have you a secretary Mr. Dunbar?" 
•
11 Yes, the loveliest young woman in the world comes 

almost every day and does my writing for me, and she 
does it g ratis-will no t think of accepting compensation." 
His face fairly beamed as he said it, and one could not 
help seeing how he appreciated this service from a young 
woma n of his sister race. Could he but have heard what 
she said to me a fter he died, he would have understood 
why she came day a fter day to write for him-" I never 
knew the beauty and breadth of life until I knew Paul 
La urence Dunbar," said the young woman with moist 
eyes, " and I can never tell you what those days spent in 
his society meant to me." She then told me of his hav
ing composed aloud his last poem-" Sling Along·~ while 
she wrote it dowo in shorthand. It was with great diffi
culty that he ta lked tha t day, because of the frequent 
spells of coughing that attacked him, but one can see 
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that even then he was possessed with a spirit of fun and 
happy humor. The lines which ha,·e not yet appeared in 
print a re as follows : 

Su xc ALoxc. 

Sling along, sli ng a long, sl ing along, 
De moon done riz, 
Dem eyes o' his 
Done sighted you 
\ Vhere you stopped to woo. 

Sling along, sli ng a long, 
Jt ain't no use fu ' to try to hide, 
De moonbeam all us at yo' side, 
He hang f 'om de fence, he drap f 'om de limb 
Dey ain't no use bein' skeercd o' him ' 

Sling a long, sl ing along. ' 

Sling along, sling along , sling a long, 
D e brook hit flow, 
Fu' to let you know, 
Dat he saw dat kiss, 
An' he know yo' bliss. 

Sling along, sling along. 
He run by yo' side, 
An' he say howdycto, 
H e ain't gine to tell but his eye is on you, 
You can lay a ll yo ' troubles on de highest shelf 
Fu' de little ol' brook 's jes ta lkin' to his se'f 

Sling along, sling along. ' 

Sling al?ng, sling a.long, sling a long, 
De possum gnn, 
But he run lak sin, 
H e know love's sweet, 
But he prize h is meat, 

Sling along, sling along. 
H e know you'd stop fu' to hunt his hide 
Jf you las' ~ k~ss and a hug beside, ' 
But de feas Will come and de folks wi 'I eat 
When she tek yo' ha n' at de altah sea . ' 

Sling along, sling along. ' 

• 
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Another instance o f h is wonderful skill in \Yriting from 
inspirat ion, is the story of his "Rain Songs." 

The day was da rk a nd the rain fell drearily outside his 
window. Only a poet's mind could haYe conceived any
thing beautiful in such a prospect. A young ma n friend 
was with him. Suddenly Mr. Dunba r, gazing intently 
o ut a t the vis ion in the rain, said to his companion : ~ 

IC Did you ever think o f the rain's looking like harp
strings? 11 

IC No " - said the young man, IC I cannot say that I 
ever did." 

"Well-how does th is sound? " a nd the poet is de
scribed as having repeated the words slowly, as though 
saying them a fter some one whose. voice, audible to him, 
could not be heard by his companion-

"The rain streams down like harp-strings from the sky, 
The wind, that world -old harper sitteth by, 
And ever, as he sings his low refrain, 
H e plays upon the harp-strings of the rain." 

DUNBAR'S L AST BIRTHDAY 

F eeling tha t the poet 's days on earth were swiftly pass
ing by , and tha t perchance this (June 27th, 1905) would 
be (as it proved) his last birthday, a number of his friends 
in Dayton, pla nned a surprise for him. 

It being a beautiful a fternoon, Mr. Dunbar's physician 
gave him permission to go driving with a friend who, 
quite innocently , o f course, called with a carriage. 

In the poet's absence his friends took possession of his 
home and ma de it ready for the " party." His chair, at 
the head of the table, was festooned in royal purple, and 
his favorite flowers were everywhere in evidence. A 
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great birthday cake and dainty viands made a n ideal sup
per table. 

Upon his return from the dri ve, Mr. Dunbar came slowly 
up the s teps and across the veranda. When he opened 
the door, he was met by a perfect avala nche of congra tu
lations I T aken wholly unaware, he was for a moment 
una ble to speak, but, with something of his old spirit, he 
entered into the affair, a nd was soon the gayest of them 
all. 

At supper there were clever speeches and happy rep
artee. O ne of the toasts was given by Dr. \i\Ti lliam 
Burns, Mr. D unbar's dearest friend a mong his own people. 

This brilliant young physician was Mr. Dunbar's con
s tant a ttendan t fo r the last three years of his life, going 
with him whenever he ventured from home to recite, a nd 
caring for him always as tenderly as a brother. He was 
a man of sterling worth and beautiful personality, a nd it 
is small wonder that the poet loved him almost to idolatry. 
Special mention is thus ma.de because in the following 

,November the young physician was struck down in the 
very heig ht of his professional successes and passed in to 
the Mystery four months before his famous friend a nd 
pa tient. The passing of Dr. Burns has been thoug ht by 
many to have hastened the end of Paul Laurence Dunbar, 
and, ill as he was, a t the time his physician died, he in
sisted on being taken in a carriage to his lodg ings. Wit
nesses say tha t Mr. Dunbar took the ha nd of Dr. Burns, 
and ta lked to him just as though he were still there in 
spirit as well as flesh. H e was driven back to his home, 
but a lways refused to admit that " Bud," as he called the 
doctor, was dead. His mind weakened by disease and 
sorrow, could not grasp this last dreadful tragedy. 
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No g loomy forebodings, however, dimmed the happiness 
of the birthday supper, and the picture presented by that 
festal board is one worthy ffie brush of a master, because 
it was a revelation a nd a prophecy. Sitting side by side 
at the poet's table were young people of both the black 
and white races. Each face was of an e.-...::ceptionally fine 
it"! tellectual mould-each individual was an artist in his 
line. An Episcopal clergyma n of the Negro race, 
touched elbows wich a beautiful young business woman, 
a representative of Dayton's " F our H undred" met on an 
equal intellectual footing the cultured young physician, 
whose skin a lone was black. 

T he sight m ust have been gratifying to the mind of 
Paul Laurence Dunbar, for he could but have seen in 
this happy ming ling of intellectual negroes and broad
minded whites a n omen for the fu ture of his race. His 
own personality had much to do with the matter, but if 
the race has produced one genius like Paul D unbar, it 
ca n produce others, and therein lies its hope of final 
recognition. 

A short time after his birthday party, Mr. Dunbar was 
visited by a delegation from the Ohio Federa tion of Colored 
Woman's Clubs, meeting in Dayton, and enjoyed ex
ceedingly ma king the acquaintance of women of his own 
race who were interested in the hig her education. 

D uring this convention, Mrs Mary C hurch T errell, a 
W ashing ton friend of Mr. D unbar's , and a woman 
who has gained an enviable reputation in the world of 
letters was a house-guest a t the Dunbar home. vVriting 
of this visit in the April, 1906, issue of the Voice of tlze 
Negro, Mrs. Terrell pays so beautiful a tribute to Mr. 
Dunbar that a portion of it is given herewith. It shows 
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that Mr. Dunbar was a ppreciated by the more intellectua l 
members of his own race as ,,·ell as by those of the sister 
races. 

Mrs. T errell says : 
" During the few days spent with Mr. Dunba r la !:> t 

summer 1 discovered there were depths in his character 
tha t 1 had never sounded and qua li ties of heart of which 
l had never dreamed, a lthoug h I saw him frequently 
when he lived in \rVashing ton. 

" Owen Meredith says tha t 

" 'The heart of a man is likt: that delicate weed 
\Vhi ~h ~equires to be tram pled on , bold ly indeed 
Ere It gives forth the fragra nce you wish to extract. 

'Tis a simile, trust me, if not new, exact.' 

"Whether affl iction a nd sorrow a lways bring out the 
best there is in a man, I cannot say. I do kno \\', ho \\'ever, 
that the physical and m ental pain which Pa ul Laurence 
Dunbar endured for a year before he passed a way, de
veloped the hig hest and noblest qua lities in him. When 
I saw Paul Dunbar last summer, he was shut in, wasted 
and worn by d isease, coug hing his young and precious 
life away , yet full of cheer, when not actually racked with 
pa in, and perfectly resig ned to fate. I sha ll a lways think 
of his patience under his severe a ffliction as a veritable 
miracle of modern times. In the flu sh of ea rly manhood, 
full of promise of still g reater litera ry a chievement in 
the future than he had been a ble to atta in in the past, 
fond of life as the young should be and usua lly are, there 
he sat, rapidly losing his physica l streng th every hour, 
and yet, m iracle of miracles, no bitte r complaint of his 
cruel fate did I hear esca pe his lips a sing le time. The 
weakness and inertia of his worn a nd wasted body con-

OF PAUL LA U RENCE DU NBAR 125 

trasted sadly a nd strangely with the s treng th and ac
tiv ity of his v igorous mind. As I looked a t him, pity for 
the a fflicted ma n himself a nd pity for the race to which 
he belonged a nd which I knew would soon sustain such 
a n irrepa rable loss in his death almost overcame me more 
tha n once. As incredible as it may appear, his moods 
were often sunny and then it was del ig htful to hear the 
flood of merriment roll cheerily from his lips. 

" I t was g ratify ing to see the homage paid Mr. Dunbar 
by some of the most cultured and some of the wealthiest 
people of the domina nt race in Dayton. 

"On one occasion a fter some beautiful g irls who had 
ca lled to pay the ir respects to Mr. Dunbar, had gone, in 
a nervous effort to relie\ e the tension of my own feelings, 
I turned to him and sa id : 

"'Sometimes I am tempted to believe you are not ha lf so 
ill as you pretend to be. I believe you a re just playing 
the role of interesting inval id , so as to receive the sym
pa thy a nd homage of these bea utiful g irls.' 

" 'Sometimes I think I am just loafing myself,' he 
la ughing ly replied. H ow well he remembered this was 
shown a short while after I returned home. H e sent me 
·a copy of his 'Ly rics of Sunshine and Shadow,' which 
a t that time was his latest book. On the fly leaf he had 
written with his own ha nd, a feat which during the first 
year of his illness he was often ·unable to perform, the 
following lines : 

"Look hyeah, Molly, 
Ain ' t it jolly, 

Jes' a loafi n' 'oun '? 
T ell the J edge 
Not to herlge 

For I am still in town. 
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"Whether Paul Dunbar wi ll be rated a great poet or 
not, no human being can tell. It is impossible for his 
contemporaries either to get a proper perspective of his 
achievement or to actua lly guage his gen ius. Person
ally I believe he will occupy as high a place in American 
literature as Burns does in the Bri tish, if not higher. 

"But whether Paul Dunba r will be rated great or not, it 
is certain that he has rendered an invaluable service to 
his race. Because he has lived and wroug ht, the race to 
which he belonged has been lifted to a hi g her pla ne. 
Each and every person in the United S tates remotely 
identified with his race is held in higher esteem because 
of the ability which Paul Dunbar possessed and the suc
cess he undoubtedly attained. 

"Indeed the whole civilized world has greater respect 
for that race which some have the ig nora nce to underes
timate and others the hardihood to d espise, beca use this 
black man, through whose veins not a drop of Caucasian 
blood was known to flow, has given such a splendid a nd 
striking proof of its capacity for high intellectual achieve
ment." 

MY LAST VISIT TO PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR 

The austere face of a winter sun was hidden behind a 
veil of forbidding g ray, and the earth and sky were monk
garbed and sombre-eyed that last day that I saw Dunbar. 

His bed had been brought down-stairs, so that his 
mother could be near him as she performed her house
hold duties, and as he lay there among the pillows one 
could see how weak he was, how wasted and how frail. 
But, as I entered the room, approached his bed and took 

l 
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his hand, his smile was just as bright and his words 
were just as brave as they had been in the earlier days 
of our acquainta nce. There was the customary badin
age, the never-failing inquiry as to why I had not been 
to see him for so long, and the pa thetic enthusiasm over 
the world-interests which for him were so soon to be as 
naught. 

By and by he was permitted to sit in his chair by the 
window, and to me it seemed as a throne, where a ll the 
lovers of art should fa ll down a nd worship. But ah what 
a weak king he was, how like a little child I Yet. his 
g reat eyes were still brigbt, and his heart aglow with the 
flame that warmed it to the last. 

Presently as he sat there he said to his mother who was 
passing through the room -

1
" Ma, I never did get to see my flowers that came 

this morning." 
"\IVell, Paul, I have them in the parlor, where it is 

cold, so that they will keep till Sunday I " 
"Oh, I forgot," he said with a sigh, "that the flowers 

cannot live in a room that is warm enoug h for me ! " 
In a few moments Mrs. Dunbar brought in a vase, 

filled with gorgeous American Beauty roses, and I placed 
them on a little stool at his feet, where he could look at 
them for a while. 

Oh, how he gazed at those flowers I so wistfully, as 
though he envied them their glorious beauty and perfect 
development-so tenderly, as thoug h each rose had a 
human heart a nd an ache in it-so reverently, as thoug h 
the vase were a shrine and he an ardent devotee I 

Then with moist eyes and a heart-breaking smile. he 
said, turning to his mother-
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"Take them away, ma, so they may 'keep for Sun
day.'" 

He then fell to talking of Wilberforce-the African 
. missionary of whom the papers were saying such dread

ful things at the time, claiming that he had gone back to 
savagery and cannibalism. · 

"It is an outrage! Oh, how I wish I were able to do 
something to correct those stories. They are absolutely 
false, and it is such an awful blow to the race I" 

He spoke feelingly of the missionary who had been 
educated by the United Brethren church,-and one could 
see how he chafed under the weakness that chained him 
down when he longed so to go forth and do ba ttle for 
his race. 

That same day we chanced to speak of Alice and 
Phceb~ Cary. I told him of several visits I had made 
their brother at the old home near College Hill, Ohio, 
and of my having found in a history of the family a men
tion of the coat of arms, won_ by a remote Cary on English 
battle-fields. When I quoted the Latin legend, and gave 
him my version of the transla tion he thought I had it 
wrong, and was not satisfied till I went up to his library 
and found his Latin grammar. I shall never forget how 
eageriy he scanned the well-worn text-book, though his 
hand trembled so he could scarcely hold the volume. It 
was pitiful indeed to see him thus employed, when one 
knew how soon he must lay forever aside his precious books 
and leave them all behind. 

That was the last time I saw him alive. Two months 
l~ter, a message came over my telephone : "Paul Dunbar 
is dead." 

It was with a strange mix~ure of feelings that I started 

HON. BRAND WHITLOCK, MAYOR OF TOLEDO 

Who counted Dunbar as one of his dear friends, and who when 
asked for a word for this biography said : "Say that h is picture 
hangs on my library wall with that of Walt Whitman, Thoreau 
and others of my favorites." 
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once more for Dayton-on the day of Mr. Dunbar's 
funeral. 

Down town I boug ht a few flowers and was about to 
go in search of a messenger to take them out to the Dun
bar home, when I noticed a colored man with another 
florist's box, addressed in large letters: " For Paul Lau
rence Dunbar." The man was ·waiting for a car, and ap
proaching him I said : "Will you take my flowers too?" 

" Yes, ma'am," he replied, and I could not but see that 
his eyes were full of tears. 

Handing him a bit of silver I said, " Here is your fee." 
I have never had any one look at me so reproachfully as 
did tha t poor colored man that day -

" Money? No, indeed. It is al l I can do for poor Paul 
now." 

Later I called a t the Summit Street home, and saw him, 
for the first time, wholly at rest and free from pain. 

Hrs DEATH AND BURIAL 

On February 9th, 19061 it became apparent, early in 
the afternoon, that Mr. Dunbar' s end was fast approach
ing. A physician and then a ministe r came. Thrice the 
poet asked the time, and whether it was day or night. 
Then the minister read the Twenty-third Psalm, which had 
always been Mr. Dunbar's favorite portion of Scripture. 
The dying man lay quietly listening. When the reader 
ceased, Dunbar, in a fast-failing voice, began to repeat 
the psalm for himself, and when he came to the words -

" When I walk through the valley of the shadow - " 

God must indeed have been "with him," for it was then 
that he fell asleep. 
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After all his shortcomings, his weaknesses and his mis
takes, he found a t the last the peace that his life had never 
known. 

O n the afternoon of Februa ry 12th at the Eaker S treet 
A. M. E. Church in Dayton, the funera l services were 
held. On the church records of this little sanctua ry , the 
name of Pa ul La urence Dunba r had been written in his 
own ha nd in childhood days, a nd it had never been erased. 
His mother, therefore, tho ug ht it appropria te a nd rig ht to 
h3;ve his burial service there. So ma ny were the flowers 
sent tha t they not only banked the li ttle pulpit and clus
tered a bout the casket, but beautiful bo uquets were dis
tributed about the house. Eloquent tributes were pa id 
the dead poet by the pastor of the church, Professor Scar
boroug h of Wilberforce U niversity , a nd othe r clergymen 
of both races, but it seemed to me that the m ost touching 
of them all was the address o f his loya l fri end , Dr. H. A. 
T obey, of T oledo. Among other things Dr. T obey said: 
"I never loved a man so much. ' Golden Rule ] ones, 
Bra nd Whitlock and myself were three g reat cronies, be
cause we were three ' cra nks,' I suppose, but we took Paul 
in and made him one of us." 

He spoke of Mr. Dunba r's disting uished fri ends, re
ferrin g pa rticularly to Mr. Willia m D ean Howells and 
Colonel R obert G. Ingersoll, paying Mr. Ingersoll a ve ry 
high compliment on his own account. Dr. Tobey then 
read a letter, written him by Mr. Brand Whitlock, Mayor 
of T oledo, who was prevented from attending the obse
quies by reason of the critical illness of his a g ed mother. 
The letter, revealing as it does, the love of another author 
for Mr. Dunbar, and the hig h place he held in Mr. Whit
lock's esteem, is given verbatim: 
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629 f!Vt'nt!trop Street, Toledo, Oli£o, 
I I February, I906. 

D EAR D OCTOR T OBEY : 
I wish I could be wid1 you all to-morrow to pay 

my tribute to poor Paul. But 1 cannot, and feel ing as I 
do his loss, I cannot now attempt any estimate of his won
derful personal ity tha t would be at al l worthy. If friend
ship knew obligation, I would acknowledge my debt to 
you for the boon of knowing Paul Dunbar. It is one of 
the countless good deeds to your credit that you were 
a mong the first to recognize the poet in him and help him 
to a la rger and freer life. 

For Paul was a poet: a nd I fi nd that when I have said 
tha t I have said the g reatest and most splendid thing that 
can be said a bout a ma n. Men ca ll th is or that man great 
a nd load him with wha t the world holds to be honors
its soldiers a nd its sta tesmen, its scholars and its scien
tists. This may all be very well, but I think we know that 
after a.II the soldiers and the statesmen and the savants 
a re not concerned with the practical th ings of life, the 
things tha t a re really worth while. Nature, who knows 
so much better tha n ma n about everything, cares nothing 
a t all for the little distinctions, and when she elects one of 
her children for her most important work, bestows on him 
the r ich g ift of poesy, a nd assig ns him a post in the g reat
est of the arts, she invariably seizes the opportunity to 
show her contempt of rnnk a nd title and race and land 
and creed. She took Burns from a plow and Paul from 
an elevator, and Pa ul has done fo r his own people what 
Burns did for the peasants of Scotland- he has expressed 
them in their o wn way and in their own words. T here 
are ma ny ana log ies between these two poets, just as there 
a.re many a na logies between Pa ul and S helley and Keats 
a nd Byron and Pushkin. They all died very young, they 
knew little of the joys tha t a re common to common men, 
but they had their g riefs, their sorrows, their sufferings, 
far beyond the common lot. But the terms on which 
Na':ture lets her darlings become poets are a lways ob-

I 
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durate. T o the poet, as Whitman says, agonies must be
come as c~anges of garment,. he must suffe r a ll things, 
hope all things, endure all things, and knowled ge is not 
otherwise obtained. H e must go throug h torments a nd 
pain, he must feel the dreadful hunger of the soul a nd 
usually he must. die young-a!l for the sake of being a 
poet. And that is enough for him a fter all for if the com
mon joys and satisfactions-rest and peac~ a nd ho me and 
8:11 that-. ar~ denie~ him, he has the joy of artis tic crea
tion, which is the h1g~est ma n may kno w. It is enoug h 
fo: the po.et that he is a poet, yet this is not his g lory. 
His glory is t1_1at through. this experience he expresses for 
the race all JOY a nd gnef, a ll the moods and emotions 
ex~ted or depres~e?, of the human soul, and myriads of 
v01cel~ss people, hvmg. about him and living aft~r him, 
find ~e solace ~nd relief that come of expression which, 
were it not for him, they ·would be compelled to go with- · 
out and suffer dumbly. 

I ha:re spoken of our friend as a poet o f his own people 
and this he was: he expressed his own race-its humor 
its kindliness, its fancy, its love of grace a nd melody : h~ 
expressed, too, its great sufferings, and what race has 
suffered more, or more unjustly, or wha t race has borne 
its sufferings with sublimer pa tience? It is a race that 
has produced many great a nd worthy men, in the very 
face of untold opposition a nd prejudice, but the work of 
these !Ilen has been more or less confined to their race. 
But without the least disparagement, I think I can say 
tliat Paul's range and appeal were wider tha n those of 
any other of his race: if they had not been he would not 
have been a poet. For the true poet is universal as is 
the love he inca rna tes in himself, and Paul's best goetry 
has this qua lity of universality. 

I am very &"lad that l~e was so thoroug hly American 
and democratic. H e might have been a poet without 
having been an America n, but he could not have been a 
poet without-having been democratic, and I believe I mav 
safely add that he could not have been a poet witl~out 

I -
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having had a t least the spirit of :\merica. For a ll poets 
ha,·e had this spirit : they haYe Joyed liberty, equality 
and fraternity. You know Browning says: 

Shakespt:are wa:; of u:;, l\lilton was for us, 
Burns, Shelley were with us-they wa tch froll\ their graves. 

There was nothing fo reig n in Paul's poetry, nothing 
imported, nothing imita ted: it was all orig inal, native and 
indigenous. Thus he becomes the poet not of his own 
race alone-I wish I could ma ke people see this- but the 
poet of you a nd of me and of a ll men everywhere. 

You and I know something of his deeper sufferings, 
something o f the d isease that really killed him. I can 
never forget the things he said about this that last even
ing we spent together. I know nothing anywhere so 
pat~etic as this brave, gentle, loving spirit with its poet's 
heart, moving among men, who, thoug h far his inferior 
in intellectua l a nd spiritual endowment, yet claimed to 
be-but I must not recall such things now. The deep 
melancholy this caused him has been e,'i:pressed over and 
over in his poems. "The vVarrior's Prayer," "We wear 
the Mask," and others a re veritably steeped in it. Let 
that suffice. 

Tha t last evening he recited- oh, what a voice he 
had !- his "Ships tha t Pass in the Nig ht." You will re
membe r. I sat and listened sadly conscious that I would 
not hear him often again, knowing that voice would soon 
be mute. I can hear him now and see the expression on 
his fine face as he said " Passing I Passing 1" It was pro
phetic. 

\!Ve shall hear tha t deep, melodious voice no more : his 
humor, his drollery, liis exquisite mimicry-thes..e a re 
gone. And to-morrow you will lay his tired body away, 
fittingly enoug h, on Lincoln's birthday. But his son.gs 
will live and g ive his bea utiful personality an imm~rtal~ty 
in this world , and we-we can remember that he is with 
Theocritus to-nig ht. Yours very sincerely , 

BRAND WHITLOCK. 
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Dr. Davis W. Clark, of the Methodist Episcopal 
Church, one of the most scholarly men of that com
munion, offered the final prayer at Mr. Dunbar's fun eral. 
Dr. Clark was so impressed by the occasion that he soon 
after set about securing funds fo r a monument to the 
poet's memory. Speaking of the event a few weeks 
afterwards Dr. Clark said : 

"When I saw him ly ing there in his casket, he seemed 
to me a prince." 

The remains of Pa ul Laurence Dunbar were placed in 
the vault at the beautiful Woodland Cemetery in Dayton, 
and two months la ter, he was buried. The site of his 
g rave is well chosen, being at the summit of a little hill, 
and in selecting it his mother endeavored to follow as 
nearly as mig ht be, the wishes voiced by her son in his 
" Death Song." She will plant a willow near the mound, 
so that by and by he will be ly ing " neaf de willers in de 
grass." He is near also to " de noises in de road," for 
the grave is in view of one of the entrances to the 
cemetery. 

Summing it a ll up, this short, feverish, brilliant life- a n 
honest observer can but agree with the poet's best be
loved friend Dr. Tobey, who when a sympathetic admirer 
of Mr. Dunba r' s said : "It is such a pity he had to 
die,''-exclaimed : 

"No, thank God, I'm g lad he's gone-this world ~as 
too sad a place for him." 

' 

.. 

PART II 

The Poems of Paul Laurence Dunbar 

ERE S L EEP COl\IES DOWN TO 
SOOTHE TH E WEARY EYES • 

This poem is one of the most profound 
tha t i\lr. Dunbar ever wrote, though it is 
one of !us earl y productions. It :i.ttracted 
the attention of mnny lenrned persons be
fore the poet bec:u11e famous. Among 
those who spoke of it cspeci:illy, were the 
pbywright J :imcs A. Herne and Colonel 
Robert G. Ingersoll. 

ER~: sleep comes down to soothe the weary 
eyes, 

Which a ll the day with ceaseless cnre 
have sought 

The m:tgic gold which from the seeker 
flies ; 

Ere drenms put on the gown nnd cap 
of thought, 

And make the waking world a world of 
lies,-

Of lies most palpable, uncouth, forlorn 
That say life's full of acht:s and tcnrs and 

sighs, -
Oh, how with more than dreams the 

soul is torn, 
Ere s l~ep comes down to soothe the weary 

eyes. 

Ere sleep comes down to soothe the wenry 
eyes, 

H ow all the griefs and heartaches we 
have known 

Come up li!.:e pois' nous vapors tha t a rise 
From some base witch's caldron, when 

the crone, 
To work some potent spell, her magic plies. 

The past which held its shnc of bitter 
pain, 

Whose ghost we prayed that Time mieht 
exorcise, 

Comes up, is lived and suffered o'er 
aga in, 

Ere sleep comes down to soothe the weary 
eyes. 

Ere sleep comes down to soothe the weary 
eves, 

What· phantoms fill the dimly lighted 
room; 

What ghostly shades in awe-crea ting guise 
Arc borl ied forth within the teeming 

gloom. 
What echoes faint of .sau and soul-sick 

cries, 
And pangs of vague inexplicable p:iin 

That pny the spirit's ceaseless enterprise, 
Come thronging thrnugh the chambers 

of the brain, 
Ere sleep comes down to soothe the weary 

eyes. 

Ere sleep comes down to soothe the weary 
eyes, 

Where ranges forth the spiri t far and 
free? 

Through what strnn~e realms and unfa
miliar skies 

Tends her fa r course to lands of mys
tery? 

To lands unspeakable-beyond surmis~, 
\Vhere shapes unknowable to bemg 

spring, . . 
T ill, faint of wing, the Fnncy tails and dies 

Much wearied with the spirit's journey
ing, 

Ere sleep comes down to soothe the weary 
eyes. 

1 37 
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Ere sleep comes down to soothe the weary 
eyes, 

How que5tioneth the soul that other 
soul,-

.Thc inner sense which neither cheats- nor 
' lies, 

But self exposes unto self, a scroll 
Full writ with all life's acts u11wise or 

wise, 
In characters indelible and known; 

So, trembling with the shock of sad sur
prise, 

The soul doth view its awful se lf a lone, 
E re sleep comes clown to soothe the wea ry 

eyes. 

When sleep comes down to seal the weary 
eyes, 

The last dear sleep whose soft embrace 
is balm, 

And whom sad sorrow teaches us to prize 
For kissing a ll our passions into ca lm, 

Ah, then, no more we heed the sad world's 
cries, 

Or seek to probe th ' eternal mystery, 
Or fret our souls at long-withheld replies, 

At glooms through which our visions 
cannot see, 

When sleep comes down to seal the weary 
eyes. 

THE POET AND HIS SONG 
A song is but a little thing, 
And yet what joy it is to sing! 
In hours of toil it gives me zest, 
And when at eve I long for rest; 
When cows come home along the bars, 

And in the fold I hear the bell, 
As N_ight, the ~hepherd, herds his stars, 

I smg my song, and all is well. 

There are no ears to hear my lays, 
No lips .to lift a word of praise ; 
Bu_t still, with faith unfalteri ng, 
I h ve and laugh and love and sing. 
What matters yon unheeding throng? 

They cannot feel my spirit's spell, 
Since life is sweet and love is long, 

I sing my song, and all is wel l. 

My clays are never clays of ease· 
I till my ground and prune my trees. 

When ri pened gold is a ll the plain, 
I put my sickle to the g rain. 
I labor hard , and toil and sweat, 

Whi le others dream within the ddl · 
But c_vcn while my brow is wet, ' 

l smg my song, a nd a ll is well. 

Sometimes the sun, unkind ly hot, 
~ly ga.rdcn makes a desert spot; 
~~me11111cs a blight upon the tree 
I akcs a ll my fru it away from me ; 
A mi then with throes of biller pa in 

Re bt:llious passions ri se and swell · 
Bu t- life is more than fruit or grain,' 

And o I sing, and a ll is well. 

RETORT 

"Thou art a fool," said my head to my 
heart, 

" I ndeed, th e grea test of fools thou art, 
To be led astray by the trick of a tress, 

Hy a smiling face or a ribbon smart;" 
And my heart was in sore distress . 

Then Phyllis came by, and her face was 
fa ir, 

The light gleamed soft on her nn-en hair; 
And her lips were blooming a rosy red. 

Then my heart spoke out with n right bold 
air : 

"Thou art worse than a fool, 0 head!" 

ACCOUNTABILITY 

Folks ain 't got no right to censuah othah 
folks about dey habits ; 

Him dat giv' de squir'ls de bushtails made 
de bobtails fu' de rabbits. 

I-! im dat built de greacl big mountains hol
lered out de little valleys, 

H im dat made de streets an ' driveways 
wasn't shamed to make de alleys. 

\Ve is all constructed diff'ent, d'ain't no 
two of us de same; 

\Ve cain't he'p ouah likes an' dislik e>, et 
we'se bad we ain 't to blame. 

Ef we'se good, we needn't show off, case 
you bet it ain ' t ouah doin' 

\Ve gits into su'tta in channels .dat we jes' 
cain't he'p pu'suin' . 

l 
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But we all li ts into places <lat no othah 
ones could fill, 

An' we does the things we has to, big er 
litt le, good er ill. 

John cain't Lek <l e place o' Henry, Su an' 
"ally a in't alik<: ; 

Dass ai n't nuth in' like a suckah, chub ain't 
nuthin' like a pike. 

\-Vhen you come to th ink about it, how it's 
all pla nned out it 's splendid, 

Nuthin's done er cvah happens, '<lout hit's 
somclin' dat 's intended; 

Don't keer whut you docs, you has to, a n' 
hit sholy beats de dickens,-

Viney, go put on de kittlc, I got one o' 
mastah 's chickens. 

FREDERICK DOUGLASS 

A hush is over a ll the teeming lists, 
And there is pause, a breath-space 111 

the strife ; 
A spirit brave has passe<l l.Jeyond the mists 

And vapors that obscure the sun of li fe. 
And Ethiopia, with bosom torn, 
Laments the passing of her noblest born. 

She weeps for him a mother's burning 
tears-

She loved him with a mother's deepest 
love. 

He was her cham1Jion thro' direful years, 
And held her weal all other ends above. 

When Bondage held her bleeding in the 
dust, · 

He raised her up and whispered, "Hope 
and Trust." 

For her his voice, a fearless clarion, rung 
That broke in warning on the cars of 

men· 
For her th~ strong bow of his power he 

strung, 
And sent his arrows to the very den 

Where grim Oppression held his bloody 
place 

And gloated o'er the mis'ries of a race. 

And he was no soft-tongued apologist; 
He spoke straightforward, fearlessly un-

cowed; · 

The sunlight of his truth dispelled the 
mist, 

And set in bold relief each dark-hued 
cloud; 

T o sin and crime he gave their proper 
hue, 

And hurled a t evil \\'hat was evil's due. 

T hrough good a nd ill report he cleaved 
his way 

Right onward, with his face set toward 
the heights, 

Nor feared to face the foeman's dread 
a rray,-

The lash of scorn, the sting of petty 
spites. 

He dared the lightning in the lightni ng's 
track, 

And answered thunder with his thunder 
back. 

\Vhen men maligned him, and their torrent 
wrath 

I n furious imprecations o'er him broke, 
He kept his counsel as he kept his path ; 

'Twas for his race, not for himself, he 
spoke. 

H e knew the import of his Master's call, 
And felt himself too mighty to be small 

No miser in the good he held was he,
His kindness followed his horizon's rim. 

His heart, his talents, and his hands were 
free 

To all who truly needed aught of him. 
\-Vhere poverty and ignorance were rife, 
He gave his bounty as he gave his life. , 

The place and cause that first aroused his 
might 

Still proved its power until his latest 
day. 

In Freedom's lists and for the aid of Right 
Still in the foremost rank he waged the 

fray; 
\Vrong lived; his occupation was not 

gone. 
He died in action with his armor on l 

We weep for him, but we have touched 
his hand, 
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And felt the magic of his presence nigh, 
The current that he sent th roughout the 

land, 
The kindling spirit of his battle·cry. 

O'er all that holds us we shall triu mph yet, 
And place our banner where his hopes 

were set! 

Oh, Douglass, thou hast passed beyond the 
shore, 

But still thy voice is ringing o'er the 
gale! 

Thou'st taught thy race how high her 
hopes may soar, 

And bade her seek the heights, nor 
faint, nor fai l. 

She will not fail, she heeds thy stirring 
cry, 

Sht knows thy guardian spirit will be nigh, 
And, ri sing from i:>eneath the chast'ning 

rod, 
She stretches out her bleeding hands to 

God! 

LIFE 
lt is doubtful if any modern poem has 

had a wider reading than this. It was a 
favorite selection of Mr. Dunbar's when 
reciting, and his reading of it was very 
impressive. It is peculiarly typical of his 
own experiences in life as well as of those 
of us all. In spite of his frank acknowl
etlgment of the predominance of the 
"groans," however, he would not end the 
poem without a bit of exhortation and a 
crumb of comfort-for, after all, it is true, 
as he sings, that 
" Joy seems .sweeter when cares come =-.ft er, 

And a moan is 1he finest of foils for laughler," 

and the man of sorrows is the man who 
wins the car and the heart of the world. 

A crust of bread and a corner to sleep in, 
A minute to smile and an hour to weep in, 
A pint of joy to a peck of trouble, 
And never a laugh but the moans come 

double; 
And that is life I 

A crust and a comer that love makes 
precious, 

With the smile to warm and the tears to 
refresh us ; 

And joy seems sweeter when cares come 
after, 

And a moan is the finest of foils for 
laughter ; 

And tha t is life! 

TIIE LESSON 

My cot was down by a cypress grove, 
And I sat by my window the whole 

night long , 
And heard well up from the deep dark 

wood 
A mocking-bird's passionate song. 

And I thought of myself so sad and Jone, 
And my life's cold winter that knew no 

spring; 
Of my mind so weary and sick and wild , 

Of my heart too sad to s ing. 

But e'en as I listened the mock-bird's 
song, 

A thought stole into my saddened heart, 
And I said, "I can cheer some other soul 

By a carol's simple art." 

For oft from the darkness of hearts and 
lives 

Come songs that brim with joy and 
light, 

As out of the gloom of the cypress grove 
The mqcking-bird sings at night. 

So I sang a lay for a brother's car 
In a strain to soothe 11is bleeding he11rt 

And he smiled at the sound of my voice 
and lyre, 

Though mine was a feeble art. 

But at his smile l smiled in turn, 
And Into my soul there came a ray: 

In trying to soothe another 's woes 
Mine own had passed away. 

OF PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR 

THE RISI~G O F THE STORM 

T he lake's dark breast 
l s all unrest, 

It heaves with a sob and a sigh. 
Like a tremulous bird, 
From its slumber stirred, 

The moon is a.tilt in the sky. 

F rom the silent deep 
The waters sweep, 

Ilut faint on the cold white stones, 
And the wavelets fly 
W ith a phintivc cry 

O'er the old earth's bare, bleak bones. 

And the spray upsprings 
On its ghost-white wings, 

Anet tosses a kiss at the stars; 
\Vhilc a water-sprite, 
I n sea-pearls <ligh t, 

H ums a sea-hymn 's solemn bars. 

Far out in the night, 
On the wa,·ering sigh t 

1 see a dark hull loom ; 
And its ligh t on hil!h, 
Like a Cyclops' eye, 

Shines out th rough th,. mist and i:loom. 

r::ow the winds well up 
1't·om the earth's deep cup, 

And fall on the sea and shore 
And against the pier ' 
The waters rear 

And break with a sullen roar. 

Up comes the gale, 
_And the mist-wrought veil 

Gives way to the lightning's i:Iare 
And the cloud-drifts fnll ' 

,A sombre pall , ' 
0 er water, earth, nnd air. 

T~e storm-king flies, 
His whip he plies, 

And bellows down the wind. 
The lightning rash 
With blinding flash 

Comes pricking on behind. 

Rise , waters, rise, 
And taunt the skies 

With your swift.flitt ing form. 
Sweep, wild winds, sweep, 
And tear the deep 

T o a toms in the storm. 

And the waters leapt, 
And the wild winds swept, 

And blew out the moon in the sky, 
And I laughed with glee, 
It wns joy to me 

As the storm went raging by I 

SUNSET 

The river sleeps beneath the sky, 
And clasps the sha~ows t? its bre_ast; 

T he crescent moon shmes d1111 on !ugh ; 
And in the la tely radiant west 

T he gold is fading i~to gr~y. 
Now stills the lark Ins festive lay, 
And mourns with me the dy ing day. 

While in the south the first faint star 
Lifts to the night its silver face, 

And twinkles to the moon afar 
Across the heaven's graying space, 

Low murmurs rench me from the 
town, 

As D:i.y puts on her sombre crown, 
And shakes her mantle darkly down. 

T HE OLD APPLE-TREE 

There's a memory keeps a-runnin' 
Th rough my weary head to-night, 

An ' I see a pictu re dancin' 
In the fi re-flames' ruddy light; 

'Tis the picture of an orchard 
W rapped in au~umn's pu r~le haze, 

With the tender hght about 1t 
T hat I loved in other days. 

An' a-stnndin' in n corner 
Once again I seem to see 

The verdant leaves an' branches 
Of an old apple-tree. 

You perhaps would call it ugly, 
An' I don 't know hut it's so, 

\Vhen you look the tree all over 
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UnaJorncd by memory's glow ; 
For its boughs arc gnarled an' crooked, 

An' its leaves are gcttin' thin, 
An' the apples of its bearin' 

Wouldn't fill so large a bin 
As they used to. But I tell you, 

When it comes to pleasin' me, 
It's the dearest in the orchard,

Is that old apple-tree. 

I would hide within its shelter, 
Settlin' in some cozy nook, 

Where no calls nor threats could stir me 
From the pages o' my book. 

Oh, that quiet, sweet seclusion 
In its fu lness passcth words ! 

It was deeper than the deepest 
That my sanctum now affords. 

Why, the jaybirds :in' the robins, 
They was hand in glo,•e with me, 

As they winked at me an' warbled 
In that old apple-tree. 

It was on its sturdy branches 
That in summers long ago 

I would tie my swing an' dangle 
In contentment to an' fro, 

Idly dreamin' childish fancies, 
Huildin' ca5tles in the ai r, 

:\fa kin' o' myself a hero 
Of romances rich an' rare. 

I kin shet my eyes an' see it 
Jest as plain as plain ki n be, 

That same old swing a-danglin' 
To the old apple-tree. 

There's a ru•tic seat beneath it 
That I never kin forget. 

It's the place where me an' Ilallie -
Little sweetheart-used to set, 

\Vhen we'd wander to the orchard 
So's no listenin' ones could hear 

As I whispered sugared nonsense 
Into her little willin' ear. 

Now my gray old wife is Hallie, 
An' I'm grayer still than she, 

But I'll not forget our courtin' 
'Neath the old apple-tree. 

Life for us ain't all been summer, 
But I guess we've had our share 

Of its nittin' joys an' pleasures, 
An' a sprinklin' of its care. 

Oft the skies have smiled upon us; 
Then again we've seen ' cm frown, 

Though our load was ne 'e r so hc:ivy 
That we longed to lay it down. 

But when death docs come a -ca ll i11 ' , 
This my last request sha ll bc,

That they'll bury me an' Hallie 
' :\eath the old apple-tree. 

A PRAYER 

0 Lord , the h:ircl -won miles 
H ave worn my stumbl ing feet: 

Oh, soothe me with thy smile-; , 
And m:ikc my life complete. 

The thorns were thi ck and keen 
\Vherc'cr I trembling trod ; 

The way was long between 
~I y wounded feet and God. 

\Vhcrc healing waters now 
Do thou my footsteps lead. 

My heart is aching so ; 
Thy gracious balm I need. 

PASSIO~ A:\TD LOVE 

A maiclcn wept and, as :i comforter, 
Came one who cried, " I love thee," and 

he seized 
Her in his arms and kissed her with hot 

brc:ith, 
That dri ccl the tears upon her naming 

cheeks. 
While evermore his boldly blazing eye 
flumed into hers; but she uncomforted 
Shrank from his arms and only wept the 

more. 

Then one came and gazed mutely in her 
face 

With wide and wistfu l eyes ; but still 
aloof 

H e held himself; as with a reverent fear, 
As one who knows some sacred presence 

nigh. 
And as she wept he mingled tear with 

tear, 
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Th:it cheered ht:r soul like dew a dusty 
nowcr,-

Until she smiled, approached, and touched 
his hand I 

THE SEEDLING 

As a quiet little seedl ing 
Lay within its d:irksomc bed, 

To itsel f it fell a-t:ilking, 
And this is what it said : 

" I am not so very robust, 
But I 'll do the best I can;" 

And the seedling from that moment 
Its work of life began. 

So it pushed a little leanct 
Up into the light of day, 

To examine the liurroundings 
And show the rest the way. 

The lcanct li ked the prospect, 
So it called its brother, Stem; 

Then two other leanets he:ird it, 
And quickly followed them. 

To be sure, the h:iste and hurry 
Made the seedling sweat and pant; 

But almost before it knew it 
It fou nd itsel f a plant. 

The sunshine poured upon it, 
And the clouds they gave a shower; 

And the little plant kept growing ' 
Till it found itself a flower. 

Little folks, be like the seedling, 
Always do the best you can; 

Every child must share l ife's labor 
Just ns well as every man. 

And the sun and showers will help you 
Through the lonesome, struggling 

hours, 
Till you raise to light and beauty 

Virtue's fair, unfading flowers. 
9 

,. 

PRO:\llSE A:--lD FULFILMENT 

This pair of poems w:is so admired by 
Minnie ;\laddern Fiske that she wrote the 
author asking permission to use them on 
the stage. T his was granted, :ind ~he 
lines were read many times with nattering 
applause. It is p:ithetic to renect upon 
the fact that this ve ry thing came in a fter 
years, to be a real part of the poet's . he.art 
history. At the moment when !us JOY 
should have been at its height, and his 
rose of love was ready for the blooming, 
it was discovered, al:is, that, in very deed, 
a "worm was nt its heart." 

I grew a rose within a garden fair , 
And, tending it with more th:in loving 

care, 
I thought how, with the glory of its bloom, 
I should the darkness of my life illume; 
And, watching, ever s miled to sec the 

lusty bud 
Drink freely in the summer sun to tinct 

its blood. 

My rose began to open, and its hue 
\ Vas swee t to me as to it sun and dew; 
I watched i: t:i king on its rudd)~ flame 
Unti l the day of perfect blooming ~ame, 
Then h:isted I with smiles to find 1t blush-

ing red -
Too late ! Some thoughtless child had 

plucked my rose and fled! 

FULFIDIENT 

I grew a rose once more to please mine 
eyes. . . 

All things to aid it-dew, sun, wmd, fair 
skies -

\Vere kindly ; and to shield it from de-
spoil, . 

I fenced it safely in with grateful toil. 
No other hanJ thnn mine shall pluck this 

flower, said I, 
And I was jealous of the bee that hovered 

nigh. 

It grew for days; I stood hour after hour 
To watch the slow unfolding of the nower, 
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And then I did not leave its side at all, 
Lest some mischance my flower should 

befall. 
At last, oh, joy! the central petals burst 

apart. 
It blossomed-but, alas! a worm was at 

its heart I 

SONG 

My heart to thy heart, 
My hand to thine ; 

My lips to thy lips, 
Kisses an: wine 

Brewed for the lover in sun,hine and 
shade; 

Let me drink deep, then, my African maid. 

Lily to lily, 
Rose unto rose ; 

My love to thy love 
T enderly grows. 

Rend not the oak and the ivy in twain, 
Nor the swart maid from her swarthier 

swain. 

AN ANTE-BELLUM SERMON 

We is gathnhed hyeah, my brothahs, 
In dis howlin' wildaness, 

Fu' to speak some words of comfo't 
To each othah in distress. 

An' we chooses fu' ouah subjic' 
Dis-we'll 'splain it by an' by; 

" An' c\e Lawd said, • Moses, Moses,' 
An' de man said,• Hyeah am I.'" 

Now ole Pher'oh, down in Egypt, 
'Vas de wuss man evah bo'n, 

An' he had de Hebrew chillun 
Down dah wukin' in his co'n ; 

'T well de Lawd got tiahed o' his foolin', 
An' sez he: "I'll let him know -

Look hyeah, Moses, go tell Pher'oh 
Fu' to let dem chillun go. 

"An' cf he refuse to do it, 
I will make him rue de houah, 

Fu' I'll empty clown on E gypt 
All de vials of my powah." 

Yes, he did-an' Pher'oh's ahmy 
\Vasn 't wuth a ha'f a d ime; 

Fu' de Lawd will hc'p his chillun, 
You kin trust him e\·ah time. 

An' yo' enem ies may 'sa il you 
In de back an ' in de front; 

But de Lawd is all a roun ' you, 
Fu' to ba' de battle's brunt, 

Dey kin fo'ge yo' chains a n' shackles 
F 'om de mountains to de sea; 

But de Lawd will sen' some ~loses 
Fu' to set his chillun free. 

An ' de Ian' shall hyeah his thundah, 
Lak a bias' Pom Gab'cl's ho'n, 

Fu' de Lawd of hosts is mighty 
When he girds his ahmor on. 

But fu' feah some one mistakes me, 
I will pause righ t hycah to say, 

Dat I 'm still a-preachin' ancient, 
I ain't talkin' ' bout to·day. 

Dul I tell you, fellah christuns, 
Things 'll happen mighty strange; 

Now, de Lawd done dis fu' I srul , 
An' his ways don't nevah change, 

An' de love he showed to I srul 
·wasn't all on I srul spent ; 

Now don't run an' tell yo' mastahs 
Dat I 's preachin' discontent. 

'Cause I isn't ; l 'sc a·judgin' 
Dible peuple by deir ac's; 

l'se a-givin' you de Scriptuah, 
l'se a-handin' you de fac's. 

Cose ole Pher'oh b'licvcd in slav'ry, 
Dul de Lawd he let him see, 

Dat de people he put bref in,
Evah mothah's son was free. 

An' dahs othahs thinks lak Pher'oh, 
Hut dey calls de Scriptuah liar, · 

F u' de Bible says "a servant 
I s a-worthy of his hire." 

An' you cain't git roun' nor thoo <lat, 
An' you cain't git ovah it, 

Fu' whatevah place you git in, 
Dis hyeah Bible too 'II fit. 

.. 
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So you see de La wd's intention, 
Evah scncc de \\'Ori' began, 

Was dat his almigh ty freedom 
Should belong to evah man, 

But I think it would be bettah, 
Ef I'd pause agin to say, 

Dat I ' m talkin' 'bout ouah freedom 
In a Ribleistic way. 

But de Moses is a·comin', 
An' he's com in', suah and fas' 

\Ve kin hyeah his feet n·trompin', 
We kin hycah his trumpi t bias'. 

But I want to wa'n you people, 
Don't you git too hrigity; 

An' don't you git to braggin' 
'Bout dese thi.ngs, you wait an' sec. 

But when Moses wit his powah 
Comes an' sets us chillun free, 

We will praise de gracious Mastah 
Dat has gin us liberty ; 

An' we'll shout ouah halleluyahs, 
On <lat mighty reck'nin' day, 

\Vhen we's reco'niied ez citiz'
Huh uh ! Chillun , let us pray! 

ODE TO ETHIOPIA 

0 Mother Race ! to thee I bring 
This pledge of fa ith unwavering, 

This tribute to thy glory. 
I know the pangs which thou didst feel 
When Slavery crushed thee with i t~ 

heel, 
With thy dear blood all gory. 

Sad days were those-ah, sad indeed! 
But through the land the frui tful seed 

Of better times was growing. 
The plant of fr~eclom upward sprung, 
And spread its leaves so fresh and 

young-
I ts blossoms now are blowing. 

On every hand in th is fair land, 
Proud Ethiope's swarthy children stand 

Beside their fairer neighbor; 
The forests flee before their stroke, 
Their hammers ring, their forges 

smoke,-
They stir in honest labour. 

' They tread the fields where honor calls; 
Their voices sound through senate halls 

In majesty and power. 
T o right they cling ; the hymns they sing 
Up to the skies in beauty ring, 

And bolder grow each hour. 

Be proud, my Race, in mind and soul; 
T hy name is writ on Glory's scroll 

I n characters of fire. 
High 'mid the clouds of Fame's bright 

sky 
Thy banner's blnioned folds now fly, 

And truth shall lift them higher. 

Thou hast the right to noble pride, 
Whose spotless robes were purified 

By blood's severe baptism. 
Upon thy brow the cross was laid, 
And labor's painful sweat-beads made 

A consecrating chrism. 

No other race, or white or black, 
\Vhen bound as thou wert, to the ra.ck, 

So seldom stooped to grieving; 
No other mce, when free again, 
Forgot the past and proved them men 

So noble in fo rgiving. 

Go on and up! Our souls and eyes 
Shall follow thy continuous rise ; 

Our ears shall list thy story 
From bards who from thy root shall 

spring, . . 
And proudly tune their lyres to smg 

Of E thiopia's glory. 

THE CORN-STAL~ FIDDLE 

\Vben the corn's all cut and the bright 
stalks shine 

Like the burnished spears of a field of 
gold ; 

When the field-mice rich on the nubbins 
dine, 

And the frost comes white and the wind 
blows cold; 

T hen it's heigho ! fellows and hi-diddle
diddle, 

For the time is ripe for the com-stalk 
fiddle. 
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And you take a stalk that is straight and 
Jong, 

With an expert eye to its worthy points, 
And you think of the bubbling strains of 

song 
That arc bound between its pithy 

join ls -
Then you cut out strings, with a bridge in 

the middle, 
With a corn-stalk bow for a corn-stalk 

fiddle. 

Then the strains that grow as you draw 
the bow 

O'er the yield ing strings with a prac
ticed hand! 

And the music's flow never loud but low 
I s the concert note of a fa iry band. 

Oh, your dainty songs arc a misty riddle 
To the simple sweets of the corn-6talk 

fiddle. 

\Vhcn the eve come3 on, and our work is 
done, 

And the run drops down with a tender 
glance, 

With their hearts all prime for the harm
less fu n, 

Come the neighbor girls for the. evening's 
dance, 

And they wait for the well-known twist 
and twiddle -

More time than tune..,....from the corn-stalk 
fiddle. 

Then brother Jabez takes the bow, 
While N-:d stands off with Susan Bland, 

Then Henry stops by Milly Snow, 
And John takes Nellie Jones's hand, 

While I pair off with Mandy Biddle, 
And scrape, scrape, scrape goes the corn

stalk fiddle. 

"Salute your partners," comes the call, 
" All join hands and circle round ," 

" Grand train back," and "Balance all," 
Footsteps lightly spurn the ground. 

" :a-ke your lady and balance down the 
middle" 

To the · merry str:i,ins of the corn-stalk 
fiddle, 

So the night goes on and the dance is o'er 
And the merry girls are homeward gone 

But I sec it all in my sleep once more, 
And I dream till the \'cry break of dawn 

or an impish dance on a red-hot griddle 
To the screech and scr-.pe or a corn-stalk 

fiddle. 

THE t.IAST ER -PLA YER 

An old , worn harp that had been played 
Till all its strings were loose and fray ed , 
Joy, ll atc, and f"car, each one essayed, 
T o play. Uut each in turn had found 
.No sweet responsi \'cncss or sound. 

T hen Love the '.\l:i.stcr-Playcr came 
\ Vith hea\'ing breast and eyes aflame; 
The llarp he took all undismayed, 
Smote on its strings, still strange to song, 
A nd brought forth music sweet and strong. 

THE '.\IYSTERV 

I was not; now 1 am- a rcw clays hence / 
I shall nol be; I fai n wollld look before 
And a rte r, but can neither do; some Power 
Or Jack or power says " no " to all I would. 
I stand upon a wide and sunlc5s plain , 
Nor chart nor steel lo guide my steps 

aright. 
\Vhcnc'cr, o'ercoming fr:ar , I dare to mo\·c, 
1 grope without direction and by chance. 
Some feign to hear a voice and reel a hand 
That draws them ever upward thro' the 

gloom. 
But 1-1 hear no voice and touch no hand, 
T ho' oft thro' silence infinite I list, 
And strain my hearing to supernal sounds; 
Tho' art thro ' fatefol darkness do I reach , 
And stretch my h and to find that other 

hand. 
I question of th' eternal bending skies 
That seem to neighbor with the novice 

earth ; 
But they roll on , and daily shut their eyes 
On me, as I one day shall do on them, 
And tell me not the secret that I ask. 

_J 
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TWO SOXGS 

A bee that was searching for sweets one 
day 

T hrough the gate or a rose garden hap-
pened to stray. 

In the heart of a rose he hid awo.y, 
And forgot in his bliss the light of day, 
As sipping his honey he bulzcd in song ; 
Though day was waning, he linge red long, 

For the rose was sweet, so sweet. 

A robin sits pluming his ruddy breast, 
And a madrigal sings to h is lore in her 

nest: 
" Oh, the skies they are blue, the fields are 

green, 
And the birds in your nest will soon be 

seen I" 
She hangs on his words with a thrill of 

Jo,·c, 
And chirps to him as he sits above, 

For the song is sweet, so sweet. 

A maiden wa5 out on a summer's day 
With the winds and the waves and the 

flowers at play; 
And she n~et with a youth of gentle air, 
With the hght of the sunshine on his hair. 
Together they wandered the flowers 

among ; 
They loved, and l?vi ng they lingered long, 

For to love ts sweet, so sweet. 

Bir~ of my lady's bower, 
Smg her a song; 

T ell her that every hour, 
All the day long, 

T houghts of her come to me 
Filling my brain ' 

·with the warm ecstasy 
Of love's refrain. 

Little bird! happy bird! 
Being so nenr, 

Where e'en her slightest word 
Thou mnyest hear, 

Seeing her glancing eyes, 
8heen of her hair, 

Thou art in paradise,
Would I were there. 

I am so far away, 
Thou art so near; 

Plead with her, birdling gay, 
Plead with my dear. 

Rich be thy recompense, 
Fine be thy fee, 

If through thine eloquence 
She hearken me. 

THE PATH 

There are no beaten paths to Glory's 
height, 

There arc no rules to compass greatness 
known; 

Each for himselr must cleave a path alone, 
And press his own way forward in the 

fight. 
Smooth is the way to ease and calm de

light, 
And soft the road Sloth chooseth for her 

O\Vll; 

13ut he who craves the flower of l ife full
blown, 

Must struggle up in nil his armor dight ! 
What though the burden bear him sorely 

down 
And crush to dust the mountain of his 

pride, 
Oh, then, with strong hearl let him still 

abide; 
For rugged is the roadway to renown, 
Nor may he hope to gain the envied 

crown 
Till he hath thn1st the looming rocks 

aside. 

THE LAWYER'S WAYS 

This poem, written in the earlier years 
of Paul Laurence Dunbar's life is doubt
less the fruit of his observations when a 
page in the Dayton court-house, and the 
discoveries that it shows he made even in 
his youth of the instability of the law, 
may have been one reason why he gave 
up his chances and his ambitions to be-
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come a lawyer, preferring to be a poet 
and an inspiration for his race. 

I've been list'nin' to them lawyers 
Jn the court house up the street, 

An' I 've come to the conclusion 
That I 'm most complete ly beat. 

Fust one feller riz to argy, 
An' he boldly waded in 

As he dressed the tremblin' pris'ner 
Jn a coat o' deep-dyed sin. 

Why, he painted him all over 
In a hue o' blackest crime, 

An' he smeared his reputation 
With the thickest kind o' grime, 

Tell I found myself a-wond'rin', 
In a misty way and dim, 

How the Lord had come to fashion 
Sich an awful man as him. 

Then the other lawyer started, 
An', with brimmin', tearful eyes, 

Said his client was a martyr 
That was brought to sacrifice. 

An' he give to that same pris'ner 
Every blessed human grace, 

Tell I saw the light o' virtue 
Fairly shinin' from his face. 

Then I own 'at I was puzzled 
How sich things could rightly be; 

An' this aggervatin' question 
Seems to keep a-puzzlin' me. 

So, will some one please inform me, 
An' this mystery unroll -

H ow an angel an' a devil 
Can persess the self-same soul? 

LONGING 

If you could sit \'rith me beside the sea to
day, 

And whisper with me sweetest dreamings 
o'er and o'er; 

I think I should not find the clouds so dim 
and gray, 

And not so loud the waves complaining at 
the shore. 

If you could sit with me upon the shore 
to-day, 

And hold my hand in yours as in the days 
of old, 

I think I should not mind the chill baptis
mal spray, 

Nor find my hand and heart and all the 
world so cold. 

' If you could walk with me upon the strand 
to-day, 

And tell me that my longing love had won 
your own, 

I think all my sad thought~ would then be 
put away, 

And I could give back laughter for the 
Ocean's moan I 

A BANJO SONG 

Oh, dere's lots o' keer an' trouble 
In dis world to swaller down; 

An' ol' Sorrer's purty lively 
In her way o' git1in' roun'. 

Yet derc's times when I furgit 'cm,
Achcs an' pains an' troubles all,

An' it's when I tck at ebenin' 
My ol' banjo f'om de wall. 

'Bout de time <lat night is fallin' 
An' my daily wu'k is done, 

An' above de shady hilltops 
I kin see de settin' sun; 

When de quiet, restful shadder$ 
I s beginnin ' jes' to fall,-

. Den I take de little banjo 
F'om its place upon de wall. 

Den my fam'ly gadders roun' me 
In de fadin' o' de light, 

Ez I strike de strings to try 'cm 
Ef dey all is tuned er-right. 

An' it seems we're so nigh heaben 
We kin hyeah de angels sing 

\:Vhen de music o' dnt banjo 
Sets my cabin all er-ring. 

• 
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An' my wife :10' nil de othahs,
l\lalc an' female, small an' big,

Even up to grny-haired g ranny, 
Seem jes' boun' to do a jig; 

'Twcll I change de style o' music, 
Change de movement an' de time 

An ' de ringin' liulc banjo ' 
Plays an ol' hea't·feelin' himc. 

An' somehow my th 'oat gits choky, 
An' a lump keeps tryin' to rise 

Lak it wan'ed to ketch de water 
Dal was flowin' to my eyes ; 

An ' I feel dat I could sorte r 
Knock de socks clean o!T o' Sin 

Ez I hyeah my po' ol' gran ny 
\Vif huh trem .. blin ' voice jinc in. 

Den we a ll th 'ow in our voices 
Fu' to hc'p de chune out too 

Lak a big camp-mcctin' choir/ 
Tryin' to sing a mou'nah th'oo. 

An' our th'oahts let out de music 
Swe.et an' solemn, loud an' fre~, 

'Twell de rnftahs o' my cabin 
Echo wif de melody. 

Oh, de music o' de banjo, 
Quick an' deb'lish, solemn, slow, 

I s de greates' joy :rn' solace 
Dat a weary slave kin know I 

So jes' let me hyeah it ringin', 
Dough de chune be po' an' rough, 

It's a pleasure; an' de pleasures 
o· dis life is fe w enough. 

Now, de blessed little angels 
Up in heaben, we are told, 

Don't do nothin' nil derc lifetime 
'Ceptin ' piny on hn'ps o' gold. 

Now I think heaben 'd be mo' home· 
like 

Ef we'd hyeah some music fall 
F'om n real oJ'.fashioned banjo, 

Like dnt one upon de wall. 

NOT THEY WHO SOAR 

Not they who soar, but they who plod 
Their rugged way, unhclped, to God 
Are her<;ies ; they who high~r fare, 
And, flying, fan the upper air, 

, 

l\Iiss all the toil that hugs the sod. 
'Tis they whose backs have felt the rod. 
Whose feet ha\'e pressed the path unshod. 
May smile upon defeated care, 

Not they who soar. 

High up there arc no thorns to prod, 
~or boulders lurking 'neath the clod 
To tum the keenness of the share, 
For flight is e\'er free and rare ; 
llut heroes they the soil who've trod, 

Not they who soar! 

WHITTIER 

Not o'er thy dust let there be spent 
The gush of maudlin sentiment; 
Such drift ns that is not for thee, 
Whose li fe a nd deeds and songs agree, 
Sublime in their simplicity. 

Nor shall the sorrowing tear be shed. 
0 singer sweet, thou art not dead! 
In spite of time's malignant chill, 
With living fire thy songs shall thrill, 
And men shaH say, "He liveth still! " 

Great poets never die, for Earth 
Doth count their lives of too great worth 
To lose them from her treasured store; 
So shalt thou live for evermore -
Though far thy form from mortal ken -
Deep in the hearts and minds of men. 

ODE FOR MEMORIAL DAY 

Done a re the toils and the wearisome 
marches, 

Done is the summons of bugle and 
drum. 

Softly and sweetl y the sky overnrches, 
Shelt' ring a land where R ebellion is 

dumb. 
Dark were the days of the country's de· 

rangement, 
Sad were the hours when the conflict 

was on, 
But th rough the gloom of fraternal cs· 

trangcment 
God sent his light, and we welcome the 

dawn. 
O'er the expanse of our mighty dominions, 
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Sweeping away lo the uttermost parts, 
Peace, the wide-flying, on untiring pin

ions, 
Bringeth her message of joy to our 

hearts. 

Ah, but this joy which our minds ca nnot 
measure, 

W hat did it cost fo r our fathers to gain! 
ilought al the price of the heart's dearest 

treasure, 
Born out of travail and sorrow and pain; 

Born in the battle where fleet Death was 
flying, 

Slaying with sabrc·stroke bloody and 
fell · 

Born wher~ the heroes and martyrs we re 
dy ing, 

T orn by the fu ry of bullet and shell. 
Ah, but the day is past: silent the ra ttle, 

And the confusion that fo llowed the 
fight. 

Peace to the he roes who died in the battle, 
Martyrs to truth and the crowning or 

R ight ! 

O ut of the blood of a conflict frate rnal, 
Out or the dust and the dimness of d eath 

Burst into blossoms of glory eternal ' 
F lowers tha t swee ten the world w ith 

thei r breath. 
Flowers of charity, peace, and devotion 

Bloom in the hea rts tha t are e mpty of 
strife; 

Love tha t is bound less and broad as the 
ocean 

Leaps in to beauty and fu)ness of life . 
So, with the singing of preans ;incl chornls, 

And with the flag flashing high in the 
sun, 

P lace on the graves of our heroes the 
laurels 

Which their unfaltering valor has won I 

PREMONITIO N 
/ 

D ear heart, good-night! 
Nay, list awhile that sweet voice singing 

When the world is all so bright, 
Am~ .the sound of song sets the heart 

a-ringing, 

Oh , love, it is not nght -
Not then to say," Good ·night." 

Oc.:;i r heart, good -night! 
T he late wind;; in the l.1kc weeds sh iver, 

.t'u 1d the spray flies cold and white. 
And the voice that s ines gi \'cs a te lltale 

quive r -
" Ah, yes, the world is Lright , 

But, dea rest hc;irt , good.night! " 

D ear h eart, good-night! 
And do not longer seek to hold me ! 

For my ~ou l is in affright 
As the fearful glooms in their pa ll en fo ld 

me. 
Sec him who sang how white 

And still; so, dea r, good -ni ght. 

Dc;ir heart, good-night! 
Thy hand I ' ll press no more foreve r, 

And mine eyes shall lose the light ; 
For the great white wrn ith by the wind ing 

river 
Sha ll check my steps wi th might. 

So, dear, good- night, good-night! 

RETROSPECTION 

\\' hen you and I were young, the d;iys 
\ Ve re fi lled w ith scent of pin k ;ind rose, 
And full of joy from dawn t ill close, 

From morning's mist till e\'ening's haze. 
And when the robin sung his ~ong 
The ve rdant woodland ways along, 

\ Ve whistled louder than he sun g. 
J\ nd school was joy, and work w::1 s sport 
For which the hours were a ll too short, 

W hen you and I were young, my boy, 
\ Vhen you and I were young. 

\Vhen you and I w ere young, the woods 
Brimmed bravely o 'e r with C\'ery joy 
To ch;i rm the h::1ppy-h earted boy. 

The qua il tu rned out he r ti mid broods ; 
T he prickly copse, a hostess fi ne, 
Held high black cups of harmless \\'inc ; 

And low the laden grape-v ine swung 
With beads of night-kissed amethyst 
'Where buzzing lovers held their t ryst , 

'When you and I were young, my boy, 
\ Vhcn you a nd I were young. · 

r 
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\Vh en you a nd I were young, the cool 
And fresh \\'i nti fanned our fc1·ered 

brows 
\Vhen tum bling o'er the scc1 .cd mows, 

Or stripping by the di 1!1plin~ 1-001! 
Sedge· fringed about Its sl11mmcrmg face, 
Sa\'e wh.:re we'd worn :m ent' ring place. 

How with our shouts the calm b:inks 
ru ng ! 

I low fl;ished the spray ns we plunged in,
Pure gems th::1t ne\'Cr caused a sin! 

When you and I were young, my boy, 
\\" hen you and I were young. 

' Vhcn you and I were young, we heard 
A II sounds of Nat ure with de light.
T he whirr of wing in sudden night, 

The chirping of the baby-bird. 
Th.: colu mbine 's red bells were rung ; 
The locu t's vested chorus sung ; 

\ Vhile every wind his zithcrn strung 
To high and holy-sounding keys, 
And pbycd son::1tns in the trees -

' Vhen you :l11Cl l were young, my boy, 
' Vhen you ::111tl I were young. 

\Vhen you and I were young, we knew 
To shout nnd laugh, lo work and play, 
And nighrwas partner to the clay 

Jn all our joys. So swift ti me flew 
On silent wings tlmt, ere we wist, 
The fleeti ng ye::1rs had fled unmisscd; 

And from our hea rts this cry was 
wru ng-

To fill with fond regret and tears 
The dnys of our remnining yc:irs _ 

" When you and I were young, my boy, 
\Vhcn you ;ind I were young." 

UN EX PRESSED 

Deep in my heart th;it aches wi th the re
pression, 

And stri ves with plenitude of bitt r.r pain, 
There lives a thought that clamors for ex

pression, 
And spends its undelivered fo rce in vain . 

What boots it that some other may have 
thought it? 

T he right of thoughts' expression is 
di1·ine · 

T he price of ~ain I pay for it hns bought it, 
l c:ire not who b ys claim to it- ' tis 

n1ine ! 

And yet not mine until it be delivered; 
T he manner of its birth sb ll prove the 

test. 
Alas, ::1las, my rock of pride is shil·ered -

I be::1t my brow-the thought still unex
pressed. 

S PRl::\G SONG 

A blue-bell springs upon the ledge, 
A b rk s its singing in the hedge; 
Sweet perfumes scent the balmy a ir, 
And life is brimming e\'erywhere. 
W hat lark and breeze ::1nd bluebird sing, 

Is Spri ng, Spring, Spring! 

Nor more the air is sharp and cold ; 
The pbnter wends across the \\'Old, 
And, glad, beneath the shining sky 
\ \'e w;indc r forth , my love and I. 
And ever in our hearts doth ring 

This song of Spring, Spring ! 

F or life is life nnd love is love, 
'Twixt mnid and man or do veand dove. 
Life mny be short, li fe may be long, 
But love will come, ::1ncl to its song 
Shall this refrai n forever cling 

O f Spring, Spring, Spring ! 

SONG OF SUMMER 

Dis is gospel weathah sho'
Hi lls is sawt o' hazy. 

t.l eddahs level e?. a flo' 
Callin ' to de l:izy. 

Sky all white wi l streaks o' blue, 
Sunshine soft ly gle::1min', 

D 'a in't no wuk hit's ri ght to do, 
Nothin' 's ri ght but drcamin'. 

D reamin' by de rivah side 
\Vif de watahs glist'nin', 

Fcelin' good an' satisfied 
Ez you lay n-list'nin' 

' 
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To the little nakid boys 
Splashin' in de watah, 

Hollerin' fu ' to sprcss dcir joys 
Jes' lak youngsters ought to. 

Squir'l a-tippin' on his toes, 
So's to hide a n' ' ' icw you; 

Whole flocks o' camp·meetin' crows 
Shoutin ' hallelujah. 

Peckahwood erpon de tree 
Tappin' lak a hammah; 

Jaybird chattin' wif a bee, 
Tryin' to teach him grammah. 

Breeze is blowin' wif perfume, 
Jes' enough to lease you; 

Hollyhocks is all in bloom, 
!:;mcllin' ru• to please you. 

Go 'way, folks, an' let me 'lone, 
Times is gettin' dearah -

Summah's settin ' on de th'one, 
An' I'm a-la yin' ncah huh! 

TO LOUISE 

When Paul Laurence Dunbar, young 
:i:nd full of timidity, was trying to sell his 
little book" Majors & Minors," from house 
t~ house, he sometimes became greatly 
d_iscourage~. Upon the evening of a par
ticularly disheartening day, he went to 
!he home of his patron, Dr. H. A. T obey, 
in Toledo, Ohio, and told him that he 
would never again have the courage to 
of!er a book for sale to any man. His 
fnend endeavored to encourage him, but 
he was ~cspondent, and left the doclor 
with tears streaming down his checks. 
Just as poor Dunbar was leaving, the little 
daughterofhis host, Miss Louise Tobey ran 
to him_ and in th7 sweet, half-bashful ~vay 
of a child, gave l11m a beautiful rose. The 
next morning, the young poet sought the 
" wee lassie," and handed her a bit of 
paper. Upon this sheet was written one 
of the most perfect of his poems-" Lines 
to Louise." 

Oh, the poets may sing of their Lady 
Irencs, 

And may rave in their rhymes about won
derful queens ; 

But I throw my poetical wing~ to the 
breeze, 

And soar in a song to my Lady Louise. 
A sweet little maid, who is dcarc1· I ween 
Than any fair duchess, or even a 'queen. ' 
When speak ing of her I can 't plod in my 

prose, 
For she 's th e wee lassie who gave me a 

rose. 

Since poets, from seeing a lady's lip 
curled, 

Have written fair verse that has sweetened 
the world ; 

\ Vhy, then, should not I give the space or 
an hour 

To making a song in return fo r a flower? 
I have found in my life-it has not been 

so long-
Thcre arc too few of flowers-too liulc of 

song. 
So out of that blossom, this lay of mine 

grows , 
For the dear little lady who g:i. ve me the 

rose . 

I thank God for innocence, deare r than 
Art, 

That lights on a by-way which leads to 
the heart, 

A~d led by an impulse no less than divine, 
\\al ks into the temple and si ts al the 

shrine. 
would rather pluck daisies that grow in 

the wild, 
Or take one sim ple rose from the hand of 

a child, 
Than lo breathe lhe rich fragrance of 

flowers that bide 
In the gardens of luxury, passion, and 

pride. 

I know not, my wee one, how came you lo 
know 

Which wny to my heart was the right way 
to go; 

Unless in your purity, soul -clean and clear, 
God whi~pers his messages into your car. 
You have now had my song, let me end 

with-o. prayer 
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Th;i.t your life may be always sweet, 
happy, a nd fair; 

T hat your joys may be many, ;i.nd absent 
your woes, 

0 dc:ar little Indy who gave me the rose I 

THE RIVALS 

'Tw:is th ree an' thirty yc:ar ago 
\Vhen I w:is ruther young, you know, 
I l;nd my l:ist nn' only fight 
About n gal one summer night. 
'Twas me an' Zeke! Johnson; Zc:ke 
' N ' me'<l be'n sp:ittin' ' bout a week, 
Each of us tryin ' his best to show 
That he was Lizn Joncs's beau. 
\Ve couldn't nei ther prove the thing, 
Fur she was fur too sh:irp to fling 
One over fur the other one 
An ' by so doin' stop the fun 
That we chaps didn't have the sense 
T o see she got at our expense, 
llut that's the way a felle r does, 
Fur boys is fools an' allus was. 
An' when they's females in the gnme 
l reckon men's about the same. 
Well, Zeke an' me went on that wny 
An' fussed nn' quarreled day by day; 
\ Vhilc Liza, min<lin' not the fuss, 
Jest kcp' a-goin' with both of us, 
Tell we pore chaps, that 's Zeke nn' me 
\Vas jest plum mnd with jealousy. ' 
\ :Veil, fur n time we kep' our places, 
An' only showed by frownin' faces 
An' looks 'at well our meanin' boded 
How full o' fight we both was loaded. 
At lao; t it come, the thing broke out 
An' this is how it come about. ' 
One night ('twas fair, you'll nil agree) 
T got Eliz:i's con1p:1ny, 
An' leavin' Zeke! in the lurch, 
\\'ent trottin' off with her to church. 
An' jest as we had took our sent 
(Eliza lookin' fa ir an' sweet), 
\l\'hy, I jest couldn't help but grin 
\Vhen Zeke! come a bouncin' in 
As furious as the law allows. 
He'd jest be'n up to Liza's house, 
To find her gone, then come to church 
To have this end put to his search. 
I guess I laffed thnt mcetin' throui:h, 

An' not a mort:il word I knew 
Of what the' preacher preached er rend 
E r what the choir sung e r s:iid. 
Fur every time I 'd turn my hend 
I couldn't skeercely help but see 
'At Zeke! had his eye on me. 
An' he 'ud sort o' turn nn' twist 
An' grind his teeth an' shake his fist. 
I laughed, fur In! the hull church seen 

us, 
An" knowed that suthin' was between us. 
\Veil, mectin' out, we stnrte<l hum, 
I sorter feelin' what would come. 
We'd jest got out, when up stepped Zeke, 
An' said,•• Scusc me, I'd like to speak 
T o "you n minute." " Cert," said I -
A-nudgin' Lizn on the sly 
An' la ughin' in my sleeve with glee, 
I asked her, please, to pardon me. 
\Ve walked away a step er two, 
Jest to git out o' Liza's view, 
An' then Zeke said, " I want lo know 
Ef you think you're Eliza 's beau, 
An' 'at I'm goin' to let her go 
Hum with sich n chap ns you?" 
An' I said bold," You bet I do." 
Then Zekel, sncerin', snid 'nt he 
Didn't w:int to hender me. 
But then he 'lowed the gal was his 
An ' 'at he guessed he knowed his biz, 
An' wasn't feared o' nil my kin 
\Vith all my friends nn' chums throwed 

in. 
Some other things he mentioned there 
That no born man could ·noways bear 
Er think o' ca'mly tryin' to stan' 
Ef Zeke h:id be'n the bigges' man 
In town, an' not the leanest runt 
'At time nn' labor ever stunt. 
An' so I let my fist go "bim," 
I thought I'd mos' nigh finished him. 
But Zeke! didn't take it so. 
He jest ducked down nn' dodged .my 

blow 
An' then come back nt me so hard, 
I guess I must 'a' hurt the yard, 
Er spilet the grass plot where I fell, 
An' sakes alive it hurt me; well , 
It wouldn't be'n so bad, you see, 
But he jest kep' a-hillin' me. 
An' I hit back an' kicked an' pawed, 
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But. ' t seemed 'twas mostly air I clawed, 
Wl11Je Z.:kel used his science well 
A-makin ' every motion tell. 
H e punched an' hit, why, goodness 

lands, 
Seemed like he had a dozen hands. 
\Veil, afterwhi lc they stopped the fuss 
An' some o ne kindly parted us . ' 
All beat a n' cuffed an' clawed a n' 

scratched, 
An' necd in' both our faces patched, 
Each started hum a differe nt way; 
An' what o' Liza, do you say, 
Why, Liza-little humbug-dern her, 
Why, she'd gone home with lli ram 

Turner. 

THE LOV ER A:\TD THE '.IIOON 

A lover whom duty called o ver the wave 
With h imsel f communed: " W ill m; 

love he tru e 
If le ft to hersel f ? l [ad l bet ter not sue 

Some friend to watch o ve r her, good and 
grave? 

Rut my fri end might fail in my need " 
he said, ' 

" And I return to find love dead. 
Since friendsh ips fade like the flow 'rs o f 

June, 
I will leave her in charge of the stab le 

moon." 

Then he said to the moon: " O dear old 
moon, 

'vVho for years and years from thy thro ne 
above 

l Iast nurtured and guarded young lovers 
and love, 

My heart has but come to its waiting June 
And the promise time of the budding 

vi ne ; 
Oh, guard thee well this love of mine." 
And he harked him then whi le all was 

still , 
And the pale moon answered and said 

"I will." ' 

And he ~ailed in his sh ip o'er many seas, 
And he wandered wide o'er strange far 

strands: 

In isles o f the south and in O rient lands 
Where pestilence lurks iu the breath of th~ 

breeze. 
But h is_siar was high, so he b raved the 

1n :11 11, 

And sai_Icd .him bl ithely home a gain ; 
And wnh Joy he bended his foots teps 

soon 
T o learn o f hi s lo ve f1om the matron 

moon. 

She sat as of yore, in her olde n place, 
Serene a s death, in her s ilver chair. 
A white rose gleamed in her whiter hair, 

And the lin t o f a blush was on lier face. 
At s ight of the you th she sad ly bowed 
~nd l11d he r face 'neath a gracious cloud. 
She faltered faint o n the night's dim 

margc, 
But " I low," spoke the youth, "have 

you kept your cha rge? " 

The moon was sad at a trus t ill -k ept; 
The blush went out in he r blanching 

check, 
And her voice wa s ti mid and low nnd 

weak, 
As she made her plea and s ighed and 

w ept. 
" Oh, a nother prayed and another p lead, 
And I. couldn' t resist," she answering 

said; 
" 11ut Jo,·e still grows in the heart s of 

men : 
Go fo r th, dc:i.r youth, and love again." 

But he turned hi m away from her proffered 
grace. 

"Thou nrt fal se, 0 moon, as the hearts 
of men, 

I will not, wi ll not Jove again." 
And he turned sheer 'round with a soul

sick face 
To the sea, and cried : "Sea, curse the 

moon, 
vVho makes her vows and forgets so 

soon." 
And th e awful sea wit h a nger st irred, 
And his breast heaved hard as he lay 

and heard. 
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And ever th:: moon wept down in rain, 
And ever her sighs rose high in wind; 
But the earth a nd sea were deaf and 

blind, 
And sh'C wept and sighed her g riefs in 

vam. 
And ever at n ight, when the storm is 

fie rce, 
The cries o f a wraith throug h the thun

ders pierce ; 
And the waves strain their awful hands 

on high 
To tear tile false moon from the sky. 

CONSCIENCE AND RE!\lORS E 

"Good· bye," I said to my conscience -
" Cood-bye for aye a nd aye," 

And I put her ha nds off ha rshly, 
And turned my face away; 

And conscience sm itten sorely 
Retu rned not fro m that chy. 

But a time came when my ~pirit 
Grew weary of its pace ; 

And I cried: "Come back, my conscience ; 
I Jong to see thy face." 

But conscience cried : " I cannot; 
R e morse sits in my place." 

IONE 

I 

Ah, yes, 'tis sweet still to remember, 
Though 'twere less painful to forocf; 

For while my heart g lows like an ~mbcr 
Mine eyes with sorrow's drops arc wet' 
And, oh, my heart is aching yet. ' 

It is a law of mortal pain 

~~1~~a~~1d tl~:0~1:~~~~~~sg p~~~~~t~~~f1,well, 
Will wake to life and bleecl again . 

So 'tis with me; it might be better 
If I should turn no look . behind,

If I could curb my h eart , and fetter 
From reminiscent gaze my mind , 
Or let my soul go blind-go blind I 

13ut would I do it if I could? 
Nay! case nt such a. price were spurned; 
For, since my loVe was once r·erurn'c:tl, 

All that I suffer !/e'~mefh gddd. 

I know, I know it is the fashion, 
\ \"hen love has le ft some heart distressed, 

T o weight the air with word lul passiun 2 
But I am glad that in my breast 
I ever held so dear a guest.-

Lo \'e d ocs no t come at C\'ery nod, 
Or e \·ery voice that callcth " hasten " ; 
He secketh out some heart to chasten, 

And whips it, wailing, up to God ! 

Lo ve is no random road wayfarer 
W ho where he may must sip his glass. 

Lo,·e is the King, the Purple-\V carer, 
W hose g uard reeks not of tree or grass 
To blaze the way that he may pass. 

W hat if my heart lie in the blast 
That he ralds his triumphant way; 
Shall I repine , shall I not say: 

" Rejoice, my he:i.rt, the K ing has passed!" 

In life, each heart holds some sad story -
The saddest ones arc nc\'er told . 

I, too, have dreamed o f fame and glory, 
And viewed the future bright with gold ; 
But that is a i ta le Jong told . 

Mine eyes ha1· lost their youthful flash, 
l\ly cunnin. nand has lost its art ; 
I a m not o ., but in my heart 

The ember hes beneath the ash. 

I loved ! Why not ? My heart was 
youthful, . 

My mind was filled with healthy thought. 
He doubts not whose ow n sel f is truthfu"l, 

Doubt by dishonesty is taugM; 
So lo\'ed I boldly, fearing naught. 

I did not walk th is Jowly earth; 
Mine was a newer, higher sphere, 
'Vhere youth was Jong and life was dear, 

And all save love was little worth. 

Her likeness ! \Vould that I might limn it, 
As Love d id , with enduring art; 

Nor dust of days nor death may dim it, 
• \ Vhere it lies graven on my heart, 

Of this sari fabric of my life a part. 
I would that I might paint her now 

As I beheld her in that day, 
E re her first bloom had passed away, 

And left the .lines u pon her brow. · 
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A face serene that, beaming brightly, 
Disarmed the hot sun's glances bold. 

A foot that kissed the ground so lightly, 
He frowned in wrath and deemed her 

cold, 
But loved her still though he was old. 

A form where every maiden grace 
Bloomed to perfection's richest Aower,
The statued pose of conscious power, 

Like lithe-limbed Dian's of the chase. 

Beneath a brow too fair for frowning, 
Like moonlit deeps th&t glass the skies 

Till all the hosts above seem drowning, 
Looked forth her steadfast hazel eyes, 
With gaze serene and purely wise. 

And over all, her tresses rare, 
Which, when, with his desire grown 

weak, 
The Night bent down to kiss her check, 

Entrapped and held him c:iptivc there . 

This was Ione ; a spirit finer 
Ne'er burned to ash iu house of clay; 

A soul instinct with fire diviner 
Ne'er fled athwart the face of day, 
And tempted Time with earthly stay. 

Her loveliness was not :ilone 
Of face and form and tresses' hue ; 
For aye a pure, high soul shone through 

Her every act : this was Ione. 

II 

'Twas in the radiant summer weather, 
When God looked, smiling, from the 

sky; 
A"nd we went wand'ring much together 

By wood a11cl lane, lone and I, 
Attracted by the subtle tic 

Of corr:mon thoughts and common tastes, 
Of eyes whose vision saw the same, 
And freely granted beauty's claim 

Where others found but worthless wastes. 

'Ve paused to hear the far bells ringing 
Across the distance, sweet and clear. 

We listened to the wild hird 's singing 
The song he meant for his mate's ear, 
And deemed our chance to clo so dear 

We loved to watch the warrior Sun, 

With flaming shield nnd flaunting crest, 
Go striding down the gory West, 

When Day's long fight was fough t and 
won. 

And life became a different story ; 
'Vhere'cr I looked, I !<aw new light. 

Earth's self assumed a gre:iter glory, 
l\linc eyes were cleared to fuller si ght. 
Then first I saw the need :rnd migh t 

Of that fai r band, the singing throng, 
Who, gifted with the skill divine, 
Take up the threads of life, spun fine, 

And weave them into soulful song. 

They sung for me, whose passion press ing 
My soul, found ven t in song nor line. 

They bore the burden of expressing 
All that I felt, with art's design, 
And every word of theirs was mine. 

I rea<l them to Jone, ofttimes, 
By hill ancl ~hore, beneath fair skies, 
And she lookecl deeply in mine eyes, 

And knew my love spoke through their 
rhymes. 

Her life was like the stream that floweth, 
And mine was li ke the waiting sea ; 

Her love was like the flower that bloweth, 
And mine was like the searching bl!e -
I found her sweetness :ill for me. 

God plied ,him in the mint of time, 
And coined for us a golden day, 
And rolled it ringing down life's way 

With love's sweet music in its chime. 

And God unclasped the Book of Ages, 
And laid it open to our sight; 

Upon the dimness of its pages, 
So long consigned lo rayless night, 
He shed the glory of his light. 

\Ve read them well, we read them long, 
And ever thrilling did we see 
That love ruled all humanity,-

The master passion, pure and strong. 

III 

To-day my skies arc bare and ashen, 
And bend on me without a beam. 

Since love is h~ld the master-pJ.5Sion, 

\ 

1 
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Its Joss must be the pain supreme -
And grinning Fate has wrecked my 

dream. 
But pardon, dear dep~rted Guest, 

1 will not rant, I will not r:ul ; 
For gootl the grain must feel the flail; 

There are whom love h:is never blessed. 

I had and have a younger brother, 
One whom I loved and love to-day 

As never fond and doting mothe r 
Adored the babe who found its way 
From heavenly scenes into her day. 

Oh he was full of youth's new wine,
A man on life 's ascending slope, 
Flushed with ambition, full of hope; 

And eve ry wish of his was mine. 

A kingly youth; the way before him 
Wns thronged with victories to be won; 

So joyous, too, the heavens o'er him 
Were bright with an unchanging sun,
His days with rhyme were overrun. 

Toil had not taught him Nature's prose, 
Tears had not dimmed his brilliant eyes, 
And sorrow h:id not mncle him wise ; 

His life wns in the budding rose. 

I know not how I came lo waken, 
Some in~tinct pricked my soul to sight; 

My henrt by some vague thrill was 
shaken.-

A thrill so true and yet so sligh t, 
I hardly deemed I re:id aright. 

As when n sleeper, ign'rant why, 
Not knowing what mysterious hand 
Has callee\ him out of slumberlancl, 

Starts up to find some danger nigh. 

Love is a guest that comes, unbidden, 
But having come, asserts his right; 

He w;11 not be repressed nor hidden. 
And so my brother's dawning plight 
Became uncovered to my sight. 

Some sound-mote in his passing lone 
Caught in the meshes of my enr; 
Some little glance, a shade too dear, 

Betrayed the Jove he bore Ione. 

What r.ould I do ? He was my brother, 
And young, and fu11 of bopt: and trust; 

I coulc.l not, dared not try to smother 
H is flame, and tum his heart to dust. 
I knew how oft life gives a crust 

To starving men who cry for bread ; 
But he was young, so few his days, 
He had not learned the great world's 

ways, 
Nor Disappointment's volumes read. 

However fair-and rich the booty, 
I could not make his loss my gain. 

For love is dear, but clearer, duty, 
And here my way was clear and plain. 
I saw how I could save him pain. 

And so, with all my day grown dim, 
T hat this loved brother'~ sun might 

shine, 
I joined his suit, gave over mine, 

And sought l one, to plead for him. 

I found her in an eastern bower, 
' Vherc all day long the am'rous sun 

Lay by to woo a timid flower. 
T his day his course was well-nigh run, 
But still with lingering art he spun 

Gold fancies on the shadowed wall. 
The vines waved soft and green above, 
And there where one might tell his love, 

I told my griefs-I told her a ll! 

I told her :ill, and :is she hearkened, 
A tear-drop fell upon her d ress. 

'Vi th grief her flushing brow was darkened; 
One sob that she could not repress 
Betrayed the depths of her distress. 

Upon her grief my sorrow fed, 
And I was 'bowed with unlived years, 
My heart swelled with a sea of tears, 

The tears my manhood coul~ not shed. 

The world is Rome, and Fate is Nero, 
Disporting in the hour of doom. 

God made us men; times make the hero -
Rut in that awful space of gloom 
I gave no thought but sorrow's room. 

All-all was dim ·within that bower, 
What time the sun divorced the day ; 
And all the shadows, glooming gray, 

Proclaimed the sadness of the hour. 

She could not speak-no word was needed ; 
Her look, half strength and half despair, 
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Told me I had not vainly pleaded, 
T hat she would not ignore my prayer. 
And so she turned and left me there, 

And as she went, so passed my bliss ; 
She lovecl me, I coulcl no t mistake -
Ilut for her own and my love's sake, 

Her womanhoocl could rise to this ! 

l\l y wounded heart fled swift to cover, 
Ancl life at times seemed ve ry drear. 

l\l y brother provec;! an ardent lovcr
\Vhat had so young a man to fear ? 
He wed lone within the year. 

No shadow clouds her tranquil brow, 
Men speak her h usband's name with 

pride, 
-While she sits honored at his side -

She is-she must be happy now! 

I doubt the course I took no longer, 
Since those I love seem satisfied . 

T he bond between them will grow st ronger 
As they go forward side by side ; 
Then will my pains be justified. 

Their joy is mine, and that is best -
I a m not totally bereft ; 
For I have still the mem' ry left

Love stopped with me- a R oyal Guest I 

RELIGION 

It was doubtless about the time th at 
Mr. Dunbar reached his final decision not 
to enter the ministry that he w rote these 
lines, which have a t least the ring of sin· 
eerily to recc;mmend them. One of M r. 
D unbar's marked characteristics was fear
lessness, a nd he usually wrote to the point 
regardless of public prejudices or opinions. 

I am no priest of crook s nor creeds, 
For h uman wants and human needs 
Are more to me than prophets' deeds ; 
And human tears and human cares 
Affect me more than human prayers. 

Go, cease your wail , lugubrious saint! 
You fret high H eaven with your pla int. 
I s this the "Christian's joy " you paint ? 
I s this the Christian's boasted bliss ? 
Avails your fai th no more than this? 

T ake up your anns, come out wi th me, 
Let Hcav'n a lone ; humanity 
Needs more and I leaven less from thee. 
W ith pity fo r mankincl look 'round; 
H elp them to rise- and Heaven is found. 

DEACON J ON E S' GRI E VANCE 

I ' \'C been watch in ' of 'cm, parson, 
An' I 'm sorry fu r to say 

' At my mind is not contented 
\\"ith the loose an ' kcerless way 

'At the young folks treat the music; 
'T ain 't the proper sort o ' choir. 

T hen I don't believe in Ch ristuns 
A-singin ' hymns fo r hire. 

But I neve r would 'a' murmured 
A n ' the matter migh t 'a' gone 

Ef it wasn't fur the an tics 
'At I \·c seen 'cm kerry on ; 

So I thought it \\'as my dooty 
F ur to come to you nn' ask 

Ef you \l'Ouldn 't sort o' gen tl y 
T ake them singin' fol ks to task. 

Fust, the music they've be'n singin' 
WiJI d isgrace us mighty soon ; 

It's a cross between a opry 
An' a ol ' cotill ion tune. 

W ith its dashes a n' its quavers 
An' its h ighfalutin style -

\ :V.hy, it sets my h eac~ to swimmin' 
'.\\Then I'm comin' down the ai sle. 

Now it might be almost decent 
E f it wasn't fur the wny ' 

'At th ey git up there an' sing it , 
Hey dum diddle, loud and gay. 

\ Vh y, it shames the name o' sacred 
In its brazen worlclli ness, 

An' they've even got" 01' Hundred " 
I n a bold, new-fangled d ress. 

You'JI excuse me, Mr. Parson, 
E f I seem a little sore; 

But I've sung the songs of I sr'el 
For threescore years an' more, 

An' it sort o' hurts my feelin's 

[ 
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Fur to sec 'em pnt away 
f nr these harum-scarum clittics 

'At is capturin' the day. 

T here's anuthcr Jillie happ'nin' 
'At I ' ll mention whi le I ' m here , 

J es' to show 'a t my objections 
J\ II is offered sound and clear. 

It was one day they was singin' 
An' was doin' well enough -

Singin' good as people could sing 
Sich :111 awful mess o' stuff -

W hen the choir giYe a holler, 
An' the organ gi\'e n gro:in 

An' they left one \\' Cak·\'Oiced
1 

felle r 
/\-singin' there alone ! 

But he stuck right to the music, 
Tho' ' twas tryin' as could be ; 

An' when I tried to help him, 
Why, the hull church scowled a t me. 

You say that's so.low singin', 
\Veil , I pray the Lord that I 

Growcd up when folks was \l'illin ' 
.To sing their hymns so high. 

Why, we nevcr hacl sich cloin 's 
In the good ol' Dethel days, 

When the folks was a ll contented 
With the simple songs of praise. 

~ow I may have spoke too open, 
But ' t \\' as too hard to keep still 

An' I hope you'll tell the s inocrs ' 
'At I bear 'cm no ill-will. b 

',\ t they al! may git to glory 
Is my wish an ' my desire 

n ut they'll need some extry' train in' 
'Fore they j ine the heavenly choir. 

ALICE 

Know you, winds lh:tt blow your course 
. . Dow n the verdant valleys, 
I h:it. somewhere you must, pe rforce, 

Kiss the brow of Alice? 
\~.her~ her gentl e face you find, 
k iss 1t softly, naughty wind. 

Roses waving fair and sweet 
Thro' the garclen alleys, 
10 

G row into a glory, mect 
For the eye of A lice ; 

Let the \\' ind your offering bea r 
Of sweet perfume, fa int a nd rare. 

Lily holding crystal dew 
I n your pure white chalice, 

!\ature kind hath fashioned you 
Like the soul of Alice; 

It of purest white is wrought, 
Filled with gems of crystal thought. 

AFTER THE QUARREL 

o we, \l'ho' ve supped the self-same cup, 
T o-nig ht must lay our friendship by ; 

Your wrath hns burned your judgment up, 
H ot brea th has blown the ashes high. 

You say that you arc wronged-ah, well, 
I coun t that fr iendship poor, at best 

A b:rnble, a mere hagatelle, 
That cannot stand so slight a test. 

I fain would still ha\·c been your friend, 
And talked and laughed and loved w ith 

you; -
nut ~in ce it must, why, let it end ; 

T he fa l5c but dies, ' tis not the true. 
So 11·c arc fa \'orcd, you and I, 

Who only want the lh·ing truth. 
I t \\':JS not good to nurse the lie; 

'Tis weJI it d ied in harmless youth. 

I go from you to-night to sleep. 
\Vhy, what 's the odds ? why should I 

grieve ? 
I have no iund of tears to weep 

For happenings tha t undeceive. 
T he days shall come, the days shall go 

J ust as they came nnd went before. 
The sun shall shine , the streams shall flow 

Though you and I are fr iends no more . 

Ancl in the \-olume of my years, 
\\' here all my thoughts and acts shall be, 

The page whereon your name appea rs 
Shall be fo rever sealed to me. 

Not that I hate you o,·er-much, 
'Tis less of hate than love defied; 
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H owe'er, our hands no more shall touch, 
We 'll go our ways, the world is wide. 

BEYO~D THE YEAR S 

• 
Beyond the years the answer lies, 
Beyond where brood the grieving skies 

And Night drops tea rs. 
Where Fa ith rod-chastened smiles to rise 

And doff its fears, 
And carping Sorrow pines and dies -

Beyond the years. 

II 

Beyond the years the prayer for rest 
Shall beat no more within the breast ; 

The darkness clears, 
And Morn perched on the mounta in's 

crest 
H er form uprears -

T he day that is to come is best, 
Beyond the years. 

Ill 

Beyond the years the soul sha ll find 
Tha t endless peace for which it pined, 

For light appea rs, 
And to the eyes that still were blind 

With blood and tears, 
Their sight shall come all unconfined 

Beyond the years. 

AFTER A V I SIT 

I be'n down in olc Kentucky 
Fur a week er two, an' say, 

'Twuz ez hard ez breakin' oxen 
Fur to tear rnyse' f away. 

Allus a t'gerin' ' bout fren'ship 
An' yer hospita lity -

Y ' a in't no right to talk about it 
Tell you be'n down there to see. 

See jest how they give you welcome 
To the best that 's in the land , 

Feel the sort o ' grip they give you 
When they take you by the hand. 

H ea r ' em say, " Vve're glad to have you, 
Detter stay a week er two; 11 

An' the way they treat you makes you 
Feel that e \"ry word is t rue. 

Feed you tell you hea r the buttons 
Crack in' on yore Sunday vest ; 

H au l you roun' to sec the wonders 
T ell you ha ve to cry for rest. 

D rink ycr hea lth a n' pc t an' praise you 
T ell you git lo ft cl cz great 

Ez the Shcriff o' the coun ty 
Er the Go,·'ner o' the Sta te . 

Wife , she sez 1 must be crazy 
'Cause 1 go on so, a n' Kclse 

H e 'lows, •· Good ness gracious ! daddy, 
Cain't you talk about nuthin ' els e ? 11 

\ Veil, plcg-gonc it, I 'm jcs' tickled, 
Bein' tickled a in 't no sin ; 

I be'n down in ole K entucky, 
An' I want o' go ag'in. 

CURT AI N 

Villai n shows his indiscretion, 
Villain's part ne r makes con fession. 
Juvenik, w ith golden tresses, 
Finds he r pa a nd dons long dresses. 
Scapegrace comes home money-laden, 
H ero comforts tea rful ma ide n, 
Soubrettc marries loyal chappie 
Villa in skips, and a ll arc happy. 

THE S P E LLI N' .J3EE 

I never shall furgit that night when father 
h itched up Dobbin, 

An' a ll us youngsters clambered in an' 
down the road went bobbin' 

To school whe re we was kep' at work in 
every k ind o ' weather, 

But where that night a spell in'-bee was 
callin' us together. 

'Twas one o' H eaven's banner nights, the 
stars was all a glitte r, 

The moon was shin in' like the hand o' 
God had j est then lit her. 

The ground was white w ith spotless snow, 
the blast was sort o' stingin' ; 

Dut underneath our rouncl-abouts, you bet 
our hearts was singin' . t' 

That spclli~1'-bee had be'n the talk o' many 
a precious moment, 

.. 

r 
' 
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T he youngsters a ll was wild to >ct: j es' 
wha t the precious show meant, 

An' we whose years was in their tcc11s was 
little less desirous 

O' gitt in' to the mcctin ' so's our sweet· 
bc:irts could admire us . 

So on we went so anxious fur to satisfy our 
mission 

T hat father had to box our cars, to smother 
our ambition. 

But boxin' ca rs was too short work to hin
cicr our arrivin', 

lie jest turned roun' a n' smacked us all, 
an ' kep' r ight on a-drivin'. 

Well , soon the schoolhouse hove in sight, 
the winders beam in' brightly; 

The sound o' talkin' reached our ears, and 
voices laffin' lightly. 

It puffed us up so fulJ nn' big 'a t I 'II j e~t 
bet a dollar, 

T here wa'n 't a felle r there but felt the 
stra in upon his collar. 

So down we jumped an' in we went ez 
spri ghtly cz you make 'cm , 

But sorncthin' grabbed us by the knees :in' 
straight began to shake 'em. 

Fur once with in that lighted room, our 
fee lin's took a canter, 

,\n' scurried to the zero mark cz qu ick ez 
Ta rn O'Shantc r. . 

'Cause there was crowds o' people there, 
both sexes an' all stations ; 

It looked like all the town had come an' 
brought all their rela tions. 

T he first I saw was Nett ie Gray, I thought 
that girl was dearer 

'N ' gold ; :in ' when I got a chance, you 
bet I aidged up near her. 

An' Farmer Dobbs's gi rl was there, the one 
'at J im was swee t on, 

An' Cyrus Jones an' i\landy Smith an' 
Fai th an' Patience Deaton. 

Then Parson Brown an' L"lwycr Jones 
were present- all attention, 

An' piles on piles of other folks too nu
merous to mention. 

The master rose an' briefly sa id : " Good 
friends, clear brother Crawford, 

To spur the pupils' minds along, a little 
prize has offered. 

To him who spells the best to-night-or 't 
may be •her '-no tellin'-

1:-I e offers ez a jest reward, this precious • 
work on spellin'. 11 

A little blue-backed spcllin '-book with 
fancy scarlet trirnmin', . 

\\'c boys devoured it w ith our eyes-so did 
the. gi rls an' women. • 

H e held it up where :ill could sec, then on 
the table set it, 

An' cv'ry speller in the house felt mortal 
bound to get it. 

At his command we fe ll in line, prepared 
to do our dooty, 

Outspcll the rest an' set 'cm down, an' 
c:irry home the booty. 

'T w:is then the merry ti mes began, the 
blunders, a n' the la ffin ', 

T he nudges :in ' the nods nn' winks an' 
stale good-natured chaffin ' . 

Ole Uncle H iram Dane was there , the 
clostest man a-Jivin', 

\\' hose only bugbear seemed to be the 
dreadful rear o' givin!-

11 is beard was long, his ha ir uilcut, his 
clothes all bare an' dingy ; 

I t wasn't 'cause the man was pore, but j est 
so mortal stingy. 

An' there he sot by Sally Riggs a-smilin ' 
an' a-smirkin', 

An' all his childcrn lef ' to home a diggin' 
an' a-workin' . 

A widower he was, an' Sal was thinkin' 
'at she'd wing him; 

I reckon he was wond'rin' what them 
rings o' hem would bring him. 

An' when the spellin'-tcst commenced, he 
up an' took his station, 

A-spellin' with the best o' them to beat 
the very nation. 

An' when he'd spell some youngster 
down he'd turn to look at SalJy, 

• d • An' say : "The teachin' nowa ays cant 
be o' no great vnlly.11 

• 

But true enough the adage says, " P rtde 
wnlks in slipp'ry places," 

Fur soon a thing occurred that put a smile 
on all our faces. 

The la fftc r jeM kep' ripplin' 'roun' an' 
teacher couldn't quell it, 

Fur when he give out " charity 11 ole 
f-1 iram couldn't spell it. 

But laffin' 's ketchin' an' it throwed some 
others off their bases, 
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Au' folks 'u'd miss the ve1 y word that 
seemed to fi t their cases. 

Why, fickle litth: Jessie Lee come near 
the house upsettin' 

By pullin' in a double " kay" to spell the 
word " coquettin '.' ' 

An ' when it come to Cyrus Jones, it 
uckled me all over -

Him settin' up to :\landy Smith a n' got 
sot down on "lover. " 

But La wye r Jones of a ll gone mc:n d id 
shorely look the goncst, 

\\'hen he found out that he'd furgot to put 
the "h " in "honest." 

An' Parson Brown, whose sermons were 
too long fur tolerat ion, 

Caused lots o' smiles by mi•sin' when they 
give out" conde n•ation." 

So one by one they giv ' it up--thc \Jig 
words kcp' a·landin' , 

Till me an' 1ettie Gray was left, the only 
ones a standin', 

An' then my inwa rd strife began-I guess 
my mind was petty -

I did so want that spe\lin'-book; but then 
to spell down Nettie 

J est sort o ' we nt ag'in my grain- I some
how couldn 't do it, 

An' when I git a notion fixed, I 'm great 
on stickin' to it. 

So when they giv' the ne xt word out- I 
hadn't ort er tell it, 

But then ' twas all fur N ettie's sake-I 
missed so 's she could spell it. 

She spelt the word, then looked at me so 
lovin'-like an ' mello', 

I tell you ' t sent ,1 hunderd pins a·shootin 
through a fello'. 

O' course I had to stand the jokes an' 
chaf!in ' of the fello's, 

But when they handed her the book I vow 
I wasn't jealous. 

\Ve ~ung a h ymn, a n' Parson Brown dis
missed us like h e o rter, 

F ur, la ! he'd learned a thing er two an' 
made hi s blessin' shorter. 

'Twas la te an' cold when we got out , but 
N etti e liked cold weather, 

An' so d id I , so we agreed we'd jest walk 
home together. 

\Ve . both \ vuz silent, fur of words .we 
nuther had a -s;urplus, 

--

'ri l she spoke out qu ite sudden like 
" \' ou mbscd tha t word on purpooc." 

\\'ell , I declare it fri ghtened me ; at lirM 
I tried de nyin ', 

· But ::'\ettic, she jest smiled an ' smiled , ~he 
knowed tha t I was !yin '. 

Sez ~he : " Tha t book is yourn by right;" 
sc:z I: " It never could be -

I-I-you- ah--" a n' there I stuck, 
a 11 ' well she under~tood me. 

So we agreed that la ter 011 when age had 
giv' us tether, 

\\.e 'd jine our lots an' settle dow n to own 
tha t book toge ther. 

KEEP 1.t\ -l' LliGG I :'\' J\ \\'i\ V 

l ' ' c a humble little motto 
That is homely, though ll's truc,

K cep a ·pluggin' away. 
It 's a thing when I 've an ob ject 
Tha t I always try tu do,-

Keep a pluggin' away. 
\ Vhcn you've rising sto rms to quell, 
When opposing waters s well , 
It will neve r fail to tcll,-

K ecp a·pluggin ' away. 

If the hill s a rc high before 
A nd the paths are harcl to climb, 

Keep a-pluggin' away. 
An<l reme mber that successes 
Come to him who bides his ti me,-

Kecp a pluggin' away. 
From the g reatest to th!! least, 
Kone are from the rule released. 
De thou toiler, poet, priest, 

Keep a ·pluggin' aw:i.y. 

Delve away beneath the surface, 
There is treasure farther down,

Kcep a-pluggin' away. 
Let the ra in come down in torrents, 
L et the threat'ni ng heavens frown, 

Keep a·pluggin' away. 
When. the clouds have rolled away, 
There will come a brighter d~y 
All your labor to repay,-

Keep a-p;.iggin' away . . J ... 
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There' ll be lots of sneers to swallow, 
T here 'll be lots of pain to bear,

Kcep a-pluggin' away. 
If you• ,·e got your eye 0 11 he:wen, 
Some bright day you'll wa ke up 1!!£!~ .. -

Kcep a·pl uggi 11 1 a way. 
Perscver:rnce still is king-7 
T ime its urc- rcw:ird will bring; 
\Vork :rncl wai t unwcarying,-

Kcep a·pluggin' :i wa y. 

NTG llT OF LOVE 

T he moon has le ft the sky, love , 
The stars arc hid ing now, 

A ml frowning on the world, love, 
Night bares her S.'\blc brow. 

T he snow is on the ground, love, 
,\ nd cold a ncl keen the air is. 

1 'm singi ng here to you, love; 
You're dreaming there in Paris. 

But this is Nature's law, love, 
Thongh j ust it may not seem, 

That men should wake to sing, lo,·e, 
While maide ns slee p and d ream. 

T hem care may not molest, love, 
Nm sti r them from their slumbers, 

T hough midnight fi nd the swain , IO\·e , 
Still halting o 'er his numbers. 

watch the rosy dawn, love, 
Come steal ing up the cast, 

\Vh ile all things round rejoice, love 
That Night he r re ign has ceased.' 

The lark will soon be heard, love, 
Ami 0 11 h is way be winging ; 

\\' hen )Jatu re's poets wake, love, 
Why should a man be singing ? 

COLU ;\lBI AN O DE 

Four hundred years ago a tangled waste 
Lay sleeping on the west Atlantic's side ; 

1'heir devious ways the Old World 's mil
lions traced 

Conte nt, and loved, and labored, dared 
anrl died, 

W hile s tudents still believed the ch:irts 
they conned, 

And re veled in the ir thriftless igno
r'3nce, 

:\o r dreamed of other lands tha t lay be· 
yond 

Old Ocenn's dense, indefinite exp:rnse. 

II 
But deC'p ..,.·ith in her heart old 1\nture 

kne w 
That she had once nrrayed, at Earth 's 

behest, 
:\nether offspring, fine nnd fair to view,-

1'he chosen suckling of the mother's 
breast. 

T he child was w rapped in vestments soft 
and fine, 

Each fo ld a work of !\ature's n~ntchl ess 
a rt; 

The mother looked on it with lo,·c d ivine, 
And stnincd the Jo,·ed one closely to 

her he:irt. 
And there it lay, and wi th the warmth 

gre w strong 
And hear ty, by the salt sea breezes 

fa nned, 
T ill Time with mellowing touches p:issed 

a long, 
:\ ncl changed the infant to :i mighty 

Janel. 

I II 

But men knew naught of this, till there 
arose 

T hat mighty mariner, the Gcnoese, 
\Vho dared to try, in spite of fears and 

foes, 
The unknown fortunes of unsounded 

seas. 
0 noblest of I talia's sons, thy bark 

\Vent not alone into that shrouding 
night I 

0 dauntless clarer of the ray less dnrk, 
T he world sai led with thee to eternal 

light ! 
The deer-haunts that wi th ga me were 

crowded then 
T o-clay are tilled a nd cultivated lands ; 

T he schoolhouse tow'rs where Bruin had 
his den, 

.• 

--
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And where the wigwam stood the chapel 
- sta nds ; 

The pla~c that nurtured men of savage 
mien 

Now teems wiih men of Na ture's noblest 
types ; 

Where moved the forest-foliage banner 
green, 

Now flutters in the breeze the stars and 
stripes ! 

A BORDER BA L LAD 

Oh, _I haven't got long to live, fo r we all 
Die soon, e'en those who live longest; 

And the poorest and weakest are tak ing 
their chance 

Along with the richest a nd strongest. 
So it's heigho for a glass and a song 

And a bright eye over the table ' 
And a dog for the hunt '"hen the ' game is 

flush, 
And the pick of a gentleman 's stable. 

There is Dimmock o' Dune, he was here 
yesternight, 

, But he's rotti ng to-day on G len Arragh; 
T was the hand o' MacPhcrson that gave 

him the blow, 
And the vultures sha ll feast on his mar

row. 
But it's hcigho fo r a brave old song 

And a glass while we are able; 
H ere's a health to death and another cup 

To the bright eye over the table. 

I can show a broad back and a jolly deep 
chest, 

B ut who a rgues now on appearance? 
A hlow or a thrust or a stumble a t best 

May send me to-day to my clearance. 
T hen it's h eigho fo r the things I Jove, 

My mother'll be soon weari ng sable, 
But give me my horse and my clog and my 

glass, 
And a bright eye over the table. 

AN EASY-GOI N ' FELLER 

Ther' ain't no use in all this strife, 
An' hurryin', pell-mell, r igh t thro' life. 

I don 't bel ieve in goin' too fast 
To sec wha t kir.d o' road you've passed. 
l t ain 't no mortal kind o ' good, 
'X' I wouldn't h urry c f I could . 
I lik_c to j cs1 go joggin' ' long, 
!o la mber up my soul w ith song ; 
I o ~top awhile 'n' chat the men 
·~ · drink some cider now an ' th

1

cn. 

Do' want no hoss a-standin' by 
T o sec me work; I all us try 
T o 

1
do my dooty right stra ight up, 

An earn what fills my plate an' cup. 
An' cz fu r lioss, I ' ll be my own, 
I la ke to j est be let alone 
T o 

1
plou_gh n~y st rip an' t~nc\ my bees, 

An do J CS! like I doggoned please. 
l\ly head's a ll r ight, an ' my heart's meller 
But I 'm a easy-goin ' feller. ' 

T H E DILETTANTE: A MODERN 
TYPE 

lie scribbles some in prose and verse, 
And now a nd then he prin ts it · 

Il e paints a li ttle,- gathcrs some' 
Of natu re's gold and min ts it. 

H e plays a litt le, sings a song, 
Acts trag ic rules, or funny ; 

II c docs , because his love is strong, 
But not, oh, not fo r money! 

H e studies ~!most everything 
F rom social a rt to science · 

A thirsty mi nd, a flowing sp;.ing, 
Demand and swi ft compliance. 

I le looms above the sordid crowd -
At least through friendly lenses -

\Vhile h is mamma looks pleased and 
proud , 

And kind ly pays expenses. 

BY T ll E STREAM 

By the stream I dream in calm delight 
and watch as in a glass, ' 

H ow the clo~d s like crowds of snowy-hued 
and wh ite-robed maidens pass, 

A nd the water into ripples breaks and 
sparkles as it spreads, 

\ 
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Like a host of a rmored knights with silver 
helmets on their heads. 

And I deem the stream an emblem fit of 
human li fe may go, 

For I fi nd a mind may sparkle much and 
yet but shallows show, 

Ami a soul may glow with myriad ligh ts 
and wond rous mysteries, 

When it only lies a dormant thing and 
mirrors what it secs. 

NATUR E A:-ID A RT 

TO MY F RI E:-10 C ll i\R LES ROOTH NET
TLETO =" 

The young queen Xature, ever sweet and 
fai r, 

Once on a time fell upon evil days. 
From hearing oft hcr:;clf d iscussed with 

praise, 
T here grew within her heart the longing 

rare 
To sec herself; and C\'cry passing a ir 

The wnrm desirc fanned into lusty blaze. 
F ull oft she sought th is end by devious 

ways, 
But sought in \'ain, so fell ·he in despair. 
For none wi th in hcr train nor by her side 

Could soh·c the task or give the envied 
boon. 

So day anti night, beneath the sun and 
moon, 

She wandered to aml fro unsat isfied, 
Ti ll Art came by, a blithe inventi ve elf, 
And made a glass where in she saw her

sel f. 

II 

E nrapt, the queen gazed on her glorious 
self, 

Then tre mbling with the thrill of sudden 
though t, 

Commanded that the sk ilfu l wight be 
brought 

That she migh t dower him with lands and 
pelf. 

Then out upon the ~ilent sea-lapt shelf 
And up the hil ls and on the downs they 

sought 

H im who so well and wondrously had 
wrought; 

And with much search found and brought 
home the el f. 

But he put by all gi fts with sad replies, 
And from his lips these words flowed forth 

like wine: 
"0 queen, I want no gift but thee," 

he said. 
She heard and looked on him with lov~-lit 

eyes, 
Ga\'e him her hand, low murmuring, " I 

am thi ne," 
A.nd at the morrow's dawning they were 

wed. 

AFTER \\"H ILE 
A POD! OF FAITH 

I think that though the clouds be dark, 
T hat though the waves dash o'er the bark, 
Yet after while the light will come, 
And in c:ilm wate rs safe a t home 

T he bark will anchor. 
Weep not, my sad-eyer!, gray-robed maid, 
Because your fairest blossoms fade, 
That sorrow still o'erruns your cup, 
And e\'en though you root them up, 

T he weeds grow r:inker. 

For a fter while your tears shall cease, 
And sorrow shall gi,·e way to peace ; 
The flowers shall bloom, the weeds shall 

die, 
And in that fa ith seen, by and by 

T hy woes shall peri, h. 
Smile at old Fortune's adverse tide, 
Smile when the scoffers sneer a m! chide. 
Oh, not for you the gems thnt pale, 
And-not for you the flowers that fai l ; 

Let thi s thought cherish : 

That a fter while the clouds will part, 
And then with joy the wa iting hea rt 
Shall feel the light come steal ing in , 
That drives away the cloud of sin 

A nd breaks its power. 
Anti you shall burst your chrysalis, 
And wing away to rea lms of bliss, 
Untrnmmelcd, pure, divinely free, 
Above all earth's anxiety 

From that same hour. 



168 THE LIFE AND \tVORKS 

A NEGRO LOVE SO:-iG 

T his poem illustrates the way in which 
Mr. Dunbar utilized the mo t hum ble of 
happenings as material for his verses. 
During the World'~ Fair he served for a 
short time as hotel waiter. \\"hen the 
negrocs were not busy they had a custom 
of congregat ing and talking about their 
sweethearts. Then a man with a tray 
would come along and , as the dini ng-room 
was frequently crowded, he would say, 
when in need of pas~ing-room : "Jump 
back, honey, jump back." Out of these 
commonplace confid ences, he wo\'e the 
musical little composition- " A Negro 
Love Song." 

Seen my lady home las' night, 
J ump back, honey, jump back. 

H el' huh han' an' sque 'z it tight, 
J ump back, honey, jump back. 

Hyeahd huh sigh a little sigh, 
Seen a hght gleam r om huh eye, 
An' a smile go flittin' by -

Jump back, honey, jump b:!ck. 

H yeahd de win ' blow thoo de pine, 
Jump back, honey, jump back. 

Mockin'-hird was singin' fine, 
Jum p back, honey, j ump hack. 

An' my hea't was beatin' so, 
\Vhen I reached my lady 's do', 
Dat I couldn't ba' to go -

J ump back, honey, jump back. 

Put my ahm aroun' huh wais', 
Jump back, honey, jump back. 

Raised huh lips an' took a lase, 
Jump back, honey, jump back. 

Love me, honey, love me true? 
Love me well ez I lo'"e you? 
An' ~he answc'd, "'Cose I do"

Jum p back, honey, jump back. 

TH E COLORED SOLDIERS 

1f the muse were mine to tempt it 
And my feeble voice were strong, 

If my tongue were trained to measures, 
l would sing a stirring song. 

I would sing a song heroic 
Of those noble sons of l l:\m, 

Of the gallan t colored soltlicn 
\\"ho fought for Uncle Sam l 

1 n the early days you scorned them, 
And with many a flip ;rnd flout 

Said " These battles arc the white man's, 
And the whites wi ll fi ght them out." 

Up the hills you fought and fa ltered, 
In the vales you stro\'e and bled, 

\\" hile your ears"still heard the thunder 
O f the foes' advancing tread. 

T hen d istress fell on the nation, 
And the flag was drooping low; 

Should the dust pollute your banner? 
Ko! the nation shouted, No! 

So when \Var, in sa ,·agc triumph, 
Spread abroad his funeral pa ll -

Then you called the colored soldiers, 
And they answered to your call. 

And lik e hounds unleashed and eager 
For the life blood of the prey, 

Sprung they forth and bore them bra\·e ly 
Jn the thickest of the fray. 

A ncl where'er the fight was hottest, 
\\' here the bullets fastest fell , 

There they pressed unblnnchc<I and fear
less 

At the \'cry mouth of hell. 

Ah, they rallied to the stnndard 
T o uphold it by their might; 

None were stronger in the labors, 
None were hr:\\'cr in the fi ght. 

From the blazing breach of \\'agner 
To the plains of Olustee, 

They were foremost in the fight 
Of the battles of the free. 

And at Pillow! God ha,·c mercy 
On the deeds committed !'here, 

Anrl the souls of those poor victims 
Sent to Thee without a prayer. 

Let the fulness of Thy pi ty 
O'er the hot wrough t ~pirits sway 

Of the gallant colored soldiers 
Who fell fi ght ing on tlwt day l 

SEEN MY L ADY H Oi\!JE LAS' NIGHT 
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Y cs, the Blacks enjoy their freedom, 
And they won it dc:trly, too ; 

For the lire blood or their thousands 
Did the southern fields bedcw. 

In lhe darkness or their bondage, 
In the depths of slavery's nighl, 

Their muskets Oashed the dawning, 
And they fo\tght their way to light. 

They were comrades then a nd brothers, 
Arc they more or less to·day? 

They were good to slop a bullet 
And to front the fearful fray. 

They were citizens and soldiers, 
When rebellion ra ised its head; 

And the tra its that made them worthy,
Ah ! those vir tues are not dend. 

They have shared your nightly vigi ls, 
They have shared your daily toil; 

And their blood with yours commingling 
H as enriched the Southern soil. 

T hey have slept and marched and suffered 
'Neath the same dark skies as you, 

They have met as fierce a foema n, 
And have been as brave and true. 

And their deerls sha ll find a record 
In the registry of Fame; 

For their blood has cleansed completely 
Every blot of Slavery's shame. 

So all honor and all glory 
To those noble sons of H am -

The gallant colored soldiers 
Who fought for Uncle Sam ! 

WHEN DE CO'N PONE'S HOT . 

Dey is times in li fe when Nature 
Seems to slip a cog an' go, 

J es' a-rattlin' down creation, 
Lak an ocean's overtlow ; 

\\Then de worl' jes' stahts a·spinnin' 
Lak a picaninny's top, 

An' yo' cup o' joy is brimmin' 
'Twell it seems about to slop, 

An' you feel jes' lak a racah, 
Dat is trai nin' fu' to trot -

When yo' mammy says de blessin' 
An' de .co'n pone's hot. 

When you set down at de table, 
Kin' o' weary lak an' sad, 

An' you'se jes' n little tiahcd 
An' purhaps a little mad; 

H ow yo' gloom tu'ns into gladness, 
How yo' joy drives out de doubt 

\\" hen de O\"en do' is opened, 
An' de smell comes po'in' out; 

\Vhy, de 'lcctric light o' Heaven 
Seems to se ttle on de spot, 

\\·hen yo' mammy says de blessin' 
An' de co'n pone's hot. 

When de cabbage pot is steamin' 
An' de bacon good an' fat, 

When de ch ittlins is a·sputter'n' 
So's to show you whah dey's at ; 

Tek away yo' sody biscuit, 
T ek away yo' cake an' pie, 

Fu' de glory time is comin', 
:\n' it's 'proachin' mighty nigh, 

An' you want to jump an' hollah, 
Dough you know you 'd bettah not, 

When yo' mammy says de blessin', 
An' de co'n pone's hot. 

I have hyeahd o' Jots o' sermons, 
An' I've hyeahd o' lots o' prayers, 

An' I ' ve listened to some singin' 
Dat has tuk me up de stairs 

Of de Glory-Lan' an' set me 
Jes' below de l\lahstah's th'one, 

An' have lef ' my hea't a-singin' 
In a happy aftah tone; 

But elem wu'ds so sweetly murmured 
Seem to tech de sortes' spot, 

\\hen my mnrnmy says de blcssin', 
An' de co'n pone's hot. 

THE OL' T UNES 

You kin talk nbout yer anthems 
An' yer arias an' sich, 

An' yer modern choir-singin' 
T hat you think so awful rich; 

But you orter heerd us youngsters 
In the times now far away, 

A-singin' o' the ol' tunes 
In the ol'-fashioned way. 

There was some of us sung treble 
An' a few of us growled bass, 

An' the tide. o' song flowed smoothly 
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With its 'c~~p'.niment o' grace ; 
There was sp1r1t 111 that music, 

An' a kind o' solemn sway, 
A-singin' o' the ol' tunes 

Jn the ol '-fashioncd way. 

I rentember oft o' standin' 
I n my homespun pantaloons 

On my face the bronze an' freckles 
0' the suns o' youthful J uncs 

Thinkin' that no mortal minstrel 
Ever chanted sich a lay 

As the ol' tunes we was singin' 
In the ol'.fashionccl way. 

Tht: boys 'ud a lways lead us 
Ari' the girls ··ud all chim~ in 

Till the sweetness o' the singin•' 
Robbed the Iist'nin' soul o' ~in; 

An ' I used to tell the parson 
'Twas as good to sing as pray, 

\\"hen the people sung the ol' tunes 
I n the ol'-fashioncd way. 

How I long ag'in to hear 'em 
Pourin' forth from soul to soul 

With the treble high an' meller ' 
An' the bass's mighty roll· ' 

But the times is very cliff'reni 
An' the music hecrd to-clay

1 

Ain't the singin' o' the ol' tunes 
l n the o)'. fashioncd way. 

Litt~e scrcech in ' by a woman, 
Li ttle squawkin ' by a man, 

Then the organ's twidcllc-twacldle, 
J est the empty space to span, -

An' cf you should even think it 
'Tisn't proper fur to say ' 

Thnt you want lo hear the ol' tunes 
In the ol'-fashioned way. 

But _I think th~t some bright mornin', 
When the toils of life air o'er, 

An' the sun o' heaven ari sin' 
Glads wi th light the happy shore 

I shall hear the angel chorus, ' 
T n lhe realms of endless clay 

A -~ingin' o' the ol' tunes ' 
la the ol'-fashioned way. 

i\I E LAKCHOLIA 

Silently without my window 
Tapping gently at the pan'e, 
Falls the ra in. 

Thr<;>ugh the tr.ecs .sighs the breeze 
Like a soul 111 pain. 

Herc a lone I sit and weep· 
Thought hath bani~hecl s le~p. 

Wearily I sit and listen 
To the water·s ceaseless drip 
T o my lip · 

Fate tu.m s up the bitter cup, 
, !orc1~g me to sip ; 
Tis a bitter, bitter drink 

T hus I sit ancl think,- ' 

T hink ing things ~nknown ancl aw ful, 
Thoughts on wild, uncanny themes 
\Vaking dreams. ' 

Spectres dark, corpses stark, 
Show the gaping scams 

\Vhcncc the colcl and crue l knife 
Stole away thei r li fe. 

Blood~hot eyes all strained and staring, 
Gazmg ghastly into mine · 
Blood like wine ' 

On the brow-clotted now_ 
Shows clcalh's dreadful sign. 

Lonely vigil still I keep · 
\ Voulcl that I might sleep l 

Still, oh, still, my brai n is wh irling r 
Still runs on my stream of thougl;t. 
I am caught ' 

In the ncl fate hath set. 
Mincl an<! soul arc brought 

T o clcstruct1on's very brink . 
Yet I can but think l ' 

Eyes th:it look into the future,
Pecpmg forth from out my mind 
They will find ' 

Some new weight, soon or late, 
On my soul to bind 

Crush.ing a ll its courage out,
Heavter than doubt. 

...... 

> , 
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Da wn , the Eastern monarch's daughter, 
Rising from he r dewy bed, 
Lays her head · 

'Gainst the clouds' sombre shrouds 
Now half fringed with red. 

O'er the land she 'gins to peep ; 
Come, 0 gentle Sleep! 

I lark ! the morning cock is crowing ; 
Dreams, like ghosts, must hie away ; 
'Tis the day. 

Rosy morn now is born ; 
Dark thoughts may not stay. 

Day my bra in from foes will keep; 
Now, my soul, I sleep. 

Tll E WOOI~G 

A youth went faring up and down, 
Alack and well-a-day. 

He fared him to the market town, 
Alack and well-a-day. 

And there he met a mai<len fa ir, 
With h:izel eyes and auburn hair; 
H is heart went from him then and there, 

Alack and well-a-day. 

She posies sold righ t merrily, 
Alack and well-a-day ; 

But not a flower was fair as she, 
Abck and well-a-day. 

He bought a rose and sighed a sigh, 
!'Ah, dearest maiden, would that I 
Might dare the seller too to buy! " 

Alack and well-a-day. 

Sile tossed her head, the coy coquette, 
Alack and well-a-day. 

" I ' m not, sir, in the market yet," 
Alack and well-a-day. 

" Your lo\·c must cool upon a shelf ; 
Tho' much I sell fo r gold and pel f, 
I'm yet too young to sdl myself," 

Alack and well-a-day. 

The youth was filled with sorrow sore, 
Alack and well-a-day ; 

And looked he at the maid once more, 
Alack and well-a-day. 

Then loud he cried, " Fai r maiden, if 
Too young to sell, now as I live, 
You're not too young yoursel f to give," 

Alack ~nd well-a-day. 

T he little maid cast down her eyes, 
Alack ancl well -a-day, 

And many a flush began to rise, 
Alack and well-a-day. 

" \Yhy, since you arc so bold," she said, 
" I doubt not you arc highly bred, 
So take me! " and the twain were wed, 

Alack nnd well-a-day. 

MERRY AUTUMN 

It 's all a farce,- these tales they tell 
About the breezes sighing, 

And moans astir o'er field and dell, 
Because the year is dying. 

Such principles are most absurd,-
! care not wiio first taught 'em ; 

There's nothing known to beast or bird 
To make a solemn autumn. 

I n solemn times, when grief holds sway 
With countenance distressing, 

You'll note the more of black and gray 
Will then be used in dressing. 

Now purple ti nts arc all around ; 
The sky is blue and mellow ; 

And e'en the grasses turn the ground 
From modest green to yellow. 

The seed burrs all with laughter crack 
On featherweed and jimson; 

And leaves that should be dressed in 
black 

Are nil decked out in crimson. 

A butterfly goes winging by; 
A singing bi rel comes afier ; 

And Nature, all from earth to sky, 
I s bubbling o'er with laughter. 

T he ripples wimple on the rills, 
Like sparkling little lasses; 

The sunlight runs along the hills, 
And laughs among the grasses. 

T he earth is just so full of fun 
It really can't contain it ; 

And streams of mirth so freely run 
The heavens seem to rain it. 

- - - - - ------
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Don't talk to me of solemn days 
In autumn's time of splendor, 

Because the sun shows fewer rays, 
And these grow slant and slender. 

\Vhy, it's the climax: o f the year,
The highest time of living! -

Till na turally its bu rsting cheer 
J ust melts into th:rnksgi\' ing. 

BALLAD 

I know my love is true, 
.\nd oh the day is fair. 

The sky is clear and blue, 
The flowers are ric h of hue, 

The air I breathe is rare, 
1 have no grief or care; 

F or my own love is true , 
And oh the day is fair. 

;\fy love is false I find,. 
And oh the day is dark. 

m ows sadly down the ~vi ncl, 
While sorrow holds my mind; 

I clo not hear the la rk, 
For quenched is life's clear sp:i.rk,-

1\l y love is fa lse I find, 
And oh the day is clark I 

For love doth make the day 
Or dark or doubly bright ; -

H er be:i.ms along the way 
Dispel the gloom and g ray. 

She lives a nd all is bright, 
Sho dies and life is night. 

For love doth make the day, 
Or d:i.rk or doubly bright. 

THE CHA:-lGE HAS CO~IE 

The ch :i.nge h:i.s come, and Ilclen sleeps 
N'ot sleeps ; but w:i.kcs to greate r deeps 

O f wisdom, glory, truth, and ligh t, 
Than ever blessed her seeking s ight, 
I n this low, long, lethargic night, 

\Vorn out with strife 
\Vhich men call life. 

The change has come, and who would say 
" I would it were not come to.day" ? 

\\'hat we re the respite till to-morrow ? 
l'ostponcmcnt o f a certain sorrow, 
From which each passing day woulti 

borrow! 
Let' grie f he dumb, 
The ch:i.ngc has come. 

CO:'l!PARISO:-.l' 

The sky of brightest gray seems dark 
T o one whose sky was C\'er whi te. 

T o one who never knew a spark, 
T hro' all his l ife , of lo\'e or light , 
The grayest cloud seems over· bright. 

The robin souncls a beggar's note 
\ \'here one the nightingale has hea rd, 

But he for whom no s ih·c r th roat 
I ts liquid music c,·er s ti r red, 
Deems robin s till the s weetest ui rcl . 

DISCOVERED 

Seen you down :it chu'ch las' nigh t, 
Nevah min', l\liss Lucy. 

\\'hat I mean? oh, dat 's all righ t, 
Ncvah min', l\!iss Lucy. 

You was sma't cz sma't could be, 
Uut you couldn ' t h ide f 'om me. 
Ain't I got two eyes to sec! 

Ncvah min', l\li ss Lucy. 

Guess you thought you 's awful keen ; 
Ncvah min', l\li ss Lucy. 

Evahthing you clone, I seen; 
Ncvah min', l\! iss Lucy. 

Seen him tek yo' ahm jes' so, 
\Vhc n he got outs ide de do'-:
Oh, I know da t man's yo' beau! 

Nevah min', l\liss Lucy. 

Say now, hone y, wha'd he say?
Ncvah min', Miss Lucy! 

Keep yo' secrets-cla t's yo' way -
Ncvah min', Miss Lucy. 

\Von't tell me an' I'm yo' pal -
I 'm gwinc te ll his oth::ih gal, -
Know huh, too, huh name is Sal; 

Nevah min', Miss Lucy! 
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DI SAPPO l :'\TED 

An o ld man planted and dug and tended , 
To ili ng in joy from clew to dew; 

T he sun was kind, and the ra in befriended; 
Fine grew his orchard and fair to \'iew. 

T he n he s::iid : ·• I will quiet my thrifty 
fears, 

Fur here is fruit fo r my failing years." 

13ut e\'en then the storm-clouds gathered, 
Swallowi ng up the azure sky ; 

The sweepi ng wi nds into white foa m 
lathered 

The placid breast of the bay, hard by ; 
Then the spiri ts that r::igcd in the dark

ened air 
Swept o'er his orchard and left it bare. 

T he old man stood in the rain, uncaring, 
Viewing the place the storm had swept; 

And then with a cry from his soul <lcsp:iir
ing , 

He bowed hi m down to the earth and 
wept. 

But a voice cried a loud from the driving 
rain; 

"Arise, old man, and plant again! " 

INVITAT IO~ T O LOVE 

Come when the night s arc bright with 
stars 

Or when the moon is mellow; 
Come when the su n his golden bars 

Drops on the hay.field yellow. 
Come in the twilight soft and gray, 
Come in the night or come in the clay, 
Come, 0 Love, whcne'cr you may, 

And you arc welcome, welcome. 

You are sweet, 0 Lo,·e, dear L ove, 
You are soft as the nesting dove. 
Come to my heart and bring it rest 
As the b ird flies home to its welcome nest. 

Come when my heart is full o r grief 
Or when my heart is merry; 

Come with the fal ling of the leaf 
Or \Vith the recld 'ning cherry. 

Come when t,1e year's first blossom blows, 
Come when the summer gleams and glows, 

Come with the winter's drifting snows, 
And you arc welcome, welcome. 

HE HAD HIS DREA:'I! 

H e had his dream, and all through life, 
Worked up to it through toil and strife. 
Afloat fore'er before his eyes, 
I t colored for him nil his skies : 

The storm-cloud dark 
Above his ba rk , 

T he calm and listless rnult of blue 
T ook on its hopclul hue, 
I t tinctured e\'ery passing beam -

H e had his dream. 

He labored hard and fai led at last , 
His s.-iils too weak to bear the blast, 
The raging tempests tore away 
And sent his beating bark a~tray. 

But what cared he 
For wind or sea ! 

He said, "The tempest will be short, 
:'>l y bark will come to port." 
He saw through every cloud a glcam 

He had his dream. 

GOOD-:-:IGHT 

T he lark is si lent in his nest, 
T he breeze is sighing in its flight, 

Sleep, Love, and peaceful be thy rest. 
Good-night, my love, good-night, good

night. 

Sweet dreams attend thee in thy sleep, 
To soothe thy rest till morning's light, 

And angels round thee vigil keep. 
Good-night, my love, good-night, good· 

n ight. 

Sleep well, my love, on night's dark breast, 
And ease thy soul with slumber bright ; 

Be j oy but thine and I am blcst. 
Good-night, my love, good-nigh t, good

mght. 

A COQUETTE CONQUERED 

Yes, my ha't's cz; ha'd ez; stonc 
Go 'way, S~m, an' lemme 'lone. 
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No ; I-ain't gwinc change my min'
Ain't gwine ma'y ·you-nuflin ' de kin'. 

Phiny loves you true an' deah? 
Go ma'y Phiny ; whut I keer? 
Oh, you needn't mou'n a n' cry 
I don't keer how soon you die. 

Got a present! \Vhtit you got? 
Somern fu ' de pan er pot ! 
Huh! yo' sass do sholy beat
Think I don't git 'nough to eat? 

Whut's dat un'neaf yo' coat? 
Looks des lak a little shoat. 
'Tain't no possum! Bless de Lamb! 
Yes, it is, you rascal, Sam! 

Gin it to me ; whut you say? 
Ain't you sma't now! Oh, go 'way l 
Possum do look mighty nice, 
But you ax too big a price. 

Tell me, is you talkin ' true, 
Dat's de gal's whut ma'ies you? 
Come back, Sam; now whah 's yo~ gwine? 
Co'se you knows <lat possum's mine! 

NORA: A SERENADE 

Ah, Nora, my Nora, the ligh t fades away, 
While Night like a spirit steals up o'er 

the hills ; 
T he th rush from his tree where he chanted 

all day, 
No longer his music in ecstasy trills. 

Then, Nora. be near me; thy presence 
doth cheer me, 

Thine eye hath a gleam that is truer 
than gold. 

I cannot bu t love tllee; so do not reprove 
me, 

If the strength of my passion should 
make me too bold. 

Nora, pride of my heart,-
Rosy cheeks, cherry lips, sparkling with 

glee,-
\ Vake from thy slumbers, wherever thou 

art; 
Wake from thy slumbers to me. 

Ah, Nora, my i\ora , there's love in the 
air,-

It sti rs in the num bers that th rill in my 
brain; 

Oh, sweet, sweet is love with its mingli ng 
of care, 

Though joy travels only a step before 
pain. 

Be roused i Jm th y slum bers and list to 
my n1 •1bers ; 

My heart i ooured ou t in this song unto 
thee. · 

Oh, Le thou not cruel, thou treasure, thou 
jewel; 

Turn thine car to my pleading and 
hearken to me. 

OCTOBER 

October is the treasurer of the year, 
P.nd all the months pay bounty to her 

store; 
Th;! fields and orchards s till their tribute 

bear, 
And fill her brimming coffers more and 

. more. 
But she, with youthful lavishness, 
Spends all her wealth in gaudy dress, 

And decks herself in garments bold 
Of scarlet, purple, red, and gold. 

She hecdeth not how swift the hours fly, 
But smiles and sings her happy life 

along; 
She only sees above a shining sky; 

She only hears the breezes' voice in 
song. 

Her garments tra il the woodlands through, 
And gather pearls of early dew 

That sparkle, till the roguish Sun 
Creeps up and steals them every one. 

But what cares she that jewels should be 
lost, 

When all of Nature 's bounteous wealth 
is hers? 

Though princely fortunes may have been 
. their cost, . 

Not one regret her calm demeanor stirs. 
Whole-hearted, happy, careless, free, 
She lives her life out joyously, 
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Nor cares when Frost stalks o'er her way 
And turns her auburn locks to gray. 

A SU:\DIER'S ~ IGHT. 

The night is dewy a~ a maiden's mo~th, , 
The skies arc bright as arc a maiden s 

eyes, 1 1 · d h t Soft as a maiden's brcat 1 tic wm t a 
flies 

Up from the perfumed bosom of the South. 

Like sentinels, the pii~es sta_nd in the park; 
And hither hastening, hke rakes that 

roam, 
Wi th lamps to light their wayward foo t· 

steps home, 
The fi refli es come stagg'ring down the 

dark. 

S I-IIPS THAT PASS IN THE N IG HT 

Out in the sky the great dark clouds are 
tuassing ; . 

I look far ant into the pregnant 1~1ght , 
"Where I can hear a solemn boommg gun 

And catch the gleaming of a random 
light, . . 

T hat tells me that the sh ip I seek is pass· 
ing, passing . 

My tearful eyes my soul 's deep hurt are 
glassing; 

For I would hail and check that ship of 
sh ips. . . 

strejch my hands 11nplonng, cry alo~cl , 
My voice falls dead a foot from mme 

1own lips, 
And but its ghost cloth reach that vesse l, 

passing, passing. 

O Earth , 0 Sky, 0 Occ'an, both surpassing, 
O heart of mine, 0 soul that d reads the 

dark ! 
I s there no hope for me ? I s there no way 

That I may sight a nd check that speed-
ing bark . . 

Which OLlt of sigh t and souud 1s passmg, 
passing? 

THE DELINQUENT 

Goo'-by, Jinks, I got _to hump, 
Got to mek dis pony JUmp; 

See dat sun n·goin' down 
'N' me a·fool in' hyeah in town! 

Git up, Suke- go long! 

Guess :\li rnndy'll think I's tight, 
'.\le not home an' corni n' on night. 
W ha t's dat st:rn'in' by de fe nce ? 
Pshaw ! why don't I lu 'n some sense? 

Gi t up,.Suke- go long! 

Guess I spent down da~i at J inks' 
Mos' a dollnh fur de dnnks. 
Bless yo'r soul, you sec dat stnr? 
Lawd, but won't '.\li ra ndy rar? 

Git up, Suke- go long ! 

\Yent dis mo'nin', hyeah it' s night, 
Dah's de cabin dah in sight. 
\\'ho's dnt stan 'in ' in de do'? 
Dat must be :\lirandy, she', 

Git up, Suke - go Jong! 

Got de close-stick in huh h:rn', 
Dat look funn y, goodness Ian ', 
Sakes a libe, but she look glum! 
Jlyeah, '.\l irandy, hyeah I come ! 

Git up, Suke-go long! 
Ef ' t hadn't a he'n fur you, you slow ale 

fool, I 'd a' be'n home Jong fo' now! 

DA \VN 

An a ngel, robed in spotless whi ~e , r· 
Bent clown and ki<;sec\ the slcepmg Night. 
Night woke to bhP;h ; the spnt.e was gone. 
1'.len saw the bl u~h and called lt Dawn. 

A DROWSY DAY 

This poem, written before its author 
was twenty years of ~ge, was greatly .ad
mired and brought ln m many encou1 ag· 
in g letters. Among th~se was n_ note 
from James \Vhit comb R iley, me~t1o~etl 
otherwhere in th is volume, m wluch Mr. 
Riley says : . ·d l b 

" Certainly your gift as cvi. encet . Y 
th is , Drowsy Day• poem alone is a supenor 
one, and therefore its fortun~te possessor 
should bear it wi th a becommg sense. of 
gratitude and meekness, always feel mg 



178 THE LIFE AND WORKS 

that for any resultant good God is the 
glory, the singer his very humble instru· 
ment. Already you ha1•e many friends, 
and can have thousands more by being 
simply honest, unaffected and just to your
self and the high source of your endow
ment." 

The air is dark, the sky is gray, 
The misty shadows come and go, 

And here within my dusky room 
Each chair looks ghostly in the gloom. 

Outside the rain falls cold and slow -
Half-stinging drops, half-bl ind ing spray. 

Each slightest sound is magnified, 
For drowsy quiet holds her reign ; 

The burnt stick in the fireplace breaks, 
The nodding cat with start awakes, 

And then to sleep drops off again, 
Unheeding Towser at her side. 

I look far out across the lawn, 
Where huddled stand the silly sheep; 

My work lies iclle at m¥ hands, 
My thoughts fly out like scattered strands 

or th read, and on the verge of sleep -
St ill half awake-I dream and yawn. 

What spirits rise before my eyes! 
How various of kind and form! 

Sweet memories o f days long past, 
The dreams of youth that could not Inst, 

Each smiling calm, each raging storm, 
That swept across my early skies. 

H alf seen, the bare, gaunt-fingered boughs 
fleforc my window sweep and sway, 

And ch:ife in tortures of unrest. 
My chin sinks dow n upon my breast; 

I c:innot work on such a day, 
But only sit and dream and drowse. 

DIRGE 

Place this bunch of mignonette 
I n her cold, dead hand; 

When the golden sun is se t, 
Where the poplars stand, 

Bury her from sun and day, 
Lay my l ittle love away 

From my sight. 

~--~------~~~~-~ 

She was like a modest flower 
Blown in sunny J une, 

\ Va nn as sun at noon's high hour, 
Chaster than the moon. 

Ah, her cl ay was brief and bright, 
Earth has lost a star o f light· 

She is dead. ' 

Softly breathe her name to me,
Ah, I loved her so. 

Gentl e let your tribute be; 
Non<: may better know 

H er true worth than I who weep 
O'er her as she lies asleep 

Soft asleep. 

L ay these li lies on her breast, 
They are not more white 

Than the sou l of her, at rest 
'Neath the ir petals bright. 

C ha nt your aves soft and low, 
Solemn lie your tread and slow,

She is dead. 

Lay her here beneath the grass, 
Cool a nd green and swee t, 

Where the gentle brook may pass 
Crooning at her feet. 

Nature's bards shall come a nd sing, 
And the fairest flowers shall spring 

Where she lies. 

Safe above the water's swirl 
She has crossed the bar; ' 

Earth has lost a p recious pearl, 
Heaven has gained a star, 

T!1at. shall ever sing and sh ine, 
Till it quells this grief of mine 

For my love. 

HYMN 
\\

7hcn storms arise 
And dark 'ning sk ies 

About me threat'ning lower, 
T o thee , 0 L ord, I raise mine eyes, 
T o thee my tortured spirit flies 

For solace in that hour. 

Thy mighty arm 
Will let no harm 

' 

1 
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Come near me nor befall me; 
Thy m ice shall quiet my a larm, 
When life's great battle waxeth wnrm -

No foeman sha ll appall me. 

Upon thy breast 
Secure I rest, 

F rom sorrow and vexation ; 
No more by sinfu l cares oppressed, 
But in thy presence ever blest, 

0 God of my salvation. 

PRE PA RATION 

The little bird sits in the nest and sings 
A shy, soft song to the morni ng light; 

And it flutters a litt le and prunes its 
wings. 

The song is halting and poor and brief, 
And the flutte ring wings scarce stir a 

leaf; 
But the note is :i prelude to sweeter th ings, 

And the busy bill and the flutte r slight 
Arc proving the wings for a bolder 

flight! 

T HE SEC RET 

What says the wine! to the waving trees? 
What says the wa,·e to the river? 

W hat means the sigh in the passing breeze? 
W hy do the rushes qu iver? 

Have you not' heard the fainting cry 
Of the flowers that said " Good-bye, good-

,, bye II? 

List how the grny clove moans and grieves 
Under the wood land cover; 

List to the cl rift of the falling leaves 
List to lhe wail of the lover. ' 

H nve you not caught the message heahl 
Already by wave a nd breeze and bird? 

Come, come away to the r ive r 's bank 
Come in the early morning; ' 

Come when the grass with dew is dank, 
T~1cr~ you wi.11 find the warn ing -

A lunt in the loss of the quickening air 
Of the secret that birds and breezes hear. 

11 

THE \VIND AND THE SEA 

I stood by the shore at the denth of day, 
As the sun sank flaming red; 

And the face of the waters that spread 
aw:iy 

\Vas as gray as the face of the dead. 

And I heard the cry of the wanton sea 
And the moan of the wailing wind; 

F or love's sweet pain in his heart had he, 
But the gray old sea had sinned. 

The wind was young and the sea was old 
Dut the ir cries went up together; 

The wind was warm and the sea was cold, 
For age makes wintry weather. 

So they cried aloud and they wept amain 
Till the sky grew dark to hear it; 

And out of its folds crept the misty rain, 
In its shroud, like a troubled spi rit. 

For the wind was wild with a hopeless 
love, 

And the sea was sad at heart 
At many a crime that he wot of, 

Wherein he had played his part. 

He thought of the gall:int ships gone down 
By the will of his wicked waves; 

And he thought how the churchyard in the 
town 

Held the sea.made widows' gm,·es. 

The wild wind thought of the love he had 
left 

Afar in an Eastern land, 
A nd he longed, as long the much bereft, 

F or the touch of her perfumed hand. 

In his winding wail and his cleep·hean~d 
sigh 

H is aching grief found vent ; 
While the sea looked up at the bending 

sky 
And mu rm ured: " I repent." 

But e'en as he spoke, a ship came by, 
That bravely ploughed the main, 

And a light came into the sea's green eye, 
And his heart grew hard again. 
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Then he spoke to the wind: " Friend, 
seest thou not 

Yon vessel is eastward bound? 
Pray speed with it to the happy spot 

Where thy loved one may be found.'' 

And the wind rose up in a dear delight, 
And after the good ship sped ; 

But the cr:i.ny sea by his wicked might 
Kept the vessel ever ahead. 

Till the wind grew fierce in his despair, 
And white on the brow anti lip. 

He tore his garments ancl tore h is hair, 
And fell on the flying ship. 

And the ship wen t down, for a rock wns 
there, 

And the sa illess sea loomed black ; 
While burdened again with dole and care, 

The wind came moaning back. 

And still he moans from his bosom hot 
Where his raging grief lies pent, 

And ever when the sh ips come not, 
The sea says : " I repent.'' 

THE DESERTED PLANTATION 

Oh, de grubbin'-hoe's a-rustin' in de 
co'nah, 

An' de plow's a-tumblin' down in de 
fie!' 

While de 'whippo'will's a-wailin' lak a 
mou'nah 

\Vhen his stubbo'n hea't is tryi n' ha'd to 
yi~l'. 

In de furrers whah de co'n was nllus 
\Vavin', 

Now de weeds is growin' green an' rank 
an' tall; 

An' de swallers rou n' de whole place is 
a·bravin' 

Lak dey thought deir folks had allus 
owned it all. 

An' de big house stan's all quiet lak an' 
solemn, 

Not a blessed soul in pa'lor, po'ch , er 
lawn; 

Not a guest, ncr not a ca'iage !er to haul 
'cm, 

Fu' de ones dat tu'ned de latch-string 
out air gone. 

An' de banjo's voice is s ilent in de qua'tcrs, 
D'ain' t a hymn ncr co'n-song ringin ' in 

de a ir; 
But de murmur of a branch's passin' wa ters 

l s de only soun ' dat breks de stillness 
de re. 

\ Vhah's de da'kics, dem <lat used to be 
a dancin' 

Evry night befo' de ole cabin do'? 
\Vhah's de chillun, dem dat used to be 

a-prancin' 
Er a-roll in' in de san' er on de Ao'? 

\\1hah 's ole Uncle Mordecai an' Uncle 
Aaron? 

\Vhah's Aunt Doshy, Sam, an' Kit, an' 
all de res' ? 

\Vhah's ole T om de da'ky fiddlah , how's 
he Carin ' ? 

Whah's de gals dat used to sing an' 
dance de bes' ? 

Cone! not one o' dem is !er to tell de 
story; 

Dey have leP de deah ole place to fa ll 
away. 

Couldn't one o' dem clat seed it in its glory 
Stay to watch it in de hour of decay? 

Dey have !er de ole plantation to de 
swallers, 

But it hol's in me a lover till de las' ; 
Fu' I fin' hyeah in de memory dat fallers 

All <lat loved me an' dat I loved in de 
pas'. 

So I'll stay an' watch de deah ole place 
an' tend it 

Ez I used to in de happy days gone by. 
'Twell de othah Mnstah thinks it's time to 

end it, 
An' calls me to my qun'ters in de sky. 

DE PLOW'S A-TU MBLIN ' DOWN IN DE FIEL' 
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A CORN-SONG 

On the wide veranda white, 
In the purple failing light, 

Sits the master while the sun is slowly 
burning ; 

And his dreamy thoughts arc drowned 
In the softly flowing sound 

Of the corn-songs of the field-hands slow 
returning. 

Oh, we hoc de co'n 
Since de ehly mo'n ; 
Now de sinkin' sun 
Says de day is done. 

O'er the fields with hc:wy tread, 
Ligh t of heart and high of head, 

T hough the halting steps be labored, slow, 
and weary; 

Still the spirits bra\'e and strong 
Find a comforter in song, 

And their corn song rises e\'er loud and 
cheery. 

Oh, we hoe de co'n 
Since de ehly mo'n; 
Now de sinkin' sun 
Says de day is done. 

To the master in his scat, 
Comes the burde n, full and sweet, 

Of the mellow minor music growing 
clearer, 

As the toilers misc the hymn, 
T hro' the silence dusk and dim, 

To the cabin's restful shelter drawing 
nearer. 

Oh, we hoe <le co'n 
Since de ehly mo'n; 
Now de sinkin' sun 
Says cle day is done. 

,And a tear is in the eye 
Of the master sitting by, 

As he listens to the echoes low-replying 
To the music's fadi ng calls 
As it faints away and falls 

Into silence, deep within the cabin dying. 

Oh, we hoc de co'n 
Since de chly mo' n ; 
Now de sinkin' sun 
Says de day is done. 

RIDING TO TOWN 

When labor is light and the morning is 
fair, 

I find it a pleasure beyond all compare 
To hitch up my nag and go hurrying down 
And take Katie J\lay fo r a ride into town ; 

For bumpety-bump goes the wagon, 
But tra-la-la-la our lay. 

T here's joy in a song as we rattle along 
In the light of the glorious day. 

A coach would be fine, but a spring 
wagon's good ; 

My jeans are a match for Kate's gingham 
and hood; 

The hills take us up and the vales lake us 
down, 

But what matters that? we are riding to 
town, 

And bumpety-bump goes the wagon, 
But tra-la-la-la sing we. 

There's ne\·er a care m:iy live in the 11ir 
That is filled with the breath of our 

glee. 

And after we've started , there's naught 
can repress 

The thrill of our hearts in their wild hap
piness; 

The hea\'ens may smile or the heavens 
may frown, 

And it's all one to us when we're riding to 
town. 

For bumpely-bump goes the wagon, 
But tra-la-la-la we shout, 

For our hearts ·they arc clear and there's 
nothing to fear, 

And we've never a pain nor a doubt. 

The wagon is weak and the roadway is 
rough, 

And tho' it is long it is not long enough, 
For mid all my ecstasies this is the crown 
To sit beside Katie and ride into town, 

When bumpely-bump goes the wagon, 
But tra-la-la-la our song ; 
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And if I had my way, I'd be willing to 
pay 

If the road could be made twice as long. 

WE WEAR THE l\IASK 

We wear the mas k tliat grins and lies, 
It hides our checks and shades our cyes,
This debt we pay to human guile; 
With torn and bleeding hearts we smile, 
And mouth with myriad subtleties. 

Why should the world be over-wise, 
In counting all our tears and sighs? 
Nay, let them only sec us, while 

We wear the mask. 

We smile, but, 0 great Christ, our cries 
To thee from tortured souls llrise. 
We sing, but oh the clay is vile 
Beneath our feet, and long the mile; 
But let the world dream otherwise, 

\Ve wear the mask! 

THE MEADOW LARK 

Though the winds be dank, 
And the sky he sober, 

And the grieving Day 
In a mantle gray 

H ath let ·her waiting maiden robe her,
All the fields along 
I can hear the song 

Of the meadow lark, 
As she flits and flutters, 
And laughs at the thunder when it 

mutte .s. 
0 happy bird, of heart most gay 
To ~ing when skies are gray l 

When the clouds are full, 
And the tempest master 

Lets the loud winds swe~p 
From his bosom deep 

Like heralds of some dire disaster, 
Then the heart alone 
To itself makes moan ; 

!\nd the songs come slow, 
While the tears fall fleeter, 
And silence than song by far seems 

sweeter .. 

Oh, few arc they along the way 
Who sing when skies arc gray! 

ONE LIFE 

Oh, I am hurt to death, my Love; 
The shafts of Fate have pierctd my 

striving heart, 
And I am ~ick and weary of 

The endless p::ti n and smart. 
l\ly soul is we:iry of the strife, 
And chafes at life, and chafes at life. 

Time mocks me with fair promises ; 
A blooming future grows a barren past, 

Like rain my fair full-blossomed !recs 
Unburdened in the blast. 

The harvest fails on g rain and tree, 
Nor comes to me, nor comes to me. 

The stream that bears my hopes abreast 
Turns ever from my way its pregnant 

tide. 
My laden boat, torn from its rest, 

Drifts to the other side. 
So all my hopes are set astray, 
And drift away, and drift away. 

The lark sings to me at the morn, . 
And near me wings her skyward-soanng 

flight; 
But pleasure dies as soon as born, 

The owl takes up the night, 
And night seems Jong and doubly dark; 
I miss the lark, I miss the lark. 

Let others labor as they may, . 
I'll sing and sigh alone, and write my 

line. 
T heir fate is theirs, or grave or gay, 

And mine shall still be mine. 
I know the world holds joy and glee, 
But not for me,-'tis not for me. 

CHANGING TIME 

The cloud looked in at the window. 
And said to the day, "Be dark!" 

And the roguish ra in tapped hard on the 
pane, 

To stifle the song of the lark. 

( 
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The wind sprang up in the tree tops 
And shrieked with a voice of death, 

But the rough-voiced breeze, that shook 
the trees, 

Was touched with n violet's breath. 

DEAD 

A knock is at her door, but she is weak; 
Strange dews have washed the paint 

streaks from her check ; 
She docs not rise, but, ah, this fr iend is 

known, 
And knows that he will find her all alone. 
:->o opens he the door, and with soft tread 
(;oes straightway to the richly curtained 

bed. 
His soft hand on her dewy head he lays. 
:\ strange white light she gives him for his 

gaze. 
Then, looking on the glory of her charms, 
He crushes her resistless in h is arms. 

Stand back! look not upon this bold em
brace, 

Nor view the calmness of the wanton's 
face; 

With joy unspeakable and 'bated breath, 
She keeps her last, long liaison with death 1 

A CONFIDENCE 

Uncle John, he makes me tired; 
Thinks 'at he's jest so all-fired 
Smart, 'al he kin pick up, so, 
Ever'thing he wants to know. 
Tried lo ketch me up last night, 
But you bet I wouldn't bite. 
I jest kept the smoothes' face, 
But I led him sich a chase, 
Couldn't corner me, you bet -
I skipped nil the traps he set. 
l\lakin' out he wan'cd to know 
\Vho was this an' th::tl g irl's beau; 
So's he'd find out, don't you see, 
\Vho was goin' ' long with me. 
Dul I answers j est cz sly, 
An' I never winks my eye, 
Tell he hollers with a whi rl, 
" Look here, ain't you got a girl?" 
Y' ought 'o seen me spread my eyes, 
Like he'd took me by surprise, 

An' I said, " Oh, Uncle John, 
Never thought o' havin' one." 
An' somehow that seemed to tickle 
Him an' he shelled out a nickel. 
Then )'OU ought to seen me lenvr 
J est a-lnffin' in my sleeve. 
Fool him-well, I guess I did; 
He ain't on to th is here kid. 
Got a girl! well, I guess yes, 
Got a dozen more or less, 
But I got one rccly one, 
Nol no fool in' ner no fun; 
F nr J 'm sweet on her, you see, 
An' I ruther guess 'at she 
~lust be kinder sweet on me, 
So we're keepin' company. 
H onest lnjun ! this is true, 
Ever' word I 'm tellin' you l 
llut you won't be sich a scab 
Ez to run aroun' an' blab. 
l\Iebbe 'tain'l the w:iy with you, 
Hut you know some fellers do. 
Spoils a girl to let her know 
'At you talk about her so. 
Don't you know her? her name's Liz, 
Nice;t girl in town she is. 
Purty? ah, git out, you gilly -
Liz 'ud purl' nigh knock you silly. 
Y' ought 'o see her when she's dressed 
All up in her Sunday best, 
All the fellers nudgin' me, 
An' a-whispcrin', gemunee ! 
Betcher Ii fe 'at I feel proud 
When she passes by the crowd. 
'T's kinder nice to be a-goin' 
\ Vith a girl 'at makes some showin'~ 
One you know 'at hain't no snide, 
l\lakes you feel so satisfied. 
An' I'll tell you she's a trump, 
Nc,·er even seen her j ump 
Like some silly girls 'ud do, 
\Vhcn I 'd hide and holler" Boo!" 
She'd jest laugh an' say "Git out! 
\Vhat you hollerin' about?" 
\Vhen some girls 'ud have a fit 
Tha t 'un don't git skeered a bit, 
Never makes a bit o' row 
\Vhen she sees a worm er cow. 
Them kind's few an' far between; 
Bravest girl I ever seen. 
Tell you 'nuthcr thing she'll do, 
Mebbe you won't think it's true, 
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But if she's jest got a dime 
She'll go halvers ever' time. 
Ah, you goose, you needn't laff · 
That 's the kinder girl to have. ' 
If you knowed her like I do, 
Guess you'd kinder like her too. 
Tell you somep'n' if you'll swear 
You won't tell it anywhere. 
Oh, you got to cross yer heart 
Earnest, truly, 'fore I start. . 
Well, one day I kissed her cheek· 
Gee, but I felt cheap an' weak, ' 
'Cause at first she kinder flared 
'N', gracious goodness ! I was ~cared. 
But I needn't been, fer la! 
\Vhy, she never told her ma. 
T.hat's what I call grit, don't you? 
S1ch a girl's worth stickin' to. 

PHYLLIS 

Phy.Bis, ah , Phyllis, my life is a gray day, 
1'ew are my years, but my griefs arc not 

few, 
Ever to youth should each day be a May

day, 
\Varm wind and rose-breath and dia

monded dew-
Phyllis, ah, Phyllis, my life is a gray day. 

Oh, for the sunlight that shines on a May
day! 

Only the cloud hangeth over my life. 
Love th:it should bring me youth's hap

piest heyday 
Brings me but seasons of sorrow and 

strife; 
Phyllis, ah, Phyllis, my life is a gray day. 

.... 
Sunshine or shadow, or gold day or gray 

day, 
Life must be lived as our destinies rule · 

Leisure or labor or work day or play day__'.. 
Feasts for the famous and fun for the 

fool ; 
Phyllis, ah , Phyllis, my life is a gray day. 

RI GHT'S SECURITY 

What if the wind do howl without 
And turn the creaking weather-va~e · 

~ I 

\\"ha t if the arrows of the rain 
Do beat against the window-pane? 
Art thou not armored strong and fast 
Against the sallies of the blast? 
Art thou not sheltered safe nncl well 
Against the flood's ins i~tent swell? 

\Vhat boots it, that thou stand '~t alone, 
Ami laughcst in the battle's face 
When a ll the weak have fled the place 
Ami let the ir feet and fears keep pace? 
Thou wavest still thine ensign, high, 
And shoutest thy loud battl e·cry · 
Higher than e'er the tempest ro~red, 
It cleaves the silence like a s word. 

Right arms and armors, too, that man 
\Vho will not compromise with wrong; 
Though single, he must front the throng. 
And wage the battle hard and long. 
Minorities, since time began, 
Have shown the better side of man; 
And often in the lists of Time 
One man has made a cause sublime ! 

IF 

If life were but a dream, my Love, 
And death the waking time; 

If day had not a beam, my Love, 
And night hnd not a rhyme.-

A barren, barren world were this 
Vvithout one saving gleam; 
I'd only ask that with a kiss 
You'd wake me from tl)C dream. 

If dreaming were the sum of days 
Ami loving were the bane· ' 

If battling for a wreath of bays 
Could soothe a heart in pain,-

I 'd scorn the meed of battle's rniaht, 
All other aims ahovc ., 
I'd choose the human's higher right, 
To suffer and to Jove! 

THE SONG 

My soul, lost in the music's mist, 
Roamed, rapt, 'neath skies of amethyst. 
The cheerless streets grew ,summer meads, 
The Son or Phcebui;; spurred his steeds, 

. . 

' 
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And, wand' ring clown the maiy tune, 
December lost its way in June, 
While from a verdant vale I heard 
The piping of a love·lorn bird . 

' 

A something in the lender strain 
Revi,·cd an old, long-conquered pain, 
And as in depths of many seas, 
My heart was drowned in memories. 
The tears c:ime welling to my eyes, 
Nor could I ask it otherwise ; 
For, oh! a sweetness seems to bst 
Amid the dregs of sorrows p:ist. 

It stirred a chord that here of late 
I'd grown to think could not vibrate. 
It brought me back the trust of youth, 
T he world again was joy and truth. 
And Aviec, blooming like a hride, 
Once more stood trusting at my side. 
But still, with bosom desolate, 
The 'lorn bird sang to find his rn:ite. 

Then there are trees, and ligh ts and stars, 
The silv'ry tinkle of guitars; 
And throbs again as th robbed that walti, 
Before I knew that hearts were false. 
Then like a cold wave on a shore, 
Comes silence and she sings no more. 
I wake, I breathe, I think again , 
And walk the sordid ways of men. 

SIGNS OF THE TIMES 

Air :i-gittin' cool an' coolah, 
F rost a-comin' in de night, 

!Iicka'nuts an' wa'nuts fallin', 
Possum keepin' out o' sight. 

Tu'key struttin' in de ba'nya'd, 
N:iry step so proud et his ; 

Keep on struttin', Mistah Tu'key, 
Yo' do' know whut time it is. 

Ciclah press commence a-squeakin' 
Eatin' apples sto'ed away, 

Ch illun swa'min' 'roun' lak ho'nets, 
Huntin' aigs ermung de hay. 

~[i stah Tu'kcy keep on gobblin' 
At de geese :i-flyin' souf, 

Oomph ! dat bird do' know whut's 
comin'; 

E f he did he'd shet h is mouf. 

Pumpkin gittin' good an' yallah 
Mek me open up my eyes; 

Seems lak it's a·lookin' at me 
Jes' a-la'in' dah sayin' "Pies." 

Tu'key gobbler gwine 'roun' blowin', 
Gwine 'roun' gibbin' sass an' slack; 

Keep on talkin', Mistah Tu'key, 
You ain't seed no almanac. 

Fa'mcr walkin' th'oo de ba'nya'd 
Seein' how things is comin' on, 

Sees ef all de fowls is fatt'nin'
Good times comin' sho's you bo'n. 

Hyeahs dat tu'kcy gobbler braggin', 
Den his face break in a smile 

Nebbah min', you !':l.Ssy rascal, 
H e's gwine nab you alter while. 

Choppin' suet in de kitchen, 
Stonin' raisins in de hall, 

Beef a-cookin' fu' de mince meat, 
Spices groun'-I smell 'em all. 

Look hyeah, T u'key, stop dat gobblin', 
You ain' luncd de sense ob fcah, 

You ol' fool, yo' naik's in dangah , 
Do' you know Thanksgibbin's hycah? 

WHY FADES A DREAM? 

Why fades n dream? 
An iridescent ray 

Flecked in between the tryst 
Of night and day. 
\ Vhy fades a dream ? -

or consciousness tl1e shade 
W rought out by lack or light and made 

Upon life's stream. 
Why fades a dream? 

That thought may thrive, 
So fades the fleshless dream ; 

Lest men should learn to trust 
The things that seem. 
So fades a dream, 

That living thought may grow 
And like a waxing star-beam glow 

Upon life's stream -
So fades a dream. 
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THE SPARROW 

A little bird, with plumage brown, 
Beside rny window flutters down, 
A moment chirps its li1tle strain, 
Then laps upon my window-pane, 
And chirps again , and hops along, 
To call my notice to its song; 
13ut I work on, nor heed its lay, 
Till, in neglect, it flies away .• 

So birds of peace and hope and love 
Come fluttering earthward from above, 
To settle on life's window-sills, 
:\nd ease our load of earth ly ills ; 
But we, in traffic's rush and din 
Too deep engaged to let them in, 
With deadened heart and sense plod on, 
Nor know our loss till they ;i.re gone. 

SPEAK I N ' 0' CHRISDIAS 

Breezes blowin' miclcllin' brisk, 
Snow-flakes thro' the air a-whisk, 
Fallin' kind o' soft an' light , 
Not enough to make things white, 
But jest sorter siftin' down 
So's to cover up the brown 
Of the dark world's rugged ways 
'N' make things look like holidays. 
Not smoothed over, but jest specked, 
Sorter strainin' fur effect, 
An' not quite a-gittin' through 
What it started in to do. 
Mercy sakes ! it does seem queer 
Christmas day is 'most nigh here. 
Somehow it don't seem to me 
Christmas like it used to be,
Christmas with its ice :rn' snow, 
Christmas of the long ago. 
You could fee l its stir an' h um 
'Week» an' weeks before it come; 
Somethin' in the atmosphere 
Told you when the clay was near, 
Didn't need no almanacs ; 
That was one o' Nature's fac's. 
Every cottage decked out gay -
Cedar wreaths an' holly spray 
An' the stores, how they were drest, 
Tinsel tell you couldn' t rest; 
Every winder fixed up µat, 

Candy canes, an' things like that; 
:'\'oah's arks, an' guns, an' <lolls, 
An' all kinds o' fol-de-rols. 
Then with frosty bells a-chime, 
Slidin' down the hills o' time, 
Ri gh t am idst the fun an' d in 
Christmas come a-bustlin ' in, 
R::iised his cheery voice lo ca ll 
Out a welcome lo us all , 
1 I a le ::ind hearty, strong an' bluff, 
That was Christmas, sure enough. 
Snow knee-deep ::in' coastin' fine, 
Frozen mill-ponds all ashine, 
Seemin' jest to l::ty in \\'::tit, 
13eggi n' you to come ::in' ska te. 
An ' you'd git your gal an' go 
Stumpin' cheerily thro' the snow, 
Feclin' pleased an' skeerl an' warm 
'Cause she had a-hoh yore arm. 
\Vhy, when Christmas come in. we 
Spent the whole glad day in glee, 
I lavin' fun au' feastin' h igh 
An' some courtin' on the sly. 
Bustin' in some neighbor's door 
An' then suddenly, before 
He could give hi s voice a li ft, 
Ycll in' at him, " Christmas gift." 
Now sich th ings are never heard , 
" Merry Christmas" is the word. 
Dut it's only change o' name, 
An ' means giv in' jest the same. 
There' s loo many new-styled ways 
Now about the holidays. 
I'd jest like once more to sec 
Christmas like it used to be I 

LONESO:\lE 

Mother's gone a-visitm' to spend a .month 
er two, 

An', oh, the house is lonesome ez a nest 
whose birds has flew 

To other trees to build ag'in; the rooms 
seem jest so bare 

That the echoes run like sperrits from the 
kitchen to the st::tir. 

T he shelters flap more lazy-like 'n what, 
they used to do, 

Sence mother's gone a-visitin ' to spend a 
month er two. 
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\Ve'vc killed the fattest chicken an' we'\'e 
cooked her to ~ turn; . 

We've made the richest gravy, but I Jest 
don't give a durn. _ 

Fur nothin' •at I clnnk er e::tt, er notlun' 
'at I sec. 

The 'rood ain't got the plcas::int taste it 
used to have to. m~., . 

They's somep'n' s11ck111 111 my thro::it ez 
ti ght ez hardened glu~ •.. , 

Sc~ce mother's gone a·\'ISllm to spend ::t 
month er two. 

The hollyhocks air jest ez pink, they're 
double ones at that, 

An' I wuz prouder of 'em than a b::tbyof a 
cat. , 

1 1 But now I don't go ne::ir em, t 10ug 1 

they nod an' blush at me, 
Fur they's somep'n' seems to gall me m 

their kcerlcss s~rl o' gle7 , , . 
An' all thei r frcn ly nodd111 an their 

blush in' seems to say: 
"You're purly lonesome, John, old boy, 

sence mother's gone away." 

T he neighbors ain't so fren 'ly cz it seems 
they'd ort to be ; . , . . 

They seem to be a-lookm kinder side
ways like at me, 

A· kinder feared they'd tech me off cz cf I 
wuz a match, 

An' all because 'at mother's gone an' I'm 
a-kecpin' batch ! 

I 'm shore I don't do nothin' worsc'n what \ 
I used to do 

' Fore mother went a-visitin' to spent a 
month er two. 

The sparrers ac's more fearsome like ::in' 
won't hop qu ite so near, 

The cricket's chirp is sadder, an' the sky 
ain't ha'C so clear; 

\Vhen ev'nin' comes, I set an' ~mokc tell 
my eyes begin to swim, 

An' things aroun' commence to look all 
blurred an' faint an' dim. 

\Veil, I guess I ' ll hnvc ~o own up 'at I'm 
feel in' purly blue 

Sencc mother's gone a-visitin' to spend a 
month er two. 

GRO\YIN' GRAY 

Hello, olc man, you're a-gittin' gray, 
An' it beats olc Neel to see the way 
'At the crow's fc::et's a-gctherin' aroun' yore 

eyes; 
Tho' it oughtn't to cause me no su'prisc, 
Fur there's many a sun 'at you've seen 

rise 
An' many a one you've seen go clown 
Sencc yore ::tcp was light an' yore hair was 

brown, 
An' storms an' snows have had their 

way-
Hello, ale man, you're a-gittin' gray. 

Il ello, ale man, you're a-gittin' gray, 
An' the youthful pranks 'at you used to 

play 
Arc dreams of a far past long ago 
That lie in a heart where the fires burn 

Jow -
T h:i.t has lost the flame though it kept the 

glow, 
An' spite of <lri\'in' snow nn' storm, 
Be::its bravely on forever w::irm. 
December holds the place of May 
Hello, ole man, you' re :1-gittin' gray. 

Hello, ole man, you're n-gittin' gray -
Who cares wh::tt the carpin' youngsters 

say? 
For, after all, when the talc is told, 
Love proves if a man is young or old! 
Old :igc c::tn't m::ike the he:irt grow c~ld 
When it does the will of an honest m111d; 
When it beats with Jo,·c fur :ill m:mkind; 
Then the night but leads to a fairer cl::iy
Hello, ole man, you're a-gittin ' gray! 

TO THE MEMORY OF MARY 
YOUNG 

God has his plans, and what if we 
\Vith our sight be too blind to sec 
Their full fruition; cannot he, 
\Vho made it, solve the mystery? 
One whom we Jo,·ed has fall'n asleep, 
Not died; although her calm be deep, . 
Some new, unknown, and strange surprise 
In Heaven holds enrapt her eyes. 
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And can you blame her that her gaze 
Is turned away from earthly ways, 
When to her eyes God's light and love 
Have giv'n the view of things above ? 
A gentle spirit sweelly good, 
The pearl of precious womanhood; 
W~o heard the voice of duty clear, 
And found her mission soon and near. 

She loved all nature, flowers fair, 
Th.: warmth of sun, the kiss of air, 
The birds that filled the sky with song, 
The stream that laughed its way along. 
Her home lo her was shrine and throne, 
But one love held her not alone ; 
She sought out poverty and grief, 
\Vho touched her robe and found relief. 

So sped she in her Master's work, 
Too busy and too brave to shir)<, 
When through the silence, dusk and dim, 
God called her and she fled to him. 
We wonder al the early call, 
And tears of sorrow can but fall 
For lier o'er whom we spread the pall; 
But faith, sweet faith, is over all. 

The house is dust, the voice is dumb, 
But through undying years to come, 
The spark that glowed within her soul 
Shall light our footsteps to the goal. 
She went her way; but oh, she trod 
The path that Jed her straight to God. 
Such lives as this put death to scorn; 
They lose our day to find God's morn. 

WHEN MALINDY SI NGS 

This poem !1as been adjudged as the 
best of his dialect pieces. It has been set 
to music and sung in homes all over the 
land. It was dedicated to his mother 
whose name Matilda, was sligh tly modified 
to suit the rhythm anc,l melody of the 
verses. . 

.l\~r. Dunbar recited this poem before a 
~nt1cnl ~udience in London, England, and 
~ t was given very complimentary mention 
in the London Daily News. 

While in New York in 1896, Mr. Dun
bar was tendered a reception by the entire 
staff of the Cmtury Jlfagazine, and was 

asked to read a few of his poems. This 
poem was among those recited that day. 
His henrers were loud in their applause, 
and sho\veretl compliments and congratula
tions upon its author. 

Several of l\lr. Dunbar's poems hat.I been 
published in the Century before that date, 
but, full of the spirit of mischief, the 
young black m:m turned to l\lr. Gilder, 
the editor of the Cw tury, and said: 

"That's one you returned." 
Mr. G ilder was a bit embarrassed, but 

gallantly said : 
"We'll take it yet." 
"Sorry," replied Dunbar laughingly, 

"but you're too late . It has now been 
accepted by another magazine." 

G'way an' quit dat noise, Miss Lucy
Put <lat music book away; 

What's de use to keep on lryin '? 
Ef you practise twcll you're gray, 

You cain't sta't no notes a-flyin' 
Lak de ones <lat rants and rings 

F'om the kitchen to de big woods 
When Malindy sings. 

You ain't got de nachel o'gans 
Fu' to make de soun' come right, 

You ain't got de tu'ns an' twistin's 
Fu ' to make it sweet an' light. 

Tell you one thing now, Miss Lucy, 
An' I'm tellin' you fu' true, 

'When hit comes to raal right singin', 
Tain't no easy thing to do. 

Easy ' nough fu ' folks to hollah, 
Lookin' at de lines an' dot5, 

When dey ain't no one kin sence it, 
An' de chune comes in, in spots ; 

But fu' real melojous music, 
Dat jes' strikes yo' hea't and clings, 

Jes' you stan ' an' listen wif me 
When Malindy sings. 

Ain't you nevah hyeahd Malindy? 
Blessed soul, tek up de cross l 

Look hyeah, ain't you jokin', honey? 
\Veil, you don't know whut yon las'. 

Y' ought to hyeah dat gal a-wa'blin', 
Robins, la'ks, an' all dem things, 
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Heish dey mou fs :rn' hides dey faces 
When ;\la lindy sings. 

Fiddlin' man jes' stop his fiddlin ', 
Lay his fidtlle on de she'f ; 

~lockin'-bird quit tryin' to whistle, 
'Cause he jcs' so shamed hisse' f. 

Folks a·playin' on de banjo 
Draps dey fingahs on de strings

J31.:ss yo' soul-fu'gits lo move 'cm, 
When ~falindy sings. 

She jes' spreads huh mouf and hollahs, 
"Com.: to J esus," twell you hyenh 

Sinnahs' trcmblin' steps and voices, 
Timid-lak a-rlrawin' neah; 

Den she tu'ns to " Rock of Ages," 
Simply to de cross she clings, 

An' you fin' yo' tcahs a drappin' 
When l\lalincly sings. 

\Vho dat says dat humble praises 
\Vif de Master ncvah counts ? 

H eish yo' mour, I hyeah dat music, 
Ez hit rises up an' mounts -

Floatin' by <le hills an' valleys, 
\V:iy above d'1s buryin' sod, 

Ez hit makes its way in glory 
To de very gates of God! 

Oh, hit's sweetah clan de music 
Of an ed icated b:ind; 

An' hit's dearah clan de battle's 
Song o' triumph in de Ian'. 

It seems holier clan evenin' 
\\"hen de solemn chu'ch bell rings, 

Ez I si t :in' ea'mly listen 
While l\lalincly sings. 

Towsah, stop dat ba'kin', hyeah me! 
Mandy, mek dat chilc keep still; 

Don't you hyeah de echoes callin' 
F'om de valley to de hill ? 

Let me listen, I can hyeah it, 
Th'oo de bresh of angel's wings, 

Sor an' sweet, " Swing Low, Sweet 
Chariot," 

Ez Malindy sings. 

THE PARTY 
Of this production William Dean 

Howells said in h is notnble article in 
H:irper's \Veekly: 

" I wish I could give the whole of the 
piece which he calls 'The Pahty,' but I 
must content myself with a passage or 
two. They will impart some sense of the 
jolly rush of movement, its vivid pictur
esqueness, it5 broad eh:iracterization, and 
will perhaps suffice to show what vistas 
into the simpl.:, sensuous, joyous nature of 
his race ~Ir . Dunbar's work opens." He 
then quoted a number of the lines. 

" One sees," continued Mr. H owells, 
"how the poet exults in his material ns 
the artist :ilways does. Jt is not for him 
to blink its commonness, or to be ashamed 
of its rudeness : and in his treatment of it 
he has been able to bring us nearer lo the 
he:irt of primith·e human nature in his 
race than any one else has yet done." 

(These quotations from l\lr. Howells' 
article arc used by permission and courtesy 
of ~lessrs. Harper & Brothers.) 

Dey had a gread big pahty down to Tom's 
de othah night; 

Was I dah? You bet! I nevah in my 
li fe see sich a sight; 

All de folks l'om fou' plantations was in
vited, an' dey come, 

Dey come troopin' thick ez chillun when 
dey hyeahs a fife an' drum. 

Evahbody dressed deir fines'-Heish yo' 
mouf an' git away, 

Ain't seen no sieh fancy dressi n ' sencc las' 
quah'tly mcclin' day ; 

G:ils all dressed in silks an' satins, not a 
wrinkle ner a crease, 

Eyes a-b:ittin', teeth :i-shinin', haih breshed 
back ez slick ez grease ; 

Sku'ts all tucked an' puffed an' ruffled, 
evah blessed seam an' stitch; 

Ef you'd seen 'em wif deir mistus, couldn't 
swnhed to which was which. 

Men nil dressed up in Prince Alberts, 
swnllertails 'u'd tek yo' bref ! 

I cain't tell you nothin' 'bout it, yo' ought 
to seen it fu ' yo'se'f. 

\\' ho was dnh? Now who you askin' ? 
How you 'specl I gwine to know ? 

You mus' think I stood nn' counted evah
body at de do'. 
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Ole man Babah's house boy I saac, brung 
dat gal, '.\la lindy Jane, 

Huh a-hangin ' to his elbow, him a struttin' 
wifa qne; 

My, but Hah vey J ones was ji:alous ! seemed 
to stick him lak a tho'n ; 

But he laughed with Viney Cahteh, tryin' 
ha'd to not let on, 

But a pusson would 'a' noticed r om cle 
cl'rection of his look, 

Dal he was watchin' ev'ry step dat I ke an' 
Lindy took. 

Ike he faun' a cheer an' asked huh : 
"vVon't you set clown?" wif a smile, 

An' she answe'd up a-bowin', "Oh, I 
reckon 'ta in't wuth while." 

Dat was jes' fu' style, I reckon, 'cause she 
sot down jes' de same, 

An' she stayed dah 'twell he fetched huh 
fu' to jine some so't o' game; 

Den ~ hyeahd huh sayin' propah, ez she 
nz to go away, 

"Oh, you raly mus' excuse me, fu' I 
hardly keers to piny." 

But I seen huh in a minute wif de othahs 
on de flo', 

An' dah wasn't any one o' dem a-pinyin' 
any mo'; 

Comin' down de flo' a-bowin' an' a-swayin' 
an' a-swingin', 

Puttin' on huh high-toned mannahs all cle 
time <lat she was singin': 

"Oh, swing Johnny up an' down, swing 
him all aroun', 

Swing Johnny up an' dowrr; swing him a ll 
aroun1

, 

Oh, swing Johnny up an' down, swing 
him all aroun' , 

Fa' you well, my dahlin'." 
! lad to Jaff at ole man Johnson, he's a 

ca ution now, you bet-
Hittin' clost onto a hunderd , but he's spry 

:111' nimble yet; 
He ' lowed how a-so't o' gigglin', " I ain't 

• ole, I'll let you sec, 
D'ain't no use in gittin' feeble, now you 

youngstahs jes' watch me," 
An' he grabbed ole Aunt Marier- weighs 

th'ee hunderd mo' er less, 
An' he spun huh 'roun' de cabin swingin' 

Johnny lak de res'. 

Evahbody la ffed an' ho llahed : "Go it 
Swing huh, Uncle J im ! " 

An' he swung huh too, I reckon, Ink a 
youngsta h, who but him. 

Dat was bettah 'n young Scott Thomas, 
tryfn' to be so awfu l smaht. 

You know when dey gits tosingin' nn' dey 
comes to dat ere palll : 

"In some lady's new brick house , 
In some lady's gyahdcn. 

Ef you don't let me out, I will 
jump out, 

So fa' you well, my dah lin '." 
Den dey's got a circle ' roun' you, an' you's 

got to break cle line; 
\Veil, dat rlahky was so a nxious, Ink to 

bust hisse'f a-tryin'; 
Kep ' on blund'rin' 'roun' an' fool in' 'twell 

he giv' one grcad big jump, 
Broke de line, an' lit head-fo'most in de 

fiahplace right plump; 
Hit 'ad fiah in it, mind you; well , I 

thought my soul I'd bust, 
Trice\ my best to keep rom laffin', but hit 

seemed like die I must! 
Y' ought to seen dnt man a-scr::1111blin' 

f'om de ashes an' de grime. 
Did it bu'n him! Sich a question, why he 

didn't give it time' ; 
Th'ow'd dem ashes and elem cinclahs C\'ah 

which-a-way I guess, 
An' you ncvah did, I reckon , clap yo' 

eyes on sich a mess ; 
Fu' he sholy macle a pictcr an' a funny 

one to boot, 
\Vif his clo thes all full o' ashes an' hi s face 

all full o' soot. 
\Veil, hit laked to stopped de pahty, an' I 

reckon lak cz not 
Dat it would cf Tom's wife, i\landy, hadn 't 

happened on de spot, 
T o invite us out to suppah- well, we 

scramhlecl to de table, 
An' I'd Ink to tell you 'bout it-what we 

had-hut I ain't aLle, 
Mention jes' a few things, dough I know I 

hadn't orter, 
Fu' I know 'twill staht a hank'rin' an' yo' 

mouf 'II 'mcnce to worter. 
\'11/e had wheat bread white ez cotton an' a 

egg pone jes' like go!', 
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Hog jole, bilin' hot an' stcamin' roasted 
shoat an' ha m sliced cold -

Look out ! What's de mattah wif you? 
Don 't be fallin' on de flo'; 

Ef it's go'n' to 'feet you dat way, I won't 
tell you noth in' mo'. 

!Jah now- well, we had hot chittlin's -
now you's tryin' ag'i n to fall, 

Cain't you stan ' to hycah about it? S'posc 
you'd been a1~' seed it all ; . , 

Seed elem greacl big sweet pc rtatcrs, lay m 
by de possum's side, 

Seed dat coon in a ll his gravy, reckon den 
you'd up and d ied! 

i\l anrl y 'lowed "you all mus' 'scuse me, d' 
wa'n' t much upon my shc'vcs, 

llut l 's done my bes' to suit you , so set 
down a n' hc'p yo'sc'\'es." 

T om, he ' lowed : " I don't b' lie,·e in 'pol
ogizin' an ' pcrfcssin', 

Let 'cm tck it Jak dcy ketch it. Eldah 
Thompson, ask de blessin'." 

Wish you'd seed dat colo'cd preachah 
clcah his th'oat an' bow his hcacl; 

One eye shet, an' one eye opcn,--dis is 
evah wud he said : 

" Lawd, look down in tenclah mussy on 
s ich generous hea'ts cz dese; 

i\lake us truly thankful, amen. Pass clat 
possum , cf you please ! " 

\.Veil, we eat and drunk ouah po'tion, 
'twdl clah wasn' t nothin ' !er, 

An ' we felt jcs' like new sausage, we was 
mos' nigh stuffed to de f ! 

T om, he knowed how we'd be fcc lin', 
so he had de fiddlah ' roun', 

An' he made us clcah de cabin fu' to dance 
dat suppah clown. 

Jim, cle fidd lah, chuncd his fiddle, put 
some rosum on his bow, 

Set a pine box on cle table, mounted it an' 
let huh go! 

He's a fiddlah , now I tell you, an' he made 
dat fidd le ring, 

'Twell cle ol'cst an' clc lamest had to give 
deir feet a fling. 

Jigs, cotillions, reels an' break-down~. 
corclr ills an' a waltz er two; 

Bless yo' soul, dat music winged 'em !n' 
dcm people Jak to flew. 

Cripple Joe,<'._ ole rheumatic, danced dat 
. flo' r am side to middle, I 

Th'owecl a way his crutch an' bopped it, 
what's rheumatics 'ginst a fiddle? 

Eldah T hompson got so tickled dat he lak 
to los' his grace, 

H ad to tck bofc feet an' ho!' elem so's to 
keep 'em in dcir place. 

An' de Christuns a n ' de sinnahs got so 
1nixcd up on clat flo', 

Dat I don't sec how dcy'cl pahtcd cf de 
trump had chanced to blow. 

\Veil , we da!lced dat way an' capahed in 
de mos' redic'lous way, 

'Twcll de roostahs in de bahnyard cleahccl 
clcir th'oats an' crowed fu' day. 

Y' ought to been dah, fu' I tell you evah-
' thing was rich ai_i' prin~c: . , 

An' dcy ain't no u c 111 talkm , we JCS had 
one scrumptious time I 

LOVE'S APOTHEOSIS 

Lo\'e me. I care not what the circling 
years 

To me may do. 
If, but in spite of time and tears, 

You prove but true. 

Lo\'e me- albeit grief slmlli clim mine eyes, 
Ancl tears bcdcw, 

I shall not e'en complain, fo r then my skie3 
Shall sti ll be blue. 

Love 

Thy 

me, and though the winter snow 
shall pile, 

And lea,·e me clull , 
passion 's warmth shall make for me, 

meanwhile, 
A sun-kissed hill. 

And when the days have lengthened into 
years, 

And I grow old, 
Oh, spite of pains and griefs and c:ir'es and 

fears, 
Grow thou not cold. 

Then hand anrl hand W i: shall pass up 
the hill, 

I Sa.y not down; 
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That twain go up, of love, who've loved 
their fill. - , 

To gain lo~e's crown. 

Love me, ·and let my life take up thine 
O\Vn, 

As sun the dew. 
Come, sit, my queen, for m my heart a 

throne 
A waits for you ! 

THE PARADOX 

I am the mother of sorrows, 
I am the ender of grief; 

I am the bud and the blossom, 
I am the late-fa ll ing leaf. 

I am thy priest and thy poet, 
I am thy serf and thy king; 

I cure the tears of the heartsick, 
When I come near they shall sing. 

White are my hands as the snowdrop; 
Swart are my fingers as clay; 

Dark is my frown as the midnight, 
Fair is my brow as the day. 

Battle and war arc my minions, 
Doing my will as divine; 

I am the calmer of pa~sions, 
Peace is a nursling of mine. 

Speak to me gently ·or curse me, 
Seek me or fly from my sight ; 

I am thy fool in the morning, 
Thou art my slave in the night. 

Down to the grave will I take thee, 
Out from the noise of the ~trife; 

fhen shalt thou see me and know me -
Death, then, no longer, but life. 

Then shalt thou sing a t my coming, 
Kiss me with passionate breath, 

Clasp me and smile to have thought me 
Augh~ save the foeman of Death. 

Come to me, brother, when weary, . 
Come when thy lonely heart swells ; 

I'll guide thy footsteps and lead thee 
Down where the D ream Woman 

dwells. 

OVER TH E HILLS 

Over the hills and the valleys of dreaming 
Slowly I take my way. 

Life is the night with its dream-visions 
teeming, 

Death is the waking at day. 

Down th ro' the dales and the bowers of 
loving, 

Singing, l roam afar. 
Daytime or night-time, 1 constantly rov

ing,-
Dearest one, thou art my star. 

WITH THE LARK 

Night is for sorrow and dawn is for joy, 
Chasing the troubles that fret and annoy; 
Darkness for sighing and daylight for 

song,- ._ 
Cheery and chaste the strain, heartfe lt and 

strong. 
All the night through, though I moan in 

the dark, 
I wake in the morning to sing with the 

lark. 

Deep in the midnight the rain whip~ the 
leaves, 

Softly and sadly the wood-spirit grieves. 
But when the first hue of dawn tints the 

sky, 
I shall shake out my wings like the birds 

and be dry; 
And though, like tlie rain-drops, I grieved 

through the dark, 
I shall wake in the morning to sing with 

the lark. 

On the high hills of heaven, some morning 
to be, 

Where the rain shall not grieve tliro' the 
leaves of the tree, 

There my heart will be glad for the pain I 
have known, 

For my hand will be clasped in the hand 
of mine own; 

And though life has been hard and death's 
pathway been dark, 

J. shall wake in the morning to sing with 
the lark •. 
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I N SU:\D!ER 

Oh, summer has clothed the earth 
In a clo:1k from the loom of the sun! 

And a mantle, too, of the skies' soft blue, 
And a belt where the rivers run. 

And now for the kiss of the wind, 
And the touch of the air's soft hands, 

With the rest from strife and the heat of 
life, 

With the freedom of lakes and lands. 

I envy the farmer's boy 
Who sings as he follows the plow ; 

While the shin ing green of the young 
blades lean 

To the breezes that cool his brow. 

He sings to the dewy morn, 
No thought of another's ear; 

But the song he sings is a chant for kings 
And the whole wide world to hear. 

He sings of the joys of life, 
Of the pleasures of work and re t, 

From an o'erfu ll heart, without a im or 
nrt; 

'Tis a song of the merriest. 

0 ye who toil in the tow n, 
And ye who moil in the mart, 

Hear the artless song, and your faith 
made strong 

Shall renew your joy of heart. 

Oh, poor were the worth of the world 
If never a song were hcard,-

If the sting of grief had no relief, 
And never a heart were stirred. 

So, long as the streams run down, 
And as long as the robins trill, 

Let us taunt old Care with a merry air, 
And sing in the face of ill. 

THE MYSTIC SEA 

The smell of the sea in my nostrils, 
The sound of the sea in mine ears ; 

The touch of the spray on my burning face, 
Like the mist of reluctant tears. 

The blue of the sky above me, 
The green of the waves beneath; 

The sun flashing down on a gr.ly-white s:iil 
Like a scimetar from its sheath. 

And ever the breaking billows, 
And ever the rocks' disdain; 

And ever a thrill in mine inmost heart 
Th:it my reason cannot explain. 

So I say to my heart, " Be si lent, 
The mystery of time is here; 

Dc:ith's way will be pbin when we fathom 
the main, 

And the secret of life be clear." 

A SAILOR'S SONG 

Oh, for the breath of the briny deep, 
And the tug of a bellying sail, 

With the sea·gull's cry across the sky 
And a p:iss111g boatman's hail. 

For, be she fierce or be she gay, 
The se:i is a famous friend alway. 

Ho! for the plains where the dolphins play, 
And the bend or the masts and sp:irs, 

And a fight at night with the wild sea-sprite 
When the foam has drowned the stars. 

And, pray, what joy can the landsm:in feel 
Like the rise and fall of a sliding keel ? 

Fair is the mead; the lawn is fair 
And the birds sing swe.:t on the lea; 

But the echo soft of a song aloft 
I s the strain that pleases me; 

And swish of rope and ring of chain 
Are music to men who sail the m:iin. 

Then, if you love me, let me sail 
While a vessel d:ires the deep; 

For the ship's my wife, and the breath of 
life 

Are the raging gales that sweep; 
Aud when- I'm done with calm and blast, 
A slide o'er the side, and rest at b st. 

THE BOHEMIAN 

That Paul Dunbar-like all real artists 
-scorned convention and believed in a 
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~imple, natural existence, untrammeled by 
men 's laws or foolish rules of etiqucue, is 
shown in this brief bit of rhyme, which 
was composed after a conversation upon 
the subject with a sympathetic friend. 

Bring me the livery of no other man. 
I am my own to robe me at my pleasure. 

_ Accepted rules to me disclose no treasure: 
What is the chief who shall my garments 

plan? 
No garb COn\'cntic>nal but I 'll attack it. 
(Come, why nol don my spangledjaeket ?) 

ABSEN CE 

Gootl·night, my love, for I have dreamed 
of thee 

In wa king dreams, until my soul is lost -
Is lost in passion's wide and shorelcss sea, 

Where, like a sh ip, unrutldered, it is tosl 
I l ither and thither al the wild wa\'cs' will. 
There is no potent ~laster's voice to still 
This newer, more tem pestuous Galilee! 

The stormy petrels of my fancy fly 
In warning course across the darkening 

green, 
And, like a frightened bird, my heart doth 

cry 
And seek' to find some rock of rest be

t ween 
The threalening sky and the relentless 

\ \':.l.Ve. 

It is not length of life that grief doth crave, 
But only calm and peace in which lo d ie. 

Here let me rest upon th is single hope, 
For oh, my wings are weary of the wind, 

And with its stress no more rr.ay strive or 
cope. 

One cry has dulled mine ears, mine eyes 
are blind,-

\Voulcl that o'er all the intervening space, 
I migh t fly fo rth and see lhee face to face. 
I fly ; I search, hut, love, in gloom I grope. 

Fly home, far bi rd, unlo thy waiting nest; 
Spread thy strong wi ngs above the wind· 

swept sea. 
Bea t the g rim breeze with thy unruffied 

breast 

Unul thou sillcst wing to wing with me. 
Then, let the past bring up its talcs of 

wrong ; 
\Ve shall chant low our sweet connubial 

song, 
Till storm and doubt and past no more 

shall be ! 

HER THOUGllT AND HIS 

The gray c>f the sea, and the gray of the 
sky, 

A glimpse of the moon like a half.closed 
eye. 

The gleam on the waves and the lighl on 
lhc land, 

A thrill in my hcart,-and-my sweet· 
heart 's hand. 

She turned from lhc sea with a woman's 
g race, 

And th<! light fe ll soft on her upturm·tl 
face, · · 

And I thought of the flood tide of infinite 
bliss 

That would flow to my heart from a single 
kiss. 

But my sweetheart was shy, so I dared not 
ask 

For the boon, so bra vcly I wore the mask. 
But into her face there came a flame; -
I wonder could she have been thinking the 

same? 

THE RIGHT TO DIE 

One evening Mr. Dunbar and a friend 
of whom he was very fond, and in whose 
presence the poet fe lt no restraint, were 
talking of suicide. The friend took the 
orthodox and popular view of the dreadful 
practice. 

Dunbar stood with his hands at his back 
before an open fi re. Suddenly- with up
turned eyes, am\ in earnest tones he began 
to improvise his reply in verse. So unusual 
was the sentiment and so daring the thought 
that his listener compelled him to take a 
seat at a desk and write it out ere the lines 
escaped him. Many of Dunbar's best 

l 
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poems came thus, and passed away with 
his breath, as he did not po.use to set them 
down. 

I h:wc no fancy for that a ncient cant 
That makes us masters of our destinies, 
And not our lives, to hold or gi,•c them up 
As will directs ; I cannot, will not think 
That men, the subtle worms, who plot and 

plan 
And scheme :111d ca lculate with such shrewd 

wit, 
Arc such great blund'ring fools as not to 

know 
When they have lived enough. 

i\len court not death 
\\'hen there arc sweets still left in life to 

taste. 
Nor will a brave man choose to live when 

he, 
Full deeply drunk of life, has reached the 

dregs, 
And knows that now but bitterness re-

mains. 
lie is the coward who, outfaced in this, 
Fears the fa lse goblins of another life. 
I honor him who being much harassed 
Drinks of sweet courage un til drunk of it, 
T hcn seizing Death, reluctant, by the hand, 
Le7ps with him, fearless, to eternal peace! 

BEHIND THE ARRAS 

As in some chm baronial ha ll reslrained 
A prisoner sits, engirt by secret doors ' 
And waving tapestries that argue forth 
Strange passages into the outer air · 
So in this d immer room which we ~all life 
Thus sits the soul and marks with eye in'. 

tent 
That mystic curtain o'er the portal death · 
Still deeming that behind the arras lies ' 
The lambent way that leads to la<tiug 

light. 
Poor fooled and foolish soul! Know uow 

that death 
Is but a blind, fal5e door that no wJ1ere 

leads, 
And gives no hope of exit final, free. 

12 

WHE~ THE OLD '.\IA~ SMO KES 

In the forenoon's restful quiet, 
When the boys arc off at school, 

\\"hen the window lights arc shaded 
And the chimney·corner cool, 

Then the old man seeks his armchair, 
Lights his pipe and seules back; 

Falls a·dreo.ming as he draws it 
T ill the smoke-wreaths gather black. 

And the tear-drops come a trickling 
Down his checks, a S!l\'Cr now -

Smoke or memories you wonder, 
But you never ask him,-no; 

For there 's something almost sacred 
To the other family folks 

In those moods of silent dreaming 
\\·hen the old man smokes. 

Ah, perhaps he s i1s there dreaming 
Of the love of other days 

And of how he used to lead her 
Through the merry dance 's maze ; 

How he called her " li ttle princes..•," 
And, to please her, used to twine 

Tender wreaths to crown her tresses, 
From the" matrimony vine." 

Then before his mental vision 
Comes, perhaps, a sadder day, 

When they left his little princess 
Sleeping with her fellow clny. 

How his young heart th robbed, and pained 
him! 

\ Vhy, the memory of it chokes ! 
I s it of these th ings he's thinking 

\\' he n the olcl m:rn smokes ? 

But some brighter thoughts possess him, I 

F or the tears are d ried the while. 
And the old, worn face is wrinkled 

Jn a reminiscent smi le, 
From the miclclle of the forehead 

To the feebly trembling lip, 
At some ancient prank remembered 

Or some long unheard.of qu ip. 

Then the lips relax their tension 
And the pipe begins to slide, 

Till in litlle clouds of ashes, 
It falls softly at his side; 
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And his head bends low and lower 
Till his chin·lies on his breast, 

And he sits in peaceful slumber 
Like a little child at rest. 

Dear old man, there's something sad'ning, 
In these dreamy moods ol yours, 

Since the present provc:s so fleeting, 
All the past for you endures. 

'Weeping al forgollcn sorrows, 
Smiling al forgotten jokes; -

Life epitomized in minutes, 
When the old man smokes. 

THE GARRET 

The poverty which befel Mr. Dunbar 
while in London, and which would have 
wholly discouraged many another sensitive 
soul, proved only a frame upon which he 
hung beautiful garlands of song. 

The little poem, given herewith, shows 
that his English was a bit Londonized 
while in that city, tut the philosophic 
cheerfulness was the same that came with 
him into the world, and forms the trim
ming of so many of his graceful poems. 
No doubt if he had been stranded on a 
desert island, he would have found abun
dant food for fun and would have written 
humorous verse at his own expense, to 
while the t ime away. 

Within a London garret high, 
Above the roofs and near the sky, 
My ill-rewarding pen I ply 

To wir. me bread. 
This Jillie chamber, six by four, 
I s castle, study, den and more,
Altho' no carpet decks the floor, 

Nor down, the bed. 

My room is rather bleak and bare; 
I only have one broken chair, 
But then, there's plenty of fresh air.-

Some light, beside. 
'What tho' I cannot ask my friends 
To share with me my odds and ends, 
A liberty my aerie lends, 

To most denied. 

The bore who f:dlers at the stair 
No more shall be my curse and care, 
And duns sha ll fail Lo find my lair 

With beastly bills. 
\ Vhen debts have grown and funds are 

short, 
I find it rather p1easant sport · 
To live "above -the common sort" 

With all their ills. 

I write my rhymes and sing away, 
And d:rwn may come or dusk or day: 
Tho' fare be poor, my heart is gay, 

And fu ll of glee. 
Though chimney-pots be all my views; 
'Tis nearer for the winging Muse, 
So I am sure she'll not refuse 

To visit me. 

LITTLE DROWN BABY 

Little brown baby wif spa'klin' eyes, 
Come to yo' pappy an' set on his knee. 

What you been <loin', suh-makin' s:m' 
pies? 

Look at dat bib-you's ez du'ty ez me. 
Look at <lat mouf- dat's merlasses, I bet ; 

Come hycah, Maria, an' wipe off his 
han's. 

Bees gwine to ketch you an ' cat you up 
yit, 

Bein' so sticky an' sweet-goodness 
Ian's! 

Little brown baby wif spa'klin' eyes, 
W ho's pappy's darlin' an' who's pappy's 

chile? 
\Vho is it all de day nevah once tries 

Fu' to be cross, er once loses dat smile? 
\Vhah did you git elem teef? My, you's a 

scamp! 
Whah did dat dimple come rom in yo' 

chin? 
Pappy do' know yo-I b'lieves you's Q 

tramp ; ... 
Mammy, dis hyeah's some ol' straggler 

got in I 

J 

\iVHo's PAPPY's D 1\RLIN1 
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Let's th 'ow him outcn de do' in de san', 
\Ve do' want stragglers a-layin ' ' roun' 

hyeah ; 
Let's gin him ' way lo de big bungah-man · 

I k now he's hid in' crroun' h;cah righ; 
neah. 

Duggah-man, buggah-man, come in de 
do', 

H yeah's a bad boy you kin have fu' to 
cat. 

Mammy an ' pappy do' want h im no mo' 
Swallcr hi m down Porn his ha id to h

1

is 
feet! 

Dah, now, I t'ought dat you'd hug me up 
close. 

60 b~ck, ol' buggah, you sha'n ' t have 
dis boy. 

H e a in't no tramp, ncr no straggler, of 
co'se; 

H e's. pappy's pa'dncr a n' playmate an ' 
JOy. 

Come lo you' pallet now- oo to yo' res' · 
Wisht you cou ld allus k now case a

1
n' 

clcah skies ; 
Wisht you could stay jes' a chile on my 

breas'-
Little brown baby wif spa 'kl in' eyes! 

T IME T O TIN K E R 'ROUN' 

Summah's nice, wif sun a-shin in ' 
~prin.lf is good .~vi f gr~en~ and grass, 

An de) s s?me .t mgs 111ce bout wintah, 
Dough 111t brm gs de freezin' blas' . 

But de ti me dat is the fines' ' 
\Vhethah fiel 's is green 0 ; b rown 

Is w'en de rain's a-po'in' ' 
An' dey's time to tinker 'roun'. 

Den you men's de mule 's ol' ha'ness, 
An' you men's de broken chair. 

H ummin' all de time you's wo'kin' 
Some ol' common kind o' ai r. 

E vah now an' then you looks ou t" 
T ry in' mighty ha 'd to frown, ' 

Ilut you cain ' t, you's glad hit's rainin' 
.i\n' dey's time to tinker ' rb'UM'. ' 

Oh, you ' ten's Ink you so anxious 
Evah time it so't o' stops. 

\ \" 'en hit goes on, de n you reckon 
Dal de wet'll he'p de crops. 

Ilut hit ain't de crops you's aftah ; 
You knows w'cn de rain comes down 

Dat hit's too wet out fu' wo'kin ', 
An' dey's ti me to tmker 'roun' . 

Oh, dcy's fun inside de co'n·crib, 
An' dey's la ffin ' a t de ba'n; 

An' dey's all us some one jokin' , 
Er sume one to tell a ya'n. 

Dah's a quiet in yo ' cabin, 
Only fu ' de rain 's so(' soun'; 

So you's mighty blessed happy 
\V'en dey's time to tinker -'roun' ! 

A DRIDA L MEASURE 

Come, essay a sprightly measure, 
Tuned lo some light song of pleasure. 

Maidens, let you r brows be crowned 
As we foot t!1 is merry round. 

F rom the ground a voice is singing, 
From the sod n soul is springing. 

Who shall say 'tis but a clod 
Quick'ning upward to\\,ards its God? 

\Vho shall say it ? W ho may know it, 
That the clod is not a poet 

\ Vaiting but a gleam to waken 
I n a spirit music-shaken ? 

Phyllis, Phyllis, why he waiting ? 
In the woods the bi rds are mating. 

From the tree beside the wall, 
Hear the a m'rous robin call. 

Listen to yon thrush 's trilling; 
P hyllis, P hyllis, are you willmg, 

\ Vhen love speaks from cave and tree, 
Only we should silent be ? 

' \7J1en. the year, itsel f renewing, 
All the world with flowers is strewing, 

T hen through Youth's Arcadian land, 
Love a nd song go hand in hand. 

Come, un fo ld your vocal treasure. 
Sing with me a nuptial measure,

Let this spring-ti me gamhol be 
BriOal dance for you and me. 

) 

. .. j 
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TOE. H.K. 

ON THE RECEIPT OF A FAMILIAll POE~{ 

To me, li ke hauntings of a. vagrant breath 
From some far forest winch I once have 

known, 
The perfume of this flower of verse is 

blown. 
Tho' seemingly soul-blossoms faint to death, 
Naught that with joy she bears e'er with

ereth. 
So, tho' the pregnant yea rs have come 

and flown, 
Lives come and gone and altered like 

mine own, 
This poem comes to me a shibboleth: 

Brings sound of past communings to my 
ear, 

Turns round the tide of time and bears 
me back 

Along an old and long untraversed 
way; 

'.\lakes me forget this is a later year, 
Makes me tread o'er a reminiscent track, 

Half sad, half glad, to one fo rgotten 
day! 

V E NGEANCE IS SWEET 

When I was young I longed for Love, 
And held his glory far above 
All other earth ly things. I cried: 
"Come, Love, dear Love, with me abide;" 
And with my ~u btlest art I wooed, 
And eagerly the wight pursued. 
But Love was gay and Love was shy, 
He laughed at me and passed me by. 

Well, I grew old and I grew gray, 
When Wealth came wending down my 

way. 
I took his golden hand wi th glee, 
And comrades from that clay were we. 
Then Love came hack with doleful face, 
And prayed that I ,would g ive him place. 
But, though his eyes with tears were dim , 
I turned my back and iaughed at him. 

A HYMN 

AFTER l< EADING "LEAD, K l:"IDLY LIGHT.° ' 

Lead gently, Lord, and slow, 
For oh, my steps are weak, 

And ever as I go, 
Some soothing sentence speak; 

That I may turn my face 
T hrough cloubt'• obscurity 

Towards thine abiding-place, 
E 'en tho' I cannot see. 

For lo, the way is dark ; 
Through mi>l and cloud I grope, 

Save for that !itful spark, 
The little flame of hope. 

Lead ge ntly, Lord, and slow, 
For fear that I may fall; 

I know not where to go 
Unless I hear thy call. 

My fainting soul doth yearn 
For thy green hills afar ; 

So let thy mercy burn -
My greater, guiding star l 

JUST WHISTLE A BIT 

Just whistle a bit, if the d.1y be dark, 
A nd the sky be overcast: 

If mute be the voice of the piping lark, 
·w hy, pipe your own small blast. 

And it's wonderful how o'e r the gray sky
track 

The truant warbler comes stealing back. 
But why need he come ? for your soul's at 

rest, 
And the song in the heart,-ah, that is 

best. 

Just wh istle a bit, if the night be drear 
And ·the stars refuse to shine: 

And a gleam that mocks the starlight clear 
W ithin you· glows benign. 

Till the dearth of light in the glooming 
skies 

Is lost to the sight of your soul-lit eyes. 
\.Vhat matters the absence of moon cir star ? 
The light within i$ the best oy far. 

l 
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J ust whistle a bit, if there's work to do, 
With the mind or in the soil. 

And your note will turn out a talisman 
true 

T o exorcise grim Toil. 

It will lighten your burden and make you 
fee l 

That there's nothing like work as a sauce 
for a meal. 

And with song in your hea rt a nd the meal 
in-i ts place , 

There'll be joy in your bosom and light in 
your face. 

Just whi~t l e a bit, if your heart be sor<: 
'Tis a wonderful balm for pain. 

J ust pipe some -0ld melody o'er a nd o'-=1 
Till it soothes like summer rain. 

And perhaps ' twould be best in a later Oa) , 

\V he n Death comes stalking clown the way, 
T o knock a t your bosom and see if you're 

!it, 
Then, as you wait calmly, just whistle a 

bit. 

THE BARRIER 

The Midnight wooed the ;\[o rning-S tar, 
And prayed her: " Love, co1ne nearer; 

Your swinging cold ly there a fa r 
T o me but makes you dearer! " 

The '.\forning-Star was pale with dole 
As said she, low replying : 

"Oh, lover mine, soul of my soul, 
For you I too am sighing. 

" But One ordained when we were born, 
In spite of Love's insistence, 

T hat Night m ight only view the Morn 
Ad9ring at a distance." 

But as she spoke the jealous Sun 
Across the heavens panted. 

"Oh, whin ing fools," he cried," have one; 
Your wishes shall be gr:rnted ! " 

He hurled his flaming lances far; 
The twain stood unaffrighted -

And midnight and the Morning-Star 
Lay down in death united 1 

Dl{EA~lS 

Dream on, for dreams are S\\'eet : 
Do not awaken! 

Dream on, and at thy feet 
Pomegranates shall be shaken. 

\ Vho likeneth the youth 
Of life to morning? 

'Tis li ke the night in truth , 
Rose-colored dreams adorning\ 

The wind is soft above, 
The shadows umber. 

(There is a dream called Love.) 
Take thou the fullest slumber! 

In Lethe's sooth ing stream, 
T hy thirst thou slakest. 

Sleep, sleep; ' tis sweet to dream. 
Oh, weep when thou awakes! I 

THE DREAMER 

T emples he built a~1d palaces of. air, 
And with the artist's parent-pnde aglow, 
His 'fancy saw his vague ideals grow 

J nto creations marvelously fair ; 
H e set his foot upon Fame's nether stair. 

But ah, his dream,-it had entranced 
him so 

He could not move. H e could no 
farther go; 

But paused in joy that he was even there! 

He did not wake until one day there 
gleamed 

T:1ro' his dark consciousness a light 
that racked 

His being till he rose, alert to act. . 
But lo! what he had dreamed, the \\'lnlc 

he dreamed, 
Another, wedding action unto thought, 
Into the living, pulsing world had 

brought. 

WAITING 

The sun has slipped his tether 
And galloped clown the -'~est. 

(Oh, it's weary, weary wa1tmg, love.) 
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The little bird is sleeping 
In the softness of its nest. 

Night follows day, day follows dawn, 
And so the time has come and gone : 

And it's weary, weary waiting, love. 

The cruel wind is rising 
\Vith a whistle and a wail. 

(And it's weary, weary waiting, love.) 
My eyes are s1:award ~training 

For the coming of a sail ; 
But void the sea, and void the beach 
Far and beyond where gaze can reach! 

Aml it's weary, weary waiting, love. 

I hc:ard the bell-buoy ringing -
1-Iow long ago it seems! 

(Oh, it's weary, weary waiting, love. ) 
And ever still, its knelling 

Crashes in upon my dreams. 
The banns were read. my frock was sewn; 
Since then two seasons' winds 11ave 

blown-
And it's weary, weary waiting, love. 

The st retches of the ocean 
Are bare ancl bleak to-clay. 

(Oh, it's weary, weary waiting, love.) 
My eyes are growing dimmer -

Is it tears, or age, or spray? 
But I will stay till you come home. 
S t range ships come in across the foam! 

But it's weary, weary waiting, love. 

THE END OF THE CHAPTER 

So prone is hu manity to ') jump at con
clusions" that whe n the newspaper chron
iclers set about findi ng "things to say" 
about Paul Laurence- Dunbar at the time 
of his death, they unanimously concluded 
that this poem referred to the end of Mr. 
Dunbar's married life. and so stated with
ou t reservation. A can·ful study of his 
work reveals the fact that these stanzas 
were written long before his marriage, 
and were no doubt suggested by the un
happy termination of some other man's 
connubial happines~ . 

That they prove<! startlingly prophetic 
in his own case cannot be denied , tor, as 

he said for another he might well have 
said for himsr.lf -

-" so close the book. 
But brought it grief or brought it bliss, 
:Ko other page shall read like this ! " 

No one w ill deny that while he had , 
like all poets, hundred; of " passing 
fancies " for fai r woman, he was a man of 
one great passion, and that was for his 
estranged wife. 

Ah, yes, the chapter en els to-clay; 
\Ve even lay the book :iway; 
But oh, how sweet the moments sped 
Before the final page was read I 

\Ve tried lo read between the lines 
The Author's deep-concealed designs; 
But scant reward such search secures ; 
You saw my heart and I saw yours. 

The ~l:lstcr,-he who penned the page 
And bade us read it,-he is s:ige : 
And what he orders, you and I 
Can but obey, nor question why. 

\Ve read together and forgo t 
The world about us. T ime was not. 
Unheeded and unfelt, it fled. 
\Ve read and hardly knew we read. 

Until beneath a sadder sun, 
\Ve came to know the book was done. 
Then, as our minds were but new lit, 
I t dawned upon us what was writ ; 

And we wen· startled. I n our eyes, 
Looked forth the light of great surprise. 
T hen as a deep-toned tocsin tolls, 
A voice spoke forth : " Behold your souls ! " 

I do, I do; I cannot look 
I nto your eyes : so close the book. 
Rnt brought it grief or brought it bliss, 
No other page shall read like this I 

/ 

• I 
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SYl\IPATHY 

I know what the caged bird feels, alas! 
When lhe sun is bright on the upland 

slopes ; 
When the wi nd sti rs soft through the 

springing grass, 
And the ri\'.cr flows like a stream of glass; 

When the first bird sings and the first 
bud opes, 

And the fain t perfume from its chalice 
steals -

I know what the caged bird feels ! 

I know why the caged bird beats his 
wing 

Till its blood is red on the cruel bars ; 
For he must fly back to his perch and 

cling 
When he fain would be on the bough 

;\·Swing ; 
And a pain still throbs in the old, old 

scars 
And they pulse again wi th a keener 

sting-
! know why he beats his wing ! 

I know why the caged bird sings, ah me, 
W hen his wi ng is bruised and his 

bosom sore,-
Whcn he beats his bars and he would be 

free ; 
It is not a carol of j oy or glee, 

llu t a prayer that he sends from his 
heart's deep core, 

l3ut a plea, that upward to Heaven he 
flin gs -

! know why the caged bird sings! 

LOVE AND GRIEF 

Out of my heart, one treach'rous winter's 
day, 

I locked young Love and threw the key 
away. 

Grief, wandering widely, found the key, 
Ancl hastened with it, straightway, back 

to me, 
With Love beside him. He unlocked the 

door 
And bade Love enter with him there and 

stay. 
And so the twain abide for evermore. 

LOVE'S Cll ASTE~ING 

Once Lo\'e grew bold and arrogant of air~ 
Proud of the youth that made him fresh 

and fair; 
So unto Grief he spake, " What right hast 

thou 
To part or parcel of this heart?" Grief's 

brow 
\Vas darkened with the storm of inward 

strife; · 
Thrice smote he Love as only he might 

dare, 
And Lo,·e, pride purged, was chastened 

all his life. 

MORTALITY 

Ashes to ashes, dust unto dust, 
What of his loving, what of his lust? 
Whal of his pas:;ion, what of his pain? 
.What of his po,·erty, what of his pride? 
Earth, the great mother, has called him 

again: 
Deeply he sleeps, the world's verdict de

fied. 
Shall he be tried again ? Shall he go free? 
Who shall the court convene? Where 

shall it be ? 
No answer on the land, none from the se:l. 
Only we know that as he did, we must: 
You with your theories, you with youf 

trust,-
Ashes to ashes, dust unto dust! 

LOVE 

A life was mine full of the close concern 
Of many-voiced affairs. The world sped 

fast; 
Behind me, ever rolled a pregnant past. 

A present came equipped with lore to learn. 
Art, science, letters; in their turn, 

Each one allured me with its treasures 
vnst; 

And I staked all for wisdom, till at la~t 
Thou cam'st :ind taught my soul anew to 

yearn. 
I had not dreamed that I could turn 

away 
From all that men with brush and pen had 

wrought; 
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But ever since that memorable day 
When to my heart the truth of love was 

brought, 
I have been wholly yielded to its sway, 

And had no room for any other thought. 

SHE GAVE ME A ROSE 
She gave me a rose, 

And I kissed it and pres~ed it. 
I love her, she knows, 

And my action confessed it. 
She gave me a rose, 

And I kissed it and pressed it. 

Ah, how my heart glows, 
Could I ever have guessed it? 

I t is fair to suppose 
That I might have repressed it: 

She gave me a rose, 
And I k_issed it and pressed it. 

'Twas a rhyme in life's prose 
That uplifted and blesl it. 

Man 's nature, who knows 
Umil love comes to test it? 

She gave me a rose, 
And I kissed it and pressed it. 

DREAM SONG. I 
Long years ago, within a distant cl ime, 
Ere Love ha<l touched me with his wand 

sublime, 
I dreamed of one to make my life's calm 

May 
The panting passion of a summer's day. 
And ever since, in almost sad suspense, 
I have been wai:ing with a soul intense 
To greet and lake unto myself the beams, 
Of her, my star, the lady of my dreams. 

0 Love, still longed and looked for, come 
lo me, 

Be thy fa r home by mountain , vale, or sea. 
My yearning heart may never tind its rest 
Until thou liest rapt upon my breast. 
The wind may bring its perfume from the 

south, 
Is it so sweet as breath from my love's 

mouth? 
Oh, naught that surely is, and naught that 

seems 
May turn me from the lady of my dreams. 

DREA)l SONG. II 

Pray, what can dreams avail 
To make love or to mar? 

The child within lhl! cradle rail 
Lies dreaming of the sta r. 

But is the star by this beguiled 
To leave its place an<l seek the child? 

The poor plu1:ked rose within its glass 
Sti ll <lreameth of the bee; 

But, tho' the lagging moments pass, 
Her Love she may not sec. 

If dream of child and flower fail, 
Why should a maiden's dreams prevail? 

CJ-IRIST:\!AS I N THE HEART 

The snow lies deep upon the ground, 
And winter's brightness all around 
Decks bravely out the forest sere, 
With jewels of the brave old year. 
The coasting crowd upon the hill 
Wi1h some new spirir seems to thrill; 
And all the temple bells achime 
Ring out the glee of Christmas time. 

In happy homes the brown oak-bough 
Vies with the red-gemmed holly now; 
And here and there , like pearls, there show 
The berries of the mistletoe. 
·A sprig upon the chandelier 
Says to the maidens, "Come not here!" 
Even the pauper of the earth 
Some kindly gift has cheered to mirth! 

Within his chamber, dim and cold, 
There sits a grasping miser old. 
He has no thought save one of gain, 
To grind and gathe r and grasp and drain. 
A peal of bells, a merry shout 
Assail his ear: he gazes out 
Upon a world to him all gray, 
And snarls," Why, this is Christmas Day ! " 

No, man of ice,-for shame, for shame ! 
For "Christmas Day" is no mere name. 
No, not for you this ringing cheer, 
This festal season of the year. 
And not for you the chime of bells 
From holy temple rolls and swells. 
In day and dcerl he has no part -
Who holds not Christmas in his heart ! 
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THE KING IS DEAD 

Aye, lay him in his grave, the old dead 
year! . . 

His life is lived-fulfilled 111s destiny. 
Have you for him no sad, regretful tear 
To drop beside the cold, unfollowed bier ? 
C:rn you not pay the tribute of a sigh? 

Was he not kind to you, this dead old year? 
Did he not give enough of earthly store? 
Enough of love, and laughter, and good 

cheer? 
Have not the skies you scanned sometimes 

been clear? 
Ho\,-, then, of him who dies, could you ask 

more? 

It is not well to hate him for the pain 
He brought you, and the sorrows manifold. 
To pardon him these hurts still I am fain; 
For in the panting period of his reign, 
He brought me new wounds, but he healed 

the old. 

One little sigh for thee, my poor, dead 
friend-

One little sigh while my companions sing. 
Thou art so soon forgotten in the encl ; 
\Ve cry e'en as thy foo tsteps downward 

tend: 
"The king is dead! long live the king!" 

TH Ed LOGY 

There is a heaven, foreve r, day by day, 
The upward longing of my soul doth 

tell me so. 
There is a hell, I 'm qu ite as sure; for phiy, 

If there were not, where would my 
neighbors go? 

RESIGNATION 

Long had I grie\·ed at what I deemed 
abuse ; 

But now I am as grain within the mill. 
If so be thou must crush me for thy use, 

Grind on, 0 poten t God, and do thy 
will ! 

LOVE'S HmlILITY 

As some rapt gazer on the lowly earth, 
Looks up to radiant planets, ranging 

far, 
So I, whose soul cloth know thy wondrous 

worth 
Look longing up to thee as to a star. 

PRECEDENT 

The poor man went to the rich man's 
doors, 

" I come as Lazarus came," he said. 
The rich man turned with humble head,
" I will send my dogs to lick your sores!" 

SHE TOLD HER BEADS 

She told her beads with downcast eyes, 
Within the ancient chapel dim; 
And ever as her lingers slim 

Slipt o'er th' insensate ivories, 
l\ly rapt soul followed, spaniel·wise. 

Ah, many were the beads she wore; 
But as she told them o'er and o'er, 

They did not number all my sighs. 
My heart was filled with unvoiced cries 

And prayers and pleadings unex
pressed; 

But while I burned with Love's unrest, 
She told her beads with downcast eyes. 

LITTLE LUCY LANDMAN 

Oh, the day has set me dreaming 
In a stranoe, half solemn way 

Of the fecli1~gs I experienced 
On another long past day,- . 

Of the way my heart made music 
\Vhen the buds began to blow, 

And o' little Lucy Landman 
\Vhom I loved long years ago. 

It's in spring, the poet tells us, 
That we turn to thoughts of love, 

And our hearts go ou t a·wooing 
With the lapwing and the do~e. 

But whene'er the soul goes seekmg 
Its twin-soul, upon the wing, 

I've a notion, backed by mem'ry, . 
That it's love that makes the spring. 
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I have heard a robi n singing 
When the boughs were brown and bare, 

And the chilling hand of winter 
Scattered jewels th rough rhe air. 

And in spite of dates and seasons, 
1t was always spring, I know, 

\ Vhen I loved Lucy Landman 
In the days of Jong ago. 

Ah, my little Lucy Landman, 
I remember you as well 

As if ' twcre only yesterday 
I strove you r thoughts to tell,

When I tilted back your bonnet, 
Looked into your eyes so true, 

Just to sec if you were lov ing 
Mc as I was loving you. 

Ah, my little Lucy Landrr:an 
It is true it was denied 

You should see a fuller summer 
And an autumn by my side. 

But the glance of love's sweet sunlight 
Which your eyes that morning gave 

Has kept spring within my bosom, 
Though you lie within the grave. 

THE KNIGHT 

O ur good knight, Ted, girds his broad-
sword on / 

(And he wields it well, I ween); 
He's on his steed, and away has gone 

To the fight for king and queen. 
¥ / bat tho' no edge the broadsword hath? 
What tho' the blade be made of lath? 

'Tis a valiant hand 
That -.vields the brand, 

So, foeman, clear the path ! 

H e prances off at a goodly pace; 
'Tis a noble steed he rides, 

That bears as well in the speedy race 
As he bears in battle-tides. 

What tho' 'tis but a rocking-chair 
That prances with this stately air? 

'Tis a warrior bold 
The reins doth hold, 

Who bids all foes beware! 

LU LLABY 

Bedtime's come fu ' little boys. 
Po' little lamb. 

Too tiahcd out to make a noise, 
Po' little lamb. 

You gwine t' have to-morrer sho'? 
Y cs, you tole me <lat befo', 
Don't you fool me, chile, no mo', 

Po' little lamb. 

You been bad de livelong day, 
Po' little lamb. 

Th'owin' stones an' runnin' 'way, 
Po' little lamb. 

My, but you's a-runnin' wil', 
Lool. jcs' lak some po' folks chilc; 
Marn' gwine wlrnp you alter while, 

Po' little lamb. 

Corne hycah ! you mos' tiahed to def, 
l'o' little lamb. 

Played yo'sc'f clean out o' brcf, 
Po' little.lamb. 

Sec dcm han's now-sich a sight ! 
\Vould you cvah b'licvc dcy's white? 
Stan' still twell I wash 'cm right, 

Po' little lamb. 

Jes' cain't hol' yo' haid up straight, 
Po' little lamb. 

Hadn't oughter played so late, 
Po' l:t1lc lamb. 

Mammy do' know whut she'd do, 
Ef de chillun's all lak you; 
You's a caution now fu' true, 

Po' little lamb. 

Lay yo' haid down in my lap, 
Po' little lnrnb. 

-·i· ought to have a right good slap, 
Po' little lamb. 

You been runnin' mun' a heap. 
Shct dem eyes an' don'.t you peep, 
Dah now, dah now, p,o to sleep, 

Po' little lam h. 

Po' LITTLE LAMB 
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TllOU ART MY LUTE 

Thou a rt my lute, by thee I s ing,
My being is attuned to thee. 

Thou settest all my words a-wing, 
And meltest me to melody. 

Thou art my life, by thee I live, 
From thee proceed lhe joys I know; 

Sweetheart, lhy hand hns power to give 
T he meed of love-the cup of woe. 

Thou art my love, by lhee I lead 
!\fy soul the paths of light along, 

From vale to vale, from mead to mead, 
And home it in the hills of song. 

My song, my soul, my life, my all, 
Why need I pray or make my plea, 

Since my petition cannot fall ; 
For I 'm already one with thee! 

THE PHANT0'.\1 KISS 

One night in my room, s till and beamless 
With ~viii and with thought in eclipse, ' 

I rested 111 sleep that was dreamless ; 
When soCtly there fe ll on my lips 

A to?ch, as of !ips that were pressing 
Mme own \'{Ith the message of bliss -

A sudden, soft, flee ting caress ing, 
A breath like a maiden 's first kiss. 

I woke- and the scoffer may doubt me -
I peered in surprise through the gloom· 

Hut nothing and none were about me, ' 
And I was alone in my room. 

Perhaps 'twas the wind that caressed me 
And touched me with dew-laden breath; 

Or, maybe, close-sweeping, there passed. 
me 

T he low-winging Angel of Death. 

Some sceptic may choose to disdai n it, 
Or one feign to read it aright; 

Or wisdom may seek to explain it -
This mystical kiss in the night. 

But rather let fancy thus clear it : 
That, thinkmg of me here alone, 

The miles were made naught, and, in 
spirit, 

Thy lips, love, were laid on mine own. 

THE PHOTOGRAPH 

See d is pictyah in my han' ? 
Dat's my gnl ; 

Ain't she purty? goodness Inn' I 
Huh name Sal. 

Dat's de very way she be -
Kin' o' tickles me to see 
Huh a-smilin' back at me. 

She sonf me dis photygraph 
J es' las' week; . 

An' nldough hit made me laugh -
My black cheek 

Felt somethin' n-runnin' queer; 
Bless yo' soul, it was a tea r 
Jes' f 'om wish111' she was here. 

Often when I 's all alone 
Layin' here, 

I git t'inkin' 'bout my own 
Sallie dear; 

How she say dat l 's huh beau, 
An' hit tickles me to know 
Dal de ga l do love me so. 

Some bright day l's goin ' back, 
Fo'de la! 

An' ez sho' 's my face is black, 
Ax huh pa 

Fu' de blessed Jillie miss 
\ Vho's a-smilin' out o' dis 
Pictyah, lak she wan'ed a kiss I 

CO:\IMUNION 

In the silence of my heart, 
I will spend an hour with thee, 

When my love shall rend apart 
All the veil of mystery: 

All that dim and misty veil 
That shut in between our souls 

\Vhen Death cried, " Ho, maiden, hail ! " 
And your barque sped on the shoals. 
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On the shoals? Nay, wrongly° said. 
On the breeze of Death that sweeps 

Far from life, thy soul has sped 
Out into unsounded deeps. 

I shall take an hour and come 
Sail ing, darling, lo thy side. 

Wind nor sea may keep me from 
Soft communings with my bride. 

I shall rest my head on thee 
As I did long days of yore, 

When a calm, untroubled sea 
Rocked thy vessel at the shore. 

I shall t~kc thy hand in mine, 
And live o'er the olden days 

'Vhen thy smile lo me was wine,
Golden wine thy word of praise, 

For the carols I had wrought 
In my soul 's simplicity; 

For the petty beads of thought 
Which thine eyes alone could sec. 

Ah, those eyes, love-blind, but keen 
For my welfare and my weal ! 

Tho' the grave.door shut between, 
Still their love·lights o'er me stea1. 

I can see thee thro' my tears, 
As thro! rain we see the sun. 

What tho' cold and cooling years 
Shall their bitter courses run,-

1 shall see ther still and be 
Thy true lover evermore, 

And thy face shall be to me 
Dear and helpful as before. 

Death may vaunt and Death may boast, 
But we laugh his pow'r to scorn ; 

H e is but a slave at mosl,-
Night that heralds coming morn. 

I shall spend an hour with thee 
Day by day, my little bride. 

True love laughs at mystery, 
Crying, " Doors of Death, fly wide." 

Tl!E GOURD 

In the heavy earth the miner 
Toilc~ and labored day by day, 

'Vrenclung lron1 the miser mountain 
Brilliant treasure where it lay. 

And the artist worn and weary 
'Vrought with labor manifold 

That the king might drink his nectar 
From a goblet made of gold. 

On the prince's groaning table 
_'Mit~ the silve r gleaming bright 

M1rro~111g the happy faces 
. S:1vmg back the flaming light, 
Shme the cups of priceless crystal 

Chased with many a lovely line, 
Glowing now with warmer color 

Crimsoned by the ruby wine. ' 

In a valley sweet with sunlight, 
Fert ile with the dew and rain, 

V.1ithout miner's daily labor, 
"'ithou t artist's nightly pain, 

There there grows the cup I drink from, 
Summer's swectnc~s in ll stored, 

And my li.ps pronounce a blessing 
As they touch an old brown gourd. 

Vlhy, the miracle al Cana 
In the land of Galilee, 

T ho' it puzzles all the scholars, 
I s no longer str:rnge to me. 

For the poorest and the humblest 
Could a priceless wine afford, 

If they'd only dip up waler 
' Vith a sunlight-seasoned gourd. 

So a health to my old comrade, 
And a song of praise to sing 

When he rests inviting kisses 
In his place beside the spring. 

Give the king his golden gohlets, 
Give the prince his crystal hoard; 

But for me the sparkli9g water • 
From a brown and brimming gourd! 

MARE RUBRUM 

In Life's Red Sea with faith l plant my 
feet, 

And wail the sound of that sustaining 
word 
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Which long ago the men of Israel 
heard, 

When Pharaoh's host behind them, fierce 
a nd fleet, 

Raged on, consuming with rc-:cngcful 
heat. 

'Vhy arc the barrier waters sti ll un
stirred?-

That struggling faith may die of hope 
deferred ? 

l s God not siuing in his ancient seat? 

The billows swirl above my trembling 
limbs, 

And almost chill my anxious heart lo 
doubt 

And disbelief, long conquered and 
defied. 

But tho' the music of my hopeful hymns 
Is drowned by curses of the raging 

rout, 
No voice yet bids th' opposing wa,·es 

divide! 

IN AN ENGLISH GARDEN 

In view of the fact that Mr. Dunbar 
had left a sweetheart in America, and that 
they had become betrothed just hefore he 
sailed for England, it is not hard to under
stand why the subtle scents and ancient 
beauties of an old-world garden served 
only to bring him a poignant heart-ache 
and an overpowering longing for home 
and love. 

In this old garden, fair, I walk to-day 
Heart-cliarmed with all the beauty of 

the scene: 
The rich, luxuriant grasses' cooling 

green, 
The wall's environ, ivy.decked and gray, 
The waving branches with the wind at 

play, . 
The slight and tremulous blooms that 

show between, 
. ' h Sweet all: and yet my yearn111g eart 

doth lean 
Towards Love's Egyptian flesh-pots far 

away. 

Beside the wall, the slim Labl·rnum 
grows 

And flings its golden flow'rs to every 
breeze. 

But e'en among such sooth111g sights as 
these, 

I pant and nurse my soul-devouring woe~. 
Of all the longings that our hearts wot of, 
There is no hu nger like the want of love ! 

THE CRISIS 

A man of low degree was sore oppressed, 
Fate held him under iron-handed sway, 

And ever, those who saw him thus dis
tressed 

Would bid him bend his stubborn will 
and pray. 

But he, strong in himself and obdurate, 
\\'aged, prayerless, on his losing fight 

with Fate. 

Friends gave his proffered hand their 
coldest clasp, 

Or took it not at all; and Poverty, 
That bruised his body with relentless 

grasp, 
Grinned, taunting, when he struggled 

to be free. 
But though with helpless hands he beat 

the air, 
His need extreme yet found no voice in 

prayer. 

Then he prevailed; and forthwith snob
bish Fate, 

Like some whipped cur, cnme fawning 
al his feet; 

Those who had scorned forgave and called 
him great- . . 

His friends found out that fnendsh1p 
still was sweet. 

But he, once obdurate, now bowed his 
head 

In prayer, and trembling with its import, 
said: 

"Mere human strength may stand ill
fortune's frown; 

So I prevailed, for human strength was 
mine; 

But from the killing pow'r of great re
nown, 

. I 
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Naught may protect me save a strength 
div ine. 

Help me, 0 Lord, in this my trembling 
cause ; 

i scorn men's curses, but I dread ap
plause ! " 

THE CONQUERORS 

THE BLACK TROOPS IN CUBA 

Round the wicle earth, from the red field 
your valor has won, 

Blown with the breath of the far-speaking 
gun, 

Goes the word. 
Bravely you spoke through the battle cloud 

heavy and dun. 
Tossed though the speech towards the mist

hiddcn sun, 
The world heard. 

Hell would have shrunk from you seeking 
it fresh from the fray, 

Grim with the dust of the battle, and gray 
From the fight. 

Heaven would have crowned you, with 
crowns not of gold but of 
bay, 

Owning you fit for the light of her day, 
Men of night. 

Far through the cycle of years and of lives 
that shall come, 

There shall speak voices long mufiled and 
dumb, 

Out of fear. 
And through the noises of trade and the 

turbulent hum, 
Truth shzll rise over the militant drum, 

Loud and clear. 

Then on the cheek of the honester nation 
, that grows, 

All for their love of you, not for your 
woes, 

There shall lie 
Tears lhat shall be to your souls as the dew 

to the rose; 
Afterwards thanks, that the present yet 

• knows 
Not to ply I 

ALEXANDER CRU'.\DIELL-DEAD 

Back lo the breast of thy mother, 
Chi lcl of the earth ! 
E'en her caress cannot smother 
What thou hast done. 
Follow the trail of the westering sun 
Over the earth. 
Thy light ancl his were as one -
Sun, in thy worth. 
Unto a nation whose sky was as night, 
Camest thou, holily, bearing thy light: 
And the dawn came, 
In it thy fame 
Flashed up in a flame. 

Back to the breas t of thy mother
To rest. 
Long hast thou striven ; 
Dared where the hills by the lightning of 

heaven were riven; 
Go now, pure shriven. 
\ Vho shall come after thee, out of the clay
Learned one and leader to show us the 

way? 
Who shall rise up when the world gives 

the lest? 
Think thou no more of this -
Rest! 

WHEN ALL IS DONE 

To any one who viewed the dead face 
of Paul Laurence Dunbar, after the long, 
hard race was done, there1could but come 
the memory of this poem, and one could 
not hut be grateful to him for having said 
these so plainly and in such a simple way. 

There was no trace of pain upon his 
features, naught that could suggest any
thing but peace and deep content. Those 
who loved him could not keep back the 
tears because of their loss, but no one who 
saw him at the last fearecl that he was olh· 
erwise than gloriously at rest! He had 
indeed "greeted the dawn,'' though it was 
near the hour of the setting of an earthly 
winter's sun that he broke the last of his 
prison bars, and freedom found at last. 
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"'hen all is clone, and my last word is said, 
An<l ye who loved me murmur, " He is 

dead,'' 
Let no one weep, for fear that I should 

know, 
And sorrow too that ye should sorrow so. 

When all is done and in the oozing clay, 
Ye lay this cast·off hull of mine away, 
Pray not for me, for, after long despair, 
The quiet of the grnve will be a prnyer. 

For I have suffered loss and grievous pain, 
The hurts of hatred and the world's dis

clain, 
Ancl wounds so deep that love, well-triecl 

and pure, 
Had not the pow' r to ease them or to cure. 

\Vhen all is done, say not my day is o'er, 
And that thro' night I seek a dimmer 

shore: 
Say rather that my morn has just begun,
! greet the dawn and not a setting sun, 

When all is done. 

THE POET AND THE BABY 
This dainty bit of verse reflects the poe:'s 

great love for children. What the inspira
tion of that particular poem may have been, 
it may have referred lo almost any of his 
child friendships. One of these was espe
cially beautiful. A litlle baby boy of three , 
with snow-white skin and golden curls, 
loved Dunbar devotedly, and the people 
who Ji ved near the poet in Dayton, oft~n 
speak of how on bright days Mr. Dunbar 
would sit on the front steps of his home 
with little David Herr by his side. David 
was only a baby, but he loved" Mr. Paul" 
with an all-absorbing passion and always 
sat as close as he could with one small arm 
about the poet's waist. The sight was one 
never to be forgotten-the black man and 
the white poet, sitting for hours side by 
side dumb in their mutual admiration. 

When Mr. Dunbar Jay dead, little David, 
only half realizing the great change that 
had come to his friend, came as usual with 
a Rower (he always brought a beautiful 
flower to the poet), which strangely enough, 

was a spotless white lily. A gentleman 
who knew of the friendship existing be
tween the baby and the dead man, carried 
Davicl into the chamber of Death. 

"I want to div him my f'ower," said 
the little fellow, and the man stooped low 
until the dimpled fingers placed the white 
lily in the poet's hand. 

How's a man to write n sonnet, can you 
tell,-

H ow's he going to weave the dim, poetic 
spell, -

When a-toddling on the floor 
Is the mu:;e he must adore, 

And this muse he loves, not wisely, but 
too well? 

Now, to write a sonnet, every one allows, 
One must always be as quiet as a mou~c ; 

llut to write one seems to me 
Quite superfluous to be, 

When you've got a liule sonnet in the 
house. 

Just a dainty little poem, true and fine, 
That is full of love and life in every line, 

Earnest, delicate, and sweet, 
Altogether so complete 

That I wonder what's the use of writing 
mine. 

DISTINCTION 

"I am but clay,'' the sinner plead, 
\Vho fed each vain desire. 

" Not only clay," anot-her said,. ,, 
" But worse, for thou art mire. 

THE SUM 

A little dreaming by the way, 
A little toiling day by day ; 
A little pain, a ·little strife, 
A little joy,- and that is life. 

A little short-lived summer's morn, 
\Vhcn joy seems nil so newly born, 
\Vhen one day's sky is blue above, 
And one bird sings,-and that is love. 
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A little sickening of the years, 
The tribute of a few hot tears, 
Two fo lded hands, the faili ng breath, 
And peace at last,- and that is death. 

Just d reaming, loving, dying so, 
The actors in the drama go -
A flitt ing picture on a wall, 
Love, Death, the themes ; but is that all ? 

SON NET 
ON AN OLD BOOK WtTH UNCUT LEAV ES 

Emblem of blasted hope and lost desin:, 
No finger ever traced thy yellow page 

Save T ime's. T hou hast not wrought 
to troble rage 

The hearts thou wouldst have st irred. 
Not any fire , 

Save sad flames set to light a funeral pyre 
Dost thou suggest. Nay,- .impotent in 

age, 
Unsought, thou holdst a corner of the 

stage 
And ccasest e ven dumbly to aspire. 

H ow different was the thought of him that 
writ. 

What promised he to love of case and 
wealth, 

'When men should read and kindle at his 
wit. 

But here decay eats up the book by 
stealth, 

\Vhile it, like some old maiden, solemnly, 
H ugs its incongruous virginity! 

A DEATH SONG 

At the t ime of Mr. D unbar's death , 
many persons were of the opinion that 
this poem was of very recent date. The 
tru th is that it was written as far back as 
1898, while Mr. D unbar was in Washing
ton, D. C. , and appeared in the Co11-
gregatio11alist in September or October of 
that year. T hese stanzas were printed in 
almost every newspaper in the country 
when the poet passed away, and the re
quest embodied in the lines was fo llowed, 

as nearly as possiLlc, in the selection of a 
buri~J she. 

Lay me down beneaf de willers in de 
grass, 

\Vhah de branch')) go a-singin' ns it 
pass. 

An' w'en l's a-lay in' low, 
I kin hyeah it as it go 

Singin ', " Sleep, my honey, tek yo' res' at 
las'." 

Lay me nigh to whah hit meks a little 
pool, 

An' de watah sta n 's so quiet lak an' 
cool, 

Whah de li ttle birds in spring, 
Ust to come an' drink an' sing, 

An' de chill en waded 011 dcy way to 
school. 

Let me settle w'en my shoulclahs draps 
dcy load 

Nigh enough to hycah de noises in de 
road; 

Fu' I t' ink de las' long res' 
Gwine to soothe my spcrrit bes' 

E f l 's layin' ' mong de t' ings l 's allus 
knowcd. 

CHRI SMUS I S A-COMI N' 

Bones a-gittin' achy, 
Back a- feclin ' col' , 
Han's a-growin' shaky, 
J es' lak I was ol'. 
Fros' erpon cle mecldah 
Lookin' mighty white; 
Snowdraps lak a fecldah 
Slippin' down at night. 
Jes ' keep t'ings a-h ummin' 
Spite o' fros' an ' showahs, 
Chrismus is a-comin' 
An' all de week is ouahs. 

Little mas' a-axin', 
" W ho is Santy Claus? " 
Meks it kin' o' taxin' 
Not to brek de laws. 
Chillun 's pow'ful tryin' 
To a pusson's grace
We'n cley go a pryin' 
Right on lh'oo you' face 

B ENEAF DE \ i\TI LLERS 
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Down crmong yo' feelin 's ; 
J es ' 'pears lak dat you 
<.:a t to change you' dealin's 
So's to te ll 'cm true. 

An' my pickaninny -
Dream in' in his sleep! 
Come hyeah, :'.Iammy Jinny, 
Come an' tek a peep. 
01' :\las' Bob an' i\Iissis 
I n dcy house up daih 
Got no chile lak dis is, 
D' ain 't none anywhnih. 
Sleep, my little lammy. 
Sleep, you little limb, 
He do' know whut mammy 
Done saved up fu' him. 

Dey'll be banjo picki n', 
Dancin' all night thoo. 
Dey'll be lots o ' chicken, 
Plenty tukky, too. 
Drams to wet yo' whistles 
So's to drive out chills. 
Whut I kce r fu' drizzles 
Fallin' on de hills ? 
J es' keep t' ings a·hummin' 
Spite o' col' an ' showahs, 
Chrismus day 's a.comin', 
An' all de week is ouahs. 

ON THE SEA WALL 

I sit upon the old sea wall, 
And watch the shimmering sea, 

Where son and white the moonbeams 
fall, 

Till, in a fantasy, 
Some pure white maiden's funeral pall 

The strange light seems to me. 

The waters break upon the shore 
And shiver at my feet, 

\.Vhile I ?ream old dreams o'er and o'er, 
And dim old scenes repeat ; 

Tho' nil have dreamed the same before,• 
They still seem new and sweet. 

lS 

The 11·n1·es st ill sing the s:ime old song 
T hat knew an cider time; 

The breakers' beat is not more strong, 
Their music more sublime ; 

And poets thro ' the ages long 
H ave se t these notes to rhyme. 

But this shall not deter my lyre, 
~or check my simple strain; 

If I have not the old-time fire, 
I know the ancient pain : 

The hurt of unfulfilled desire,
T he ember quenched by rain. 

I know the soft ly shining sea 
That rolls th is gentle swell 

Has snarled and licked its tongues at me 
And bared its fangs as well ; 

That 'neath its smile so heaven ly, 
There lu rks the scowl o( hell! 

But what of that? I strike my string 
( For songs in you th are sweet); 

I ' ll wait and hear the waters bring 
Their loud resounding beat ; 

T hen, in her own bold numbers sing 
The Ocean's dear deceit I 

TO A LADY PLAYI NG THE HARP 

Thy tones a re silver melted into sound, 
And as I dream · 

I see no wa lls a round, 
But seem to hear 
A gondolier 

Sing s weetly down some slow Venetian 
stream. 

Italian skies- that I have never seen -
I sec above. 

(Ah, play again, my queen ; 
T hy fingers white 
Fly swift and light 

And weave for me the golden mesh of 
love.) 

Oh, thou dusk sorceress of the dusky eyes 
And son da rk hair, 

'Tis thou that mnk'st my skies 
So swift to change 
To far and strange ; 

Dut far and strange, thou still dost make 
them fair. 
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Now ti10u dost sing, and I am lost in thee 
As one who drowns 

In floods of melody. 
Still in thy art 
Give me this part, 

fill perfect love, the love of loving 
crowns. 

CONFESSIONAL 

Search thou my heart; 
If there be guile, 

It shall depart 
Hefore thy smi le. 

Search thou my soul; 
Be there deceit, 

'Twill vanish whole 
Before thee, sweet. 

Upon my mind 
Turn thy pure lens; 

Naught shalt thou find 
Thou caust not cleanse. 

If I should pray, 
I scarcely know 

In just what way 
My prayers would go. 

So strong in me 
.I feel love's leaven, 

I'd bow to thee 
As soon as Heaven! 

MISAPPREHENSION 

Out of my heart, one day, I wrote a song, 
With my heart's blood imbued, 

Instinct with passion, tremulously strong, 
With grief subdued; 
Breathing a fortitude 

Pain-bought. 
And one who claimed much love for what 

I wrought, 
Read and considered it, 

And spoke: 
"Ay, brother,_.:.'tis well writ, 

But where's the joke? " 

PROMETHEUS 

Prometheus stole from Heaven the sacred 
fire 

And swept to earth with it o'er land and 
sea. . 

He lit the vestal flames of poesy, 
Content, for this, to brave celestial ire. 

Wroth were the gods, and with eternal 
hate 

Pursued the fearless one who ravished 
H eaven 

That earth might hold in fee the perfect 
leaven 

To lift men's souls above their low estate. 

But judge you now, when poets wield tl;e 
pen, 

Think you not well the wrong has been 
repaired? 

'Twas all in vain that ill Prometheus 
fared; 

The fire ·has been returned to Heaven 
again! 

We have no singers like the ones whose 
note 

Gave challenge to the nol:\lest warbler's 
song. 

We have no voice so mellow, sweet, 
and strong 

As that which broke from Shelley's golden 
throat. 

The measure of our songs is our desires : 
We tinkle where old poets used to 

storm. 
We lack their substance tho' we keep 

their form: 
We strum our banjo-strings and call them 

lyres. 

LOVE'S PHASES 

Love hath the wings of the butterfly, 
Oh, clasp him but gently, 

Pausing and dipping and fluttering by 
Inconsequently. 

Stir not his poise with the breath of a s!gh; 
L ove hath the wings of the butterfly. 

, 
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Love hath the wings of the eagle bold, 
Cling to him strongly-

\Vhat if the look of the world be cold, 
And life go wrongly? 

Rest on his pinions, for broad is thei r 
fold; 

Love hath the wings of the eagle bold. 

Love hath the voice of the nightingale, 
Hearken his trilling-

List to his song when the moonlight is 
pale,-

Passionate, thrilling. 
Cherish the lay, ere the lilt of it fail; 
Love hath the voice of the nightingale. 

Love hath the voice of the storm at 
night, 

Wildly defiant. 
Hear him and yield up your soul to his 

might, 
Tenderly pliant. 

None shall regret him who heed him 
aright; 

Love hath the voice of the storm at night. 

FOR THE MAN WHO FAILS 

The world is a snob, and the man who 
wins 

Is the chap for its money's worth: 
And the lust for success causes half of the 

sins 
That are cursing this brave old earth. 

For it's fine to go up, and the world's ap
plause 

Is sweet to the mortal ear ; 
But the man who fails in a noble cause 

Is a hero that's no less dear. 

'Tis true enough that the laurel crown 
Twines but for the victor's brow; 

For many a hero has lain him down 
With naught but the cypress bough. 

There are gallant men in the losing fight, 
And as gallant deeds are done 

As ever graced the captured height 
Or the battle grandly won. 

We sit at life 's board with 0ur nerves 
highstrung, 

And we play for the stake of Fame, 
And our odes are sung and our banners 

hung 
For the man who wins the game. 

But l have a song of another kind 
Than breathes in these fame-wrought 

gales,-
An ode to the noble heart and mind 

Of the gallant man who fails 1 

T he man who is strong to figh t his fight, 
And whose will no front can daunt, 

If the truth be truth and the right be 
right, 

Is the ma.n that the ages want. 
Tho' he fail and die in grim defeat, 

Yet he has not Bed the strife, 
And the house of Earth will seem more 

sweet 
For the perfume of his life. 

H ARRIET BEECHER STOWE 

She told the story, and the whole world 
wept 

At wrongs ancl cruelties it had not 
known 

But for this fearless woman's voice 
alone. 

She spoke to consciences that long had 
slept: 

Her message, Freedom's clear reveille, 
swept 

From heedless hovel to complacent 
throne. 

Command and prophecy were in the 
tone 

And from its sheath the sword of jus
tice leapt. 

Around two peoples swelled a fiery wave, 
But both came forth transfigured from 

the flame. 
Blest be the hand that dared be strong ;o 

save, 
And blest be she who in our weakness 

came-
Prophet and priestess! At one stroke 

she gave 
A race to freedom and herself to fame. 
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VAGRAl'\TS 
Long time ago, we two set out, 

My soul and I. 
I know not why, 

For all our way was dim with doubt. 
I know not where 
\Ve two may fare: 

T hough still with every changing weather, 
\ Ve wander, .groping on together. 

We do not love, we are not friends, 
i\I y soul and I. 
H e lives a lie; 

Untruth lines every way he wends. 
A scoffer he 
Who jeers at me : 

And so, my comrade and my brother, 
\Ve wander on and haJ each othe r. 

Ay, there be taverns and to spare, 
Be5ide the road ; 
But some strange goad 

Lets me not stop to taste their fare. 
Knew l the goal 
Towards which my soul 

A nd I made way, hope made life fragrant: 
But no. We wander, aimless, vagrant! 

A WINTER'S DAY 
Across the hills and down the narrow 

ways, 
And up the valley where the free winds 

sweep, 
The earth is folded in an ermined sleep 

That mocks the melting mirth of myriad 
Mays. 

D eparted her d isheartening duns and 
grays, 

And a ll her crusty black is covered 
deep. 

Dark streams are locked in \\linter 's 
donjon-keep, 

And made to shine with keen, unwonted 
rays. 

0 icy mantle , and deceitful snow I 
What world-old Ji~rs in your hearts ye 

are! 
Are there not still the darkened seam 

and scar 
Beneath the brightness that you fain would 

show? 

Come from the co,·cr with th y blot and 
blur, 

0 reeking Earth, thou whited sepulchre ! 

l\IV LITTLE ~l,\RCl l GIRL 

Come to the pane, draw the curtain apart, 
T here she is passing, the girl of my heart ; 
See where she walks like a queen in the 

street, 
Weather-defying, calm, placid and sweet. 
Tripping along with impetuous grace, 
J oy of her life beaming out of her face, 
Tresses all truant-like, curl upon curl, 
\Vind-blown and rosy, my little i\la rch 

g irl. 

Hint of the violet's delicate bloom, 
Hint of the rose's pervading perfume! 
H ow can the wind help from kissing her 

face,-
Wrapping her round in his stormy em-

brace? 
But still serenely she l:rnghs al his rout, 
She is the victor who wi 11s in the bout. 
So may life 's passions ahout her soul swi rl, 
L eaving it placid,-my little i\larch girl. 

\Vhat self.possession looks out of her eyes I 
What arc the wild wind~, a nd what are 

the skies, 
F rowning and g loolll ing when, brimmi ng 

with life, 
Cometh the little maid ripe for the ' trifc? 
Ah! \Vind~nd bah! \\"ind, what might 

have you now? 
'What can you do with that inn0ccnt brow? 
Blow, \Vind, a nd grow, \Vi nd, and eddy 

and swirl, 
But bring her to me, \\'111d,- my little 

!\larch girl. 

REMEi\!IlERED 

She sang, and I listened the whole song 
thro'. 

( I t was sweet, so sweet, the singing.) 
The stars were out and the moon it grew 
From a wee soft glimmer way out in the 

blue 
To a bird th ro' the heavens winging. 

' . 
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She sang, and the song trembled down to 
my brcnst,-

(It was sweet, so sweet the singing.) 
As a dove just out of its fledgling nest, 
And, pulling its wings to the first sweet 

test, 
Flutters homeward so wearily winging. 

She sang and I said to my heart, " That 
song, 

That wns sweet, so sweet i' the singing, 
Shall live with us and inspire us long, 
And thou, my heart, shalt be brave and 

strong 
For the sake of those words a-winging. 

The woman died and the song was sti ll. 
( It was sweet, so sweet, the singing.) 

But ever I hear the same low trill, 
Of the song that shakes my heart with a 

thrill , 
And goes forever winging. 

LOVE DESPOILED 

As lone I sat one summer's day, 
With mien dejected, Love came by; 

His face d istraught, his locks astray, 
So slow his gait, so sad his eye, 
I hailed him with a pitying cry: 

" Pray, Love, wh \t has d isturbed thee 
so?" 

Said I, amazed. ·• Thou seem'st bereft; 
.-\nd see thy quiver hanging low,-

\Vhat, not a single arrow left? 
Pray, who is guilty of this theft?" 

Poor Love looked in my face and cried: 
" No thie f were ever yet so bold 

To rob my quiver at my side. 
I3ut Time, who rules, gave car to Gold, 
And nil my goodly shafts are sold." 

THE LAPSE 

This poem must be clone to-day; 
Then, I'll e'en to it. 

I must not d ream my time away,
I'm sure to rue it. 

' 

T he day is rather bright, I know 
The i\I use will pardon 

i\ly half-defection, if I go 
Into the garden. 

It must be better working thcrc,
l 'm sure it's sweeter; 

And something in the balmy air 
i\lay clear my metre. 

[ fn the Carden. ] 

Ah this is noble, what a sky l 
\\"hat breezes blowing I 

The very clouds, I know not why, 
Call one to rowing. 

The stream will be a paradise 
To-day, I 'll warrant. 

I know the tide that's on the rise 
\Viii seem a torrent; 

I know just how the leafy boughs 
Arc a ll a-quiver; 

I know how many skiffs and scows 
Are on the river. 

I think I 'll just go out awhile 
Before I write it ; 

\\'hen Nature shows us such a smile, 
We shouldn't slight it. 

For Nature nhirays makes desire 
By gidng pleasu re ; 

And so 'twill help me put more fire 
I nto my measure. 

[On the River.] 

T he river's fine, I'm glad I came, 
That poem's teasing ; 

But health is better far than fame, 
Though cheques arc pleasing. 

I don't know what I did it for,
This air's a poppy. 

I'm sorry for my editor,
He ' 11 get no copy I 

THE WARRIOR'S PRAYER 

Long since, in sore d istress, I heard one 
pray, 

" Lord, who prevailest with resistless 
might, 

Ever from war ancl strife keep me away, 
My battles fight I " 

.. 
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I know not if I play the Pharisee, 
And if my brother ~fter all be right; 

But mine shall be the warrior's plea to 
tbee-

Strength for the fight. 

I do not ask that thou shalt front the fray, 
And drive the warring foeman from my 

sight; 
I only ask, 0 Lord, by night, by day, 

Strength for the fight I 

When foes upon me press, let me not 
quail 

Nor think to turn me into coward flight . 
I only ask, to make mine arms prevail, 

Strength for the fight I 

Still let mine eyes look ever on the foe, 
Still let mine armor c.ise me strong and 

bright; 
And grant me, as I deal each righteous 

blow, 
Strength for the fight I 

And when, at eventide, the fray is done, 
My soul to Death's bedchamber do thou 

light, 
And give me, be the fie ld or Jost or won, 

Rest from the fight! 

FAREWELL TO ARCADY 

With sombre mien, the E\·ening gray 
Comes nagging at he heels of Day, 
And driven faster and still faster 
Before the dusky-mantled Master, 
The light fades from her fearful eyes, 
She hastens, stumbles, falls, and dies. 

Beside me Amaryllis weeps ; 
The swelling tears obscure the deeps 
Of her dark eyes, as, mistily, 
The rushing rain conceals the sea. 
Here, lay my tuneless reed away,-
1 have no heart to tempt a lay. 

I scent the perfume of the rose 
Which by my crystal fountain grows. 
In this sad time, are roses blowing? 
And thou, my fountain, art thou flowing, 
While I who watched thy waters spring 

Am all \OO sad 10 smile or sing? 
Nay, give me back my pipe again, 
It yet shall breathe this single strain : 

Farewell to Arcady ! 

THE VOICE OF TllE BANJO 

In a small and lonely cabin out of noisy 
traffic's way, 

Sat an old man, bent and feeble, <lusk of 
face, and hair of gray, 

And beside him on the table, bnttere<l , 
old, and worn as he, 

Lay a banjo, droning forth this reminiscent 
melody: 

" Night is closing in upon us, friend of 
mine, but don't be sad; 

Let us think of all the pleasures and the 
joys that we have ha<l. 

Let us keep a merry visage, and be happy 
till the last, 

Let the future still be sweetened with the 
honey of the past. 

"For I speak to you of summer nights 
upon the yellow-sand, 

'When the Southern moon was sailing high 
and silvering all the land ; 

And if love tales were not sacred, there's 
a talc that I could tell 

Of your many ni ghtly wanderings with a 
dusk and lovely belle. 

" And I speak to you of care-free songs 
when labor's hour was o'er, 

And a woman waiting for your step out · 
side the cabin door, 

And of something roly-poly that you took 
upon your lap, . 

While you listened for the slumblmg, 
hesitating words, 'Pap, pap.' 

"I could tell you of a 'possum l1unt across 
the.wooded grounds, 

I could call to mind the sweetness of the 
baying of the hounds, 

You 'could lift me up and smelling of the 
limber that's in me, 

Build again a whole green forest with the 
mem'ry of a tree. 
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,, So the future cannot hurt us while we 
keep the past in mind, 

\Vhat care l for trembling fingers,-what 
care you that you arc blind ? 

Time may leave us poor and stranded, 
circumstance may make us bend; 

But they'll only find us mellower, won't 
they, comrade ?-in the end.'' 

THE STIRRUP CUP 

Come, drink a stirrup cup with me, 
Before we close our rouse. 

You're all aglow with wine, I know: 
The master of the house, 
Unmindful of our revelry, 
Has drowned the carking devil care, 
And slumbers in his chair. 

Come, drink a cup before we start; 
Vve've far to ride to.night. 

And Death may take the race we make, 
And check our gallant flight : 
But even he must play his part, 
And tho' the look he wears be grim, 
We'll drink a toast to him I 

For Dcath,-a swift old chap is he, 
And swift the steed he rides. 

He needs no chart o'er mnin or mart, 
For no direction bides, 
So, come a final cup with me, 
And let the soldiers' chorus swe!l,
To hell with care, to hell ! 

A CHOICE 

They please me not..:..these solemn songs 
That hint of sermons covered up. 

'Tis trne the world should heed its 
wrongs, 

But in a poem let me sup, 
Not simples brewed to cure or case 
H umanity's confessed disease, 
But the spirit-wine of a singing line, 

Or a dew-drop in a honey cup I 

HUMOR AND DIALECT 

THE A 1D NOW 

TH EN 

He loved her, and through many years, 
Had paid his fair devoted court, 

Until she wearied, and with sneers 
Turned all his ardent love to sport. 

That night within his chamber lone, 
He long sat writing by his bed 

A note in which his heart made moan 
For love; the morning found him dead. 

NOW 

Like him, a man of later day 
Was jilted by the maid he sought, 

And from her presence turned away, 
Consumed by burning, bitter thought. 

He sought his room to write- a curse 
Like him before and die, I ween. 

Ah, no, he put his woes in verse. 
And sold them to a magazine. 

AT CHESHIRE CHEESE 

When first of wise old Johnson taugnt, 
My youthful mind its homage brought, 
And made the pond'rous, crusty sage 
The object of a noble rage. 

Nor did I think (How dense we are!) 
That any day, however far, 
\Vould find me holding, unrepelled, 
The place that Doctor Johnson held! 

But change has come and time has moved, 
And now, applauded, unrcprovcd, 
I hold, with pardonable pride, 
The place that Johnson occupied. 

Conceit ! Presumption ! \Vhat is this ? 
You surely read my words amiss I 
Like Johnson 1,-a man of mind I 
How could you ever be so blind? 

No. At the ancient" Cheshire Cheese,'' 
Blown hither by so:ne vagrant breeze, 
T o dignify my shallow wit, 
In Doctor Johnson's seat I sit! 
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MY CORN.COB P I P E 

Men may sing of their H avanas, elevating 
to the stars 

T he real or fancied virtues of their foreign· 
made cigars ; 

But I worship Nicolina at a d ifferent sor t 
of shrine, 

And she sits enthroned in glory in this 
corn·cob pipe of mine. 

It 's as fragrant as the meadows when the 
clover is in bloom ; 

It's as da inty as the e~sence of the dainti· 
est perfume ; 

I t's as sweet as are the orchards when the 
fruit is hanging r ipe, 

Wi th the sun 's warm kiss upon thcm--is 
this COTl1·COb pipe. 

T hro' the smoke about it clinging, I de· 
light its form to t race, 

L ike an oriental beauty with a veil upon 
her face ; 

And my room is dim with vapor as a 
church when censers sway, 

As I clasp it to my bosom-in a fi g.urntive 
way. 

I t consoles me in misfor tune a nd it cheers 
me in distress, 

And it proves a warm partaker of my 
pleasures in success ; 

So I ha il it as a symbol, friendship's true 
'and worthy type, 

And I press my lips devoutly to my corn· 
cob pipe. 

IN AUGUST 

W hen August days are hot an ' d ry, 
\ IVhen burning copper is the sky, 
I'd rather fish than feast or Ry 
In airy realms serene and high. 

I 'd take a sui t not made fo r looks, 
Some easily digested books, . 
Some Ries, some lines, some ba it, some 

hooks, 
T hen would I seek the bays and brooks. 

I would eschew mine e1·cry task, 
In Nat:trc's smiles my soul should bask, 
And I methinks no more could ask, 
E xcept- perhaps-one litt le Oask . 

Jn case of accident, you know, 
Or should the wind come on to blow, 
Or I be chilled or capsized, so, 
A flask would be the only go. 

Then could I spend a happy time,
A bit of sport, a bit of rhyme 
(A bit of lemon, or of lime, 
T o make my bottle's contents prime). 

\\' hen August days arc hot an' d ry, 
I won't sit by a n ' sigh or d ie, 
I'll get my bottle (on the sly) 
And go ahead, and fish, a nd lie ! 

I 
THE DIST URBER 

Oh, what shall I do ? I a m w holly up· 
set; 

I a m sure I'll be j ailed for a lunatic yet. 
I ' ll be out of a job-it's the thing to ex· 

pect 
W hen I'm letting my duty go by with 

neglect. 
You may judge the extent a nd degree of 

my plight 
W hen I 'm thinking all day and a-dream· 

ing all night, 
And a-try ing my hand al a rh yme on the 

sly, 
All on account of a sparkling eye. 

T here a re those who say men should be 
strong, well-a-day ! 

But what constit utes strength in a man? 
Who shall say? 

I am strong as the most when it comes lo 
the a rm. 

I have aye held my own on the play· 
g round or farm. 

And when I 've been tempted, I haven 't 
been weak ; 

But now-why, I tremble to hear a maid 
speak. 

I used to be bold , hut now I 've g rown 
shy, 

And all on account of a sparkli ng eye. 
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There once was a t ime when my.heart was 
devout, 

But now my relig ion is open to doubt. 
W hen parson is earnestly preaching of 

grace, 
1-l y fancy is busy with d ra wi ng a face, 
Thro' the back of a bonnet most piously 

plain ; 
" I draw it, red raw it, and draw it again." 
' Vhilc the songs a nd the sermon unheeded 

go by,-
All oil' account of a sparkling eye. 

Oh, dear li ttle conjurer, g i1·e o'e r your 
wiles, 

I t is easy for you, you' re all blushes and 
smiles ; 

But, love of my heart , I am sorely pe r
plexed ; 

I a m smili ng one minute a nd sighing the 
next ; 

And if it goes on, I ' ll d rop hackle and 
Rail, 

And go lo the parson anJ tell him my talc. 
I warrant he'll fi nd me a cure fo r the sigh 
That you' re aye bringi ng fo rth with the 

glance of your eye. 
\ 

EXPECT ATION 

You'll be wonderin ' whut's de reason 
l's a grinnin' all de time, 

An' I guess you t'ink my sperits 
lvlus' be feelin ' migh ty prime. 

Well, I ' fess up, I is tickled 
As a puppy at his paws. 

Rut you needn't think l's crazy, 
I ain' laffin' 'clout a cause. 

You's a wonderin' too, I reckon, 
Why I doesn't seem to cat, 

An ' I notice you a lookin ' 
Lak you felt completely beat 

vVhen I ' fuse to tek de bacon, 
An' don' settle on de ham. 

Don' you feel no feah erbout me, 
J es' keep eati n', an ' be ca'm. 

Fu' I 's waitin' a n' l's watchin' 
'Bout a little t ' ing I see -

L' othah night l's out a walkin' 
An' I passed a 'simmon tree . 

!\ow l 's whctti n' up my hongry, 
An' I 's laffin ' fit to kill, 

Fu ' de fros' clone tu rned de 'simmons, 
An' de possum's eat his fill. 

H e done go'gcd hisse'f owdacious, 
An' he stayin' by de tree ! 

Don' you know, ol' l\Iistah Possum 
Dal you g ittin' fa t fu ' me ? 

'T ai n' t no use to lry to 'spute it, 
'Case I knows you's gitti n' sweet 

\Y if dat 'simmon flavoh thoo you, 
So l's waiti n ' fu ' yo' meat. 

An' some ebenin' me an' Towsah 
G wine to come an ' mek a call, 

' Ve jes' drap in onexpccted 
Fu' to shek yo' ha n', dat's a ll. 

Oh, I knows dat you'll be tickled, 
Seem lak I kin see you smile, 

So pu' haps I mought pu'suade you 
Fu' to visit us a while. 

LOVER 'S L ANE 

Summah night an' sighin' breeze, 
' Long de lovah's lane; 

Frien 'ly, shadder·mekin' trees, 
' Long de lovah's lane. 

\\' hite folks' wo'k all done up gran '
i\Ie an ' ' l\Iandy han'-in-ha n' 
Strultin' lak we owned de Ian' , 

' Long de lovah's lane. 

Owl a·settin' 'side de road, 
' Long de lovah 's lane, 

Looki n' at us lak he knowed 
Dis ur. lovah's lane. 

Go on, hoot yo' mou'nful tune, 
You a in ' nevah loved in June, 
An' come hid in' Pom de moon 

Down in lovah's lane. 

Bush it ben' an' nod a n' sway, 
Down in lovah's la ne, 

Try 'n' to hyeah me whut I say 
' Long de lovah's lane. . 

But I whispahs low lak dis, 
An' my 'i\!anrly smile huh bliss 
Mistah Bush he shek his fis', 

Down in lovah's lane. 
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Whut I keer ef day is long, 
Down in lovah's lane. 

I kin allus sing a song 
'Long de lovah's lane. 

An' de wo'ds I hycah an' say 
Meks up fu' de weary day, 
'V'en l 's strollin' by de way, 

Down in lovah 's lane. 

An' dis t'ought will allus rise 
Down in lovah's lane : 

Wondah whethah in de skies 
Dey's a lovah's lane. 

Ef dey ain't I tell you true, 
'Ligion do look mighty blue, 
'Cause I do' know whut I 'd do 

'Dout a lovah's lane. 

PROTEST 

Who say my hea't ai n't true to you? 
Dey bettah heish dey mouf. 

{ knows I loves you thoo an' thoo 
In watah time er drouf. 

I wush dese people 'd stop cley talkin', 
Don't mean no mo' dan chicken's 

squawkin' : 
I guess I knows which way l 's wa lkin', 

I knows de norf f'om souf. 

I does not love Elizy Brown, 
I guess I knows my min'. 

You allus try to tek me down 
vVid evaht'ing you fin' . 

Ef dese h.yeah folks will keep on fillin' 
Yo' haid wid nonsense, an' y9u's willin ' 
I bet some day dey'll be a killin' 

Somewhaih along de line. 

O' cose I buys de gal ke-cream, 
Whut else I gwine to do ? 

I knows Jes' how de t'ing 'u'd seem 
Ef I'd be sho't wid you. 

On Sunday, you's at chu'ch a-shoutin', 
Den all de week you go 'roun' poutin'
l 's mighty tiahed o' all dis doubtin', 

I tell you cause I's true. 

HYMN 

0 Ii'!' lamb out in de col', 
De :'vlastah call you to de fol', 

0 l' i'I' lamb! 

He hyeah you bleat in' on de hill ; 
Come hyeah an' keep yo' mou'nin' still, 

0 li'I' lamb I 

De :'.\l astah sen' de Shcpud fo'f; 
He wandah souf, he wandah no'f, 

0 Ii'!' lamb! 
lie wandah eas', he wandah wes'; 
De win' a-wrenchin' at his brcas', 

0 Ii'!' lamb! 

Oh, tell de Shepud whaih you hide; 
He want you walkin' by his side, 

0 lr 'I' lamb! 
li e know you weak, he know you so'; 
But come, don' stay away no mo', 

0 li'I' lamb I 

An' af'ah while de lamb he hyeah 
De Shcpud's voice a-callin' cleah - -

Sweet li'I' lamb I 
He answah f'om de brambles thick, 
"0 Shepud, l 's a-comin' quick"-

0 li' I' lamb! 

THE REAL QUESTION 

Folks is lalkin' 'bout de money, ' bout de 
silvah an' de gold ; 

All de time de season's changin' an' de 
days is gittin' cold. 

An' dey's wond 'rin ' 'boutde metals, whcthah 
we'll have one er two, 

'Vhile de price o' coal is risin' an' dey's two 
months' rent dat's due. 

Some fo lks says dat gold's de only money 
dat is wuff de name, 

Den de othahs rise an' tell 'cm <lat dey 
ought to be ashame, 

An' dat silvah is de only thing to save us 
f'om de powah 

Of de gold-bug ragin' 'roun' an' scekin' 
who he may devowah. 

'Veil, you folks kin keep on shouti n' \'1"1 f 
yo' gold er si lvah cry, 

But I tell you people hams is sceerce an' 
fowls is roost in' high. 

An' hit ain't de so't o' money dat is pes-
tcrin' my min', . 

But de question I want answehed's how to 
get at any kin' I 
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JILTED 

Lucy done gone back on me, 
Dal's de way wif life. 

Evaht'ing was mo,·in' free 
T 'ought I had my wife. 

Den some dahky comes along, 
Sings my gal a little song, 
Since den, e,·ahl'ing's gone wrong, 

Evah day dey's strife. 

Didn't answeh me to-dny, 
\V'en I called huh name, 

Would you l'ink she'd ac' <lat way 
W'en I ain't to blame? 

Oat's de way dese women do, 
\ V'en dey fin's a fellow true, 
Den dey 'buse him thoo an' thoo; 

Well, hit's all de snme. 

Somep'n's wrong erbout my Jung, 
An' l's glad hit's so. 

Doctnh says 'at I 'll die young, 
Well, I wants to go I 

\\' hut's de use o' livin' hyenh, 
W'en de gal you loves so deah, 
Goes back on you clean an' cleah -

I sh'd like to know? 

THE N EWS 

\Vhut dat you whlsperin' keepin' f 'om me? 
Don't shut me out 'cause I 's ol' an' can't 

see. 
Somep'n's gone wrong dat's a-causin' you 

dread,-
Don't be afeared to tell- 'Vhut! mastah 

dead? 

Somebody brung de news early to-day,
One of de sojers he led, •do you say? 
Didn't he foller whah ol' mastah led? 
How kin he Jive w'en his leaclah is dead? 

Let me lay down awhile, dah by his_ bed; 
I wants to t'ink,-hit a in' t cleah Ill my 

head:-
Killed while a-lead in' his men into fight,
Dat's whut you said, ain't it, did I hyeah 

right? 

Mastah, my mastah, dead dah in de fie!' ? 
Lif' me up some,-dah, jes' so I kin kneel. 
I was too weak to go wid him, dey said, 
Well, now I 'll- fin' him-so- mastah is 

dead. 

Yes, suh, l 's comin' ez fas' ez I kin,
'Twas kin' o' da'k, but hit's lightah agin: 
P'omised yo' pappy l 'd allus tek keer 
Of you,- yes, mastah,-l's follerin'

hyeah I 

CHRISMUS ON THE PLANT ATION 

It was Chrismus Eve, I mind hit fu' n 
mighty gloomy day -

Bofe de weathah an' de people-not a one 
of us was gay ; 

Cose you' ll t'ink dat's mighty funny ' twell 
I try to mek hit cleah, 

Fu' n da' ky's allus happy when de holi
days is neah. 

But we wasn't, fu' dat mo'nin' mastah'd 
to!' us we mus' go, 

He' been payin' us sence freedom, but he 
couldn't pay no mo'; 

H e wa'n't nevah used to plannin' 'fo' he 
got so po' an' ol', 

So he gwine to give up lryin', an' de home
stead mus' be sol'. 

I kin see him stan'in' now erpon de step 
CZ cleah CZ day, 

' Vid 'tie win' a-kin' o' fond Ji n' thoo his haih 
all thin an' gray; 

An' I 'membah how he trimbled when he 
said, "It's ha'd fu' roe, 

Not to mek yo' Chrismus brightah! but I 
'low it wa'n't to be." 

All de women was a cryin', an' de men, 
too, on de sly, . 

An' I noticed somep'n shinin' even m ol' 
mastah's eye, 

But we all stood still to listen ez ol' Ben 
come f'om de crowd 

An' spoke up, a-tryin' to steady down his 
voice and mek it loud : -



232 THE L I FE AND VVORKS 

"Look hyeah, l\!aslah, l 's been servin' 
yo' fu ' Jo! dese many yeahs, 

An ' now, sence we 's got freedom an' you's 
kind o' po', hit 'pears 

Dat you want us all to leave you 'cause 
you don't t'ink you can pay. 

Ef my membry hasn't foo led me, seem dat 
whut I hyead you say. 

" Er in othah wo'ds, you wants us to fu'git 
dat you 's been k 111 ', 

An' ez soon ez you is he'pless, we's to leave 
you hyeah behin'. 

Well, cf dat's de way dis freedom ac's on 
people, white er black, 

You kin jes' tell l\Iistah Lincum fu' to tek 
his freedom back. 

"We gwine to. wo'k dis ol' plantation fu' 
whatevah we kin git, 

Fu' I know hit did suppo't us, an' de place 
kin do it yit. 

Now de land is yo's, de hands is ouahs, an' 
I reckon we'll be brave, 

An' we'll bah ez much ez you do w'en we 
has lo scrape an' save." 

_ 01' mastah stood dah trimblin', but a·smilin' 
thoo his teahs, 

An' den hit seemed jes' nachul-like, de 
place fan rung wid cheahs, 

An' soon ez dey was quiet, some one sta'ted 
sof' an' low : 

" Praise God," an' den we all jined in, 
" from whom all blessin's flow ! " 

Well, dey wasn't no use tryin', ouah min's 
was sot to stay, 

An' po' ol' mastah couldn't plead ncr baig, 
ner drive us 'way, 

An' all at once, hit seemed to us, de day 
was bright agin, 

So evah one was gay dat night, an' watched 
de Chrismus in. 

FOOLIN' WID DE SEASONS 

Seems lak folks is mighty curus 
ln de way dey t'inks an' ac's. 

Dey jes' spen's dey days a-mixin' 
Up de t'ings in almanacs. 

i'\ow, I min ' my ncx ' do ' ncighbor,
H e's a mighty likely man, 

But he ncvah t'inks o' nuffin 
'Ceplin' jes' to plot an' plan. 

All de win lah he was plannin' 
H ow he'd gethah sassafras 

Jes' cz soon cz evah Springtime 
Put some greenness in de grass. 

A n' he 'lowed a little suonah 
Ile could slan' a coolah breeze 

So's lo mck a little money 
F'om de sugah-walah trees. 

In de summah, he'd be waihin' 
Out de linin ' of his soul, 

Try'n' to ca'ci'latc an' fashion 
How he'd git his wintah coal; 

An ' I b'lieve he got hi s jedgement 
Jes' so tuckahed out an' thinned 

Da t he t'ought a robin's whistle 
Was de whistle of de wind. 

Why won't folks gin up dey plannin', 
An' jes' be content to know 

D at dey's gittin' all dat's fu' elem 
In clc days dal come an' go? 

\ Vhy won ' t folks quit movin' forrard? 
Ain't hit betlah jes' to stan' 

An' be satisfied wid livin' 
In de season dat's at han' ? 

Hit's enough fu' me to listen 
\ V'en de birds Is singin' 'roun ', 

'D out a-guessin' whut'll happen 
vV'en de snow is on de groun'. 

In de Springtime an' de summah, 
I lays sorrer on de she'f; 

A n' I knows ol' l\!islah \Vintah 
Gwine to hustle fu' hisse'f. 

We been put hyeah fu' a p1;1'pose, 
But de questun <lat has nz 

An' made lots o' people diffah 
Is jes' whut dat pn'posc is. 

Now, nccordin' to my reas'nin', 
Hyeah's de p'int whaih I's arriv, 

Sence de Lawd put life into us, 
\Ve was put hyeah fu' to live I 

l 

I LAYS SORRER ON DE S1-rn'F 
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AT CANDLE-LIGHTIN ' TL\IE 

When I come in f 'om de co'n-fiel ' aftah 
wo'kin' ha'd all day, 

It's amazin' nice to fin ' my suppah all 
erpon de way ; 

An' it's nice to smell de coffee bubblin' 
ovah in de pot, , 

An' it's fine to sec de meat a -sizzhn' 
. teasin'-lak an' hot. 

But when suppah-time is ovah, an' de 
t'ings is cleahed away; 

Den de h;i ppy hours dat fo ller are de 
sweetes' of de day. 

\\'hen my co'ncob pipe is st;i'ted, an' de 
smoke is draw in' prime, 

My ole 'oom;in says, " I reckon, Ike, it's 
candle-lightin' time." 

Den de chill un snuggle up to me, an' all 
commence to call, 

"Oh, say, daddy, now it's time to mek de 
shadders on de wall." 

So I puts my h;in's togethah- evah daddy 
knows de way,-

An' de chillun snuggle closer roun' ez I 
begin to say:-

"Fus' thing, hyeah come Mistah Rabbit; 
don' you see him wo'k his cahs ? 

Huh, uh! dis mus' be a donkey,-look, 
how innercent he 'pears ! 

Dah's de ole black swan a-swimmin'
ain 't she got a' awful neck i' 

\.Vho's dis feller dat's a·comin'? \ Vhy, 
dat's ole dog Tray, I 'spec' ! " 

Dal's de way I run on, tryin' fu ' to please 
'em all I can ; 

Den I hollahs, "Now be keerful-dis 
hyeah las' 's de buga-man ! " 

An' dey runs an' hides dey faces ; dey 
ain't skeered- dey's lettin' on : 

But de play ain't raaly onh twell dat 
buga-man is gone. 

So I jes' teks up my banjo, an' I plays a 
little chune, 

An' you see dem haids come peep.in' out 
to listen mighty soon. 

Den my wife says, " Sich a pappy fu ' to 
give you sich a fright! 

Jes' you go to baid, an' leave him: say 
yo' prayers an' say good-night." 

ANGELINA 

When de fiddle gits to singin' out a ol' 
Vahginny reel, 

An' you 'mence to feel a ti cklin' in yo' toe 
an' in yo' heel ; 

Ef you t'ink you got 'uligion an' you 
wants to keep it, too, 

You jes' bettah tek a hint an' git yo'self 
clean out o' view. 

Cnse de time is mighty temptin' when de 
chune is in de swing, 

F u' a dnrky, saint or sinner man, to cut de 
pigeon-wing. 

Au' you couldn't he'p Pom dancin' cf yo' 
feet was boun' wif twine, 

\Vhen Angelina Johnson comes a-swingin' 
clown de line. 

Don't you know Miss Angelina? She's 
de da'lin' of de place. 

W'y, dey ain't no high-toned lady wif sich 
rnannahs an' sich grace. 

She kin move across de cabin, wif its 
planks all rough an' wo' ; 

Jes' de same's ef she was dancin ' on ol' 
mist us' ball-room flo'. 

Fact is, you do' see no cabin-evaht'ing 
you see look grand, 

An' dat one ol ' squeaky fiddl e soun' to 
you jes' lak a ban'; 

Cotton britches look lak broadclof an' a 
linsey dress look fi ne, 

\ Vhen Ange lina Johnson comes a-swingin' 
down de line. 

Some folks say dat dancin's sinful, an' de 
blessed Lawd, dcy say, 

Gwinc to purnish us fu' steppin' w'en we 
hyeah de music play. 

But I tell you I don' b'li eve it, fu' de 
Lawd is wise and gnod, 

An he made de banjo's metal an' he made 
de fiddle's wood, 



THE LIFE AN D WORKS 

An' he made de music in dem, so I don' 
quite l'ink he'll keer 

Ef our feet keeps time a liule to de 
melodies we hycah. 

\V'y, dey's somep'n' downright holy in de 
way our faces sh ine, 

\Vhen Angelina Johnson comes a.swingin' 
down de line. 

Angelina steps so gentle, Angelina bows 
so low, 

An' she liP huh sku't so dainty <lat huh 
shoetop skacely show : 

An ' dem tcef o' huh'n a-shinin', cz she tek 
you by de han'-

Go 'way, people, d'ain't anothah sich a 
lady in de Ian' ! 

When she's movin' thoo de figgers er 
a-dancin' by huhse' f, 

Folks jes' Stan' stock-still a-sta' in', an' dey 
mos' nigh hol's dey bref; 

An' de young mens, dey's a-sayin', " l's 
gwine mek dat damsel mine," 

When Angelina Johnson comes a-swingin' 
down de line. 

MY SORT 0 ' MAN 

I don't believe in 'ristercrats 
An' never did, you see; 

The plain ol' homelike sorter folks 
l s good enough fur me. 

0 ' course, I don't desire a man 
T o be too tarnal rough, 

But then, I think all folks should know 
When they air nice enough. 

Now there is folks in this here world, 
From peasant up to king, 

\ :Vho want .IQ be so a wful nice 
They overdo the thing. 

That's jest the thing that makes me sick, 
An' quicker'n a wink 

I set it down that them same folks 
Ain't half so good's you think. 

I like to see a man dress nice, 
In clothes becomin' too; 

I like to see a woman fix 
As women orter to do ; 

An' boys an' gals I like to see 
Look fresh an' young an' spry,

\\'e all must have our vanity 
An' pride before we die. 

But I jedge no man by his clolhes,
Nor gentleman nor tramp; 

The man that wears the finest suit 
May be the bignest scamp, 

An' he whose limbs air clad in rags 
That make a mournful sight, 

I n life's great battle may have proved 
A hero in the fight. 

I don't believe in 'ristercrats; 
I like the honest tan 

That lies upon the heathful cheek 
An' speaks the honest man; 

I like to grasp the brawny hand 
That labor's lips have kissed, 

For he who has not labored here 
Life 's greatest pride has missed: 

The pride to feel that yore own strength 
Has cleaved fur you the way 

To heights to which you were not born, 
But struggled day by day. 

What though the thousands sneer an' scoff, 
An ' scorn yore humble birth? . 

Kings arc but puppets ; you arc kmg 
By right o' royal worth. 

The man who simply sits an ' waits 
Fur good to come along, 

Ain't worth the breath that one would take 
To tell him he is wrong. 

Fur good ain 't flowin' round this world 
Fur every fool to sup; 

Yon've got to put yore sce-ers on, 
An' go an' hnnl it up. 

Good goes with honesty, 1 say, 
To honor an' to bless; 

To rich an' poor alike it brings 
A wealth o' happiness. 

The 'ristercrats ain 't got it all, 
Fur much to their su'prise, 

That's one of earth's most blessed things -
They can't monopolize. 
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POSSUM 

Ef dey's anyt'ing dnt.. riles me 
An' jes' gits me out o' hitch, 

Twell I want to tck my coat off, 
So's to r'nr an' t'ar nu' pitch, 

Hit's to sec some ign'ant white man 
'Millin' dat owdacious sin -

\V'en he want to cook a possum 
Tckin ' off de possum's skin. 

\\''y, dey ain't no use in talkin', 
Hit jcs' hu'ts me to de hca't 

Fu' to sec dem foolish people 
Th'owin' 'way de fines' pa't. 

W'y, dat skin is jes' cz tendah 
An' cz juicy cz kin be ; 

I knows all erbout de crillcr -
Hide an' haih-don't talk to me ! 

Possum skin is jcs' lak shoat skin; 
J es' you swinge ai:' scrope it ~own, 

T ck a good sha'p k111 fc an' sco' 11, 
Den you bake it good an' b1own. 

lI uh·uh ! honey, you's so happy 
Dat yo' thoughts is 'mos' a sin 

\Vhcn you's settin' dah a-chnwin' 
On dat possum's cracklin' skin. 

White folks t' ink dey know 'bout eatin', 
An' I reckon dat dcy do 

Sometimes git n little idee 
Of a middlin' dish er two; 

But dcy ain 't a t'ing dey knows of 
Dat I reckon cain't be beat 

\V'en we set down at de table 
To a unskun possum's meat! 

ON THE ROAD 

I 's boun' to see my gal to-night -
Oh lone de way, my dcarie ! 

De ~oon ain't out, de stars a in't bright-
Oh, lone de way, my dearic ! 

Dis hoss o' mine is pow'ful slow, 
13ut when I does git to yo' do' 
Yo' kiss'll pay me back, an' mo'., 

Dongh lone de way, my deanc. 

De night is skeery·l.ak an' still -
Oh, lone de way, my dearie ! . 

'Cept fu' <lat mou'nful whippo- w1ll
Oh, lone de way, my dearie I 

De way so long wif dis slow pace, 
'T'u'd seem to me lak sa iu' grace 
Ef you was on a nearer pince, 

Fu' lone de way, my denrie. 

l hycah de hootin' of de owl 
Oh, lone de way, my denrie ! 

I wish dnt watch-dog wouldn't howl-
Oh, lone de way, my dcarie I 

An' evaht'ing, bofe right an' lef ', 
Seem p' int' ly Ink hit put itse'f 
In shape to skeer me hnlf to def -

Oh, lone de way, my dearie ! 

l whistles so's I won't be feared -
Oh, lone de way, my dearie I 

But anyhow l 's kin' o' skcered, 
Fu' lone de way, my deane. 

De sky been lookin' mighty glum, 
But you kin mek hit lighten some, 
Ef you'll jes' say you's glad I come, 

Dough lone de way, my dearie. 

A BACK-LOG SONG 

De axes has been ringin' in de woods de 
blessid day, 

An' de chips bas hecn a-Callin' fa' an' 
thick; 

Dey has cul de bigges' hick' ry dat de 
mules kin tote away, 

An ' d~y's laid hit down and soaked it in 
de crik. 

Den dey tuk hit to de big ;10use an ' dey 
piled de wood erroun' 

In de fiahplace f 'om ns:1-Ro' to de 
flue, 

\Vhile ol' E zry sta'ts de hymn dat evnh 
yeah has got to soun' 

\ Vhen de back-Jog fus' co'mmence 
a-bu' nin ' thoo. 

01' l\fastah is a-~milin' on de da'kies f'om 
de hall, 

01' Mistus is a-stnnnin' in de do', 
An' de young folks, males an' misses, is 

a-tryin', one an' all, . 
Fu' to mek us fee l hit's Chrismus ume 

fu' sho'. 
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An' ouah hca'ts arc full of pleasure, fu ' we 
know de lime is ouahs 

Fa' to dance er do j es' \\'hut we wants 
to do. 

An' dey a in't no ovahseer an' no othah 
kind o' powahs 

Dat kin stop us while dat log is bu'nin ' 
thoo. 

Dey's a-wokin' in de qua'tahs a·preparin' 
fu' de feas', 

So de liule pigs is feclin' kind o' shy. 
De chickens a in't so trus'ful ez dey was, to 

say de leas', 
An' de wise ol' hens is roostin' mighty 

high. 
You couldn't git a gobblah fu' lo look you 

in de face-
! ain't sayin' whut de lu'ky 'spects is 

true; 
But hit's mighty dange'ous trav 'lin' fu' de 

crillers on de place 
F'om de lime dat log commence 

a·bu'nin' lhoo. 

Some one's lunin' up his fiddle dah, I 
/ hyeah a banjo's ring, 

An', bless me, dal's de tootin' of a 
ho'n ! 

Now dey'll evah one be runnin' dat has 
got a foot to fling, 

An' dey'll dance an' frolic on f 'om now 
'lwell mo'n. 

Plunk de banjo, scrap de fiddle, blow dat 
ho'n yo' level bes', 

Kee~ yo' min' erpon de chune an' step 
it true. 

Oh, dcy ain't no time fu ' stoppi n' an' dey 
ain't no time fu' res', 

Fu' hit's Chrismus an' de back-log's 
bu'nin' lhoo ! 

JEALOUS 

Hyeah come Cresar H iggins, 
Don't he think he's fine ? 

Look at dem new riggin's 
Ain't he lryin' to shine ? 

Got a standin' colla r 
An' a stovepipe hat, 

I ' ll j es' bet a dollar 
Some one gin him dat. 

Don't one o' you mention, 
Noth in' 'bout his cloes, 

Don't pay no allcntion, 
E r let on you k nows 

Dal he's got 'em on him, 
Why, 't'll mck him sick, 

Jes' go on an' sco'n him, 
i\ly, ain 't dis a trick! 

Look hycah, whut's he doin' 
Lookin' t'othah way? 

Dat ere movc's a new one, 
Some one ca ll him, "Say!" 

Can't you sc~ no pusson -
Pullin' on ynu' airs, 

Sakes alive, you 's wuss'n 
Desc hycah millionaires. 

Needn't git so fli ghty, 
Case you go t <la t suit. 

Dem cloes ain 't so migh ty,
Second hand to boot, 

l 's a-tryin' to spite you! 
Full of jealousy! 

Look hycah, man, I ' ll fight you, 
Don't you fool wid me I 

PARTED 

De breeze is blowin' 'cross de bay, 
My lady, my lady; 

De ship hit leks me far away, 
l\ly lady, my lady. 

Ole Mas' done sol' me down de stream; 
Dey tell me 'lain't so bad 's hit seem, 

i\ly lady, my lady. 

0' co'se I knows dal you 'll be true, 
My lady, my lady ; 

But den l do' know whut lo do, 
J\fy lady, my lady. 

l knowed some day we'd have to pa't, 
But den hit put' nigh breaks my hea 't, 

My lady, my lady. 

De day is long, de night is black, 
My lady, my lady ; 

l know you'll wait twell I come back, 
My lady, my lady. 

I ' ll stan' de ship, I'll stan' de chain, 
But I ' ll come back, m}' darlin' J ane, 

My lady, my lady. 

• 

' 
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Jes' wait, j cs' l>' lic' c in whut I say, 
i\ly lady, my lady; 

D'ain'l nothin' <lat kin keep me 'way, 
i\ly lady, my lady. 

A man's a man, an' lo\' e is love ; 
God knows ouah hca'ts, my little dove ; 
lle'll he'p us f 'om his th 'one above, 

i\ly lady, my lady. 

TEMPTATION 

I done got 'uligion, honey, an' l 's happy 
ez a king ; 

Evahthing I see erboul mc's jes' lak sun-
shine in de spring; , 

An' it seems lak I do' wan t lo do anothah 
. blessid thing 

But jes' run an' tell de neighbors, an' to 
shout an' pray an' sing. 

I done shuk my fis' at Satan, an' l 's gin 
de worl' my back; 

I do' ,\•ant no hendrin' causes now a-both · 
' rin ' in my track ; 

Fu' l's on my way to glory, an' I feels too 
sho' to miss. 

W'y, dey ain't no use in sinnin' when 
'uligion's sweet ez dis. 

Talk erbout a man backslidin' w'en he's 
on de gospel way ; 

No, suit , I done beat de debbi l, an' Temp· 
talion's los' de day. 

Gwine to keep my eyes right straight up, 
gwine to shet my eahs, an' see 

Whut ole projick Mistah Satan's gwine to 
try to wuk on me. 

Listen, whul <lat soun' I hyeah dah? ' tain' t 
no one commence to sing ; 

It's a fidclle; git erway dah ! don' you 
hyeah dat blessid thing? 

\V'y, dat's sweet ez drippin' honey, 'cause, 
you knows, l draws de bow, 

An' when music's sho' ' nough music, I's 
de one dat's sho' to know. 

W'y, l's done de double shuffie, twell a 
body couldn't res', 

J es' a-hyeahin' Sam de fiddlah play dat 
chune his level bes' ; 
14 

l could cut a mighty caper, I could gin a 
mighty fling 

Jes' right now, l 's mo' dan sutta in I could 
cut de pigeon wing. 

Look hyeah, whut's dis l 's been snyin'? 
whut on urf's tuk holt o' me ? 

Dat ole music come nigh runnin' my 'uligion 
up a tree I 

Cleah out wif dn t dnh ole fiddle, don' you 
try dat trick agin ; 

Didn't think I could be tempted, but you 
lak to made me sin ! 

POSSUM TROT 

l ' ve journeyed ' roun' consid'able, a·seein' 
men an' things, 

An' I' ve learned a little of the sense that 
meetin' people brings ; 

But in spite of a ll my travelin', an' of all 
I think I know, 

I've got one notion in my head, that I can't 
git to go ; 

An' it is that the folks I meet in any other 
spot 

Ain't half so good as them I knowed back 
home in Possum Trot. 

I know you've never heerd the name, it 
ain't a famous place, 

An' I reckon cf you'd search the map you 
couldn't find a trace 

Of any sich locality as this I've named to 
you; 

But never mind, I know the place, an' I 
love it dearly, too. 

It don't make no pretensions to bein' great 
or fine, 

The circuses don't come that way, they 
ain't no railroad line. 

It ain't no great big city, where the 
schemers plan an' plot, 

But j est a little settlement, this place called 
Possum Trot. 

But don't you think the folks that lived in 
that outlandish place 

W ere ignorant of all the things that go for 
sense or grace. 



THE LIFE AND WORKS 

Why, there was H:i.nnah Dyer, you may 
search this tecmin' earth 

An' never find a sweeter girl, er one o' 
greater worth ; 

An' Uncle Abner Williams, a-leanin' on 
his staff, 

It seems like I ki n hear him talk an' hear 
his hearty laugh. ' 

His heart was big an' cheery as a sunny 
acre lot, 

Why, that's the kind o' fo lks we had down 
there at Possum Trot. 

Good times? \Yell, now, to suit my 
taste,- an' I 'm some hard to suit -

There ain't been no sich pleasure senc~, an' 
won't be none to boot 

\ Vith huskin' bees in H~rvest time, an' 
dances later on, 

An' singin' _school, an' taffy pulls, an' fun 
from mght till dawn. 

Revivals come in winter time baptizin's 
in the spring, ' 

You'd ~ught to seen those people shout, 
, 

1
an heercl 'cm pray an' sing; 

' ou cl ought to've heard ole Parson Brown 
a-throwin' gospel shot 

Among the saints an' sinners in the days 
of Possum Trot. 

We live up in the city now, my wife was 
bound to come ; 

I hea~ aroun' me day by day the endless 
stir an' hum. 

I reckon that it done me good, an' yet it 
done me harm, 

T hat oil was found so plentiful down there 
on my ole farm . 

\Ve've got . a new-styled preacher, our 
, c!1urch 1s new-styled, too, 

An I ve come down from what I knowed 
to rent a cushioned pew. 

But often when I'm settin' there it's fool-
ish, 1 ikc as not, ' 

To th ink of them ol' benches in the church 
at Possum Trot. 

I know that I'm ungrateful, an' s1ch 
thoughts must be a sin, 

But I find myself a wishin' that the times 
was back agin. 

With the huskin's an' the frolics an' the 
joys I used to know, ' 

\\Then I lived at the settlement, a doze n 
years ago. 

I don't feel this way often, I 'm scarcely 
ever glum, 

For life has taught me how to take her 
chances as they come. 

But now an' then my mind goes back to 
that ol' buryin' plot 

That holds the dust of s;mc I loved, down 
there at Possum Trot. 

DELY 

Jes' lak toddy wahms you thoo' 
Sets yo' haid a rcelin', 

l\!eks you ovah good and new, 
Dat's de way l 's feelin'. 

Seems to me hit's summah time, 
Dough hit's wintah reely, 

I's a feel in' jes' dat prime -
An' huh name is Dely. 

Dis hyeah love's a cu'rus thing, 
Changes 'roun' de season, 

l\!eks you sad or meks you sing, 
'Dout no urny reason. 

Sometimes I go mopin' 'roun', 
Den agin l 's lcapin'; 

Sperits allus up an' clown 
Even when l's sleepin'. 

Fu' de dreams comes to me den, 
An' dey keeps me pitchin', 

Lak de apple dumplin's w'en 
Bilin' in de kitchen. 

Some one sot to do me hahm, 
Tryin' to ovahcome me, 

Ketchin' Dely by de ahm 
So's to tek huh f'om me. 

Mon, you bettah b'lieve I fights 
(Dough hit's on'y scemin') ; 

l's a )iittin' fu' my rights 
Even w'cn l's drcamin'. 

But I'd let you have 'i:m all, 
Give 'em to you freely, 

Good an' bad ones, great an' small, 
So's you leave me Dely. 

. ' 

l 
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Dely got elem meltin' eyes, 
Big an' black an' tcndah. 

Dcly j es' a lady-size, 
Dclikit an ' slendah. 

Dcly brown ez brown kin be 
An' huh hajh is curly; 

Oh, she look so sweet to mc,
Bless de precious girlie ! 

Dcly brown cz brown ki n be, 
She ain' no mullattcr; 

She pure cullud,- don' you see 
Oat's jes' whut's de mattah? 

Oat's de why I love huh so, 
D' ain't no mix about huh, 

Soon's you see huh face you know 
D' ain't no chanst to doubt huh. 

Folks dcy go to chu'ch an' pray 
So's to git a blessin'. 

Oomph, dey bettah come my way, 
Dey could lu'n a lesson. 

Sabbaf day I don' go fu' 
J , ' es to see my pigeon· 

I j cs' sets an' looks at huh; 
Dat's enuff'uligion. 

BREAKING THE CHAR:.\1 

Caught Susanner whistlin' · well 
It's most nigh too good to tell. ' 
'Twould 'a' b'en too good to see 
Ef it hadn't b'cn fur me 
Comin' up ~o soft an' sly' 
That she d1dn' hear me nigh. 
I was pokin' 'round that day, 
A_n' ez I co~c down the way, 
First her whistle strikes my ears,
Then_ her gingham dress appears; 
So with soft step up l slips. 
Oh, them dewy, rosy lips! 
Ripe cz cherries, red an' round 
Puckered up to make the sound. 
She. w~s ,lookin' in the spring, 
\Vh1sthn to beat anything -
" Kitty Dale" er "In the 'sweet." 
I was jest so mortal beat 
That I can't quite ricoleck 
What the loon was but I 'speck 
'T ' was some hymn er other, fur 
1-1 ym ny things is jest like her. 
\\Tell she went on fur awhile 
With her face all in a smile, 

An' I never moved, but stood 
Stiller'n a piece o' wood -
' Vouldn't wink ncr wouldn 't stir, 
But a-gazin' right at her, 
Tell she turns an' sees me- my! 
Thought at firs t she'd try to fly. 
Hut she blushed an' stood her ground. 
Then, a-slyly lookin' round, 
She says: "Did you hear me, Ben? " 
"\Vhistlin' woman, crowin' hen," 
Says I, lookin' awful stern. 
Then the red commenced to burn 
In them cheeks o' hem. \ Vhy, la! 
Reddest red you ever saw -
Pineys wa'n't a circumstance. 
You'd 'a' noticed in a glance 
She was pow'rful shamed an' skeart; 
But she looked so sweet an' pcart, 
That a idee struck my head ; 
So I up an' slowly said: 
" \Yoman whistliu' brings shore harm, 
Jest one thing')) break the charm." 
"And what's that ? " "Oh, my l "says I, 
"I don't like to tell you." "\Vhy?" 
Says Susanner. "\Vell, you see 
It would kinder fall on me." 
Course I knowed that she'd insist,
So !"says : «You must be kissed 
By the man that heard you whistle ; 
E\·erybody says that this'll 
Break the charm and set you free 
From the threat'nin' penalty." 
She was blushin' fit to kill, 
But she answered, kinder still : 
" I don't want to have no harm, 
Please come, Ben, an' break the charm." 
Did I break that charm i'- oh, well, 
There's some things I mustn't tell . 
I remember, afierwhile, 
1-Ic_r a-sayin' with a _smile : 
"Oh, you quit,- you s.i.ssy dunce, 
You jest caught me whistlin' once." 
Ev'ry sence that when I hear 
Some one whistlin' kinder clear, 
I most break my neck to see 
E f it's Susy; but, dear me, 
I jest find I've b'en to chase 
Some blamed boy about the place. 
Dad's b'en noticin' my way, ' 
An' last night I heerd him say : 
"'Ve must send fur Dr. Glenn, 
Mother; somethin's wrong with Ben!" 
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HUNTI NG SONG 

T ek a cool night, good an' cleah , 
Skiff o' snow u pon de groun' ; 

J es' 'bout fall- time o' de yeah 
\V'en de leaves is dry an' b rown; 

T ek a dog an' tek a axe, 
T ek a lan tu'n in yo' han', 

Step light whah de sw itches cracks, 
Fu ' cley's hun tin' in de Ia n'. 

Down thoo de valleys an' ovah de hills, 
I n to <le woods whah de 'simmon- tree 

grows, 
\Vakin' an' skeerin' d e po' whippo'wi lls, 

11 untin' fu' coon an' fu' 'possum we 
goes. 
/ 

Blow dat ho'n dah loud an' strong, 
Call de dogs an' da'kies neah; 

Mek its music cleah a n' long , 
So de folks at home kin hyeah. 

Blow it t well de hills an' trees 
Sen's de echoes tumblin' back· 

Blow it twell d e back'ard breeze' 
Tells de folks we's o n de track. 

Coons is a-ramblin' an' 'possums is out; 
Look at dat dog; you could set o n his 

tail! 
Watch h im now-steady,-min'""-what 

you's about, 
Bless me, dat animal's got on de trail! 

Liste n to him ba'kin' now ! 
Dat means bus'ness, sho's you bo'n · 

Ef he's struck de scent I 'low ' 
Dat ere 'possum's sholy gone. 

Knowed dat dog fu' fo'teen yeahs, 
An' I nevah seed him fai l 

W'cn he sot elem flappin' eahs 
An' went off upon a trail. 

Rnn, Mistah 'Possum, an' run, Mistah 
Coon, 

No p lace is safe fu' yo' ramblin' to
night; 

Mas' gin' de lantu'n an' God gin de moon 
An' a long hunt gi ns a good appetite. ' 

Look hyeah, fo lks, you hyeah dat 
change? 

Dat ba'k is sha'per clan de res'. 
Dat ere soun' ain't nothin' strange,

lJat dog's talked his level bes '. 

Somep'n' 's treed, I know cle soun '. 
Dah now,-wha'd I tell you? sec ! 

Dat ere dog done run h im down ; 
Come hycah, he'p cut down db tree. 

Ah, Mistah 'Pos~um, we got you al l:ts'
Necdn ' t play <laid, laying clah on de 

groun ' ; 
Fros' an' de 'simmons has made you grow 

fas', -
\Von 'l he be fine when he's roasted up 

brown I 

., A LETTER 

DEAR Miss L UCY; I been t'inkin ' dat 
. I 'd write you long fo' dis, 

l3ut d is wri tin' 's mighty tcjous, an' you 
know jes' how it is. 

Hut l 's .got a li tt le lesure, so I teks my pen 
111 han' 

Fu' to let you know my fceli n's since I 
retched dis furrin' Ia n'. 

l 's r ight. wcl.l, l's g l_ad to tell you (dough 
dis cl11natc am't lo b lame), 

An ' I hopes w'en desc lines reach you, dat 
tley' ll fin ' yo'se'f de same. 

Cose l 'se fcelin' kin' o' homesick-dat's 
ez nachu l ez k in be, 

\ V'en a fell er's mo'n th'ee thousand m iles 
across dat awful sea. 

(Don ' t you let nobidy fool you 'bou t de 
ocean bein ' gran'; 

If you want to sec tie bil lers you jes' 
view elem f'om de Ian'.)' 

'Bout de people? We been t ' inkin' dat 
all white folks was alak ; 

But clese Engl ishmen is diffunt, an' cley's 
curus fu' a fac '. 

Fust, dey's heavier a n ' redder in dey 
make-up an' dey looks, 

An ' dey don't put salt nor pepper in a 
blesserl t'ing cley cooks! 

vV'en dey g in you good ol ' tu'nips, ca'ots, 
pa'snips, beets, an' sich, 

E f dey ai n ' t some one to tell you , you 
cain't 'stingui sh \\'hich is w hich. 

W'en I '!'ought l 'se eatin ' chicken-you 
may b'lievc dis hyeah 's a lie -

But de waiter beat me down <lat I was 
eat in' rabbit pie. 
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An' dey'd t' ink dat you was crazy- jes' n 
reg'lar ravin' loon, 

Ef you'd speak er bout a 'possum or a piece 
o' good ol' coon. 

0 hit's mighty nice, dis trav'lin', an' l's 
kin' o' glad I come. 

But, I reckon, now l 's willin' fu' to tek my 
way back home. 

I done sec de Crystal Palace, an' l 's 
hyeahd <ley string.band play, 

But I hasn't seen no banjos layin' nowhahs 
roun' dis way. 

Jes' gin ol' Jim Bowles a banjo, an' he'd 
not go very fu ', 

'Fo' he'd outplayed a ll <lcse fiddlers, wif 
dey Aourish and Jcy stir. 

Evahbiddy dat l 's met ,,·if has been 
monst'ous kin' an' good; 

But I t'ink I 'd lak it better to be down in 
Jones's wood, 

Where we ust to have sich frolics , Lucy, 
you an' me an' Nelse, 

Dough my appetite 'ud call me, ef dey 
wasn't nuffin else. 

I'd jes' lak lo have some sweet-pertaters 
roasted in de skin; 

l 's a-longin' fu' my chittlin's an' my mus-
' ~ar~ ?re~ns ergin i 

I s n-w1sh 111 fu some buttermi lk an' co'n 
braid, good an' hrown, ' 

An' a drap o' good ol' bourbon fu' to wash 
my feelin's clown! 

An' I 's comin' back to see you jes' as 
ehly as I kin, 

So you better not go spa'kin' wif dat 
wuffiess scoun'el Quin! 

\>Vell, I reckon, I mus' close now· write 
ez soon 's dis reaches you · ' 

Gi' my love to Sister l\Iancly an~ to Uncle 
Isham , too. 

Tell de folks I sen' 'em howdy ; gi n a k iss 
to pap an' mam ; 

Closin' I is, deah 1\Iiss Lucy, 
St ill Yo' Own True-Lovin' SAM. 

P. S. Ef you cain't mek out dis letter 
lay it by erpon de she'f, ' 

An' when I git home, I'll read it 
darlin', to you my own se'f. ' 

A CABIN TALE 

TH E YOU:\G MASTER ASKS FOR A STORY 

\Vhut you say, dah? huh , uh! chile, 
You's enough to dribc me wile. 
Want a sto'y; jes' hyeah dat ! 
Whah' 'II I git a sto'y at? 
Di'n' I tell you th'ee las' mght? 
Go 'way, honey, you ain't right. 
I got somep'n' else to do, 
'Cides jes' 1cllin' tales to you. 
T ell you jes' one ? Lem me see 
Whut dat one 's a·gwine to be. 
When you's ole, yo membry fails ; 
Seems lak I do' know no tales. 
Well, set down dah in dat cheer, 
Keep still ef you wants to hyeah. 
Tek dat chin up off yo' ha.n's, 
Set up nice now. Goodness Ian's! 
Ho!' yo'se'f up lak yo' pa. 
Bet nobidy evah saw 
Him scrunched down lak you was den 
I-Iigh-tone boys meks high-tone men. 

Once dey was a ole black bah, 
Used to live 'roun' hyeah somewhah 
In a cave. He was so big 
He could ca'y off a pig 
Lak you picks a chicken up, 
Er yo' leetles' bit o' pup. 
An' he had two gread big eyes, 
Jes' erbout a saucer's size. 
Why, dey looked lak balls o' fiah 
Jumpin' 'roun' crpon a wiah 
W'cn dat bah was mad; an' laws! 
But you ought to seen his paws! 
Did I see em ? How you 'spec 
l 's a-gwine to ricollec' 
Dis hyeah ya'n I's try'n' to spin 
Ef you keeps on puttin' in? 
\' ou keep still an' don't you cheep 
Less I'll sen' you off to sleep. 
Dis hyeah bah'd go trompin' 'roun' 
Eatin' evahlhing he foun'; 
No one couldn' t have a fa'm 
But <lat bah 'u'd do 'em ha'm ; 
And dey could n't ketch de scamp. 
Anywhah he wan'ed to tramp, 
Dah de scoun 'el 'cl mek his track, 
Do his du't an' come on back. 
He was sich a sly ole limb, 
Traps was jes' Ink fun to him. 



THE LIFE AND \!VORKS 

Now, llow n neah whah Mistah Bah 
Lived, dey was a weasel dah ; 
But dey wasn' t fren 's a-tall 
Case de weasel was so small. 
An' de bah 'u'cl , jes' fu' sass, 
Tu'n his nose up w'en he'd pass. 
Weasels's small o' cose, but my! 
Dem air animiles is sly. 
So dis hyeah one says, says he, 
"I' ll jes' fix <lat bah, you see." 
So he fixes up his plan 
An' hunts up de fa'merma n. 
When de fa'mer see him come, 
He 'mence lookin' mighty glum, 
An' he ketches up a stick ; 
But de weasel speak up quick: 
" Ho!' on, Mistah Fa'mei:. man, 
I wan' 'splain a little plan.· 
Ef you waits, I'll tell you whah 
An' jes' how to Retch ol' Bah. 
B~t I tell you now you mus' 
Gm me one fat chicken fus'." 
Den de man he scratch his haid 
Las' he say, " I ' ll mek de trade,:' 
So de weasel et his hen, 
Smacked his mouf and says," \Veil, den, 
Set yo' trap an' bait ternight, 
An' I ' ll ketch de bah a ll right." 
Den he ups a n' goes to see 
Mistah Bah, an' says, says he: 
" Well, fren' Bah, we ai1t't been fren's 
'But ternight ha'd feelin' 'en's. ' 
Er you ain't too proud to steal 
We kin git a splendid meal. ' 
Cose I wouldn't come to you 

· But it mus' be done by two·' 
Hit's a trap, but we kin beat 
All dey tricks a n' gi t de meat." 
"Cose l's wif you," says de bah, 
"Come on, weasel, show me whah." 
Well, dey trots erlong ontwell 
Oat air meat beginned to smell 
In de trap. Den weasel say : 
"N?w you put yo' paw dis way 
\ Vhile I hol' de spring back so, 

1 Den you grab de meat an' go." 
Well , de bah he had to grin 
Ez he put his big paw in, 
Den he juked up, but-kerbing ! 
\Veasel done let go de spring. 
" Dah now," says de weasel, "clah, 
I done cotchcd you, Mi.stah Bah ! " 

0 da t bah d id sno 't and spout, 
T ry' n' his bestes' to git out, 
But de weasel say, " Goo'-bye ! 
\Veasel small, but weasel sly." 
Den he tu'ncd his back an' run 
T oi' de fa' mer whut he done. 
So de fa'mer come down dah, 
Wif a axe and k illed de bah. 

Dah now, ain't da t sto'y fine ? 
Run crlong now, nevah min'. 
\Vant some mo', you rascal, you? 
No, suh ! no, suh ! dat'll do. 

VffllSTLI N G SAi\I 

I has hyeahd o' people dancin' an' l 's 
hyeahd o ' people singin'. 

An' l's been 'roun' lots of othah~ <lat cou ld 
keep de banjo ringin'; 

But of all de whistlin' da'kics d:it have 
lived an' died since H am, 

De whistlin'est l cvah seed was ol' Ike 
Bates's Sam. 

In de kitchen er de stable, in de fie!' er 
mowin' hay, . 

You could hyeah dat boy a-whistlin ' pu'ty 
nigh a mile erway,-

l'uck'rin' up his ugly features 't well you 
couldn 't see his eyes, · 

Den you'd hyeah a soun ' lak d is un rom 
dat awful puckah rise : 

-l:jf' er P r til nu etl 

- r cq r ·sr1r r n1;;_ J rlriHJ 
When dey had revival meetin' an' de 

Lawd's good grace was flowin' 
On de groun' <lat needed wat'rin' whaih de 

seeds of good was growin', 
'While de othahs was a-singin' an' a-shoutin' 

right a n' !er, 
You could hyeah dat boy a-whistlin' kin' 

o' sof' beneaf his bref: 

f 

t 

-------- ----"-------- ~- I 
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aji: it i.JJ I ; l. ;p9% I ~ "II 
~1-1 J } } J' ] Q When de cruel l\'ah was ovah an' de boys 
-- - come ma'chin' back, 
At de call fu ' colo'ed soldiers, Sam en- Dey. was shouts an' cries an ' blessin's all 

listed ' mong de res' erlong dey happy track , 
\Viel de blue o' Gawcl's great ahmy wropped An' de da'k ies nil was happy; souls an' 

about his swell in' breas', bodies bofe was freed. 
An' he laITcd an' whistled loudah in his \Vhy, hit seemed lak de Redeemah mus' 

youITul joy a n' glee 'a' been on c:arf indeed. 
Dat de govamcnt would let him he'p to Dey was gethahed all one cvenin' jes' befo' 

111ek his people free. de cabin do', 
Daih was lots o' ti cs to bin' h im, pappy, \Vhen dey hyeahd somebody whistlin' k in ' 

mammy, an' his Dinah, - o' sof' an' sweet an' low. 
Dinah , min' you, was hi5 swccthca't, an' Dey could n't see de whistlnh , but de hymn 

dey wasn't nary finah ; was clcah and ca'm, 
But he Ier 'cm all, I tell you, lak a king An' dey all stood daih a-listenin' ontwell 

he ma'ched away, Dinah shouted, " Sam!" 
T ry'n' hi s level bes' to whistle, happy, An' dey seed a little da'ky way off yandnh 

solemn, choky, gay : thoo de trees 
:i Wid his. face all in a puckah mekin' jes' 
~ 9 t c c I r J 41121 1j¥p . s ich soun's ez dese: "' • 
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t~?JJ'/J'J"litt~~ 
To de front he went an' bravely fough t de 

foe an' kep' his sperrit, 
An' his comerds said his whistle made 'em 

strong when dey could hyeah .it. 
When a saber er a bullet cut some frien' 

o' his'n down, 
An' de time 'u'd come to trench h im an' 

de boys 'u'd gethah 'roun' , 
An' dey couldn't sta't a hymn-tune, mebbe 

none o' dem 'u'd keer, 
Sam 'u'd whistle " Sleep in Jesus," a n ' he 

knowed de Mastah 'cl hyeah. 
I n de camp, all sad discouraged, he would 

cheer de hca'ts of all , 
When above de soun' of labor dey could 

hyeah his whistle call : 

, HOW LUCY BACKSLID 

De times is mighty stirrin' 'mong d'! people 
~ ui> ouah way, 
Dey 'spu tin' an' dey nrgyin' an' fussin' 

night an' day; . 
An' all dis monst'ous trouble dat Int meks 

me' tiahed to tell 
I s 'bout dat Lucy Jackson dat was sich a 

mighty belle. 

She was de preachah's favored, an' he to!' 
de chu'ch one night 

Dat she traveled thoo de cloud o' sin 
n-bearin' o f a light; 

But, now, I 'low he t'inkin' dat she mus' 
'a' los' huh lamp, 

Case Lucy clone bnckslided an' dey trouble 
in de camp. 



THE LIFE AND \VORKS 

11 uh daddy wants to beat huh, but huh 
mammy da.ihs him to, 

Fu' she lookin' at de question f'om a 
ooman's pinto' view ; 

J\n' she say dat now she would n' t have it 
diff'ent ef she cou ld ; 

Uat huh darter only acted jes' lak any 
othah would. 

Cose you know w'en women argy, dcy is 
mighty easy led 

By cley hea'ts an' don't go foolin' ' bout de 
reasons of de haid. 

So huh mammy laid de law down (she 
ain' reckernizin ' wrong), 

llut you got to mek erlowance fu ' de cause 
dat go along. 

Now de cause <lat made Miss L ucy fu' to 
th 'ow huh g race away 

l's afeard won't qaih no 'spection w'e n hit 
come to jedgement day; 

Do' de same t'i ng b een a-wo'kin' evah · 
sence de worl' bcgan,-

Dc ooman disobeyin' fu' to 'ticc along a 
man. 

Ef you ' tended de revivals which we held 
de wintah pas', 

You kin rickolec' <lat convuts was a ·comin' 
thick an' fas' ; 

But dey a in ' t no use in talk in', dcy was all 
lcf' in de lu 'ch 

\V'cn ol' Mis' Jackson's dartah faun ' huh 
peace an' tuk de chu'ch. 

\V'y, she shouted ovah evah inch of Eben
ezah's flo ' ; 

Up into de preachah's pu lpit an' f'om dah 
down to de do' ; 

Den she hugged an' squeezed huh mammy, 
an' she hugged an' ki ssed huh clad , 

An' she struck out at huh sistah, people 
said, lak she was mad. " 

I has 'tended some revivals dat was lively 
in my day, . 

An' l's seed fo lks gtt 'uligion in mos' cvah 
kin' o ' way; 

But I te ll you, an' you b' lieve me dat l's 
speakin' true indeed, 

Dat gal tuk huh 'ligion ha'dah clan de 
ha'dest yit I's seed. 

\\"ell, f 'om dat, 'twas " Sistah J ackson , 
won't you pica c do di~ er Jat ? •· 

She mus' a llus sta't de sing in' w 'en dcy'd 
pass errou n' de hat, 

An ' hit seemed dcy wasn' t nuffin ' in <lat 
chu 'ch <lat could go by 

'Daul s istah Lucy Jackson h ad a finger in 
de pie. 

But de sayin' mighty trufcful dat hit casinh 
to sa il 

\\"'en de sea is ca'm an ' ge ntle cla n to 
wcathah out a gale. 

Dat's wh ut made dis oom:rn 's t rouble; cf 
de sto'm had kep' away, 

She 'd 'a' had enoug h 'uligion fu' to lasted 
out huh day. 

Lucy went wid ' Lishy Davis, but w'en she 
jincd chu 'ch, you know 

Dah was lots o' little places dat, of case, 
she couldn't go ; 

A n ' she had to gin up d ancin' :rn ' huh 
sing in' an' huh play.-

Now h it 's nachul dat sich goin's-on 'u'cl 
drive a man away. 

So, w'en Lucy got so solemn, I ke he ~tn'ted 
fu' to go 

\V ici a gal who was a sinnnh nn' could mck 
a bettah show. 

Lucy j es' went on to mcetin' lak sh e didn't 
kecr a rap, 

But my 'spcruncc kep' ml! t ' inkin' dnh wns 
somep'n' gwinc to drap. 

Fu' a gal won't let 'uligion er no othah 
so'l o' t'ing 

Stop huh w'en she tck s n notion dat she 
wants a wcddm' ring. 

You kin p 'omise h uh de blcssin 's o f n happy 
nftah life 

(An' hit's nice to be a a ngel), but she'd 
ravah be a wife. 

So w'en Christmas come a n' mastah gin :t 
frolic on de lawn, 

Didn't 'sprise me not de littlest secin' Lucy 
lookin' on. 

An' I seed a w a 'nin' lightnin ' go a-llashin' 
f'om huh eye . 

J est cz 'Lishy an' his ne w gal went :t-galh
vantin' by. 

l 
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An' d at Tildy, um ph ! she g iggled, nn' she 
gin huh dress a flirt 

L"lk de people she was passin ' was cz com
mon cz de di rt ; 

An' de minit she was dancin', w'y dat gal 
put on mo' ailis 

Dan a cat a-tekin' kittens up n paih o' 
windin' staihs. 

She could 'fo'd to show huh sma' tncss, fu' 
she couldn't hc'p but know 

Dat wid jcs' de present dancahs she was 
ownah of d e Ao' ; 

But I t'ink she'd kin' o' cooled down cf 
she hnppcncd on de sly 

Fu' to noticed <lat 'er e Iightnin' dat I seed 
in Lucy's eye. 

An' she wouldn't been so 'stonishcd w'en 
de people gin a shout, 

An' Lucy th'owed huh mantle back an' 
come a-glidin' out. 

Some nhms was dah to tek huh an' she 
lluttnhcd down de flo' 

Lnk a fcddah f'om a bcdtick w 'cn de win' 
commence to blow 

Soon ns Tildy see de trouble, she jc~' tu'n 
an' toss huh haicl, 

Bu t seem lak she las' huh sperrit, all huh 
dnrin'ness was daid. _ 

Didn ' t cut anothah capah nary time de 
blessid night ; 

13ut de othah one, hi t looked lak couldn't 
git enough delight. 

W'en you keeps a colt a ·stan ' in' in de 
stnblc all nlong, 

W'en he do gi t out h it's nachul h e'll be 
pullin' mighty strong. • 

Ef you will tie up yo' fcelin's, hycnh's de 
bes' advice to tck, , 

Look out fu ' an awful loosin' w'en de string 
clat hol's 'em brek. 

Lucy's mammy groaned to see huh, an' 
huh pappy sto'med an' to', 

But she kcp' right on a-hol'in' to de ccntah 
of de flo'. 

So dcy went an' ast de pnstoh cf he 
couldn' t mek huh quit, 

But de tellin' of de sto'y th'owed cle 
preachah in a fi t. 

Ti ldy Taylor chewed huh hank'cher twell 
she'd chewed it in a hole,-

,\ II de sinnahs was rcjoicin ' 'cause a lamb 
had !cf' de fol', 

An' de las' I seed o' L ucy, she an' ' Lish 
was side an ' side : 

I don' t blame de gal fu' da ncin', an' I 
couldn't c f I tried. 

Fu' de men dat wants to ma 'y ain't 
n-g rowin' 'roun ' on trees, 

An de gal dat wants to git one sholy hn · 
to try to please. 

Hit's a ba'd t ' ing fu ' a ooman fu' to prny 
an' jes' set down, 

An' to sacafice a husban ' so's to try to 
gain a crown. 

Now, I don' say she was justified in fol 
lowin' huh plan ; 

llut nldough she las' huh ' ligion, yit she 
sholy got d e man. 

L"ltah on, w'cn she issuttain dnt de prcnch
nh's made 'em fas' 

She kin jcs' go back to chu'ch an' nx fu'
giveness fu ' de pas' ! 

T O THE ROAD 

Cool is the wind, for the summer is waning, 
Who's fo r the road ? 

Sun-flecked nnd soft, where the dead lea ,·cs 
arc raining, 

Who's for the road ? 
Knapsack and a lpenstock press hand and 

shoulder, 
Prick of the brier nnd roll of the boulder ; 
This be your lot till the season grow older ; 

Who's for the road ? 

Up and away in the hush of the morning, 
Who's for the road ? -

Vagabond he, nil conventions a-scorning, 
\Vl10's for the road ? 

Music of warblers·so merrily singing, . 
Drnughts from the rill from the roads1cle 

upspringing, 
Ncctnr of grnpcs from the vines lowly 

swingi ng, 
These on the road. 



T H E LIFE AND WORKS 

Now every house is a hut or a hovel, 
Come to the road: 

Mankind and moles in the dark love to 
grovel, 

But to the road. 
Throw off the loads that :ire bending you 

double; 
Love is for life, only labor is trouble; 
T ruce to the town, whose best gift is a 

bubble: 
Come lo the road ! 

TWO LITTLE BOOTS 

In reading this touching little poem, one 
is constr:iined lo compare it with Eugene 
F ield's " Little Boy Blue "- the s:ime sen. 
timent, the s:ime :ippeal to the world's 
heart which loves a baby and mourns its 
death-but there is a difference. Field 
wrote of a white baby who played with a 
little tin soldier and other toys- while 
Dunbar's "two little boots" belonged to 
some black woman's po' little lam'. Both 
are universal, each has its own specia l ap
plication, and the stanzas add one more 
argumeut to Dunbar's burden of proof that 
the negro is " more human than African." 

T wo little boots all rough an' wo ', 
Two little boots! 

Laws, l 's kissed 'cm times befo;. 
Dese little boots ! 

Seems de toes a-peepin' thoo 
Dis hyeah hole an' sayin" Boo I " 
Evah time dey looks at you -

Dese little boots. 

l\fembah de time he put 'em on, 
Dcse little boots ; 

R iz an' called fu ' 'em by dawn, 
Dese little boots ; 

Den he tromped de livelong day, 
Laffin' in his happy way, 
Evaht'ing he had to say, 

"My little boots ! " 

K ickin' de san' de whole day long, 
Dem li ttle boots; 

Good de cobblah made 'em strong, 
Dem little boots! 

Rocks was fu' <lat baby's use, 
I 'on had to stan ' abuse 
\V'en you tu'ncd dcse champccns loose, 

Dese little boots ! 

Ust to make de ol' cat cry, 
Desc little boots ; 

Den you walked it migh ty high, 
Proud little boots ! 

Ahrns akimbo, stan'in' wide, 
Eyes a-sayin' "Dis is pride! " 
Den de manny-baby stride I 

You little boots. 

Somehow, you don' seem so gay, 
Po' little boots, 

Sence yo' ownah went crway, 
Po' little boots ! 

Yo' bright tops don' look so red, 
Dese hrass tips is dull an' dead ; 
" Goo'· by," whut de baby said ; 

Dcah little boots ! 

Ain 't you kin ' o' sad yo'se' f, 
You little boots ? 

Dis is a ll his mammy's le f ' , 
Two little boots. 

Sence huh baby gone an' died, 
H eav'n itsc' f hit seem to hide 
Des a little bit inside 

Two little boots. 

I N MAY 

Oh, to have you in May, 
To walk with you under the trees, 

Dreaming throughou t the day, 
Drinking the wine-like breeze, 

Oh, it were sweet to think 
That May should be ours again, 

H oping it not, I shrink, 
Out of the s ight of men. 

May brings the flowers to bloom, • 
It brings the green leaves to the tree, 

And the fatally sweet perfume, 
or what you once were lo me. 

O ESE LITTLE BOOTS 



COME ON W ALKI N' Wm ME, Lucy 
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A S PRI ::-IG WOOI NG 

Come on \\'alkin' wid me, Lucy ; ' tain't no 
time to mope erroun' 

\ V'cn de sunshine's shoutin' g lory in de 
sky, 

An ' de little Johnny-Jump-Ups's jes' 
a-spri ngi n' f'om de groun', 

Den a-look in' roun' to ax each othah w'y. 
'Don' you hycah dem cows a-mooin' ? 

Dat's dey howdy to de spring; 
Aiu' dey lookin' most oncommon satis

fied? 
Hit's enough to mek a body wnnt to spread 

dey mouf nn' sing 
Jes' to see de critters all so spa'klin '· 

eyed. 

\V'y <lat squir ' l <lat jes' run past us, cf I 
didn' know his tricks, 

I could swa ih he'd got 'uligion jes' to
day; 

An' dem liza'ds slippin' back an' fofe 
ermong de stones an' sticks 

Is a-wigglin' 'cause dey fee l so awful gay. 
Oh, I see yo' eyes a-shinin' dough you try 

to mek me b'Jieve 
Dat you ain' so monst'ous happy 'cnuse 

you come; 
But I tell you dis hyeah wcalhah meks it 

moughty ha'd to 'ceive 
Ef a body's soul ain' blin' an' deef an' 

dumb. 

Robin whistlin' ovah yandah ez he buil' 
his little nes' ; 

\Vhut you reckon <lat he sayin' to his 
mate? 

lle's a sayin' dat he love huh in de wo'ds 
she know de bes', 

An' she lookin' moughty pleased at whut 
he state. 

Now, Miss Lucy, dat ah robin sholy got 
his sheer o' sense, 

An' de hen-bird got huh mothah-wit fu' 
true; 

So I t'ink ef you'll ixcuse me, fu' I do' 
mean no erfence, 

Dey's a lesson in dem 
0

birds fu' me an' 
you. 

l 's a-buil'in' o' my cabin, an' l 's vines 
erbove de do' 

Fu' to kin' o ' g in it sheltah f 'om de sun· 
Gwinc to have a little k itchen wid a reg 'la; 

wooden flo' , 
An' dey'll be a back veranc!y w'en hit's 

done. 
l 's a-waitin' fu' you, Lucy, tek de 'zample 

o' de birds, 
Dat's a-lovin' an' a·matin' evahwhaih. 

I cain' tell you dat I loves you in de robin 's 
music wo'ds, 

But my cabin's talkin' fu' me ovah 
thaih ! 

J OGGIN' ERLONG 

De da'kest hour, dey allus say 
Is des' belo' de dawn, ' 
.But it's moughty ha'd a-waitin• · 
\V'ere de night goes frownin' on· 
A 

J ., J 
n 1t s moughty ha'd a-hopin' 

\V 'en de clouds is big an' black 
An' all de t' ings you's waited f~' 
H as failed, er gone to wmck-
But des' keep on a joggin' wid a little bit 

o' song, 
De mo'n is allus brightah w'en de night's 

been long. 

Dey's lots o' knocks you's got to tek 
Befo' yo' journey's done·, 
An' dey's times w'en you'll be wishin' 
Dat de weary race was run; 
\V'en you want to give up tryin' 
An' des' float erpon de wave, 
\\Pen you don't feel no mo' sorrer 
E z you t'ink erbout de g rave -
Den, des' keep on a-jogg in' wid a little 

bit o' song, 
De mo'n is allus brightah w'en de night's 

been long. 

De whup-lash sting a good deal mo' 
De back hit's knowed befo', 
An' de burden's allus heavies' 
Whaih hits weights has made a so'; 
Dey is times w'en tribulation 
Seems to g it de uppah han' 
An' to whip de weary trav'lah 
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'Twell he-ain ' t got strc n'th to stan' -
But des' keep on a-joggin' wid a lntle bit 

o' song, 
D e mo'n is all us briglttah w'en de night's 

been long. 

rnrn,~illS 

\ Vhat dreams we have aml how they Ay 
Like rosy clouds across the ~ky ; 

Of wea lth, of fame, of sure success, 
or love that comes lo cheer and bless ; 

And how they wither, how they fade, 
T he waning wealth , the j ilting jade -

T he fam l! that fo r a moment g leams, 
Then flies forever,- d reams, ah

dreams ! 

0 Lurning doubt a nd long regret, 
0 tears \\' ith which our eyes are wet, 
Heart-t_hrob~, heart-aches, the glut of 

pain, 
The sombre cloud, the bitter rain, 

You were not of those dreams- ah! well 
Your fu ll fruit ion who can tell ? ' 

Wealth, fame, and love, ah ! Jove that 
bea ms 

Upon our souls, all d reams-ah! 
drea ms. 

THE T RYST 

De night creep ~own erlong de Ian ', 
De shadders nse an' shake, 

De frog is sta'tin ' up his ban', 
De cricket is awake ; 

My wo'k is mos' nigh done, Celes' 
T o-night I won't be late, ' 

l 's hu'yi n' thoo my level bes', 
Wait fu ' me by de gate. 

De moekin'-uird ' II sen' his glee 
A-thrillin' thoo and thoo, 

I know dat ol' magnolia-tree 
Is smellin' des' fu' you; 

De jessamine ersicle de road 
l s bloomin' rich an' white, 

:\ly hea't's a-th 'obbin' 'cause it knowed 
You'd \\'ait fu' me to-night. 

H it'" lonesnme, ain't it , stan'in' thaih 
\\' id no one nigh to talk? 

L:ut ai n' t dcy whispahs i11 de a1h 
Erlang <le gyahden walk ? 

Don't. somcp'11' kin' o ' call my name, 
An say " he Juve you ucs'"? 

Hit's true, I wants to say de sa me, 
So wait fu' me, Celcs'. 

Sing so.mep'n' fu ' to pass de time, 
Outs111g de niockin'·bird, 

You got <le music an' de rhym!! , 
You IJeat him wid de word. 

l 's comin' now, my wo'k is done, 
De hour has come fu' res', 

I 11·ants to fly , bu t only run -
\\'ait fu' me, <leah Celcs'. 

A P LEA 

T reat me nice, Miss Mandy Ja ne, 
T reat me nice. 

Dough my Jove has tu' ne<l my brain, 
Treat me nice. 

I ai n't done a l'ing to shame, 
Lovahs all ac's jes' de same : 
Don't you know we ain ' t to blame ? 

Treat me nice ! 

Cose I know l 's talkin' wi ld ; 
Treat me nice ; 

I cain' t talk no bettah, ch ild, 
Treat me nice; 

\Vhut a pusson gwine to do, 
\\"en he come a-cou'tin' you 
All a-trimblin ' thoo and thoo ? 

Please be nice. 

Reckon l mus' go de pa f 
Othahs do : 

Lovahs lingah, ladies la ff; 
Mebbe you 

Do' mean all the things you say, 
An' pu'haps some latah day 
\V'en l baig you ha'd, you may 

Treat me nice ! 

TH E DOVE 

Out of the sunshine ancl out of the heat, 
Out of the dust bf the g ri my street, 
A song fluttered down in the form of a 

clove, 
And it bore me a message, the one word -

Love ! 

, 
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Ah, I was toiling, a nd oh, I was sad : 
I had forgotten the way to be glad. 
Now, smiles for my sadness and for my 

toil , rest 
Since the dove flutte red dow n to its home 

in my breast ! 

A WARM DAY I N WINTER 

"Sunshine on de medders, 
Greenness on de way; 

Dal's de bles~ed reason 
l sing all de day." 

Look hycah ! W hut you axi n'? 
\Vlmt meks me so merry? 

'Spec! to see me sighin' 
\V'en hit's wa'm in Febawary ? 

' Long de stake an' r ider 
Seen a robin set ; 

\V'y, hit 'mence a-thawin ', 
Groun' is monst'ous wet. 

Den you stan' dah wond'rin', 
Look in' skeert a n' stary ; 

I 's a right to caper 
\V'en hit's wa 'm in Febawary. 

Missis gone a-drivin' , 
Mastah gone. to shoot; 

Ev' ry da'ky lazin' 
In de sun to boot. 

Qua'tah 's moughty pleasant, 
Hangin' ' roun' my ::\[ary; 

Cou'tin' boun' lo pro~pah 
W'en hit's wa' m in Feb:iwary . 

Cidah look so pu'ty 
Po' in ' !'om de j ug

Don' you see it's happy? 
H yeah it laffin\-glug ? 

Now's de time fu ' people 
Fu' to try a n' bury 

All dey grief an' sorrer, 
\ V'en hit's wa'm in Febawary. 

Sl\OWI N' 

Dey is snow upon de meddahs, dey is 
snow upon de hill, 

An' de little branch's wat:ihs is all glis
tenin' an' still ; 

De win' goes roun' de cabin lak a sperrit 
\V:tn'crin' 'roun', 

An' de chillen sh:ikes an' shivahs as dey 
listen to de soun '. 

Dey is hick'ry in de fiahplace, whah de 
blaze is risin' high, 

But de heat it meks ain 't wa'min ' up de 
gray clouds in de sky. . 

Now an' den I des peep outsale, den I 
hurries to de do', 

Lawd a mussy on my body, how I wish it 
wouldn't snow! 

I kin st:in' de hottes' summah, I kin stan' 
de ,,·ettes' fall , 

I k in stan' de chilly springtime in de 
ploughland, but dat's :ill; 

F u' de ve'y hottes' fiah ncvah tells my 
skin a t'ing, . , , 

\V'en de snow commence a-Aym , an de 
win' begin to sing. 

Dey is plenty wood erroun' us, an' I chop 
an' tote it in, . . , . , 

But de t'oughts dat l's a t'mkm wl11le l s 
wo'kin' is a sin. 

I kin keep fom downright swahin' all de 
time l 's on de go, , , 

But my hea'l is full o' cuss-wo'ds w en J s 
lrampin' thoo de snow. 

W hnt you say, you L ishy Davis, clat you 
sec a possum's tracks? f r ' 

Look hyeah , boy, you stop yo' 00 111
' 

bring ol' Spot, an' bring de ax. 
Is I col'? Go way, now, :'l!andy, what you 

t'ink l 's made of?-sho, , . . , 
\V'y dis win' is des ez gentle, an chs am 1 

no kin' o' snow. 1 1 cz de 
Dis hycah weathah's des ez hea t iy 

wa 'mest summah clays. d · ·1 on woo All you chillen step up hve!Y• P1 e 
an' keep a blaze. d •5 \Vhat's de use o' gillin' skeery case ey 
snow upon de groun'? . d cf cle)•'s 

Huh-uh, I's a reg'lar snowbir 
any possum 'roun'. 
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Go on, Spot, don' be so foolish; don' you 
sec de signs 0 1 feet. 

'What you howlin' fu'? Keep still, suh, 
cosc de col' is putty sweet; 

But we gain' out on bu~'ncss, an' hit's 
bus'ness 0 1 de kin ' 

Dat mus' put a dog an' dahky in a happy 
frame o' min'. 

Yes, you's col'; I know it, Spotty, but you 
des stay close to me, 

An' I 'll mek you hot cz cotton w'cn we 
strikes de happy tree. 

No, I don' lak wintah weathah, an' I 'd 
wush 't uz allus June, 

Et it wasn't fu' de trackin' o' de possum 
an' de coon. 

KEEP A SONG UP ON DE \VAY 

Mr. Dunbar was not one of those who 
do not "practice · what they preach." 
Through all his troubles and trials, 
through all his ill health and consequent 
suffering he was always noted for his 
cheerfulness, his love of fun, and his op
t11111sm. Indeed his very presence de· 
noted lh;it he was trying, at least, to 
"Keep a Song Up on de Vvay." 

Oh, de clouds is mighty heavy 
An' de rain is mighty thick; 

Keep a song up on de way. 
An' de waters is a rumblin' 
On de boulders in de crick, 

Keep a song up on de way. 
Fu' a bird ercross de road 
Is a-singin' lak he knowed 
D at we people didn't daih 
Fu' to try de rainy aih 

Wid a song up on de way. 

What's de use o' gittin' mopy, 
Case de weather ain' de bes' ! 

K eep a song up on de way. 
\¥'en de rain is fallin' ha'des' , 
D ey's de longes' time to res'; 

Keep a song up on de way. 
Dough de plough's a-stan'in' still 
Dey'll be watah fu' de mill, 
Rain mus' come ez well ez sun 
'Fo' de weathah's wo'k is done, 

K eep a song up on de way. 

\V'y hit's nice to hyeah de showahs 
Fallin' dow n ermong de t rees : 

Keep a song up on de way. 
Ef de birds don' bothah 'bout it, 
But go singin' lak dcy please, 

Keep a song up on de way. 
You do n' s 'posc l 's gwinc to sec 
Dem ah fow ls do mo' da n me? 
No, suh, l ' ll des chase dis frown, 
An' aldough de rain fall dow n, 

Keep a song up on de way. 

THE TURN ING OF TIIE BABIES 
I N TIIE BED 

\ \Ionian's sho' a cur'ous critter, an' dey 
ain' t no doubt in ' dat. 

She's a mess o ' funny cap;ihs Pom huh 
slipp;ihs to huh h;it. 

Ef you tries to un 'erstan' huh, ;in ' you fails, 
cles' up ;in ' say: 

" D' ain ' t ;i bit o' use to try to un'crstan' a 
wom;in 's way." 

I don' mean lo be compl;iinin', but l 's jes' 
;i-scttin ' dow n 

Some o' my own obserwations, w'en I c;is' 
my eye croun'. 

Ef you ax me fu ' to prove it, 1 ken. do it 
mighty fine, 

Fu' dey ain't no bettah 'zample den dis 
ve'y wife o' mine. 

In de ve'y hca't o' midnight, w'en l's 
slecpin ' good an' soun', 

I kin hycah a so't o' rustlin' a n' somebody 
movin' 'roun'. 

An' I say, " L ize, whut you doin'? " But 
she frown an' shek huh haid, 

"Beish yo' mouf, I 's only tu 'nin' of de 
chillun in de bed. 

" Don' you know a chilc gits restless, l.1yin' 
all de night one way? . , 

An' you' got to kind o' 'range htm sev al 
times befo' de day? 

So de little necks won't worry, an' de little 
backs won't break; 

Don' you t'i nk case chillun's ch illun dey 
hain' t got no pain an' ache." 

... 
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So s\1e sh;ikes 'em, nn' she twists 'em, au' 
she tu 'ns 'cm 'roun' erbout, 

'Twcll I don' see how de chillun cvah 
keeps rom hollahin' out. 

Den she lif's 'cm up head down'ards, so's 
dey won' t git livah-grown, . , 

But dey snoozes des' cz peaceful cz a hza d 
on a stone. 

\V'en hit's mos' nigh time fu ' wakin' on 
de dawn o ' j cdgment day, 

Seems lak I kin hycah ol' Gab' iel lay his 
trumpet down an' say, 

" \Vho dat walkin' ' roun' so easy, down on 
earf crmong de dead?" -

'Twill be Lizy up a- tu'nin' of de chillun 
in de bed. 

THE DANCE 

Heel and toe, heel and toe, 
That is the song we sing; 

Turn to your partner ;ind curtsey low, 
Balance and forward and swing. 

Corners are draughty and meadows are 
white, 

This is the game for a winter's night. 

Hands around, hands around, 
Trip it, and not too slow; . 

Clear is the fiddle ;ind sweet its sound, 
Keep the girls' cheeks aglow. 

S till let your movements be dainty and 
light, . . 

T his is the game for a winter's 111ght. 

Back to back, back to back, 
Turn to your place again; 

Never let lightness nor nimbleness lack, 
Either in maidens or men. 

Time hastet11 ever, beware of its flight, 
Oh, what a game for a winter's night! 

Slower now, slower now, 
Softer the music sighs; 

Look, there are beads on your partner's 
brow 

Though there be light in her eyes. 
Lead her away and her grace requite, 
So goes the game on a winter's night, 

SOLILOQUY OF A TURKE\' 

D ey's a so't o' threatenin' feeliu' in de 
blowin' of de breeze, 

An' I 's fee lin' kin' o' squeamish in de 
night; 

l 's a-walkin' ' roun' a-lookin ' at de diffunt 
style 0 1 trees, 

An' a-measuriu' dey thickness an' dey 
height. 

Fu' dey's somep'n' mighty 'spicious in de 
looks de da'kies give, 

Ez dey pass me a n' my fambly on de 
groun•, · . 

So it 'curs to me dat lakly, cf I ca1hs to try 
an' live, 

It concehns me fu ' to 'mence to look 
erroun'. 

Dcy's a cu'ious kin' o ' shivah runnin' up 
an' down my back, 

An' I feel my feddahs rufflin' all de day, 
An' my bigs commence to trimble evah 

blessid step I mek; 
\\ 'en I sees a a x, I tu 'ns my head away .. 

Folks is go'gin' me wid goodies, an' dey's 
treatin' me wid caih, 

An' l 's fat in spite of all dat I kin do. 
l 's mistrus'ful of de kin'ness dat's erroun' 

me evahwhaih, 
Fu' it's jes' too good, an' frequent , to be 

true. 

Snow's a-fallin' on de medders, all erroun' 
me now is white, 

But I 1s still kep' on a-roostin' on de 
fence; 

Isham comes an ' feels my breas'bone, a n' 
he hefted me las' night, 

An' he 's gone erroun' a-grinnin' evah 
sence. 

'Tain't de snow dat meks me shivah; 
' tain't de col' dat meks me shake; 

'Tain' t de wintah-time itse'f dat's 'fectin' 
me· 

But I t'ink de time is comin', an' I'd bet
tah mek a break, 

Fu' to set wid Mistah Possu1u in _his tree. 

\V'en you hyeah de da'kies singin', an ' de 
quahtahs all is gay, 
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'Tain't de time fu' birds lak me to be 
erroun'; 

W'en de hick'ry chips is flyin', an' de log's 
been ca'ied crway, 

Den hit's dang'ous to be roostin' nigh de 
groun'. 

Grin on, Isham l Sing on, da'kies ! But 
I flop my wings an' go 

Fu' de sheltah of de ve 'y highest tree, 
Fu' dey 's too much close ertention- an' 

dey's too much fallin' snow -
An' it's too nigh Chris 'rnus mo'nin' now 

fu' me. 

THEVALSE 

·when to sweet music my lady is dancing 
l\ly heart to mild frenzy her beauty 

inspires. 
Into my face are her brown eyes a-glanc

ing, 
And swift my whole frame thrills with 

tremulous fires. 
Dance, lady, dance, for the moments are 

fleeting, 
Pause not to pince yon refractory curl; 

L ife is for love and the night is for sweet
ing; 

Dreamily, joyously, circle and whirl. 

Oh, how those viols are throbbing and 
ple:iding; 

A prayer is scarce needed in sound of 
the ir strnin. 

Surely and lightly :is round you are speed
ing, 

You turn to confusion my heart and my 
brain. 

Dance, lady, dance to the viol's soft call
ing, 

Skip it and trip it as light as the air; 
Dance, for the moments like rose leaves 

are falling, 
Strikes, now, the clock from its place on 

the stair. 

Now sinks the melody lower and lower, 
The weary musicians scarce seeming to 

play. 
Ah, love, your steps now are slower and 

slower, 

The smile on your face is more sad and 
less gay. 

Dance, lady, dance to the brink of our 
parting, 

l\I y heart and your step must not fai l to 
be light. 

Dance! Just a turn-tho' the tcar·drop be 
starting. 

Ah-now it is done- so- my Indy, good
.night! 

A PLANTATION PORTRAIT 

Hain 't you see my l\landy Lou, 
Is it true ? 

Whaih you been Porn day to day, 
Whaih, I say ? 

Dat you say you ne\'ah seen 
Dis hyeah queen 

\Valkin' roun' Porn fie!' to street 
Smilin' sweet? 

Slendah ez a saplin' tree; 
Seems to me 

\V'en de win' blow f'om de bay 
She jes' swny 

Lak de reg'l::ir saplin' do 
Ef hit's grew 

Straight an' gracefu l, 'dout a limb, 
Sweet an' slim. 

Browner den de frush's wing, 
An' she sing 

Lak he mek his wn' ble ri ng 
Jn de spring; 

But she sholy bent de frush, 
Hyeah me, hush: 

\V'en she sing, huh teef kin show 
\¥ hite ez snow. 

Eyes ez big an' roun' an' bright 
Ez de light 

Whut de moon gives in de prime 
Harvest time. 

An' huh hnih a woolly skein, 
Black an' plain. 

Hal's you wid a n:itchul twis' 
Close to bliss. 

Tendah han's dnt mek yo' own 
Feel lak stone; 

ii 

MY MANDY Lou 
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Easy steppin', blcssitl fee t, 
Small an' sweet. 

Hain'l you seen my Mandy Lou, 
Is it true ? 

Look al huh befo' she's gone, 
Den pass on 1 

THE VIS ITOR 

Li llie lady a t de do', 
\V'y you stan' dey knockin'? 

::-l' evah seen you ac ' bcfo' 
In er way so shockin'. 

Don' you know de sin it is 
F u' to git my temper riz 
\V 'en l 's got de rheumatiz 

An' my j ints is lockin' ? 

No, ol' ) l iss ain't sonl you dow n, 
Don' you tell no story ; 

I been seed you hangin' 'roun' 
Dis hyeah Le'ilory. 

You des come fu' me to tell 
You a talc, an' I ain' - well
Look hyeah, what is dal I smell? 

Steamin ' victuals ? Glory! 

Come in, Missy, how you do? 
Come up by de fiah , 

I was jokin', chi le, wid you ; 
Bring dal basket nighah. 

Huh uh, ain' <lat lak ol' Miss, 
Sen'in' me a fens' lak dis ? 
Rheumat i~ cain't stop my bliss, 

Case l 's fcclm' spryah. 

Chicken meat a n' gravy, too, 
I1ot an' still a-heat in' ; 

Good ol' sweet pertalcr stew ; 
Missy b'l icv~s in trealin'. 

Des set down, you blessed chile, 
Daddy got to t'ink a while , 
Den a story mck you smile 

\V'en he git thoo eatin'. 

FI S H ING 

W'en I git up in de mo'nin' an' de clouds 
is big an' black, 

Dey's a kin' o' wn'nin' shivnh goes 
a-scootin' down my back; 
16 

Den I says to my o\' ooman e~ I watches 
down de lane, 

" Don' t you so't o' reckon, Lizy, <lat we 
gwinc Lo have some rain?" 

• " Go on, man," my Lizy answah, "you 
cain'L fool me, not a bit, 

I don't sec no min a-comin', cf you's 
wishin ' fu' it, quit; 

Case de mo' you t'ink erbout it, an' de 
mo' you pray an' wish, 

\\l 'y de rain stny 'way de longah, spechul 
cf you wants lo fish. 11 

But I sec huh pat de skillet, an' I see huh 
cas' huh eye 

\Viel a kin' o' anxious motion to'ds de 
cla' kness in de sky ; 

An' I knows whut she's a·t'inkin', dough 
she tries so ha'd to hide. 

She's a-sayin', " \Vouldn 't cntfish now tas'e 
monst'ous bully, fried?" 

Den de clouds git black an' blnckah, an' 
de thundah 'mcnce to roJl, 

An' de rain, it 'mcncc a-fallin'. Oh, l's 
happy, bless my soul! 

Ez I look at dat ol' skillet, an' I 'magine I 
kin see 

J t:s' a slew o' new-kclchc<l catfish sizzlin' 
daih fu' huh an' me. 

'Tain't no use to go a-ploughin ', fu ' de 
groun' 'II be too wet, 

So I puts out fu ' de big house nt n moughty 
pace, you bet, , 

An' ol' mastah say, "\Veil, Lishy, cf you 
t'ink hit's gwine to rain , 

Go on fishin', hit's de weathah, an' I ' low 
we cain't complain." 

T alk erbout a dahky walkin' wid his haid 
up in de aih ! 

Have to · feel mine evah minute to be sho' 
I got it daih; 

E n' de win' is cullin' capahs an' a-lash in' 
thoo de trees, 

But de rain keeps on a-singin' blessed 
songs, lak " T ek yo' ease. 11 
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Wid my pole erpon my shoul<lah nn' my 
wo'm can in my han', 

I ki n feel de fo.h a-waitin' w'en I strikes 
<le rivah's san' · 

Nevah min', you l;o'ny scoun'els, necdn' 
swim erroun' an' grin, 

I 'll be grinnin' in a minute w'en I 'mence 
to hau l you in. 

\V'en de fish begin to nibble, an' de co'k 
begin to jump, 

l's erfeahed <lat dcy'll quit bitin', case <ley 
hyeah my hea't go "thump," 

'Twell de co' k go way down undah, an' I 
raise a :i.w ful shout, 

Ez a big ol' yallah belly comes a galli· 
vantin' out. 

Needn't wriggle, Mistah Catfish, case I 
got you jes1 de same, / 

You been eatin', I ' ll be eatin', an' we 
needah ain't lo blame. 

But you needn't feel so lonesome fu' l 's 
th'owin' out to sr.e 

E f dey ain't some of yo' comrades fu' to 
keep you company. 

Spo't, .d:s fish in' ! no~v you taikin', w'y dey 
am t no kin ' lo beat; 

I don' keer ef I is soakin', laigs an' back 
an' naik, an' feet, ' ' 

I t's de spo' t l 's look.in' aftah. H it's de 
pleasure an' de fun , 

Dough I knows dat Lizy's waitin' wid de 
skillet w'en l's done. 

RESPONSE 

Whef! Phyl!is sighs and from her eyes 
T he light cites out· my soul replies 
With misery of de~p·drawn breath 
E'en as it were al war with death.' 

W hen Phyllis smiles, her glance heguilcs 
My heart through love-lit woodland aisles 
And through the silence high and clear ' 
A wooing warbler's song I hear. ' 

But if she frown, despai r comes down 
I put me on my sack.cloth gown ; ' 
So frown not, Phyllis, lest I die, 
But look on me with smile or sigh. 

A LITTLE CIIRIST:-JA!> BASKET 

1\o one can read this poem without ob· 
serving that the author has little patience 
with the " fa ith " tha t docs not prove its 
existence by" works." lie knew as well, 
if not better, than any poet that e,·er lived 
the practical realiza tion of Christmas with· 
out money or fuel, or food, and he knew 
al!o, for he was a regular attendant at 
Sunday.school and church in boyhood 
<lays, that too many professing Christians 
arc prone to tell the poor that the " Lord 
will provide" and then close their purses 
with an unpickable lock. 
. 1-le .. does not fail in this remarkably fine 

111tle Jingle to give " 'ligion " its due mead 
of respect, but it is very human, and very 
natural for him to add -
11 But I t'ink that 'ligion's S\\.'ccl c r w"cn it kind o' 

mixes in 
\Yid a li t tle Chrism us basket :u de do·:· 

De win' is hollahin' " Daih you " to de 
shuttahs an' de fiah, 

De snow's a·sayin' " Got you " to de 
groun', 

Fu' de wintah weathah's come widou t 
a·askin' ouah clesiah, 

An' he's laughin' in his sleeve at whut 
he foun'; 

F u' cley ain't nobody eacly wid cley fuel er 
dey food, 

An' de money bag look timid lak, fu' 
sho', 

So we want ouah Chrismus sermon, but 
we'd lak it ef you could 

Leave a little Chnsmus basket at de do'. 

Wha 's de use o' tell in' chillen 'bout a 
Santy er a Nick, 

An' de sto'ies data body allus tol' ? 
When de harf is gray wid ashes an' you 

hasn't got a stick 
Fu' to warm dem when dey little toes is 

col'? 
\Vha's de use o' preachin' 'ligion to a man 

clat's sta' vecl to clef, 
An' a·tellin' him de Mastah will 

pu'vide? 
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Ef you want to tech his feelin's, save yo' 
sermons an' yo' bref, 

Tck a little Chrismus basket by yo' 
side. 

'Tain't de time to open Bibles an' to lock 
yo' cellah do', 

'Tain't de time to talk o' bein' good to 
men ; 

Ef you want to preach a sermon ez you 
nevah preached befo', 

Preach dat sermon wid a shoat e r wid 
er hen ; 

Bein' good is heap sight bcttah den a-dal
lyin' wid sin, 

An' dey ain 't nobody roun' dat knows it 
n10

1
1 

But I t'ink dat ' ligion's sweeter w'en it kind 
o' mixes in 

Wid :i. little Chrismus basket at de do'. 

MY SWEET BROWN GAL 

\V'en de clouds is hangin' heavy in de 
sky, 

An' de win's's a-taihin' moughty vig' rous 
by, 

I don' go a-sighin' all erlong de way; 
I des' wo'k a-waitin' fu' de close o' day. 

Case I knows w'cn evenin' draps huh 
shadclers dow n, 

I won' care a smidgeon fu' de weathah's 
frown; 

L et de rain go splashin', let de thundah 
raih, 

Dey's a happy shcltah, an' l's goin' daih. 

Down in my ol' cabin wa'm ez mammy's 
toas', 

'Taters in de fiah la yin' daih to roas'; 
No one daih to cross me, got no talkin' 

pal, 
But l's got de comp'ny o' my sweet brown 

gal. 

So I ·spen's my evenin' listenin' to huh 
sing, 

Lak a blessid angel; how huh voice do 
ring I 

Sweetah den a bluebird flutterin' erroun' , 
\V'en he sees de steamin' o' cle new 

ploughed groun '. 

Den I hugs huh closah, closal: to my 
breas'. 

Needn' t sing, my da'lin', tek you' hones' 
res' . 

Does I mean Malindy, Mandy, Lize er· 
Sal? 

No, 1 means my fiddle-dat's my sweet 
brown gal l 

SPRING FEVER 

Grass commence a·comin' 
Thoo de thawin' groun', 

Evah bird dnt whistles 
Keepin' noise erroun'; 

C:i.in't sleep in de mo'nin', 
Case bcfo' it's light 

Bluebird an' de robin 
Done begun to fight. 

Bluebird sass de robin, 
Robin sass him back, 

Den de bluebird scol' him 
'Twell his face is black. 

Would n' min' de quoilin' 
All de mo'nin' Jong, 

'Cept it wakes me early, 
Case hit's clone in song. 

Anybody wo'kin' 
\ Vants to sleep ez late 

E z de fo lks ' 11 ' low him, 
An' I wish to state 

(Co'sc dis a in't to scattah , 
But 'twix' me an' you), 

I could stan' de bedclothes, 
Kin' o' latah, too. 

7ain't my natchul feelin' , 
Dis hycah mopin' spell. 

I stan's early risin' 
l\Ios'ly moughty well ; 

But de ve'y minute, 
I feel Ap'il's heat, 

Bless yo' soul, de bedclothes 
Nevah seemed so sweet. 

l\Iastah , he's a-scol'in', 
Case de han's is slow, 

All de hosses ba lkin', 
Jes' cain't mek 'em go. 
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Don' know whut's de matt.ah, 
Hit's a funny t'ing, 

1 Less'n hit's de fcvah 
Dat you gits in spring. 

TO A VIOLET FOUND ON ALL 
SAINTS' DAY 

This poem found its inspiration in the 
actual finding of a late-blowing violet, 
found by the poet, under his library win· 
dow at Washington. This was near the 
time when Mr. D unbar's domestic tragedy 
occurred, and he said once in speaking of 
the incident : 

"You know they say 
u • Flowers out of sc._,.son, 

Trouble without reason/ 

and I really bel ieve there is some truth in 
the rhyme. I found that one little soli· 
t~ry violet on All Saints' Day after all its 
sisters had long been dead, and "-with a 
deep sigh and a quick tear: "I never 
had much real happiness after that." 

Belated wanderer of the ways of spring, 
Lost in the chill of grim November 

rain, 
·would I could read the message that you 

bring 
And find in it the antidote for pain. 

Does some sad spirit out beyond the day, 
Far looking to the hours forever dead, 

Send you a tender offering to lay 
Upon the grave of us, the living dead? 

Or does some ~righter spirit, unforlorn, 
Send you, my little sister of the wood, 

To say to some one on a cloudful morn 
" Life lives through death, my brother 

all is good " ? ' 

With meditative hearts the others go 
The memory of their dead to dress 

anew. 
But, sister mine, bide here that I may 

know, 
Life grows, through death, as beautiful 

as you. 

THE CO LORED BAND 

\V'en de colo'ed ban' comes ma'chin' 
down de street, 

Don't you people stan' daih starin'; lir 
yo' feet! 

Ain't dey playin'? Hip, hooray! 
Stir yo' stumps an' clcah de way 

Fu' de music dat dey mekin' ~an't be 
beat. 

Oh, de major man's a ·swingin ' of hi s 
stick, 

An' de pickaninnics crowdin' roun' him 
th ick ; 

In his go'geous uniform, 
He's de lightnin ' of de sto'm, 

An' de little clouds crroun' look mjghty 
slick. 

You kin hyeah a fine perfo'mance w'en de 
white ban's serenade, 

An' clcy play dey high-toned music 
_mighty sweet, 

But hit's Sousa played in rag-time an' 
h.' R I 1t s astus on Parade, 

\ V'cn de colo'erl ban' comes ma'chin' 
clown de street. 

\V'en de colo'ed ban' comes ma'chin' 
clown de street 

You kin hyeah de ladies all crroun' re· 
peat: 

"~in't cley handsome? Ain't dey gran'? 
Am't clcy splendid? Goodness, Ian' ! 

Vv'y cley's pu'fect rom clcy fo'heads to dey 
feet! II 

An' sich stcppin' to de music down de 
li ne, 

'Tain't de music by itself dat rocks it 
fine, 

Hit's de walkin', step by step, 
An' de kcepin' time wid "llcp," 

Dat it mck a common ditty soun' divine. 

Oh, de white ban' play hi ts music, an' 
hit's mighty good to hycah, 

An' it sometimes leaves a ticklin' in yo' 
feet; 

But de hea't goes into bus'ness fu' to he'p 
erlong de eah, 

" ' 'en clc colo'cd ban' goes ma'chin' 
do,~n de street. 

\ 
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MY 'LIAS WENT TO WAH 

OF PAUL LA URE:\CE D UNBAR 

WllE~ DEY ' LISTED COLORED 
SOLDIERS 

Dey was talkin' in de cabin dey was 
talkin' in de hall ; ' 

But I listened kin' o' keerless not 
a·t'inkin' 'bout. it nil ; ' 

An' on Sunday, too, I noticed, dey wns 
whisp'rin' mighty muc h, 

Stan 'in' a ll erroun ' de ro:idside w'en clcy 
let us out o' chu'ch. 

But I d idn't t'ink erbo ut it 'twell de mid· 
die of de week, 

An' my 'Lias come to sec me, a n' somehow 
he couldn't speak. 

Den I seed all in a minute whut he'c.l come 
to see me for; -

Dey had 'listed colo'ed sojers, an' my 'Lins 
gwine to wah. 

Oh, I hugged him, a n ' I kissed him an' I 
baiged him not to go; ' 

But he tot' me <lat his conscience hit was 
' callin' to him so, ' 
An' he couldn't baih to lingah w'en he had 

n chanst to fight 
For de freedom dey had gin him an ' de 

glory of de right. 
So he kissed me, an ' he !er me w'en I 'd 

p'omised to be true ; ' 
An' dey put a knapsack on him, an' a coat 

all colo'ed blue. 
So I gin him pap's ol' Bible f'om de bottom 

of de draw',-
W'en dey 'listed colo'ed sojers an' my 

'Lins went to wah. 

But I t'ought of all cje weary miles dnt he 
would have to tramp, 

An' I couldn't be contented w'en dey tuk 
111 111 to de camp. 

\V'y my hea't nigh broke wid grievin ' 
' twell I seed him on de street· 

D~u I felt lak I could go an' tl;'ow my 
body at his feet. 

For his buttons was a-shinin', an' his face 
was shinin', too, 

An' he looked so strong an' mighty in hi s 
coat o' sojer blue, 

Dat I hollnhed, " Step up, manny," dough 
my th'oat was so' an ' rnw,-

W'en dey 'listed colo'ed sojers an' my 'Lins 
went to wah. 

01' .\ I i~' cried w'en mastah 1er huh, young 
l\l 1ss mou' ned huh brothah Ned 

An' I didn' t know dcy feelin's is cl~ w 'y 
wo'<ls dcy said 

\\"en .I tol' 'cm I was so'y. IJcy had done 
g111 up dey all; 

Hut dcy only seemed lllO' p roucbh dat dey 
men h:id hycahd de call. 

Bofe my n1a t:ihs went in gray suits, an' I 
loved de Yankee blue 

Hut I t'ought d:it I could so1'. rer for de losin' 
of 'cm too ; 

But I couldn't, for I d idn' t know cle ha'f 
o' whut l s:iw, 

'Twcll cley ' listed colo'ecl sojers nu' my 
' Li:is went to w:ih. 

l\lastah Jack. co.me home all sickly; he was 
broke fo r hfc, dey s:iid ; 

An' dey let' my po' young mast:ih some' r's 
on de roadside,-dead. 

\V 'en de women cried a n' mou' ned 'em I 
could feel it thoo an' thoo ' 

For I hacl a lo1·ed un fighti n ' i'n de wny o' 
dnng:ih, too. 

Den dey to!' me dcy h:id laid him some'r's 
way down souf to res' 

\Viel de n:ig dnt he had fit
1 

fo r shinin' daih 
acrost his brcas'. 

Well , I cried, but den I reckon dat's whut 
Ga wd had called him for 

\V'cn dey ' listed colo'ed sojers ~n' my 'Lias 
went to wah. 

I NSPIRATION 

At the golden gate of sono 
Stood l , knocking all da/long, 
But the Angel, calm nncl cold 
Still refused and bade m<', " Hold." 

Then a breath of soft perfume, 
Then a light within the g loom ; 
Thou, Love, camesl to my side, 
Anq the gates flew open wide. 

Long I dwelt in th is domain, 
Knew no sorrow, g rief, or pain; 
Now you bid me forth and free, 
\Vi ii you shut these gates on me ? 
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SONG 

Wintah , summah, snow er shine 
J-1 it's a ll de same to me, ' 

Ef only I kin ca ll you mine 
An' keep you by my knee

1

• 

Ha'dship, frolic, grief er caih, 
Content ~y night an' day, 

Ef only I km sec you whaih 
You wait beside de way. 

Livin', dyin', smiles er teahs, 
1\'ly soul will still be free, 

E f only thoo de comin' yeahs 
You walk de worl' wid me. 

Bird-song, breeze-wail, chune er moan 
What puny t' ings dey'll be, 

Ef w'cn l 's seemin' all erlone, 
I knows yo' hea't's wid me. 

MY L ADY OF CASTLE GRAND 

Gray is the palace where she dwells 
Grimly the poplars stand ' 

There by the window where she sits 
l\ly Lady of Castle Grand. ' 

Ther~ docs she bide the livelong day, 
Gnm as the poplars are, 

Ever her gaze goes reaching out, 
Steady, but vague and fa r. 

Bright burn the fires in the castle hall 
Brightly the fire-dogs stand; ' 

But cold is the body and cold the heart 
O f my Lady of Castle Grand. 

Blue :>.re the vt ins in her lily-white hands 
!:Jue are the veins in her brow · ' 

Thin is the line of her blue dra in; lips 
W ho would be haughty now ? ' 

Pale is the face at the window-pane 
Pale as the pearl on her breast ' 

" R I . k ' oc enc , love, will come again? 
Fares he to east or west ? " 

T he sheJ?herd p~pes lo the shepherdess, 
The bird to l11 s mate in the tree 

And ever she sigi1 s as she hears th~ir song 
" Nobody sings for me." ' 

The scullery ~aids have s wains enow 
Who lead them the way of Jove, 

But lonely and loveless their mistress si t~ 
At her window up above. 

Loveless and lonely she waits and wails 
The saddest in all the land · ' 

Ah, cruel and lasting is love-uiind pride 
My Lady of Castle Grand. ' 

DRI ZZLE 

Hit's been drizzlin' an' been sprinklin' 
~in' o' techy all day long. ' 

I a i
1
n't wet enough fu' toddy, 

I s too damp to raise a song, 
An' de case have set me t'inkin' 

Dat dcy's folk des lak de ra in' 
Dat goes drizzlin' w'en dey's talkin' A , , , 

n won l speak out fiat an' plain. 

Ain't you nevah set an' listened 
At a body 'splain his min'? 

\V'c~ d~ t'o~ghts dey keep on drappin' 
\\ asn t big enough to fin' ? 

Dem's whut I call drizzlin' people 
Othahs call 'cm mealy mouf, ' 

But de fust name hits me bellah, 
Case dcy nevah tech a drouf. 

Dey kin talk from hycah to }'andah 
A I f ' I , n om yandah hyeah ergain, 

An dey ~on' mek n~ mo' 'pression, 
Den dis powd'ry I<in' o ' rain. 

En yo' m_in' is dry cz cindahs, 
Er a piece o' kindlin' wood 

'Tain't no use a-talkin' to 'em: 
Fu' dey drizzle ain't ~o good. 

Gimme folks dat speak out nachul, 
Whut'll say des whut dey mean, 

\Vhut don't set dey wo'ds so skimpy 
Dat you got to guess between. 

I want talk des' lak de showahs 
\Vhut kin wash de dust e rway 

Not clat sprinklin' convusation, ' 
Dat des drizzle all de day. 

-
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DE CR ITTERS' DA'.\ CE 

Ain't nobody ncvah tol' you not a wo'd 
a- tall, 

'Bout de time dat all de critters gin dcy 
fancy ball? 

Some folks tell it in a sto'y, some folks 
sing de rhyme, 

' Peahs to me you ought to hyeahed it, case 
hit's ol' cz time. 

\Veil, de cri tters all was p'osp'ous, now 
would be de ch:rnce 

Fu' to tease ol' Pa'son Hedgehog, givin' of 
a dance ; 

Case, you know, de critter 's prcachah was 
de stric'est kin' , 

An' he ne,·ah made no ' lowancc fu ' de 
frisky min'. 

So dey sont dey inbitalions, Raccoon writ 
'em all, 

" Dis hyeah note is to inbi te you to de 
Fancy Ball ; 

Come erlong an' bring yo' ladies, bring yo' 
ch illun too, 

Put on all yo' bibs an' tuckahs, show whut 
you kin do." 

W'cn de night come, dey all gathahed in a 
place dey knowccl, 

Fu' enough c rway f 'om people, nigh 
enough de road , 

All de critters had erspondcd, H op-T;ad 
up to Daih, 

An' l 's hyeah to tell you, Pa 'son H edge
hog too, was daih. 

Well, dcy talked an' made dey ,' bcj uncc, 
des lak critters do, 

i\n' dey walked an' p'omenaded 'roun' an' 
thoo an' thoo ; 

J ealous ol' l\Iis' Fox, she whispah, " See 
!\!is' Wildcat daih, 

Ain' t hit scan 'lous, huh a-comin' wid huh 
shouldahs baih ? " 

01' man Tu'tlc w:isn't honin' fu' no dancin' 
tricks, 

So he st:iycd by ol' l\ris' T u'tle, talkin' 
politics ; 

Den de ban' hit 'mence a-playi n' critters 
all to place, 

Fou' ercross, an' fou' stan' 5idcways, smilin' 
face to face. -

'Fcssah F rog, he play de co'net, Cricket 
play de fife, 

Slews o' Grasshoppahs a-ficlcllin' lak to 
save dey life ; 

Mistah Crow, he call de figgers, setti n' in 
a tree, 

H uh, uh I how dose cri tters sasshaycd was 
n sight to see. 

l\Iistah Possom swing Mis' Rabbit up an' 
clown <le !lo', 

0 1' man lh ih, he a in 't so nimble, an' it 
mek him blow; 

Raccoon dancin' wid l\lis' Squ'il squeeze 
huh little han', 

She say, " Oh, now a in't you awful, quit it, 
goodness Ian' ! " 

Pa'son Hedgehog groanin' awful a t his 
converts' shines, 

'Dough he peepin' thoo his fingahs at dem 
movin' lines, 

'Twell he cain 't set still no longah w'cn de 
fiddles sing, 

Up he jump, an' bless you, honey, cu t de 
pigeon-wing. 

Well, de critters lak lo fa inted jos' wid dcy 
su'prise, 

Sistah Fox, she vowed she wasn't gwine 
lo b'lieve huh eyes; 

But dcy couldn't be no 'sputin' 'bout it 
any mo': 

Pa'son H edge hog was a·capc'in' :ill erroun' 
de Ao'. "'\ 

Den dcy all jes' capahed scan'lous case 
dey didn't doubt, 

Dat dcy still could go to mcetin' ; who 
could lu'n 'em out ? 

So wid dancin' an' uligion, dcy was in de 
fol' 

Fu' a-d ; ncin' wid de Pa'son couldn't hu't 
de soul. 
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LINCO L:-1 

Hurt was the nation with a mighty wound , 
And all her ways were fi lled with clam'

rous sound. 
\Vai led loud ' the South with unremitting 

grief, 
And wept the North that could not find 

relief. 
Then madness joined its harshest tone to 

strife : 
A minor note swelled in the song or life. 
Till, stirring with the love tha t filled his 

breast, 
But still, unflinching at the righ t's behest, 
Grave Lincoln came, strong handed, from 

afar, 
The mighty Homer o f the lyre of war. 
'Twas he who bade the raging tempest 

cease, 
Wrenched . from h is harp the harmony of 

peace, 
Muted the strings that made the discord,-

Wropg, 
And gave his spirit up in thund'rous song. 
Oh, mighty Master of the mighty lyre, 
Ear th heard and trem bled at thy strai ns o f 

fi re: 
Earth learned of thee what Hcav'n already 

knew, 
And wrote thee down among her treasured 

few. 

ENCOURAGEMENT 

Who <lat knockin ' a t de do'? 
·why, Ike Johnson,- yes, fu ' sho I 
Come in, Ike. l 's mighty glad 
You come down. l t'ought you's mad 
At me 'bout de othah night, 
A n' was stayin' 'way fu' spite. 
Say, now, was you mad fu' true 
W 'en l kin' o' laughed at you? 

Speak up, Ike a n' 'spress yo'se'f. 
\ 

'Tain't no use a-lookin' sad, 
An' a-mekin' out you's mad; 
Ef you's gwine to be so glum, 
\ l\7ondah why you evah come. 
I don ' t lak nobidy 'roun' 
Dat jes' shet dey mouf an' frown,
Oh, now, man, don't act a dunce I 

Cain' t you talk? l to! ' you once, 
Speak up, Ike, an' 'sp ress yo'se'f. 

\Vha'd you come hyeah fu' to-night ? 
Body'd t'ink yo' haid ain' t right. 
l's done a ll dat I kin d o,-
Dresscd pcrticler, jes' fu' you ; 
l{cckon l 'd 'a' bctta h wo ' 
~ly ol' ragged calko. 
Aftah all de pains l's took, 
Cain' t you tell me how l look? 

Speak up, Ike, a n ' 'sprcss yo 'sc 'f. 

Bless my soul! I 'mos' fu'got 
T ellin' you 'bout Tildy Scott. 
Don't you know, come Thu'sday night, 
She gwine ma'y Lucius White ? 
l\liss Lizc say I a llus wuh 
H eap s ight laklier ' n huh; 
An ' she'll git me somep' n new, 
Ef I wants to ma'y too. , 

Speak up, Ike, an' 'spress yo'sc'f. 

I could ma'y in a week, 
Er de man I wants 'ucl speak. 
Tildy's presents 'II be fine, 
But dey wouldn't ekal mine. 
Him whut gits me fu ' a wife 
'LI be proud, you bet yo' li fe. 
l's had offers; some ain't quit; 
But I hasn't ma'icd yit ! 

Speak up, I ke, an' 'sprcss yo'se' f. 

I ke, I loves you,-yes, I docs ; 
You's my choice, and allus was. 
Laffin' at you ain' t no harm.
Go 'way, dahky, whah 's yo' a rm? 
Hug me closer-dah, dat's r igh t ! 
"Wasn't you a awful sight, 
H av in ' me to baig you so ? 
Now ax whut you want to know,

Speak up, Ike, a n' 'spress yo'sc'f I 

THE BOOGAH MAN 

W'en de evenio' shaddcrs 
Come a-glidin' clown, 

Fallin' black an' heavy 
Ovah hill an' town, 

Ef you listen keerful, 
K eerful cz you kin, 

' 
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:So's you boun ' to notice 
Des a clrappin' pin; 

Den you' ll hyeah a funny 
Soun' crcross de Inn' ; 

Lay low ; -dat's d e callin' 
Of d e Boogah Man! 

/Voo-oo, W OO· OO ! 
Hyenh h im ec lu go along de way; 

I Vo11-oo , woo-oo ! 
D on ' you w ish dtt night 'u d lu'11 today ? 

/Voo-oo, woo-oo ! 
/fide yo' Ii/lie peepers 'hind yo' Iran'; 

,,Voo-oo, WOO· OO / 

Cnlli11 ' of de B oognh 11/mr. 

\V'en cle win's a-sh iverin' 
Thoo de gloomy lane, 

An' dcy comes de patterin' 
Of de even in ' ra in, 

\\l'cn de owl's a-hootin', 
Out c.lai h in de wood, 

Don' you wish, my honey, 
Dat you had been good ? 

'Tain't no use to try to 
Snuggle up to Dan; 

Bless yon, dat's d e calli n' 
Of de Boogah Man ! 

Ef you loves yo' mam my, 
An' you min's yo' pap, 

Ef you nevah wriggles 
Outen Sukey's lap; 

Ef you says yo' " Lay me" 
E vah single night 

' Fo' dcy tucks de k ivcrs 
An' p uts out de light, 

Den de rai n kin pattah, 
Win' blow Jak n fan, 

But you need n' bothah 
' Bout de Boogah l\fan I 

THE WRAITH 

Ah me it is cold and chill, 
And \he fire sobs low in the grate, 

While the w ind rides by on the hill, 
And the Jogs crack sharp with h:itc. 

And she, she is cold and sad 
As ever the sinful arc, 

But deep in my heart l am glad 
For my wound and the coming scar. 

O h, c•·er the wind rides by 
And e ver the rain-drops grieve ; 

But a voice like a woman's sigh 
Says, " Do you belie ve, believe? " 

Ah, you were warm a nd sweet, 
Sweet as the i\lay days be ; 

Down did I fa ll al your feet, 
\\"hy did you hearken to me ? 

Oh, the logs they crack a nd whine. 
And the water drops from the caves ; 

But it is not rain but brine 
Where my dead da rling grieves. 

And a wraith sits by my side, 
A spectre grim a nd dark ; 

Arc you gazing here open-eyed 
Out to the lifeless dark? 

But ever the wind r ides on, 
i\ nd we sit close with in ; 

Ont of the face of the dawn, 
I and my darling,- sin. 

S ILENCE 

This stanza was written on the same 
day as his "The Poet," and doubtless 
voices a fee ling upon the p:rrt of the authot 
that perhaps after all as R iley once wrote 
"The silc1~t song is best, and the unsung 
worthiest I " 

In its more intimate appli cation every 
reader will be led to think of some friend 
who does not misconstrue a silen t mood, 
and who understands that there are times 
when the silence, lying between two 
human souls "is full of the deepest 
sp·eech." 

'Tis be tter to sit here beside the sea, 
H erc on the spray-kissed beach, 

In silence, that between such friends as we 
Is full of deepest speech. 
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WHIP-POOR-WILL AKD KATY-DID 

Slow de night's a·fallin', 
An ' I hyeah de callin' 

Out erpon de lonesome hill; 
Soun' is moughty clreary, 
Solcmn-lak an' skeery, 

Sayin' fu' to " whip po' \VilJ." 
Now hit 's moughty tryin', 
Fu' to hyc:ih dis cryin', 

'Deed hit's mo' den I kin stan'; 
Sho' wicl all our slippin', 
D ey's enough of whippin' 

'Dout a bird a'visin' any man. 

In de moons o' summah 
Dcy's anothah hummaJ:i . 

Sings anothah song mst1d ; 
An' his th 'oat's a-swellin' 
Wicl de joy o' tellin', 

But he says <lat" Katy clicl." 
Now I feels onsuhtain; 
\Von't you raise cle cu'tain 

Ovah all de ti'ngs dat's hid ? 
\V'y daC fcathahed p'isen 
Goes erbout a'visin' 

Whippin' Will w'en Katy did? 

TO A CAPTIOUS CRI T I C 

Dear critic, \vho my lightness so deplores, 
'Would 1 might study to be prince of bores, 
Right wisely would I rule that dull cs· 

tate-
But, sir, I may not, till you abdicate. 

'LONG TO'DS N IGHT 

Daih's a moughty soothin' feelin' 
Hits a clahky man, 

'Long to'ds night. 
\:V'cn de row is mos' nigh ended, 

Den he stops to fan , 
'Long to'ds night. 

De blue smoke Porn hi~ cabi n is a -callin ' 
to J1im, " Come ; " 

li e smell de bacon cookin', a n' he hyeah 
de fiah hum; 

An ' he 'mcnce to !ting, 'dough wo' ki11' 
putty nigh done made him dum b, 

'Long to'cls night. 

\Vid his hoe c rpon his shouldah 
Den he goes erlong , 

'Long to 'ds night. 
An' he kcepin ' time a-sleppin' 

\Viel a little song, 
'Long to'ds night. 

De rcstin'· time's a -comin', an' de time to 
drink an' e:ll ; 

A baby's todcl lin ' to'ds h im on hits little 
. dusty feet, 

An' a-goin' to'ds his cabin, an' his suppah's 
moughty sweet, 

' Long to'ds night. 

Daih his Ca'line min' de kettle, 
Rufus min ' de chile, 

'Long to'ds night; 
An' de sweat roll down his forred, 

l\lixin ' wid his smile, 
' Long to'ds night. . 

He toss his piccaninny, :in' he hum a little 
chune; 

De wo'kin ' all is ovah, an' de suppah 
comin' soon; 

De wo'kin' time's D ccembah, but de 
restin' time is June, 

'Long to'ds night. 

Dcy's a kin' o' doleful feelin', 
Hits a tendah place, 

'Long to 'ds night; 
D cy's a moughty glory in him 

Shinin' thoo his face, 
'Long to'ds night. 

De cabin's lak de big house, a n' de fiah's 
lak de sun ; . 

His wife look moughty Jakly, an' de ch1Jc 
de pnttic5l one ; 

\V'y, hit's blcssid, jes' a-livin' w'en a body's 
wo'k is cl one. 

'Long to'ds nigh t. 
HE Toss Hrs P1cCAN IN~Y 
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DAT OL' MARE 0' MINE 

In 1899, when the poet \Vas compelled 
to lenve W:i.shington, where bis duties as 
librarian had been too hard for him, he 
nnd his wife and mother went to Denver. 
Herc they lived in n cottage near the city, 
and Mr. Dunbnr took long rides for his 
henlth. For this purpose he purchased n 
gray mare, :i.nd soon lenrnr.d to love the 
animal devotedly. Desiri ng to pay a 
tribute to his fa ithful dumb friend he 
wrote the poem. He wrote to a friend 
about this time, thnt he sold this poem for 
a sum equal to hnlf tile price he had paid 
fo r the mare I 

\Vant to trade me, do you, mistah ? Oh, 
well, now, I reckon not, 

W'y you couldn't buy my Sukey fu' a 
thousan' on de spot. 

Dat ol' mare o' mine ? 
Yes, huh co:i.t ah long :i.n' shaggy, an' she 

ain't no sh:i.kes to see ; 
Dat's a ring·bone, yes, you right, sub, an' 

she got a on'ry knee, 
But dcy ain't no use in talkin', she de only 

hoss fu' me, 
Dat ol' mare o' mine. 

Co'sc, I knows dat Sukc's contra'y, an' 
she moughty ap' to vex ; 

But you got to mck crlownncc fu' de na
ture of huh sex ; 

Dat ol ' mare o' mine. 
Ef you pull her on de lef' han'; she plum 

'termincd to go right, 
A cannon couldn't skccr huh, but she 

boun' to tck a frigh t 
At a piece o' common paper, or anyt'ing 

whut's white, 
Dat ol' mare o' mine. 

\V'en my eyes commence to fail me, 
dough I trus'cs to huh sight, 

An' she' ll 'tote me safe an' hones' on de 
ve'y da'lces' night, 

Dat ol' mare o' mine. 
Ef I wimp huh, she jes' ~witch huh tail, 

an ' settle to a walk, 
Ef I whup huh mo', she shck huh haid, 

an' lak ez not, she balk, 

But huh sense ain't no ways lackin', she 
do evaht'ing but talk, 

Dat ol' mare o' mine. 

But she gentle ez a lady w'en she know 
huh beau kin see, 

An' she sholy got mo' gumption nny day 
den you or me, 

Dat ol' mare o' mine. 
She's a lcetle slow a-goin', an' she moughty 

ha'tl to sta 't, 
But wc's gittin' ol' togathah, an' she's 

closah to my hea't, 
An' I doesn't reckon, mistah, dat she'd 

sca'cely kcer to pa't ; 
Dat ol' mare o' mine. 

\V'y I knows de time dat cidah's kin ' o' 
muddled up my haid, 

Ef it hadn't been fu' Sukey hyeah, I 
reckon I'd been daid ; 

Dat ol' mare o' mine. 
But she got me in de middle o' de road 

an' tuk me home, 
An' she wouldn' t let me wandah, ncr she 

wouldn't let me ro:i.m, 
Dat 's de kin' o' boss to tic to w'en you's 

seed de cidah's foam, 
Dat ol' mare o' mine. 

You kin talk erbout yo' heaven, you k in 
ta lk erbout yo' hell, 

Dey is people, dey is bosses, den dey's cat
tle, den dey's- well -

Dat ol' mare o' mine ; 
She de beatenes' t'ing dat evah struck de 

medders o' de town, 
An' aldough huh haid ain't fittin' fu ' to 

waih no golden crown, 
D' ain't n blessed way fu' Petah fu' to 

tu'n my Sukey down, 
Dat ol' mare o' mine. 

A GRIEVANCE 

\ V'en de snow's a-fallin' 
An' de win' is col'. 

l\Iammy 'mence n-c:i.llin', 
Den she 'mence to scol', 

" Lucius Lishy Brnckett, 
Don't you go out do's, 
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Button up yo ' jacket, 
Lcs' n you'll gi t froze." 

I sit a t tic windah 
Looki n' a t de groun ', 

!\uffin nigh to hindah, 
~l a 111m y ain' erroun'; 

Wish' t she wouldn' mek me 
Set dow n in dis chaih ; 

Psha w, it wouldi1' t tek me 
Long to g it some a ih. 

So I j ump down nimble 
E z a boy kin be, 

Dough I's all a-trim ble 
Feahed someone'll see; 

Bet in a half a minute 
I fly ou t de do' 

An' l 's }<nee-deep in it, 
Dal dah blessed snow. 

De n I hycah a pattah 
Come acrost <le flo'. 

Den dey comes a clattah 
At de cabin do' ; 

An' my mammy holler 
Spoilin' all my joy, 

" Come in f'om dat waller, 
Don't I see you, boy? " 

\\l 'en de snow's a-sievin' 
Down ez sof' ez meal, 

\Vhut's de u~e o' li vin' 
'Cept you got cle feel 

or de stu ff da t's fa llin' 
'Roun' a n' white an' damp, 

' Dout some one a-callin', 
" Come in hyeah, you scamp I" 

DIN All K NEADING DOUGH 

I h:we seen full many a sight 
Born of day-or d rawn by night: 
Sunlight on a silver stream, 
Golclen lilies a ll a-dream, 
Lofty mountains, bold and proud, 
Veiled beneath the lacelike cloud; 
But no lovely sight I know 
Equa ls Dinah kneading dough. 

Brown arms buried elbow-deep 
Their domestic rhythm keep, 
A~ with steady sweep they go 
T hrough the gently yield ing dough. 
~lai<ls may vaunt their finer charms -
!\augh t to me like D inah 's arms ; 
Gi rls may draw, or paint, or sew -
I love Dinah kneading dough. 

E yes of jet and teeth o f pearl, 
H air, some say, too tight a·curl; 
But the dai11ty maid I deem 
Very near perfection's d ream. 
Swift she works, and only fl ings 
l\l c a glance-the least of things. 
And I wonder, does she know 
That my heart is in the dough? 

I N THE 1\IOR N I NG 

' Lias ! 'Lias ! Bless de Lawd I 
Don' you know de day's erbroad ? 
~f you don' git up, you scamp, 
Dcy 'll be trouble in dis camp. 
T 'ink I gwine to let you s leep 
W 'ile I meks yo' boa 'd an ' keep? 
Dat's a putty howdy-do -
Don' you hyeah me, 'Lias-you? 

Bet ef I come crost dis flo' 
You won' fin' no time to sno'. 
Dayligh t all a-shin in ' in 
\V'i le you s lcep-w'y hit's a sin I 
Ain 't de ca n'le-light e nough 
To bu' n out widou t a snuff, 
But you go de mo'nin' thoo 
Bu'nin' up de daylight too ? 

'Lias, don' you hycah me call? 
N o use tu 'nin ' to 'ds de wall; 
1 kin hyeah <lat mattuss squeak; 
Don' you hyeah me w'en I speak ? 
Dis hyeah clock done struck o ff six -
Ca'line, b ring me dem ah sticks! 
Oh, you down, suh; huh ! you down -
Look hyeah, don ' you daih to frown. 

Ma'ch yo'se'f an' wash yo' fact:, 
Don' you splattah all de plact : 
I got somep'n else to do, 
'Sides jes' cleanin' aftah you. 
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Tek dat comb an ' fix yo' haid -
Looks jes' lak a feddah baid. 
Look hyeah , boy, I let you sec 
You sha'n' t roll yo' eyes at me. 

Come hyeah ; bring me dat ah strap ! 
Boy, I ' ll whup you ' twell you drap ; 
You done felt yo'se'f too strong, 
An' you sholy got me wr<;>ng. 
Set down at dat table tha1h; 
Jes' you whi mpah cf you daih I 
Evah mo'nin' on dis place, 
Seem lak I mus' lose my grace. 

\ . 
Fol' yo' han's an' bow yo' hatd -
\Vail ontwell de blessin' 's said; 
" Lawd, have mussy on ouah souls - " 
(Don' you daih to tecl~ dem rolls ~) 
" Illess de food we gwme to eat -
(You set still-I s:e yo' ~eel ; 
You jes' try dat trick agm !) 
" Gin us peace an' joy. Amen !" 

THE POET 

T hese eight lines tell the story of Paul 
Dunbar's g reatest d isappointment in con· 
nection with h is literary achievements. 
He grew tired of writing jing les, in a 

'broken tongue, bu t the heedless world 
wanted none of the almost fa thomless 
language poems, which reflected the_ real 
soul of the poet. As the sheen of tmsel 
pleases the eye of the ragged ~.rowel who 
seldom see pure gold, so the Jtnglcs, tl~e 
swing, a nd the lau&hter so app~r~nt tn 

Dunbar's d ialect satisfied the maJOt tty of 
readers- the pure gold was left for the 
thinking few. 

H e sang .of life, serenely sweet, 
With now and then, a deeper note. 
Fron; some high peak, nigl~ yet remote, 

H e voiced the world 's absorbtng beat. 

lie sang of love when e~rth _was young, 
And Love, itself, was m hts lays . . 
But ah, the world, it turned to praise 

A jingle in a b roken tongue. 

A FLORIDA N IGHT 

\\'in' a·blowin' gentle so de san' lay low, 
San' a little heavy f'om de rain, 

All de pa'ms a-wavin' an' a-weavin ' slow, 
Sighin' lak a sinnah-soul in pain . 

Alligator g rinnin' by de ol' l:igoon, 
i\locki n'-bird a-singin' to de big full moon, 
'Skeeter go a-skimmin' to · his figh tin' 

ehune 
(Lizy Ann's a-waitin' in de lane 1). 

.Moccasin a-sleepin' in de cyprus swamp; 
Needn't wake de gent'man, not fu ' 111e. 

Mule, you needn't wake him w'en you 
switch an' stomp, 

Fightin ' off a 'skeeter er a flea. 
Florida is lovely, she's de fines' Ian' 
Evah seed de sunlight f 'om de i\lastah's 

han', 
'Ceptin' fu' cle \'annints an' huh fleas an' 

S.."ln' 

An' de nights w'en Lizy Ann ain' free. 

Moon's a-kinder shaddered on de melon 
patch; 

No one ain't a·watchin ' ez I go. 
Climbin' of cle fence so's not to click de 

latch 
l\l eks my gittin' in a little slow. 

\Vatermelon smilin' as it say, " l 's free; " 
Allig:itor boomin', but I let him be, 
Flonda, oh, Florida's de Ian' fu' me -

(Lizy Ann a-singin' sweet an' low). 

DIFFERENCE S 

My neighbor lives on the hill, 
And I in the valley dwell, 

l\ly neighbor must look down on me, 
l\lust I look up ?- ah, well, 

My neighbor lh•es on the hill, 
And I in the valley dwell. 

My neighbor reads, and prays, 
And I-I laugh, God wot, 

And sings like a bird when the grass i5 
green 

In my small garden plot; 
But ah, he reads and prays, 

And 1-I laugh, God wot.' 
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II is face is a book of woe, 
And mine is a song of glee ; 

A slave he is to the great "They say," 
Bnt 1-1 am bold and free ; 

No wonder he smacks of woe, 
And l have the tang of glee. 

My neighbor thinks me a fool, 
''The same to yourself," say I ; 

"Why take your books and take your 
prayers, 

Give me the open sky ; " 
l\Iy neighbor thinks me a fool, 

"The same to yoµrself," say I. 

LONG AGO 

De ol' time's gone, de new time's hyeah 
W1d a ll hits fuss an' fcddahs; 

l done fu'got de joy an' chcah 
\Ve knowed all kin's o' weddahs, 

l done fu 'got each ol'-timc hymn 
We ust to sing in meetin'; 

l 's leahned de prah's, so neat an' trim, 
De preachah keeps us 'peatin'. 

Hang a vine by de chimney side, 
An' one by de cabin do' ; 

An' sing a song fu ' de clay dat died, 
De daY. of long ergo. 

My youf, hit's gone, yes, long ergo, 
An' yit.l ain't a-moanin' ; 

Hit's fu' somet'ings l usl to know 
l set to-night a-honin'. 

De pallet on de ol' plank Ao', 
lJe rain bar'! und' de e:wes, 

De live oak 'fo' de cabin do', 
\Vhaih de night dove comes an' grieves, 

Hang a vine by de chimney side, 
An' one by de cabin do' ; 

An' sing a song fu' de day <lat d ied, 
De day of long ergo. 

I'd lak a few ol' frien's to-night 
To come an' set wid me; 

An' let me feel dat ol' delight 
I ust to in cley glee. 

But hyeah we is, my pipe an' me, 
Wid no one els,e erbout; 

\\"e bole is choked c1. choked kin he, 
An' !Jofe 'll M>On go out. 

llang a vine by de chimney side, 
An' one by de cabin do' ; 

An ' sing a song fu' de day dat died, 
!Jc day of long ergo. 

A PLANTATION l\!ELODY 

De trees is bendin' in de sto'm, 
De rain done hid de mountain's fo'm, 

l 's ' lone an' in distress. 
But listen, dah 's a voice l hyeah, 
A-sayin' to me, loud an' cleah, 

" Lay low in de wi ldaness." 

De lightnin' flash, de bough sway low, 
:'\ly po' sick hea't is trimbl in' so, 

It hu'ts my very breas'. 
But him dat give de Ji gh tnin ' powah 
Jes' bids me in de tryin' howah 

"Lay low in de wildaness." 

0 brothah, w'en de tempcs' beat, 
An' w'cn yo' weary head an' feet 

Can't fin ' no place to res', 
Jes' membah dat de i\lastah 's nigh, 
An' putty soon you'll hycah de cry, 

"Lay low in de wildaness." 

0 sistah, w'en de rain come down, 
An' all yo' hopes is 'bout to drown, 

Don't trus' de l\Iastah less. 
H e smilin' w'en you t'ink he frown, 
He a in ' gwine let yo' soul sink down -

Lay low in de wildaness. 

A SPIRITUAL 

De 'cession's stahted on de gospel way, 
De Capting is a-draw in' nigh: 

Bellah stop a-foolin' an' a·try to pray ; 
Lif' up yo' haid w'en de King go by 1 

Oh, sinnah mou'nin' in cle dusty road, 
Hyeah's de minute fu ' to dry yo' eye: 

Dey's a moughty One a-comin' fu' to baih 
yo' load; 

Lif ' up yo' haid w'en de King go by I 
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Oh, wielder \\'Cepin' by yo' husban's 
grave, 

Hit's bcttah fu ' to sing den sigh: 
Hyeah come de ~l:tstah wid de powah to 

save ; 
Lif' up yo' ha id w'en de King go by l 

Oh, orphans a-weepin' lak de wielder do, 
An' l wish you'd tell me why: 

De Mastah is a mammy an' a pappy loo; 
Lif' up yo' haid w'en de King go by 1 

Oh, l\Ioses sot de sarpint in de wildahness 
W'en de chillnn had commenced to 

die: 
Some 'efused to look, but hit cuohed de 

res, ; 
Lif' up yo' haid w'en de King go by! 

Bow down, bow 'way down, 
Bow down, 

"But lif' up yo haid w 'en de King go by! 

THE MEMORY OF l\!ARTHA 

Out in de night a sad bird moans, 
An', oh, but' hit's moughty lonely; 

Times l kin sing, but mos' I groans, 
Fu' oh, but hit's moughty lonely ! 

ls you sleepin' well dis evenin', Marfy, 
deah? 

\V'en l calls you f'om de cabin, kin you 
hyeah ? 

'Tain't de same ol' place to me, 
. Nuffin' 's Ink hit used to be, 
W'en l knowed dat you was all us some'ers 

near. 

Down by de road de shadders grows, 
An ', oh, but hit's mough ty lonely; 

Seem lak de ve'y moonlight knows, 
An', oh, but hit's moughty lonely 1 

Does you know, l's cryin' fu ' you, oh, my 
wife? 

Does you know dey ain't no joy no mo' in 
life? 

An' my only t'ought is dis, 
Dat l's honin' fu' cle bl iss 

Fu' to quit di s groun' o' worriment an' 
strife. 

Dah on de ba id my banjo lays, 
An', oh, but hit's moughty lonely; 

Can't even sta't a chune o' praise, 
An' , oh, but hit's moughty lonelf ! 

Oh, bit's moughty slow a waitin' hyeah 
below. 

Is you watchin' fu' me, l\Iarfy, a t de do'? 
Ef you is, in spite o' sin, 
Dcy'll be sho' to let me in, 

\V'en dey s1:es yo' face a-shinin', den dey'll 
know. 

W'EN l GITS HOl\IE 

It's moughty, tiahsome layin' 'roun' 
Dis sorrer-laden earfly groun ', 
An' oftentimes l thinks, thinks 1, 
'Twould be a sweet t'ing des to die, 

An' go 'long home. 

H ome whaih de frien's l loved'll say, 
"\Ve've waited fu' you ma ny a day, 
Come hyeah an' res' yo'se 'f, an' know 
You's done wid sorre r an' wid woe, 

Now you's at home." 

\V'en I gits home some blessid day, 
I ' lows to th'ow my caihs erway, 
An ' up an' dow n de shinin' street, 
Go singin' sor nn' low an' sweet, 

\V 'en l gits home. 

l wish de day was ncah at han', 
l's tiahecl of dis grie,•in' Ian', 
l's tiahed of de lonely yeahs, 
l want to des dry up my tcahs, 

An' go 'long home. 

Oh, l\fastah, won't you sen' de call? 
My frien's is daih, my hope, my all. 
I's waitin' whaih de rond is rough, 
I want to hyeah you say, " Enough, 

01' man, come home!" 

111-IOWDY, HONEY, HOWDY!" 

Do' a-stan' in' on a jar, fiah a-shinin' thoo 
01' folks drowsm' 'roun' de place, wide 

awake is Lou, 
\V'en l tap, she answeh, an' l see huh 

'mence to grin, 
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" H owdy, honey, howdy, won ' t you step 
right in?" 

D I t P erpon de Jog layin ' al de do', 
en s e , I I ' . Bless de Lawd, huh mam,my an iu l pap ~ 

done •menccd to sno , 
Now's de time, cf evah, cf l 's gwinc to 

t ry an' win, 
"Howdy, honey, howdy, won't you step 

right in ?" 

No use playin' on de aidge, trimblin ' on d,e 
brink , 

\\"en a boJy Jove a gal, tell huh whut he 
t' ink · 

W 'e n hul; hea' t is open fu' de love you 
gwine to gin, 

Pull yo'se' f togetlrnh, suh , an' step right 
in. 

Sweetes' imbitatiln dat a body evah 
hyeahed , . . 

Sweetah den de music o f a love-sick 
mockin'-bird, 

Comin' rom de gal you loves bettah den 
yo' k in, 

•·Howdy, honey, howdy, won't you step 
r ight in?" 

At de gate o' heaven w 'en de storm o' life 
is pas', 

'Spec' I ' ll be a-stan 'in', 'twell de Mastah 
say at las ', 

" H yeah he sta•.1' a~I weary, but he winnecl 
h is fight w1d sm. 

H owdy, honey, howdy, won't you step 
right in ?" 

THE UNSUNG HEROES 

A song for the unsun1t heroes who rose in 
the country's need, 

\ Vhen the life o f the la nd was threatened 
by the slaver 's cruel g reed, 

For the men who came from the corn-field, 
who ca me from the plough and the 
flail, 

\'.'ho ralli ed round when they heard th e 
sound of the mighty ma n of the rail. 

They laid them down in the va lleys, they 
laid them clow n in the wood, 

And the world looked on at the wo1 k they 
did, and whispered, " It is good." 

They fought their way on the h ill side, th(')' 
fought their wa y in the g len, 

And God looked down on the ir sine" > 
brown, a nd sa id , " I have made the m 
men." 

They went to the blue lines glad ly, ancl 
. the blue li nes took them in, 

And the men who sa w their muskets ' fire 
thought not of the ir dusky skin. 

The g ray li nes rose and melted !Jenca th 
their scathing showe rs, 

And they said, " 'Tis true, they have force 
to do, these o ld slave boys of ours." 

Ah, Wagner saw the ir glory, and Pillow 
knew their blood, 

That poured on a nation's a ltar, a sacrifi· 
cia l flood. 

Port Hudson heard their war-cry thnt 
smote its smoke-fi lled air, 

And the old free fires of the ir savage sires 
ngain were kindled there. 

They laid them clown where the rivers the 
greening valleys gem, 

And the song of the th und'rous cannon 
was their so le requiem, 

And the great smoke wreath that mingled 
its hue with the dusky cloud, 

\Vas the flag that furled o'er a saddened 
world , and the sheet that made their 
shroud. 

Oh, Mighty God of the Battles who held 
them in thy hand, 

Who gave them strength th rough th_e 
whole cl ay's length, to figh t fo r their 
native land , 

They arc lying dead on the hillsides, they 
are ly ing dead on the plain, 

And we ha ve not fi re to smite the lyre and 
sing them one brief strain. 

Give, thou, some seer the power to sing 
them in their might, 

The men who feared the master's whip, 
but did not fear the fight; 
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T hat he 111ay tell of their virtues as min- 1 

strels did of old , 
T ill the pride of face and the hate of race 

grow obso lete a nd cold . 

A song for the unsung heroes who stood 
the a wful test, 

When the humblest host that the land 
could boast went fort h to meet the 
best; 

A song fo r the unsung heroes who fell on 
the bloody sod, 

Who foug ht their way from night to day 
and strugg led up to God. 

THE POOL. 

By the pool that I see in my dreams, dear 
lo,·e, 

I ha ve sat with you time and again; 
And listened benea th the dank leaves, 

dear love, 
To the sibilant sound of the rain. , 

And the pool , it is silvery bright, dear 
love, 

And as pure as the heart of a maid, 
As sparkling and dimpling, it darkles and 

shines 
In the depths of the heart o f the glade. 

\ 

Llut, oh, I've a wbh in my soul, dear love 
(The wish of a d reamer, it seems), ' 

That I might wash free o f my silis, dea r 
love, 

In the pool that I see in my d reams. 

POSSESSIO~ 

\\"hose little lady is you, chi le, 
Whose little gal is you ? 

What's de use o' kiver 'n up yo' face? 
Chi le, dat a in't de way to do. 

Lemme see yo' little eyes, 
Tek yo' little han 's down nice, 

I .a wd, you wuff a million bill s, 
I I uh uh, chile , dat ain ' t yo' price. 

lloney, de money ain' t been made 
Dat dey could pay fu ' you; 

'Tain't no use a-bidd in ' ; you too high 
Fu' de riches' J ap er J ew. 
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Lemme sec you smilin ' now, 
H ow elem tet:f o' yo'n do sl~ine, 

An' de t' ing clat meks me laff 
Is dat a ll o' you is mine. 

H ow's 1 gwinc to tell you how I feel , 
H ow's I gwine to weigh yo' wuff? 

Oh, you sholy is de s weetes' t'ing 
Walkin' on dis blessed earf. 

Possum is de sweetes' meat, 
Cidah is de nices' drink, 

But my little lady-bird 
I s de bes' of all , I t' ink. 

Talk er!Jout 'uligion he'pin ' folks 
All thoo de way o' life, 

Gin de res' 'uligion, des' gin me 
You, my little lady-wife. 

Den de clays kin come a ll ha'd, 
Den do nights kin come all black, 

Des' you tek me by de han', 
An' I ' ll s tumble on de t rack. 

Stumble on de way to Gawel, rny chile, 
Stu mble on, an' mebbe fa ll ; 

But I ' ll keep a·trottin ', while you lead 
on, 

Picki n' an' a-trottin', dat's all. 
H o!' me mighty tight, dough, chile, 

Fu' hit's rough an' rocky Ia n ', 
Heaben 's at de en ' , I know, 

So l 's leanin' on yo' han'. 

THE O LD FRO'.'IT GATE 

\V'en da1h's chi llun in de house, 
Dey keep on a-gittin ' tall ; 

Rut de folks don' seem to see 
Dat cley's growin ' up a t a ll, 

'Twe ll cley fi n' out some fi ne clay 
Dat de gals has 'mencecl to grow, 

\V 'en cley notice as cley pass 
Dat de front gate's saggin' low. 

\V'en cle hinges creak an' cry, 
Au' de bahs go slantin' down, 

You ktn reckon dat hit 's time 
Fu' to cas' yo' eye erroun', 

' Cause clai h a in't no 'sputin' dis, 
Hit's de trues' sign to show 
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Dat daih's cou'tin ' goin' on 
\ V'en de ol' fron t gate sags low. 

Oh, you grumble an' compla in, 
An' you prop <lat gale up right; 

But you notice right ncx' day 
Dat hi t's in de same ol' plight. 

So you fin' <lat hit's a ru le, 
An' daih ain' no use lo blow, 

\V'en de gals is growin' up, 
Dat de front gate wi ll sag low. 

Den you t' ink o' yo' young days, 
W 'en you cou'ted !:;ally Jane, 

An' you so't o' feel ashamed 
Fu' to grnmble an ' complain, 

'Cause yo' ricerlcction says, 
.&n' you know hits wo'ds is so, 

Dat huh pappy had a lime 
W id his front gate saggin' low. 

So you jes' looks on an' smiles 
At 'em leanin' on de gate, 

Tryin' to t'ink whut he kin say 
Fu' to keep him daih so late, 

But you lets <la t gate erlone, 
F u' yo' 'sperunce goes to show, 

'Twell de gals is ma'ied off, 
It gwine keep on saggin' low. 

DIRGE FOR A SOLDIER 
' 

In the east the morning comes, 
H ear the rollin' of the drums 

On the hill. 
But the heart that beat as they beat 
In the battle's ragi ng day heat 

L ielh stil l. 
Unto him the night has come, 
Though they roll the morning drum. 

What is in the bugle's blast? 
I t Is : "Victory at last ! 

Now for rest." 
But, my comrades, come behold him 
W here our colors now enfold him, 

And his breast 
Bares no more to meet. the blade, 
But lies covered in the shade, 

What a s ti r there is to-clay I 
T hey arc laying him a way 

Where he fell. 
There the flag goes draped before him ; 
!\ow they pile the gra ,·e sod o'e r him 

\ \ ' ith a knell. 
And he answers to his name 
In the highe r ranks of fa me. 

There's a woman le ft to mourn 
For the chi ld that she has borne 

I n tra ,·ail. 
But her hea rt heats high and higher, 
\ \'1th a patriot mother's lire, 

At the ta le. 
She has borne and lost a son, 
But he r work ancl his a rc done. 

Fling the flag out, let it wave ; 
T hey' re return ing from the gra\'C' 

" Double quick l "' 
And the cymbals now a rc crash ing, 
Bright his comrades' eyes arc flashing 

From the thick 
Battle-ranks which knew l1im brave, 
No tears fo r a hero's grave. 

In the east the morning comes, 
H ear the rattle of the drums 

Far away. 
Now no time for griePs pursuing, 
Other work is for the doing, 

Here to·day. 
He is sleeping, let him rest 
With the flag across his breast. 

A FRO LIC 

Swing yo' lady roun' an' roun', 
Do de bes' you k now ; 

l\!ek yo' bow an ' p'omenade 
Up an' dow n de Ro'; 

Mek dat banjo hum p huhse 'f, 
L isten a t huh talk : 

Mastah gone to tow n to-night; 
'Tain 't no t ime to walk . 

I 

Lif' yo' fee t an' flutter thoo, 
Run, Miss Lucy, run ; 

Reckon you'll be cotched an' kissed 
'Fo' de night is done. 
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You don't need to be so proud -
l 's a·watcilin' you, 

An' l 's layin' lots o' plans 
F u' to git you, too. 

l\!oonlight on de cotton- fie !' 
Shinin' sof' an' white , 

Whippo'will a-tell in' ta lcs 
Out thaih in de night ; 

An' yo' cabin's 'crost de lot ; 
R un, l\!iss Lucy, run; 

Reckon you'll be cotchecl an' kissed 
'Fo' de night is done. 

LOVE'S CASTLE 

K ey and bar, key and bar, 
I ron bolt and chain! 

And what will you do when the King comes 
To ente r his domain? 

'Turn key and li ft ba r, 
Loose, oh, bolt and chai11 ! 

Open the door and let him in, 
And then lock up again. 

But, oh, h'cart, and woe, heart, 
\ Vhy do you ache so sore ? 

Neve r a moment's peace ha,·e you 
Since Love hath passed the door. 

T urn key and lift bar, 
J\ n<l loose bolt and chain ; 

But Love took in his esquire, Grief, 
And there they both remain. 

J'v[QRN ING SONG OF LOVE 

Darling, my darling, my heart is on the 
wing, 

I t fl ies to thee th is morning l ike a bird , 
L ike happy birds in spri ng-time my spirits 

soa r and sing, 
T he same S\\'eet song thine ears have 

often heard. 

The sun is in my window, the shadow on 
the lea, 

The wind is moving in the branches 
green, 

A nd all Ill ). li fe, my darling, is turn ing unto 
thee, 

And kneeling at thy feet, my own, my 
queen. 

T he golden bells are ri nging across the 
distant hill, 

T heir merry peals come lo me soft and.. 
clear, 

But in my heart's dee p chapel all incense· 
filled and st ill 

A sweeter bell is sounding for thee, dear. 

T he bell of love invites thee lo come and 
seek the sh rine 

\Vhose altar is erected unto thee, 
T he offerings, the sac ri fice, the prayers, 

the chants are thine, 
And I , my love, thy humble priest will 

be. 

ON A CLEAN BOOK 

TO F. N, 

L ike sea-washed sand upon the shore, 
So fine and clean the tale, 

So clear and bright I almost see, 
T he flashing of a sail. 

T he tang of salt is in its veins, 
T he freshness of the spray 

God give you love and lore and strength, 
T o give us such alway. 

T O T HE EASTE RN SH ORE 

l 's feelin ' ki n' o' lonesome in my little 
1'00111 tO·lllgh t, 

J\n' my min's done los' de mi11utes an' 
de miles, 

\o\"i lc it teks me back a-flyi n' to de country 
of deligh t, 

\Yhaih de Chesapeake goes grumblin' 
er w id smiles. 

Oh , de ol' plantation's call in' to me, 
Come, come back, 

H yeah's de place fu ' you lo labor an' 
to res', 

Fu ' my sandy roads is gleamin' w'ile 
de city ways is black ; 
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Come back, honey, case yo' country 
home is bes'. 

I know de moon is shinin' down erpon de 
Eastern sho', 

An' de bay's a-sayin' "Howdy" to de 
Ian'; 

An' de folks is all a-settin' out erroun' de 
cabin do', 

Wid dey feet a-rcstin' in de silvah san'; 
A n' de ol' plantation's call in' to me, 

Come, oh, come, 
F'om de life dat's des' a·waihin' you 

erway, 
F'om de trouble an' de buslle, an' de 

agernizin' hum 
Dat de city keeps ergoin' all de day. 

l's tiahed of de city, tek me back to Sandy 
Side, 

Whaih de po'est ones kin live an' play 
an' eat · 

Whaih we dr;ws a simple livin' Porn de 
fo'est an' de tide, 

An ' de days ah faih , an' evah night is 
sweet. 

Fu' de ol' plantation's callin' to me, 
Come, oh, come. 

An' the Chesapeake's a-sayin' " Dat's 
de t 'ing," 

"\V'ile my little cabin beckons, dough 
his mouf is closed an' dumb, 

l 's a-comin', an' my hea't begins to 
sing. 

BALLADE 

By Mystics' banks I held my dream. 
( 1 held my fishing rod as well), 

The vision was of dace and bream, 
A fruitless vision, sooth to tell. 
But round about the sylvan dell 

Were other sweet Arcadian shrines, 
Gone now, is all the rural spell, 

Arcadia has trolley lines. 

Oh, once loved, sluggish, darkling stream, 
For me no more, thy waters swell, 

Thy music now the engines' scream, 
Thy fragrance now the factory's smell; 

Too near for me the clanging· bell ; 
A fa lse light in the water shines 

While Solitude liMs to her knell,
Arcadia has trolley lines. 

Thy wooded lane · with shade and gleam 
Where bloomed the fragrant asphodel, 

Now bleak commercially teem 
With signs "To Let," "To Buy," " To 

Sel l." 
And Commerce holds them fierce and 

fell ; 
\Vith vulgar sport she now combines 

Sweet Nature's piping voice to quell. 
Arcadia has trolley lines. 

L'ENVOI 

Oh, awful Power whose works repel 
The man•el of the earth's designs,-

1'11 hie me otherwhere to dwell, 
Arcadia has trolley lines. 

NODDIN' BY DE FIRE 

Some folks t'inks hit's right an' p'opah, 
Soon ez bedtime come erroun', 

Fu' to scramble to de kivcr, 
Lak dcy'd hyeaher! <le trumpet soun'. 

But dese people de!' '111 misses 
Whut I mos'ly does desiah ; 

Dat's de settin' roun' an' dozin', 
An' a-noddin' by de fiah. 

When you's tiahed out a-hoein', 
Er a-followin' de plough , 

\Vhut's de use of des a·fallin' 
On yo' pallet lak a cow? 

W'y, de fun is all in waitin' 
I n dr. face of all de tiah, 

An ' a-dozin' an' a-drowsin' 
By a good ol' hick'ry fiah. 

Oh, you grunts an' groans an' mumbles 
Case yo' bones is full o' col', 

Dough you feels de joy a-tricklin' 
Roun' de co'nahs of yo' soul. 

An' you 'low anothah minute 
'S sho to git you wa'm an' dryah, 

\\"en you set up pas' yo' bedtime, 
Case you hates to leave de fiah. 

Bv A Goon OL' H 1cK'RY F1AH 
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" ' hut's de use o' downright sleepin' ? 
You can't feel it while it las ', 

An' you git up fcelin' sorry 
W'en de time fu ' it is pas'. 

Seem to me <lat time too precious, 
An' de houahs too short entiah, 

Fu' to sleep, w'en you could spen' 'em 
Des a-noddin' by de fiah. 

L l'L ' GAL 

Oh, de weathah it is balmy an' de breeze 
is sighin' low, 

L i'l' gal, 
An' de mockin' bird is singin' in de locus' 

by de do', 
Li'l' gal; 

Dere's a hummin' an' a bummin' in de 
Ian' f 'om eas' to wes', 

I's a·sighin' fu' you, honey, a n' I nevah 
know no res'. 

Fu' dey's lots o' trouble brewin ' an' 
a·slewin' in my breas', 

Li 'l' gal. 

\Vhut's de mattah wid de weathah, whut!s 
de mattah wid de breeze, 

Li'l' gal ? 
\Vhut's de mattah wid de locus' dat's 

a-singin' in de trees, 
Li'l' gal? 

w·y dey knows dey ladies love 'em, an' 
dey knows dey love 'em true, 

An' dey love 'em back, I reckon, des' lak 
l 's a-lovin' you ; 

Dal's de reason dey's a·weavin' an' 
a·sighin', thoo an' thoo, 

Li 'l' ga l. 

Don't you let no da'ky fool you 'cause de 
clo'es he waihs is fine, 

Li'l' gal. 
Dey's a hones' hea't a-beatin' unnerneaf 

dese rags o' mine, 
Li'l' gal. 

C'ose dey ain' no use in mockin ' whut de. 
birds an' weathah do, 

But I's so'y I cain't 'spress it w'en I 
knows I loves you true, 

Dat's de reason T's a-sighin' an' a ·singin' 
now fu' you, 

Li'l' gal. 

RELUC'ANCE 

\\"ill I have some mo' dat pie? 
No, ma'am, thank·ee, dat is-1-

1.k ttah quit dail11n' me. 
Oa t ah pie look sutny good: 
H ow'd you feel now cf I would ? 
I don' reckon dat I should; 

Bettah quit daihin ' me. 

Look hyeah, I gwine tell de truf, 
Mine is sholy one sweet toof: 

Bettnh quit daihin' me. 
\"ass'm, ynss'm, dat's a ll right, 
l 's done tried to be perlite: 
But dat pie's a lakly sight, 

\Vha's de use o ' daihin' me? 

My, yo' lips is full an' red, 
Don't I wish you'd tu'n yo' haid? 

Bellah quit daihin ' me. 
Dat ain't faih, now, honey chile, 
l 's gwine lose my sense erwhile 
Ef you des se t daih an ' smile, 

Bettah quit daihin ' me. 

Nuffin' don' Jook ha'f so fine 
Ez dem teef, denh , w'cn dey sh ine: 

Bettah quit claihin' me. 
Now look hyeah, I tells you dis; 
I'll give up all othah bliss 
Des to have one little kiss, 

Bettah quit daihin' me. 

Laws, I teks yo' little han', 
Ain't it tendah? bless de Ian' -

Bellah quit daihin' me. 
l 's so lonesome by myse'f, 
'D ain 't no fun in livin' lef ' ; 
Dis hyeah life 's ez dull ez def: 

Bellah quit daihin' me. 

Whyn't you tek yo' han' erway? 
Vass, I 'll hol' it : but I say 

Bellah quit daihin' me. 
Hol'in' han's is sholy fine. 
Seems lak clat's de weddin' sign. 
\Vish you'd say dat you 'd be mine;-

Duh you been daihin' me. 
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SPEAKI N' AT DE COU'T-H OUSE 

Dey been spcakin ' at de cou't·house, 
An ' laws-a-massy me, 

'Twas de beatncss kin' o' <loin's 
Oat ev:ih I did sec. 

O f cose I had to be d:ili 
I n de middle o' de crowd, 

An' I hallohcd wid de othahs, 
W'en <le spcakah riz and bowed. 

I was kind o' d isapp'intcd 
At de sm:illness of de man, 

Case I 'd allus pictercd great folks 
On a mo' expansive plan ; 

But I t'ought I could respect him 
An' tek in de wo'ds he S."1.id, 

Fu' dey sho was somcp'n knowin' 
In de bald spot on his haid. 

But hit did seem so 't o' funny 
Aftah waitin' fu' a week 

Dat de people kep' on shoutin' 
So de man des couldn't speak; 

De bo'ns dey blarerl a little, 
Den dey let loose on de drums,

Some one tol' me dey was playin' 
! ' See de conkerin' hero comes. 11 

"Well," says I, "you all is white folks 
But you's sutny actin' queer, ' 

What's de use of heroes comin' 
E f dey c:iin't :alk w'en dey's here ? " 

Aflah while dey let him open, 
An' dat man he waded in • 

An' he fit de wahs a ll ov:ih ' 
Winnin' victeries lak sin. 

W'cn he come down to de present 
Den he made de feathahs fly. ' 

He des waded in on money, 
An' he played de ta'iff high. 

An' ~1e said de colah question, 
Hit was ovah, solved, an' done, 

Dat de dahky was his brothah, 
Evah blessed mothah's son. 

Well he settled :ill de trouble 
Dat's been pesterin' de Ian', 

Den he set dow n mid de cheerin' 
An' de playin' of de ban'. 

l was fcclin' mough ty happy 
'Twcll I hycahed ~0111c body speak, 

"\\"ell, dat's h i:. s ide of de bus'ncss, 
But you wait for Jones 11ex ' week. 11 

BLAC K SA'.\f."OX OF IlRAXD\' \\"Tl'\E 

"In the figh t a1 l:r:rnuywinc, Ol:ick Samson, :i 
g iant ncgro :trmctJ w11h :l ~cytltc , s weeps his wny 
t hro' •he rc<l r:inb . .. ," C. 1\ l. S t:tssa 11' s 
" 11/yths and L~t:n1ds o/ Our Own La11d." 

Gray arc the pages of record , 
!Jim :ire the \'Olumcs of cld; 

E be h:id old Dcla"':uc told us 
'.\lo re that her history held. 

Tolcl us \\' itli pritlc in the story, 
l loncst :ind nohle :ind fine, 

More of the t:ile of my hero, 
Bl:ick Samson of Ur:rndyw inc. 

Sing of your chiefs and your nobles, 
S:ixon and Celt and Gaul, 

Breath of mine C\'cr sh:ill join you, 
Highly I honor them :ill. 

Give to them :ill of their glory, 
But for this noble of mine, 

Lend him a tithe of your tribute, 
Black Samson of Brandywine. 

There in the heat of the balllc, 
There in the stir of lhc fight, 

Loomed he, :in ebony giant, 
Black as the pinions of nigh t. 

Swinging his scythe like :i mower 
Over a field of gr:iin, 

Needless the care of the gleaners, 
\\7hcre he had passed amain. 

Straight through the hum:in harvest, 
Cutt i1ig :i bloody Sll':tth, 

Woe to you, soldier of Briton ! 
Death is abroad in his path. 

Flee from the scy the of th? rc~per, 
Flee whi le the moment ts thme, 

None m:iy with safely withsl:ind him, 
Black Samson of Brandywine. 

\Vas he a freeman or bondman ? 
\Vas he a m:in or a thing? 

\\That docs it m:illcr? I l is brav'ry 
Renders him roy:i l- a king. 

J 
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If he was only a chattel, 
Honor the r:111so111 may pay 

Of the royal, the Joy.ii black giant 
Who fought for his country that day. 

Noble and bright is the story, 
\Vorthy the touch of the lyre, 

Sculptor or poe t should find it 
Full of the stuff to inspire. 

Beat it in brass and in copper, 
T ell it in storied line, 

So th:it the world may remember 
Bl:ick Samson of Brandywine. 

THE LOOK i l\G-G LASS 

Dinah slan' hefo' de gbss, 
Lookin' moughty nc:it, 

An ' huh purty shadclcr s:iss 
Al huh haid an' fee t. 

\Vhile she sasshay 'roun' an' bow, 
Smilin' den an' poutin' now, 
1\n' de lookin'-glass, 1• 1ow 

1 Say: " Now, ain 't she swccl?" 

All she do, de gl:iss ii sec, 
Hit des sec, no mo', 

Seems lo me, hit ought to be 
Dr:ippin ' on de flo' . 

She go w'en huh time gi t slack , 
Kissin' han's :in' smilin ' back. 
Lawsy, how my lips go smack, 

\Vateh in' :it de do'. 

\Visht I was huh lookin'-glass, 
\V 'en she kissed huh han' ; 

Docs you t'i nk I 'd let it pass, 
!::icttin' on de st:in ' ? 

No ; I'd des' fall do\\' n a n' break, 
Kin' o' glad 't uz fu' huh sake; 
13ut de dirTunce, dat whut make 

Lookin'-glass :in' man. 

A i\IISTY DAY 

Hearl of my heart, the day is chill, 
The mist hangs low o 'er the wooded h ill, 
The soft white mist and the he:ivy cloud 
The sun and the face of heaven shroud. 
The bi rds arc thick in the dripping trees, 
That drop their pearls to the beggar breeze ; 

Xo songs arc rife where songs arc wont, 
Each singer crouches in his haunt. 

H eart of my heart, the day is chill, 
\\'hene'cr thy lo\'ing voice is still, 
The cloud and mist hide the sky from me, 
\\"hcne'er thy face 1 cannot sec. 
'.\l y thoughts fly back from the chill with

out, 
'.\ly mind in the storm drops doubt on 

doubt, 
Ko songs arise. \\"ithout thee, lo,·c, 
i\ly soul sinks down like a frightened doYc. 

D OUGLASS 

Ah, Douglass, we h:ive fnll'n on C\'il days, 
Such d:iys as thou, not e\'cn thou didst 

know, 
W hen thee, the eyes of that harsh long 

ago 
Sa"', s:ilient, at the cross of devious w:iys, 
And all the country heard thee with amnzc. 

Not ended then, the passionate ebb and 
flow, 

The nwful tide that battled to and fro; 
We ride amid n tempest of dispraise. 
Now, when the wn\'CS of swift dissension 

sw:um, 
And H onor, the strong pilot, lieth stark, 

Oh, for thy voice h igh-sounding o'er the 
storm, 

For thy strong arm lo guide tl1e shi\'er
ing bark, 

The bl:ist-dcfying power of thy form, 
To give us comfort th rough the lonely 

dark. 

BOOKER T. \VASHINGTON 

The word is writ lhnt he who runs may 
read. 

What is the passing breath of earthly fame? 
But -to snntch glory from the bands of 

blame-
Thal is lo be, lo Ji,,e, lo stri,·e indeed. 
A. poor Virgini:i cnbin g:\\'e the seed, 
Anrl from its dark and lowly door there 

came 
A peer of princes in the world 's acclaim, 
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A master spirit for the nation's need. 
!:;trong, silent , purposeful beyond his kind, 

The mark of rugged force on brow and 
li p, 

Straight on he goes, nor turns to look be· 
hind 

Where hot the hounds come baying at 
his h ip; 

With one idea foremost in hi s mind, 
Like t~e keen prow of some on-forging 

ship. 

THE MON K'S WALK 

This poem was written in autumn at 
\Vashington, D. C., a fter the shadow~ of 
the death of his do_mestic peace had begun 
to fal_I. He somctunes spoke of becoming 
a pnest of the Church, and this half. 
formed desire may be observed in several 
stanzjlS of the Monk's \Valk. Reference 
to his henceforth lonely life is made thus -

" Is it liv ing thus 10 live ! 
Has life nothing more to g ive? 
Ah, no more of , mile or s igh-
Life, t he world, and love, good-bye." 

The poem is one of a series of three 
whose direct inspiration was fou nd in h i$ 
discovery of a violet blooming in No· 
vember. 

In this sombre garden close 
\ Vhat has come and passed, who knows ? 
\ Vhat red passion, what white pain 
H aunted this dim walk in vain ? 

Underneath the ivied wall , 
Where the silent shadow~ fall, 
Lies the path way chill and damp 
\Vhere the world-quit dreamers tra mp. 

Just across, where sunl ight burns, 
Smiling a t the mourning ferns, 
Stand the roses , side hy side , 
Nodding in their useless pride. 

F erns and roses, who shall say 
\\lhat you witness day by day? 
Covert smi le or droppi ng eye, 
As the monks go pacing by. 

I las the novice come to-day 
ll erc beneath the wall tu pray? 
llas the young monk, lately chidden, 
Sung his lyric, sweet, forb idden ? 

T ell me, roses, did you note 
That pa le fathe r's throbbing throat? 
Did you hear him murmur, " Love I" 
As he kissed a faded glo\'c? 

Mourning ferns, pray tell me why 
Shook you wi th that pass in g sigh ? 
I s it tha t you chanced to spy 
Something in the Abbot's eye ? 

I !ere no dream, nor thought of sin, 
Where no worlding enters in; 
Here no longing, no desire, 
Heat nor flame of earthl y fire. 

Branches waving green above, 
Whisper naught of li fe nor love; 
Softened winds that seem a breath, 
Perfumed, bring no fear of death . 

Is it living thus to live ? 
llas life nothing more to give? 
Ah, no more of smile or sigh -
Li fe , the world, and love, good-bye. 

G ray, and passionless, and di m, 
Echoing of the solemn hymn, 
Lies the walk , 'twixt fern and rose, 
Herc within the garden close. 

LOVE-SONG 

If D eath should claim me for her own lo· 
day, 

And rnftl y I should falter from your 
side, 

Oh, tell me, loved one, woulcl my memory 
stay, 

And would my image in your heart 
abide ? 

Or should I be as some forgotten d ream, 
That lives its little space, then fades en· 

' tire? 
Should Time send o'er you its relentless 

stream, 
T o cool your heart, and quench fo r aye 

love's fi re? 

~- --~-- ---------~ 
----------~---_L_------
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I would not fur the world, lo\'e, gi,·e you 
pain, 

Or ever com pa~s what would cause you 
grief; 

And, oh, how well I know that tears arc 
vain! 

Dul love is sweet, my dear, and life is 
brie f; 

So if some tlay before you I should go 
Beyond the sound and sight of song and 

sea, 
'Twould give my spi rit stronger wings to 

know 
That you remembered still and wept for 

me. 

SLOW THROUG H THE DARK 

Slow moves the pageant of a climbing 
race· 

Their fo~tste ps drag far, far below the 
height, 

And, unprevailing by their utmost 
might, 

Seem faltering downward from each hard 
won place. 

No strange, swifi-sprung exception we; we 
trace 

A devious way thro' dim, uncertain 
light,-

Our hope, through the long vistaed 
years, ~ sight 

Of that our Captain's soul secs face to 
face. 

Who, faithless, fa ltering that the road is 
steep, 

Now raiseth up his drear insistent cry? 
Who stoppeth here to spend a while in 

sleep 
Or curseth thal the storm obscures the 

sky? 
H eed not the darkness round you, dull 

and deep; 
The clouds grow thickest when the sum· 

mil's nigh. 

THE MURDERED LOVER 

Say a mass for my soul's repose, my 
brother, 

Say a mass fo r my soul's repose, I need 
it, 

Lo,·ingly lived w.:, the sons of one mother, 
:\I 111c was the sin, but I pray you not 

heed it. 

Dark were her eye~ as the sloe and they 
called me, 

Called me with voice independent of 
breath. 

God! how my heart beat ; her beauty ap
palled me, 

Dazed me, and drew to the sea-brink of 
death. 

Lithe was her form like a willow. She 
beckoned, 

\\'hat could I do sa,·e to fo llow nnd fol· 
low, 

Nothing of right or result could be 
reckoned · 

Life without h~r was unworthy and hol
low. 

Ay, but I wronged thee, my brother, my 
brother ; 

Ah, but I loved her, thy beautiful wife. 
Shade of our father, and soul of our mother, 

H ave I not paid for my love with my 
li fe? 

Dark was the njght when, revengeful, I 
met ·•ou, 

Deep in the heart of a desolate land. 
Warm was the life-blood which angrily 

wet you , 
Sharp was the knife that I felt from your 

hand. 

\Vept you, oh, wept you, alone by lhc river, 
When my stark carcass you secretl y sank. 

Ha, now I see that you tremble and 
shiver ; 

'Twas but my spirit that passed when 
you shrank! 

Weep · not, oh, weep not, ' tis over, 'tis 
over· 

Stir the d~rk weeds with the turn of the 
tide; 

Go, thou hast sent me forth, ever a rover, 
Rest and the sweet realm of heaven 

denied. 

- - - - - - - -----
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Say a mass for my soul's repose, my 
brother, 

Say a mass for my soul, I need it. 
_ Sin of mine was it, and sin of no other, 

Mine was it al l, but I pray you not 
heed it. 

PHILOSOPHY 

I been t' inkin' ' bout de preachah; whut he 
said de othah night, 

'Bout hi t bein' people's dooty, fu ' lo 
keep dey faces bright; 

H ow one ought to live so pleasant dat 
ouah tempah never riles, 

Meetin' evahbody roun' us wid ouah 
very nicest smiles. 

Oat's all r ight, 1-a in't a-sputin' not a t' ing 
dat soun's lak fac', 

But you don't ketch folks a-grinnin' wid 
a misery in de back; 

An' you don't fin' dem a-smilin' w'en dey 's 
hongry ez kin be, 

Leastways, dat's how human nalur' al l us 
seems to 'pear to me. 

We is mos' all putty likely fu' to have our 
little cares, 

An' I th ink we'se doin' fus' rate w'en 
we jes' go long and bears, 

\Vidout breakin ' up ouah faces in a sickly 
so't g,' grin , 

\V'en we knows dat in ouah innards we 
is p'intly mad ez sin. 

Oh, dey's times fu' bein' pleasant an ' fu' 
goin' smi lin' rnun', , 

'Cause I don't believe in people allus 
totin' roun' a frown, 

But it's easy 'nough to titter w'en de stew 
is smokin' hot, 

But hit's mighty ha'd to giggle w'en 
dey's nuffin' in de pot. 

A PREFERENCE 

Mastah drink h is ol' i\[ade'a, 
Missy drink huh sherry wine, 

Ovahseah lak his whiskey, 
But <lat othah drink is mine, 

Des' ' lasses an' w:nah, ' lasses an' 
watah. 

\V'en you git a stcamin' hoe ·cake 
On de table, go way, man! 

'D ain't but one t' 1ng to go wid it, 
'Sides de gravy in de pan, 

Oat's ' lasses an' watah, 'lasses an' 
watah. 

\\"en hit's 'possum dal you ea tin', 
'Simmon beer is moughty sweet; 

But fu ' evahday consumin' 
'D aint' no mo'ta l way to beat 

Des' 'lasses an' watah, 'bsses an' 
watah. 

\ V'y de bees is :illus busy, 
J\n' ai n' got no time lo was'? 

Hit's beca'se dey knows de honey 
Dey's a makin', gwine to las' 

Lak ' lasses an' watah, ' lasses an' 
wa tah. 

Oh, hit's moughly mil' an' soothin', 
J\n' hit don' go to yo' haid; 

Oat's de reason l 's a-backin' 
Up de othah wo'ds I said, 

"Des 'lasses an' watah, 'la~ses an' 
wa tah." 

THE DEI3T 

This is the debt I pay 
Just for one riotous day, 
Years of regret and grie f, 
Sorrow without relic[ 

Pay it I will to the end -
Until the grave, my friend, 
G ives me a true release -
Gives me the clasp of peace. 

Slight was the th ing I bought, 
Small was the debt I thought, 
Poor was the loan at best -
God !_ but the interest l 

: 
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Not to the midnight of the gloomy past, 
Do we re,·ert to-clay; we look upon 

The golden present and the ~u~ure vast 
\ Vhosc vistas show us \'1s1ons of the 

dawn. 

Nor shall the sorrows of departed years 
The sweetness of our tranqu il souls an

noy, 
The sunshine of our hopes d ispels the 

tears, 
And clears our eyes to see this Inter joy. 

Not e\·er in the years that God hath gi,·cn 
H ave we gone friendless down the 

thorny way, 
Always the clouds of pregnant black were 

riven 
13y flashes from his own eternal day. 

T he women of a race should be its pride; 
We glory iii the strength our mothers 

had, 
We glory that this strength was not denied 

To labor bravely, nobly, and be glad. 

God give to these within th is temple here, 
Clear vision of the dignity of toi l, 

That virtue in them may its blossoms rear 
Unspotted, fragrant, from the lowly soil. 

God bless the givers for their noble deed, 
Shine on them with the mercy of thy 

face, 
Who come with open hearts lo help and 

speed 
The striving women of a struggling 

race. 

A ROADWAY 

L et those who will stride on their barren 
ro:ids 

And prick themselves to haste with sclf
madc goads, 

U nheccling, as they struggle day by day, 
If flowers be sweet or skies be blue or 

gray : 

F or me, the lone, cool way by purling 
brooks, 

T he solemn quiet of the woodhnd nooks, 
A song-bird somewhere trilling sadly gny, 
A pause to pick a flower beside the way. 

BY RUGGED WAYS 

By rugged ways and th ro' the night 
We struggle blindly towards the light; 
J\nd groping, stumbling, ever pray 
For sigh t of long delaying day. 
T he cruel thorns beside the road 
Stretch cager points our steps to goad, 
And from the thickets all about 
Detain ing hands reach th reatening out 

"Deli\·cr us oh Lord " we cry 
Our hands t;pli rled to ~he sky. ' 
No answer s:ive the thunder's peal, 
And onward, onward, still we reel. 
"Oh, give us now thy guiding light ;" 
Our sole reply, the lightning's blight. 
"Vain, ,·ain," cries one, "in vain we 

call; " 
Ilut faith serene is over all. 

Beside our way the stre:ims :ire dried, 
And famine mates us side by side. 
Discouraged and reproach ful eyes 
Seek once again the frowning skies. 
Yet shall there come, spite storm and 

shock , 
A Moses who shall smite the rock, 
Call manna from the Giver's hand, 
And lead us to the promised land l 

The way is dark :111d cold and steep, 
And shapes of horror murder sleep, 
And hard the unrdcn ti ng years; 
Ilnt 'twixt our sighs and moans and tears, 
\Ve still can smile, we still can sing, 
Despite the arduous journeying. 
For faith and hope their courage lend, 
And rest_ and light arc at the end. 

LOVE'S SEASONS 

\Vhen the bees arc humming in the hon· 
cysucklc vine 

And the summer days are in their 
bloom, 
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Then my love is deepest, oh, dearest 
heart of mine, 

When the bees are humming in the hon
eysuckle vine. 

When the winds are moan ing o'er the 
meadows chill and gray, 

And the land is dim with winter gloom, 
Then for thee, my darling, love will have 

its way, 
'When the winds are moaning o'er the 

meadows chill and gray. 

In the vernal da\vning with the starting of 
the leaf, 

In the merry-chanting time of spring, 
Love steals all my senses, oh, the happy

hearted thief! 
In the vernal morning with the starting of 

tlie leaf. 

Always, ever always, even in the autumn 
drear, 

When the days are sighing out their 
grief, 

Thou art still my darling, dearest of the 
dear, 

Always, ever always, even in the autumn 
drear. 

T O A DEAD FRIEND 

It is as if a silver chord 
Were suddenly grown mute, 

And life's song with its rhythm warred 
Against a silver lute. 

It is as if a silence fell 
Where bides the garnered sheaf, 

And voices murmuring, " It is well," 
Are stifled by our grief. 

It is as if the gloom of night 
Had hid a summer's day, 

And willows, sighing at their plight, 
Bent low beside the way. 

For he was part of all the best 
That Nature loves and gives, 

And ever more on l\lemory's breast 
H e lies and laughs and lives. 

T O THE SOUTH 

ON ITS si::w SI.AVER\' 

H eart of the Sout hland, heed me plead-
ing now, 

\Vho hearest, unashamed , upon my brow 
The long kiss of the loving tropic sun, 
And yet, whose veins with thy red current 

run. 

Borne on the bitter winds from every 
hand, 

Strange tales arc flying O\'Cr all the land, 
And Condemnat ion, with his pi nions foul, 
Glooms in the place where broods the 

midn ight owl. 

\ Vhat art thou, that the world should point 
at thee, 

And vaunt and chide the weakness that 
they see ? 

There was a ti me they were not wont to 
chide ; 

Where is thy old, uncompromising pride? 

Blood·washed, thou shouldst li lt up thi ne 
honored head, 

\\ hite with the sorrow for thy loy:il dead 
\ Vho lie on every plain, on every hill, 
And whose high spirit walks the South-

land still : 

Whose infancy our mother's hands have 
nurse cl. 

Thy manhood, gone to battle unaccursed , 
Our fathers left to till th' reluctant fie ld, 
To rape the soil for what she would not 

yield; 

\Vooing for aye, the cold unam'rous sod, 
\Vhose growth for them still meant a mas

ter's rod · 
Tearing her' bosom for the wealth that 

gave 
The strength that made the toiler still a 

slave. 

Too long we hear the deep impassioned 
cry 

That echoes vainly to the heedless sky ; 

t, .. 
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Too long, too long, the :'llaccctonian call 1 Ko 
Falls fa inting fa r beyond the out ward wall , 

more for 111111 the 
bright,-

master's eyes be 

nor a sla \'e's de-

\Vithin whose sweep, beneath the shadow
ing trees, 

:\ slumbering nation takes its dangerous 
case ; 

Too long the rumors of thy hatred go 
For those who loved thee and thy children 

so. 

Thou must arise forth with, and strong, 
thou must 

T hrow off the smi rching of this baser 
dust, 

Lay by the practice of this later creed, 
And he thine honest self aga in indeed. 

There was a time when C\'en slavery's 
chain 

Held in some joys to alternate wi th pain, 
Some li ttle light to give the night relie f, 
Some little smiles to take the place of 

grief. 

There was a time when, jocund as the 
day, 

The toiler hoerl his row and sung his lay , 
Found something gleeful in the very a ir, 
And solace for his toiling everywhere. 

Now all is changed, within the rude 
stockade, 

A bondsman whom the greed of men has 
made 

Almost too brutish to deplore his plight, 
Toils hopeless on from joyless morn till 

night. 

for him no more the cabin's quiet rest, 
The homely joys that gave to labor zest ; 
No more fo r him the merry banjo's sound, 
Nor tri p of lightsome dances footing 

round . 

For him no more the lamp shall glow at 
eve, 

Nor chubby children pluck him by the 
sleeve; 

li e has nor freedom 's 
light. 

\ Vhat , was it all for naught, those a\\'ful 
years 

T hat drenched a groaning land \\'ith blood 
and tears ? 

\Vas it to lca\'c this sly convenient hell, 
T hat brother fighting his O\\'n bn;>ther fell ? 

When that great struggle held the world 
in awe, 

A nd all the nations blanched at what they 
Sa\\', 

D id Sanctioned Javery bow its conquered 
head 

That this unsanctioned crime might rise 
instead ? 

I s it for thi s we all ha\'e felt the Aame,
This newer bondage and this deeper 

shame? 
Nay, not for this, a nation's heroes bled, 
And North and South with tears beheld 

their dead. 

Oh, l\Iother South, hast thou forgot thy 
ways, 

Forgot the glory of thine ancient days, 
Forgot the honor that once made thee 

great, 
And stooped lo this unhallowed estate? 

I t cannot last , thou wilt come forth in 
might, 

A warrior queen full armored for the 
fight ; 

And thou will take, e'en with thy spear in 
rest, 

Thy dusky children to thy saving breast. 

Till then, no more, no more the gladsome 
song, 

Strike o_nly deeper chords, the notes of 
wrong ; 

T ill then, the sigh , the tear, the oath, the 
moan, 

Till thou, oh, South, and thine, come to 
thine own. 
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ROl:IERT GOU L D S HAW 

Why was it that the thunder voice of Fate 
Should call thee, studious, from the 

classic gro \•es, 
Where calm-eyed Pallas with ~till fool· 

step roves, 
And charge thee seek the turmoil of the 

state? 
What bade thee hear the voice and rise 

elate, 

Leave home and kindred and thy spicy 
loaves, 

To lead th' unlettered and despised 
droves 

To manhood's home and thunder at the 
gate ? 

Far bette r the slow blaze of L earning's 
light, 

T he cool and quiet of he r dearer fane, 
T han tltis hot terror of a hopeless figh t, 

T his cold endurance of the fi nnl pain.
Since thou and those who with thee dii:d 

for right 
Have died, the Present teaches, but in 

vain! 

R OSE S 

Oh, wind of the spring-time, oh, free wind 
of May, 

' Vhen blossoms and bird-song are rife ; 
Oh, joy fo r the season, and joy for the day, 

That gave me the roses of life , of life, 
T hat gave me the roses of life . 

Oh, wind of the summer, sin g loud in the 
night, 

' Vhen flutters my heart li ke a dove ; 
One came from thy kingdom, thy realm of 

delight, 
And gave me the roses of love, of love, 
And gave me the -roses of love. 

f 
Oh, wind of the winter, sigh low in thy 

grie f, 
I hear thy compassiona te breath ; 

I wither, I fall , like the autumn-k issed leaf, 
H e gave me the roses of death, of death, 
H e ga\·e me the roses of death. 

W I!EX SA~l'L S l r\GS 

!! yeah dat singin' in de 111cddcrs 
Whaih do.: folk s b mekin ' hay? 

\ \'o'k is prcuy niidd lin' heavy 
F u' a man to b.:: so gay. 

You kin te ll dcy's somcp"'n specia l 
F 'om tic cante r o' de song ; 

Somep'n ~holy pkasin' Sam 'I , 
\V'cn he singi n' all day long. 

H yeahd him wa'blin' ' way dis mo'n in' 
'Fo' 'twas light enough to s.:e. 

Seem lak music in de e\·cnin' 
Allus good enough fu' me. 

But dat man commenced to hollah 
' Fo' he'd e\·en washed his face ; 

\\"ould you b'lieve, de scan'lous rascal 
\ Voke de birds e rroun' de place ? 

Sam'! look a \rip a-Satl'day ; 
Dressed hisse'f in all he had , 

T uk a cane an' went a- ~troll i n', 
Looki n' mighty pleased :111' glad. 

Some folks don' know whut de nrnttaii, 
nut I do, you bet yo' life ; 

Sam'! smilin ' an' a -s111g i11 ' 
'Case he been to sec his wife. 

She live on de fu ' plantation, 
T wenty miles erway er so ; 

But huh man is migh ty happy 
\V'en he git de chanst lo go. 

' Valkin' all us ain' de nices'
l\lo 'nin' fin's him on de way -

But he all us comes back sm ilin', 
Lak his pleasure was his pay. 

Den he do a heap o' talki n', 
Do' he mos' ly kin ' o' sti ll, 

But clc wo'ds, dey gits lo runnin' 
L ak de wa tah fu ' a mill. 

"\Vhut's de use o ' havin ' t rouble , 
vVhut's de use o' havin' strife?" 

Dal's de way dis Sam'! preach es 
' V'en he been to sec his wife . 

J\n' I reckon I git jealous, 
F u' I la ff a n' joke an' sco'n, 

An' I say, " Oh, go on, Sam'), 
D es go on, an ' blow yo' ho'n." 

.... 

S t\ M 1L TOOK A TRIP A-S AD
1
DAY 
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DoN' FIDDLE DAT CHUNE NO Mo' 
I 
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Ilul 1 k11ow d 1~ comin' Sa<l 'day, 

Dcy'll uc br:ghtcr days in life ; 
An' 1' 11 be cz glad et :tm'l 

\V'cn I go. to sec my wife. 

lTC ill:\G lI EELS 

Fn' de pc:icc o' my cachin' heels, set 
down; 

Oon' fidd lc <lat chune no mo'. 
Don' you sec how dat melody s tuhs me up 

,\ 11' b:t1gs me LO tek to de flo' ? 
\'ou knows l's a Christi:in, goo<l an' 

strong ; 
I wusship f'om J une to June ; 

~ly pra'~hs dey a h loud an' my hymns ah 
Ion~: 

I b:tig you don' fiddle <lat chune. 

J 's a crick in my back an' a misery hyeah 
\ •\l hai h de j'ints's g ill in ' ol ' an ' st iff, 

But hit seems lak you brings me de bref 
o' my youf; 

\ V'y, l's snttain I noticed a w'iff. 
Don' fidd le d:it chune no mo', my chile , 

Don't fiddle <lat ehnne no mo'; 
I ' ll gi t up a n' t:iih np d is groun' fu' a mile, 

An' den I'll be chu'chcd fu' it, sho'. 

Oh, fiddle cbt ehnnc some mo', l s:iy, 
An' fidd le it loud :in ' fas' : 

l 's a youngstah ergin in de mi's! o' my sin; 
1'e p 'esent's gone back to de pas'. 

l '!l dance lo dat chunc, so des fiddle 
erway; 

I knows how de backslidah feels; 
So fidd le it on 't"'ell de break o' de day 

Fu' de sake o' my eachin' heels. 

TllE !J AUNT ED OAK 

r1i·:i.y why :ire you so bare, so bare, 
Oh, bough of the old o:i.k-tree ; 

And why, when l go through the shade 
you throw, 

Runs a shnddcr over me? 

l\fy leaves were green as the best, I t row, 
And sap ran free in my ,-eins, 

But I saw in the moonlight dim and weird 
A guiltless victim 's pai ns. 

I bent me do\\'n lo henr his sigh ; 
l shook \\' ith his gurgling moan, 

And I trembled sore when they rode away, 
And left !um here nlone. 

They'd charged him with the old, old 
critne, 

And set him fast in jail: 
Oh, \\'hy docs the dog howl all night long, 

And wh y does the night wind wnil ? 

He prayed his prayer and he swore his 
O:tth, 

And he raised his hand to the sky ; 
But the bc:it of hoofs smote on his ear, 

And the steady tread drew nigh. 

\\'ho is it rides by night, by night, 
O,·er the moonlit road ? 

And what is the spur that keeps the pace, 
\\'hat is the galling goad ? 

And now they beat at the prison door, 
"Ho, keeper, do not stay l 

We are friends of him whom you hold 
within, 

And we fain \\'Oulcl take him away 

"From those \\'ho r ide fast on our heels 
With mind to do him wrong ; 

They ha,·e no care fo r his innocence, 
And the rope they benr is long." 

They ha,·e fooled the jniler with lying 
words, 

T hey ha,-e fooled the man with l ies ; 
The bolts unh:tr, the locks are drnwn, 

And the gre:it door open flies. 

Now 1r1ey h:ive taken him from the jail, 
And hard a nd fast they ride, 

And the leader laughs low down in hi~ 
th roa t, 

As they halt my trunk beside. 

Oh, the judge, he \\'Ore a mask of black, 
And the doctor one of white, 

And the minister, with his oldest son, 
Was curiously bedight. 
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Oh, foolish ma n, why weep you now? 
'T is but a little space, 

And the time will come when these shall 
dread 

The mem'ry of your face. 

I feel the rope against my bark, 
And the weight of him in 111y grai n, 
feel in the th roe of his final woe 
T he touch of my own last pain. 

A nd never more sha ll leaves come forth 
On a bough that bears the ban; 

I a m burned with dread, I a m dried and 
dead , 

F rom the curse of a gui ltless man. 

And ever the judge rides by, r ides' by, 
And goes to hu nt the deer, 

And ever another rides his soul 
In the guise of a mortal fear. 

And ever the man he rides me hard, 
And never :i. night stays he; 

For I feel his curse as a haunted bough, 
On the trunk of a haunted t ree. 

WE L TSCH'.\IERTZ 

The poet once told this au thor tha t he 
wrote the poem " \Veltschmertz" not long 
before his great sorrow came into his li fe , 
and in a nticipated comradeship he could 
" sympathize " with the fall ing leaf, the 
bare tree, the bird leaving her wind-swept 
nest, a nd with those who had lost fr iends. 
llis sorrow was to he greate r than death, 
a li ving grief, an ever-present remorse. 

Foreknowing is one of the g ifts of the 
poetic mi nd, a nd a poe t is no more phi· 
losopher than prophet or seer. '.\'l:i.ny times 
a beautifu l concept will take possession of 
the mind only to be later verified in actual 
happeni ngs. · 

Every picture of D un bar's \Vellschmertz 
was a fterwards painted on the canvas of 
Dunbar's own experience. Did not the 
fa ll ing le:i.f :ind the bare t ree ant i-type his 
dese rted hearthstone? the wind·swept nest 

hi s home after the fi res of a nge r had burned 
out and the two hu man singe rs who had 
sung there: had now11 to othe r clime~ ? 
\Vere not hi s "unbidde n tears " at the 
sight of a passing hear~e . bearing :i. child 
to the cemetery, forewarni ngs of the t ime 
when he would come to feel as did his 
brother poet Riley upon the death 0f a 
fr iend's baby -

" Oh, ho w much >:iddcr I 
Who h:wc no cl1ild 10 d ie I ·· 

And so one might fo llow the poe m 
through , and at the end decide that it 
proved a nawless prophecy. 

\"ou ask why I am sad to-day, 
I have no cares, no griefs, you say ? 
Ah, yes, 't is true, I have no g .-ief -
But- is there not the fa ll ing leaf? 

The bare tree there is mourning left 
W ith a ll of autumn's gray bereft ; 
Tt is not what has ha ppened me , 
Think of the bare, dismantled tree. 

The birds go South along the sky, 
I hear their li nge ring, long good·bye. 
\Vho goes reluctant from my breast ? 
And yet-the lone a nd wind-swept nest. 

The mourning, palc-Aowe red hearse goes 
by, 

\Vl~y docs a tear come to my eye ? • 
Is ll the :\larch rain blowing wild ( 
I have no clcacl, I know no child. 

I am no widow by the bier 
O f him I held s upremely dear. 
I have not seen the choicest one 
Si nk clown as sinks the westering s un. 

Faith unto fa ith have I beheld, 
For me, few solemn notes h:i.ve swelled; 
Love beckoned me out to the dawn, 
Ami happily l fo llowed on. 

And yet my heart goes out to the m 
\Vhose sorrow is their d iadem ; 
The fa ll ing lea f, the cry ing bird, 
The \•oice to be, all lost, unheard -
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:\ot mine, not mi ne, and yet too much 
T he thri lli ng power of human touch, 
While all th<! world looks on and scorns 
I wear another's crown of thorns. 

Count me a priest who understands 
The glorious pain of nail-pierced hands; 
Count me a comrade of the thief 
Hot dri,·en into late belief. 

Oh, mother's tear, oh, father's sigh, 
Oh, mourning sweetheart's last good-bye, 
I yet have known no mourning save 
Beside some brother 's brother's gr:wc. 

A LOVE SONG 

Ah, love, my lo,•e is like a cry in the night, 
A long, loud cry to the empty sky, 
T he cry of a man alone in the desert, 
With hands uplifted, with parching lips, 

Oh, rescue me, rescue me, 
T hy form to mine arms, 
The dew of thy lips to my mou th, 
Dost thou hear me ?-my ca ll thro' the 

night? 

Darling, I hear thee and a nswer, 
Thy fountain am I, 
All of the love of my soul will 1 bring to 

thee, 
All of the pains of my being shall wring 

to thee, 
Deep a nd forever the song of my loving 

shall sing to thee, 
Ever and ever thro' day a nd thro' night 

shall I cling to thee. 
H earest thou the answer ? 
Darli ng, I come, I come. 

T O AN INGRATE 

T his is to-day, a golden summer's day, 
And yet-and yet 
l\Iy vengeful soul wi ll not fo rget 

The past, fo rever now forgot, you say. 

From that half height where I had sadly 
climbed, 

I stretched my hand, 

17 

I lone in all that land, 
Down there, where, helpless, you were 

limed. 

Our fingers cl:i.sped, and d ragging me a 
pace, 

You struggled up. 
It is a biller Cup, 

That now for naught, you turn away your 
• face. 

I shall remember this fo r :i.ye and aye. 
\Vhatc'cr may come, 
Although my lips are dumb, 

My spirit holds you to that yesterday. 

IN THE TENTS OF A KBAR 

In the tents of Akbar 
A rc dole and grief to·day, 

For the llower of all the I nd ies 
H as gone the silent w:i.y. 

In the tents of Akbar 
Arc emptiness and gloom, 

And where the dancers gather, 
T he silence of the tomb. 

Across the yellow deser t, 
Across the burning sands, 

Old Akbar wanders madly, 
And wrings his fevered hands .. 

And ever makes his moaning 
T o the unanswering sky, 

For Sutna, lovely Sutna, 
W ho was so fa ir to d ie. 

For Sutna danced at morn ing, 
And Sutna danced a t eve ; 

H er dusky eyes half hidden 
Beh ind her silken sleeve. 

Her pearly teeth out-glancing 
Between her coral lips, 

The tre mulous rhythm of passion 
Marked by her quivering hips. 

As lovely as a jewel 
Of fire :ind dewdrop blent, 
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So danced the maiden Sutna 
In gallant Akbar's-tent. 

And one who saw her dancing, 
Saw her bosom's fall and rilie 

Put :Iii his body 's yearning 
Into his lovelit eyes. 

T hen Akbar came ancl drove him -
A jackal- from his door, 

Ancl bade him wander far and look 
On Sutna's face no more. 

Some day the sea disgorges, 
The wilderness gives back, 

Those half-dead who have wanclt red, 
Aimless, across its track. 

And he returned-the lover, 
H aggard of brow and spent ; 

H e found fair Sutna standing 
Before her master's tent. 

" Not mine, nor Akbar's, Sutna l" 
H e cried and closely pressed, 

And drove his craven dagger 
Straight to the maiden's breast. 

Oh, weep, oh, weep, for Sutna, 
So young, so dear, so fa ir, 

H er face is gray and silent 
Beneath her dusky hair. 

And wail, oh, wail, for Akbar, 
Who walks the desert sands, 

Crying aloud for Sutna, 
Wringing his fevered bands. 

In the tents of Akbar 
The tears of sorrow run, 

But the corpse of Sutna's slayer, 
Lies rottin2 in the sun. 

T HE FOUNT OF TEARS 

All hot and grimy from the ro~d, 
Dust gray from arduous years, 

I sa t me down nncl eased my load 
Beside the Fount of Tears. 

The wa ters sp:u kled to my eye, 
Calm, crystal-like, and cool, 

And breathing there a restful sigh, 
I bent me to the pool. 

When, lo ! a voice cried : " Pili:rim, rise, 
H arsh tho' the sentence be, 

And on to other lands and skies -
This fount is not for thee. 

" Pass on, but calm thy needless fea rs, 
Some may not love or sin , 

An angel guards the Fount of T ears ; 
All may not bathe therein." 

Then with my burden on my back 
I turned to gaze awhile, 

First at the uninvi ting track, 
Then at the water's smile. 

And so I go upon my way, 
T hro'ouL the sultry years, 

But pause no more, by night, by day, 
Beside the Fount of Tears. 

LI FE'S TR AGEDY 

It may be misery not to sing at all 
And to go silent through the brimmini: 

day. 
It may be sorrow never to be loved, 

But deeper griefs than these beset the 
way. 

T o have come nenr to sing the perfect song 
And only by a half-tone lost the key, 

There is the potent sorrow, there the grief, 
The pale, sad staring of life 's tragedy. 

To have just missed the perfect love, 
Not the hoL passion of untempered 

youth, 
But that which lays aside its vanity 

And gives thee , for thy .trusting worship, 
truth -

This, th is it is to be accursed indeed; 
For if we mortals love, or if we sing, 

\Ve count our joys not by the things we 
have, 

But by what kept us from the perfect 
thing. 

I 
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DE W AY T 'I NGS co~rn 

De way t' ings come, hit seems to me, 
Is des' one monst'ous mystery; 
De way hit seem to strike a man, 
Dey ain't no sense, dey ain't no plan ; 
Ef trouble sta't.s a pi lin' down, 
It ain 't no use to rage er frown, 
I t ain't no use to strive er pray, 
Hit's mortal boun' to come dat way. 

Now, cf you'~ hongry, an' yo ' plate 
Des' keep on sayin' to you, "Wait,'' 
Don't mck no diffuncc how you feel, 
'T won't do no good lo hunt a meal, 
Fu' <lat ah meal des' boun' to hide 
Ontwcll de devi l's satisfied, 
:\n' ' twell Jcy's somep'n by' to cyave 
You's got to c:ase yo'se'f an' sta've. 

But cf clcy's co'n meal on de she'f 
You needn't bothah 'roun' yo'sc'f, 
Somebody's boun' to amble in 
An' 'vite you to dey co'n meal bin; 
An' cf you's stuffed up to de froat 
Wid co'n er middlin' , fowl er shoat, 
Des' look out an' you'll see fu' sho 
A 'possum faint befo' yo' do'. 

D e way t' ings happen, huhuh chile 
Dis worl' 's done puzzled me ~ne w:ilc · 
l 's mighty skecred I'll fall in doubt ' 
I des' won' t try to reason out ' 
De reason why folks strive an' plan 
A dinnah fu ' a fu ll. fed ma n, · 
An' shet de do ' an' cross de street 
F'om one dat raally needs to eat. 

NOON 

Shadder in de valley 
Sunlight on de hill, 
Sut'ny wish <lat locus' 
Knowed how to be still. 
Don't de heat a lready 
l\Iek a body hum, 
' Dout dat insec' sayin' 
Ilottah days to come? 

F ie!' 's a sh inin ' yaller 
W id de bendin' grain , 

I 

Guinea hen a callin', 
Now's de time fu' rain· 
Shet yo' mouf, you rns~l, _ 
W ha' 's de use to cry? 
You do' sec no rai n cloud& 
Up dah in de sky. 

D is hycah sweat's been po'in ' 
Down my face sence dawn ; 
Ain't hit time we's hyeabin' 
Dat ah din nah ho'n ? 
Go on, Ben an' Jnspah, 
L if ' yo' feet an' Ay, 
H it out fu' de shaddcr 
F o' I drap an' die. 

H ongry, la.wd a ' mussy, 
Hongry as a baih, 
Seems Ink I hycah dinuah 
Callin' evahwbaih; 
Daih's de ho'n a blowin' I 
Let da t cradle swing, 
One mo' sweep, den da'kies, 
Beat me to de spring ! 

AT THE TAVERN 

A lilt and a swing, 
A nd a ditty to sing, 

Or ever the night grow old; 
T he wine is within, 
And I 'm sure 'twcrc a sin 

For a soldier to choose to be cold, my dear, 
For a soldier to choose to be cold. 

\Ve're right for a spell, 
But the fever is-well, 

No thing to be braved, at least ; 
So bring me the wine ; 
No low fever in mine, 

For a drink is more kind than a priest, my 
dear, 

For a drink is more kind than a priest. 

DEATH 

Storm and strife and stress, 
Lost in a wilderness, 
Groping to rind a way, 
Fotll1 to the h11.unt11.0T day 
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Sudden a vista peeps, 
Out of the tangled deeps, 
Only a point- the ray 
Ilut at the end is day. 

Dark is the dawn and chill, 
Daylight is on til e hill, 
Night is the Oitting breath, 
Day rides the hills of death. 

NIGHT, DIM N IGHT 

Night, dim night, and it rains, my Jove, it 
rains, 

(Art thou dreaming of me, I wonder) 
The trees are sad, and the wind complains 

Outside the rolling of the thunder, ' 
And the beat against the panes. 

Heart, my heart, thou art mournful in the 
rain, 

(Are thy redolent lips a-quiver?) 
My soul seeks th ine, doth it seek in vain? 

My love goes surging like a river, 
Shall its tide bear naught save pain? 

LYRICS OF LOVE AND SORROW 

These sonnets were all born of Mr. Dun
bar's own great love and his sorro\v at the 
loss of it. One can readily picture the 
P.oet, bereft of the woman he loved so pas-

. s1onately-the "Alice," of · his youthful 
poem, and the wife of earlier years, sitting 
a lone some "winter's midnight" with his 
bruised heart-on" H eart-break Hill." 

The world's sweetest music and its 
greatest poems have been the aftermaths 
of human heart-breaks, and these little 
fragments, so perfect in metrical form so 
~clodious and so masterly arc no ex~cp
ti~n to the rule. He wrote every word 
with a mixture of life-blood and bitter 
tears. 

I 

Love .~s the light of the w?rld , my dear, 
Hc1gho, but the world 1s ·gloomy· 

The light has failed and the lamp down 
hurled, 

Leaves only· darkness to me. · 

Love is the light of the worlcl , my cl ea r, 
Ah me, but the world is dreary ; 

T he nigh t is down, and my curtain furled 
But I cannot sleep, though weary. 

Love is the light of the world, my dear, 
Alas fo r a hopeless hoping, 

'Vhen the name went out in the breeze 
that swirled, 

And a soul went blindly groping. 

II 

The light was on the golden sands 
A glimmer on the sea ; ' 

My soul spoke clearly to th y soul, 
T hy spirit answered me. 

Since then the light that gilds the sands, 
And glimmers on the sea 

But vainly struggles to refldct 
The radiant soul of thee. 

III 
The sea speaks to me of you 

.All the day Jong; 
Still as I sit by its side 

You a re· its song. 

· The s_ea sings to me of you 
Loud on the reef; 

Always it moans as it sings, 
Voicing my grief. 

IV 

My dear love died last night; 
Shall I clothe her in white? 

My pasJ;ionatc love is dead, 
Shall I robe her in red ? 

But nay, she was all untrue, 
She shall not go drest in blue; 

Still my desolate Jove was brave, 
Unrobcd let her go to her grave. 

v 
There are brilliant hci1i:hts of sorrow 

That only the few ma~ know ; 

\ 
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And the les~er woes of the world, like 
waves, 

Ilre:lk noiselessly, far below. 
I hold for my own possessmg, 

A mount that is lone and still-
Thc great high place of a hopeless grie f, 

And I cnll it my " Heart-break Hill." 
And once on a winter's midnight 

I found its highest cro wn, 
And the re in the gloom, my soul nnd I, 

\Veeping, we S:lt us down. 

But now when I seek tlmt summit 
\Ve a re two ghosts tlmt go ; 

O nly two shades of a thing that died, 
Once in the long ago. 

So I sit me down in the silence, 
And s:ly to my soul, " Be still," 

So the world may not know we d ied tha t 
night, 

From weeping on " H eart -break Hill." 

A BOY'S S Ul\11\IER SONG 

'Tis fine to play 
ln the fragr:lnt h:ly, 

:\ml rom r on the golden load ; 
To ride old Jack 
To the b:lrn and back 

Or tramp by a shady roar!.' 
To p:lusc :lnd drink 
At a mossy brink. ' 

Ah, that is the best of 'joy, 
Ancl so I s:ly 
On a summer 's day? 

\Vh:lt's so fine as being 3 boy ? 
Ha, Ha! 

With line and hook 
Dy a b:lbbling brook 

T he fisherman's sport we ' ply . 
A ncl list the song ' 
o~ t!1e fe:ltherecl throng 

Th:lt flit 111 the branches nigh. 
At last we strip 
For ~ quiet dip ; 

Ah, that 1s the best of joy. 
For this I say 
On a summer's day, 

What's so fine as being a boy? 
H a, Hal 

TH E SAN D-'.\IAN 

I know a man 
With face of tan, 

But who is ever kind; 
W hom gi rls and boys 
Leave ga mes and toys 

Each eventide to find. 

When clay grows dim 
They watch for him, ' 

He comes to place his claim; 
H e we:lrs the crown 
Of Dre:lming-town ; 

The sand-man is his name. 

When sp:lrkling eyes 
Droop sleepywise 

And busy liJ?S grow dumb; 
When little he:lds 
Nod towards the beds, 

'Ve k now the sand·m:ln's come. 

JOHNNY SPEAKS 

Tl~e sand:ma!1 he's :l jolly old fellow, 
His face 1s kmd :lnd his voice is mellow 
But he m:lkes your eyelids :ls heavy 

1

as 
lead, 

A ncl then you got to go off to bed · 
I don't think 1 like the s:lnd·ma:1 . 

But I ' ve been playing this li velong dny; 
1t docs make :l fellow so tirerl to piny l 
Oh, my, I'm a-yawning right here be. 

fore ma, 
I'm the sleepiest fellow that ever you snw. 

I think I do like the s:lnd-man. 
6 

WINTER SONG 

Oh, who wo~ld be sad tho' the sky be 
a-grnymg, 

· And meadow and woodlands are empty 
and bare; 

For softly and merrily now there come 
playing, 

The little white birds th ro' the winter
kissed air, 
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The squirrel's enjoying the rest of the 
thrifty, 

He munches his store in the old hollow 
tree; 

Tho' cold is the blast and the snowflakes 
are drilty 

He fears the white flock not a whit more 
than we. 

Chor111: 

Then heigho for the flying snow ! 
Over the whitened roads we go, 

With pulses that tingle, 
And sleieh·bells a-jingle 

For winter's white birds here's a cheery 
heighol 

THE FOREST GREETING 

Good hunting !-aye, good hunting, 
Wherever the forests call ; 

Hut ever a heart beats hot with fear, 
. And what of the birds that fall ? 

Good hunting !-aye, good hunting, 
Wherever the north winds blow ; 

But what of the stag that calls for bis 
mate? 

And what of the wounded doe? 

Good hunting !-aye, good hunting, 
And ah ! we are bold and strong; 

But our triumph call through the forest 
hall 

l s a brother's funeral song. 

For we are brothers ever, 
Panther and bird and bear; 

Man and the weakest that fear his face, 
Born to the nest or la ir. 

Yes, lirothers, and who shall judge us? 
Hunters and game are we; 

But who gave the right for me to smite ? 
\Vho boasts when he smiteth me? 

Good hunting I-aye, good hunting, 
And dim is the forest track; 

But the sportsman Death comes striding 
011: 

Brothers, the way is black. 

A CHRISTMAS FOLKSONG 

De win' is blowin' wahmah, 
An hit's blowin' f'om de bay; 

Dey's a so't o' mist a· risin' 
All crlong de mcddah way; 

Dey ain't a hint o' frostin' 
On de groun' ner in cle sky, 

An' dcy ain't no use in hopin' 
Dat de snow'll 'mencc to fly. 

It's goin' to be a green Cl11 istmos, 
An' sad de day fu ' me. 

I wish dis was <le Ins' one 
Dat evah I should see. 

Dey's dancin' in de cabin, 
Dcy's spahkin ' by de tree .; 

But dancin' times an' spahkrn' 
Are all done pas' fur me. 

Dey's feastin' in de big house, 
Wid all de windahs wide -

l s dat de way fu' people 
To meet de Christmas.tide ? 

It's goin' to be a green Christma5, 
No mattah what you say. 

Dey's us dnt will rcmembah 
An' grieve de comin' clay. 

Dey's des a brcf o' dampness 
A·clingin' to my check; 

De aihs been dahk an' heavy 
An' thrcaten in ' fu' n week, 

But not wid signs o' wintah, 
Dough wintnh 'd seem so clcah -

De wintah's out o' season, 
An' Christmas eve is henh. 

It's goin' to be a green Christma•, 
An' oh, how sad de day! 

Go nx de hongry chu'chya'd, 
An ' see what hit will say. 

Dey's Allen on de hillside, 
An' Marfy in de plain; 

Fu' Christmas was like spring-time, 
An' come wicl sun nn' rain. 

Dey's Ca'line, John, an' Susie, 
\Vici on ly dis one lef': 

An' now de curse is comin' 
Wid m11rder-i11 h its bref. 

It's goin' to he a green Christmas
Des hyenh my words nn' sec: 

llefo' de summnh beckons 
Dcy's many'll weep wid me. 

IT'S GOIN' TO BE A GREEN CHRISTMAS 



W'en You Says Yo' " Now r 
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SCAMP 

Ain't it nice to have a mammy 
\V'en you kin' o' tiahed out 

\Vid a-playin' in de meddah, 
An' a-runnin' roun' about 

T ill hit's made you mighty hongry, 
An ' yo' nose hit gits to ,know . , 

\Vhat de smell means dat s a-comm 
F 'om de open cabin do' ? 

She wash yo' face , 
An' mek yo' place, 

You's hongry as a tramp; 
Den hit's eat you suppah right away, 

You sta 'vin ' little scamp. 

\V'en you's full o' braid nn' bacon, 
An' dey ain't no mo' to cat, 

An ' de lasses dat's a-stickin' 
On yo' face ta'se kin' o' sweet, 

Don' you t'ink hit's kin' o' pleasin 
Fu' to have som'body neah 

Dat'll wipe yo' han's an' kiss you 
Fo' dcy lif' you rom yo' cheah? 

T o smile so sweet, 
An' wash yo' feet, 

An' leave 'em co'! :rn' da mp ; 
Den hit's come let me undress you, now 

You laiy little scamp. 

Don' yo' eyes git awful heavy, 
An' yo' lip git aw ful slack, 

Ain't dey som'p'n' kin' o' weaknin' 
In de backbone of yo' back ? 

Do11' yo' knees feel kin' o ' trimhly, 
An' yo' head go bobbin' roun', 

vV'en you says yo' fl Now I lay me," 
An' is sno' in' on de fl down"? 

She kiss yo' nose, 
She kiss yo' toes, 

An' den tu'n out c\e lamp, 
Den hit 's creep into yo' trunnel baid, 

You sleepy li ttle scamp. 

THE LILY OF THE VALLEY 

Swt!etest of the flowers a-blooming 
I n the fragran t vernal days 

I s the Lily of the Valley 
\Vith its soft , retiring ways. 

\Veil, you chose this humble blossom 
As the nurse 's emblem flower, 

Who grows more like her ideal 
Every day and every hour. 

Like the L ily of the Valley 
In her honesty and worth , 

Ah, she blooms in truth and virtue 
In the quiet nooks of earth. 

Tho' she st:inds erect in honor 
When the heart of mankind bleeds, 

Still she hides her own deserving, 
In the beauty of her deeds. 

In the si lence of the darkness 
\Vhcre no eye may sec and know, 

There her footsteps shod with mercy, 
And fleet k indness come and go. 

Not amid the sounds of plaudits, 
Nor before the garish d:iy, 

D oes she shed her soul's sweet perfume, 
Does she take her gentle way. 

Dut alike her ideal flower, 
With its honey-laden breath, 

Still her heart blooms forth its beauty 
In the valley shades of death. 

E NCOURAGED 

This dainty verse w:is inscribed to a 
friend, who th rough his last years, was 
staunch and real and true, who understood 
him, scolded him when he needed it, 
praised him when he deserved it, nnd 
whose love was a ray of sunshine, whole
some, and warm and bright. E ver appre
ciative, he thanked his friend in this four. 
l ined bit of verse. 

Because you love me I have much 
achieved, 

Had you despised me then I must have 
failed, 

But since I knew you trusted and 
believed, 

I could not disappoint you and so prevailed. 



THE L IFE AND \iVORKS 

TO J. Q. 

What arc the things lhat make life bright? 
A star gleam in the night. 

What hearts us for the coming fray? 
The dawn tints of the day. 

\\7hat helps to speed the weary mile? 
A brother's friend ly smile. 

What turns o' gold the evening gray? 
A flower beside the way. 

DI PLOi\lACY 

Tell your love where the roses blow, 
And the hearts of the lilies quiver, 

Not in 1l.1e city's gleam and glow, 
But down by a half-sunned river. 

Not in the crowded ballroom·s glare, 
That would be fatal, i\larie, Marie, 

How can she answer you then and there? 
So come then and stroll with me, my 

dear, 
Down where the birds call, i\larie, 

Marie. 

T HE P LANTATION CHI LD'S 
LULLABY 

Wintah time hit comin' 
Steal in' thoo de night ; 

'Wake up in the mo'nin' 
Evaht'ing is white; 

Cabin lookin' lonesome 
Standin' in de snow, 

Meks you kin' o' nervous, 
W'en de win' hit blow. 

Trompin' back from feedin', 
Col' an' wet an' blue, 

Homespun jacket ragged, 
Win' a-blowin' thoo. 

Cabin lookin' cheerful, 
Unnerneaf de do', 

Yet you kin' o' keerfu l 
W'en de win' hit blow. 

Hickory log a-blazin' 
L ight a-Jookin' red, 

.Faith o' eyes 0 1 peepin' 
F'om a trun'h! bed, 

Lillie feet a -pallc rin' 
Cleak across de flo ' ; 

llellah had be keerful 
\\" en de win' hit blow. 

Suppah done an' ovah, 
Evaht'ing is still; 

Listen to de snowman 
Slippin' down de hi ll. 

Ashes on de liah, 
Keep it wa'm but low. 

What's de use o ' keerin' 
Ef de win' do blow? 

Smoke house full o' bacon, 
Brown an ' s weet an' good; 

Taters in de cellah, 
' Possum roam de wood ; 

Lillie baby snoozin' 
Des cz cf he know. 

\Vhat's de use o' kcerin ' 
Ef de win ' do blow? 

WADIN' I N DE CRI CK 

D:iys git wa'm an' wa'mah, 
School gits mighty dull, 

Seems lak clese hyeah teachahs 
i\l us' feel mussiful. 

• Ilookcy's wrong, I know it 
Ain't no gent'man's trick; 

Dul de aih's a ·ca ll in', 
" Come on to de crick." 

Dah de w11ah's gu'glin' 
Ovah shiny stones, 

Des hi t's vc'y singin' 
Seems to soothe yo' bones. 

\V'at's de use o' wa itin', 
Go on good an' quick: 

Dain' t no fun lak dis hyeah 
\Vadin' in de crick. 

W 'at dat jay-bu'd say in'? 
Dettah shet yo' haid, 

Fus' t'ing dat you fin' out, 
You'll be layin' <laid. 

Jay·bu'ds sieh a lattlah, 
D es seem lak his trick 

Fu' to tell on folk ses 
\\'adin' in de crick . 

, 
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Willer boughs a-bendin ', 
H idin' of de sky,' 

\Vav in ' ki n ' o' frien 'ly 
Ez de win' go by, 

Elum trees a·shinin',' 
Dahk an ' green an' thick, 

Seem to say, " l sec yo' 
\Vadin' in de crick, 11 

But de trees don' chattah, 
Dey des look an' s igh 

L ak hit's kin' o' peaceful 
Des a bc in' nigh, 

An' yo' t'ank yo' ~lastah 
Dat dey trunks is thick 

\ 'V'cn yo' mammy fin 's you 
\Vadin' in de crick. 

Den yo' ru n behin' dem 
Lak yo' scaihell to de f, 

Mammy come a·Oyi n', 
l\los' nigh out o' bref; 

But she set down gentle 
An' she drap huh st ick,

An' fus' l ' ing, dey's mammy 
W ad in ' in de crick. 

CURIOSITY 

Mammy's in de kitchen, an' de do' is shet · 
All de pickani nnies cl imb an' tug an: 

sweat, 
Gillin' lo de winder, stick in ' dah bk flies 
Evah one ennong us des all nose an' eyes'. 
" \.Yhut's she cookin', Isaac? 11 

" \Vhut's 
she cookin', Jake ? " 

" Is it swee t pertate rs? Is hit pie er 
cake ? 11 

But we couldn't mek out even whah we 
stood 

\V hut was mammy cookin' dat could smell 
so1 good. 

Mammy spread de winder, an' she frown 
an' frown. 

H ow de pickaninnies come a-tumblin' 
down ! 

Den she say : "Ef you·all keeps a·peepin' 
in, 

How l 'sc gwine to whup you, my! 't 'ill 
be a sin! 

!\eed n' come a-sniffin' an ' a -nosin' hycab, 
'Ca»e I knows my business, ncvah feah. 11 

\ \lon't somebody tell us- how I wish dey 
would! -

\Y hut is mammy eookin' dat it smells so 
good? 

\ Ye know she means business, an' we das· 
sent stay, 

Dough H's mighty tryin ' fuh lo go erway; 
But we goes a·lroopin' down de ol' wood· 

track 
'T\\'cll dnt steamin' kitchen brings us 

stealin' back, 
Climbin' an' a·pccpin' so's lo see inside. 
\Vhut on earf kin mammy be so sha'p to 

h ide? 
I 'd des UJ> an' tell folks w'en I knowed I 

could, 
Ef I was a-cookm' t'ings dat smelt so 

good. 

l\Iammy in de oven, an' I see huh smile; 
Moufs mus' be a ·wat 'rin ' roun' ·hyeah fuh 

a mile; 
D en we almos' hol lah ez we hu'ies down, 
'Ca'se h it's apple dllmplin's, big 11111 fat 

an' brown! 
\V'en de do' is opened, solemn lak a.n' 

slow, 
\Visht you see us sellin' all dab in a row 
Innercent an' p'opah, des lak chillun 

should 
\V'en dey mammy's cookin' t'ings d&t 

smell so good. 

OPPORTUNITY 
Granny's gone a-visitin', 

Seen huh git huh shawl 
\V 'en I w;is a .hidin' down 

Hime de gyahden wall. 
Seen huh put he r bonnet on, 

Seen h uh tie de strings, 
An' l 'se gone to dreamin' now 

'Bout dem cakes an' t'ings. 

On de she' f behime de do'
Mussy, what a feas' I 
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Soon cz she gits out o' sight, 
I k rn eat in peace. 

I bin watchin' fu ' a week 
D es fu' d is hyeah chance. 

Mussy, w'en I gits in daih , 
I ' ll des sholy dance. 

Lemon pie an' gingah·cakc, 
Let me set an ' t'tnk

Vinegah an' sugah, too, 
Dat' ll mek a dri nk ; 

Ef dey's one t' ing dat I loves 
Mos' pu' ticlahly, 

I t is eati n' sweet t' ings an' 
A·d rinkm' Sangaree. 

Lawd y, won' po' granny raih 
W 'cn she see de she'f ; 

W 'en I t' ink erbout huh face, 
l 's mos' 'sha med myse' f. 

'Well, she gone, an' hyeah I is, 
Back bchime de do'-

Look hyeah ! gran' 'sdone 'spected me, 
Dain't no sweets no mo'. 

E vah sweet is hid erway, 
Job des done up bro,vn ; 

Pusson l'ink dat some un t'ought 
Dey was t'eves erroun'; 

Dat des breaks my heart in two, 
Oh, how bad I feel ! 

Des to l'ink my own g ramma 
B'lieved dat I 'u 'd steal! . 

TWILIGHT 

'Twixt ll smile and a tear, 
'Twixt ll song and a sig h , 

'T wixt the day a nd the dark, 
When the n ight draweth nigh. 

Ah, sunshine may fade 
From the heavens above, 

No twiligh t have we 
To the day of our love. 

THE FIS H E R C HI LD'S LULLABY 

T he wind is oul in its rage to-night, 
And your fa ther is far at sea. 

The r ime on the window is hard and 
whi te 

But dear, you are near to me. 
H eave ho, weave low, 

Waves of the briny deep ; 
Seet!ie low and breathe low, 

But sleep you, my little one, 
sleep, sleep. 

The little boat rocks in the cove no more, ' 
But the fly ing sea·gulls wail ; 

I peer th rough the darkness that wraps 
the shore, 

For sight of a home set sai l. 
H eave ho, weave low, 

Waves of the b riny deep ; 
Seethe low and breathe low, 

But sleep you, my little one, 
s leep, sleep. 

Ay, lad of mine, thy fa ther may d ie 
In the gale that rides the sea, 

But we' ll not believe it, not you a nd I, 
Who mind us of Galilee. 

H eave ho, weave low, 
Waves of the briny deep; 

Seethe low and breathe low, 
Dul sleep you, my little one, 

sleep, sleep. 

FA IT H 

l 's a·g ittin' weary of de way dat people 
do, 

D e folks dat's got dey ' li gion in dey fiah
p lace an' Aue ; 

Dey's a11 us somep'n' comin ' so de spit' ll 
have to turn, 

An' h it tain ' t no p'oposition fu ' to mke de 
hickory bu'n. 

E f de sweet pcrtater fai ls us an' de 
go'geous yall ah yam, 

We k in tek a bit o' comfo't f'om ouah sto' 
o' summah jam. 

W 'en de snow hit g it to flyin', dat's de 
Mastah's own desiah , 

De Lawd 'IJ run de wintah an' yo' 
mammy'll run de fiah . 

' 
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a in' skeercd because de win' h it staht 
to raih and blo w, 

ai n' t bothahed w'en he come er ralllin ' 
a t de do', 

Let him taih hisse't an' shout, le t h im 
blow an' bawl, 

Dat's de time de branches shek an' brcsh
wood 'm~ncc to fall. 

\ V'en de sto'm er rnili n' a n' de shettahs 
blowi n' 'bout, 

Dnt de time de fiahplace crack h its wel
come out. 

Tain' my livin' business fu ' to trouble ner 
cnquiah , 

De Lawd'll min' <le win tnh nn' my 
mammy' ll min' de fiah. -

Ash.cake nllus gits cz b rown w'en 
February's hyeah 

E z it docs in bakin' any othah time o' 
yenh. 

De bacon smell ez ca11 in'-like, de k ittle 
rock an ' sing, 

De same way in de wintah dat dey do it 
in de spring ; 

Dey ain' t no -use in mopin' 'ro und an' 
look in' mad an ' g lum 

E rbout de wintnh season, fu' hit's des 
plumb boun' to come· 

An' e f it comes to runnin ' t' ings 1 's willin' 
to rctinh, 

De l.nwd 'll min ' de wintah an' my 
mammy'll min' de fiah. 

THE F ARM CHILD'S L ULLABY 

Oh the little bird is rocking in the cradle 
' of the wind, 

And it's bye, my little wee o ne, bye ; 
T he harvest nil is gathered a nd the pippins 

all a rc b inned ; 
Bye, my little wee one, bye; 

T he little rabbit's h id ing ' in the golden 
shock of co rn, 

The thr ifty squirrel's laughing bunny's 
idleness to scorn ; 

You arc smiling with the angels in your 
slumher, smile till morn ; 

So it's bye, my little wee o ne, bye. 

T here'll be plenty in the cellar, there'll be 
plenty on the shel f ; 

Bye, my little wee one, bye; 
There' ll be goodly store of sweetings for a 

dainty little elf ; 
Bye, my little wee one, bye. 

The suow may be a·flying o'er the meadow 
and the hill, 

The ice hns checked the chatter of the 
little laughi ng rill, 

But in your cosey crad le you a re warm and 
happy still ; 

So bye, my little wee one, bye. 

Why, the Bob White thinks the snowflake 
is a brother to his song ; 

Byct, my little wee one, bye; 
And the chimney sings the sweeter when 

the wi nd is blowing strong; 
Bye my little wee one, bye ; 

T he grnnnry's overflowing, full is cellar, 
cri b, and bin, 

The wood hns paid its tribute and the ax 
hns ceased its din ; 

The winter may not hann you when you're 
sheltered snfe within; 

So bye, my little wee one, bye. 

T H E PLACE W H ERE THE RAIN· 
BO W E N DS 

There's n fabulous story 
F ul1 o f splendor and glory, 

That Arnbian legends transcends ; 
Of the weal th without measure, 
The coffers of treasure, 

A t the place where the rainbow e nds. 

Oh , many have sought it, 
And nil would ha ve bought it, 

W ith the blood we so recklessly 
· spend ; 

But none has uncovered, 
The. gold , nor discovered 

T he spot at the rainbow's end. 

T hey have sought it in battle, 
And e 'en where the rnttle 

Of d ice with man's blasphcm1 
blends; 

.. 
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But howe'er persuasive, 
I t still proves evas ive , 

This place where the rainbow ends. 

I own for my pleasure, 
I yearn not for treasur.-, 

Though gold has a power it lends ; 
And I have a notion, 
To fi nd withou t motion, 

T he place where the rainbow ends. 

The pot may hold pottage, 
The place he a cottage, 

T hat a humble contentment de fends, 
Only joy fills its coffe r, 
Hirt spi te of the scoffer, 

T he re's the place where the rainbow 
ends. 

Where care shall be quiet, 
And lo•1e shall run riot, 

And I sha ll find wealth in my 
fr iends ; 

Then truce to the story, 
or riches a nd glory ; 

T here's the place where the rainbow 
ends. 

H O PE 

De clog go howlin' ' long de road, 
De night come shiverin' down ; 

My back is tiahed of its load, 
I cain't be fu' f'om town. 

No mattah cf de way is long, 
l\fy haht is swellin' wi<l a song, 

No mattah 'bout de frownin' skies, 
I ' ll soon be home to see my Lize. 

l\fy shadde r staggah on de way, 
It's monst'ous col' lO·mght; 

But I kin hyeah my honey say 
"\V'y bless me if de sight 

0' you ain't good fu ' my so' eyes." 
( Oat talk's di~ lak my lady Lize) 

l's so'y case de way was Jong 
But Lawd you bring me love an' song. 

No mattah cf de way is long, 
An' cf I trimbles so' 

I knows de fiah's burnin' strong , 

Behime my Lizy's do'. 
An ' claih my res' a n' joy shell be, 
\Yhai h my ol' wi fc:'s awaitin' me -

\\"hy what I keer fu' st ingin ' bias', 
I see huh windah light :11 la~'. 

A PPRECI ATION 

l\ly muv,•cr's isl the nicest one 
'At ever lived wiz folks ; 

She let~ you ha\•e zc mostes' fun , 
A n' la ffs at all your jokes. 

I got a ol' maid auntie, too, 
T he worst you ever saw ; 

Her eyes isl bore you through and 
through,-

Shc a in't a bit like ma. 

She's isl as slim as slim can be, 
An' when you want to sl ide 

Down on zc balusters, w'y she 
Says 'at she's harrified. 

She ain' t as nice as Uncle Den, 
\Vhat says 'a t l ittle boys 

\Von't neve r grow to be big men 
Unless they're fond of noise. 

I3ut muvver's nicer zan 'em all , 
~he calls you, " precious Jam l.i, 11 

An ' lets you roll your ten-pin ball, 
An ' spreads your bre.id wiz j am. 

An ' when you're bad, she isl looks sad, 
You fin k she's goin ' to cry; 

An' when she don' t you're aw fu l glad, 
An' den you're good, oh, my! 

At night, she take ze softest hand, 
An' lays it on your head, 

An' says " Ile ofT to Sleepy-Land 
Hy way 0

1 trundle-bed." 

So when you fink what muvve r knows 
. An' aunts an' uncle tan't, 

I t skeers a feller ; isl suppose 
His muvver 'd been n aunt. 

I 
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DAY 

The gray dawn on the mountain top 
Is slow to pass away. 

Still Jays him by in sluggish dreams, 
The golden God of day. 

And then a light a long the hills, 
Your laughter silvery gay ; 

T he Sun God wakes, a bluebird trills, 
You come and it is day. 

T O DAN 

Step me now a bridal measure, 
\Vork give way to love and leisure, 
II earls be free and hearts be gay
Doctor D an doth wed to-ch y. 

D iagnosis, cease your squalling -
Check that scalpel's senseless bawling, 
P ut that ugly knife away-
Doctor Dan doth wed to-day. 

'Tis no lime for th ings unsigh tly, 
L ife's the day and li fe goes lightly ; 
Science lays aside her sway -
Loye rules Dr. Dan to-day. 

Gather, gentlemen and ladies, 
·· For the n uptial feast now made is, · 

Swing your garlands, chant your lay 
For the pair who wed to day. 

Wish them happy days and moiny, 
T roubles few and griefs not any, 
Lift your bnmming cups and s.'ly 

' · God bless them who wed to·da.y. 

T hen a cup to Cupid daring, 
vVho fo r conquest ever fa ring, 
vVith "his arrows dares assail 
E'en a doctor's coat of mai l. 

So with blithe and happy h ymninl? 
And with harmless goblets brimming, 
·Dance n step-musicians .ulny - .. 
Doctor Oan dolh w'ed td'.tl'ay . . 

WHAT'S T HE USE 

\\"hat's the use o' folks a-frownin' 
\ Vhen the way's a little rough? 

F rowns Jay out the road Cur smilin' 
You'll be wrinkled soon enough. 

\\'hat's the use? 

What's the use 0 1 folks a-sighin'? 
It's an awful waste o' breath, 

An' a body can't stand wastin' 
What he needs so bad in death. 

\\"lmt's the use? 

\\' hat's the use o' even weepin'? 
:O.l ight as weJJ go long an' smile. 

Life, our longest, strongest arrow, 
Only lasts a liltlc while. 

\Vhat's the USC? 

A LAZY DAY 

T he trees bend down along the stream, 
W here anchored swings my tiny boat. 

The day is one to drowse and dream 
And list the thrush's th rottling note. 

When music from his bosom bleeds 
Among the river's rusiling reeds. 

No ripple stirs the placid p~iol , 
\ Vhen my adventurous line is ca;;t, 

A truce to sport, while clear and cool, 
T he mirrored clouds slide softly past. 

T he sky giyes back a blue dh·inc, 
And all the world's wide wealth is mme. 

A pickerel leaps, a bow of light, 
The minnows shine from side to side. 
T he first fa int breez:e comes up the tide-
I pause with half uplifted oar, 
While night drifts down to claim the shore. 

LIMITATIONS 

Ef you's only got de powah fe' to blow a 
li1tle whistle, · 

Keep errylong de people wid de whistles. 
Ef you don 't, you~ll firr' o_ut sho'tlY. dat 

you's U1'owe'd. yo' fines', fe'eHn ' 
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In a place dat's all a bed o' thistles. 
'Tain't 110 use a-gain' now, ez sho's you bo'n, 
A·squeakin' of yo' whistle 'g'inst a gread 

big ho'n . 

Ef you ain' t got but a tccnchy bit o' 
victuals on de table, 

Whut's de use a·claimin' hit's a feas'? 
Fe' de folks is mighty 'spicious, an' dcy's 

ap' to come 11-pecrin', 
Lookin' fe' de scraps you )cf' at leas'. 

W'en de meal's a-hidin ' rom de meal -bin's 
top, 

You needn' t talk to hiJe it; cf you sta' ts, 
des stqp. 

Ef yo' min' kin only carry half a pint o' 
common idees, 

Don' go roun• a-sayin' hit's a bar'!; 
'Ca'se de people gwine to test you, an ' 

dey'll fin ' out you's a-lyin', 
Den dey'll twis' yo' sayin 's in a snarl. 

Wuss t' ing in de country dat I evah 
hyahed-

A crow dot Sat a·squawkin', "l's 11 
mockin'-bird." 

A GOLDEN DAY 

I found you and I lost you, 
All on a gleaming day. 

The day was filled with sunshine, 
And the la nd was full of May. 

A golden bird was singing 
I ts melody divine, 

I found yo_u and I loved you, 
And all the world was mine. 

I found you and I Jost you, 
All on a golden clay, 

But when I dream of you, dear, 
It is always brimming May. 

THE UNLUCKY APPLE 

'Twas the apple that in Eden 
Caused our father's primal fall ; 

And the Trojan War, remember -
'Tw~ an ap-ple c:ause'CI it all. 

So for weeks l 've hesitated, 
You can guess the reason why, 

For I want to tell my darling 
She's the apple of my eye. 

PUTTIN' THE BAOY A\YJ\V 

Eight of 'em hycah a ll tol' an' yet 
Dese eyes o .nine is wringin' wet ; 
i\Jy haht's a-aehin' ha'd an' so', 
De way hit nevah ached bcfo' ; 
i\ly soul's a-plcadin', "l.awcl give back 
Dis little lonesome baby black, 
Dis one, dis las' po' he'plcss one 
Whose little race was too soon run." 

Po' Little Jim, des fo' yeahs ' ol ' 
A-layin' down so still an' col'. 
Somehow hit don' seem ha'dly faih, 
To have my baby lyin' daih 
Wi'<lout a smile upon his face, 
Wi'<lout a look crbout de place; 
He ust to be so full o' fun 
Hit don' seem right <lat all's done, done. 

Des eight in all but I don' caih, 
Dey wa'nt a single one to spaih; 
De worl' was big, so was my haht, 
An' dis hyeah baby owned hits paht; 
De house was po', dey clothes was rough, 
But daih was meat an' meal enough ; 
An' daih was room fu ' little Jim ; 
Oh! Lawd, what made you call fu' him? 

It do seem monst'ous ha'd to-day, 
To lay dis baby boy away; 
I'd learned to love his teasin' smile, 
He mought o' des been !er crwhile; 
You wouldn' t t'ought wid a ll de folks, 
Dal's roun' hyeah mixin' teahs an' jokes, 
De Lawd u'd had de time to ·see 
Dis chilc an' tek him 'way rom me. 

But let it go, I reckon Jim, 
'II des go right straight up to him 
Dat took him Pom his mammy's nest 
An' Jer dis achin" in my brcas', 
An' lookin' in dat fathah's face 
An' 'memberin' dis lone sorrerin' place, 
He'll say," Good Lawd1 you ought !<> had 
Do sumpin' fu' to camfo't dad! " 

II 

, 

Dese Eyes o' Mine is Wringin' Wet 
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ADVICE 

\V'en you full o' worry 
'Bout yo' wo'k :111' sich, 

\V'cn you kind o' bothered 
Case you cnn't get rich, 

An' yo' neighboh p'ospah 
Past his jest clcsu 't.s, 

An' de sneer of comcrds 
Stuhcs yo' hcaht an' hu'ts, 

Des don' pet yo' worries, 
Lay 'cm on <le she'f, 

Tek a little trouble 
Drothah, wid yo'se' f. 

Ef a frien' comes mou'.nin' 
' I.lout his awful case, 

You know you don' grieve him 
\Vici a gloomy face, 

But you wrasslc wid him, 
Try to tek him in; 

Dough hit cracks yo' features, 
Law, you smile lak sin, 

..Ain't you good ez he is ? 
Don' you pine to def; 

Tek a little trouble 
Drothah, wid yo'se'f. 

Ef de chillun pcstahs, 
An' de baby's bad, 

Ef yo' wife gits nnrvous, 
An' you' re gellin' mad, 

Des you grab yo' boot·strops, 
Ho!' yo' body down, 

Stop a·t'inkin' cuss-w'rds, 
Chase nway de frown, 

Knock lie !mid o' worry, 
Twell dey ain' none ler ; 

Tek a little trouble, 
Drothah, wid yo'se'f. 

THE DISCOVERY 

These are the dnys of elfs and fays: 
\Vho says that with the dreams of myth, 
These imps nnd elves disport themselves? 
Ah no, along the paths of song 
Do all the tiny folk belong. 

Round all our homes, 
Kobolds and gnomes do daily cling, 

Then nightly fling their lanterns out. 
And shout on shout, they join the rout, 
And sing, and sing, within the: sweet en-

chautc:d ring. 

\\'here gleamed the guile of moonlight's 
smile, 

Once paused I, listening for a while, 
And heard the lay, unknown by day,
Tl1t: fairies ' dancing roundelay. 

Queen Mab was there, her shimmering 
hair 

Each fairy prince's heart's despair. 
She smiled to see their sparkling glee, 
And once I ween, she smiled at me. 

Since when, you may by night or day, 
Dispute the sway of elf-folk gay; 
Dul, hear me, stay I 
I've learned the way to find Queen l\lab 

and elf and fay. 

\Vhere'er by streams, the moonlight gleams, 
Or on meadow softly beams, 
There, footing round on dew-lit ground, 
The fairy folk may all be found. 

MORNING 

The mist has left the greening pl:lin , 
The dew-drops shine like fairy rain, 
The coquette rose awakes again -

Her lovely self adorning. 
The Wind is hiding in the trees, 
A sighing, soothing, laughing tease, 
Until the rose says," Kiss me, please," 

'Tis morning, ' tis morning. 

\ Vith staff in hand and careless free, 
The wanderer fares right jnuntily, 
For towns nn<l houses are, thinks he, 

For scorning, for scorning. 
My soul is swill upon the wing, 
And in its deeps a song I bring; 
Come, Love, nm! we together sing, 

"'!fis morning, 'tis mornin~." 
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THE AWAKENING 

I did not know that life could be so sweet, 
I did not know the hours could speed so 

fleet, 
Till I knew you, and life was sweet again. 

_ Th~ days grew brief with love and lack of 
pain -

I was a slave a few short days ago, 
The powers of Kings and Princes now 

know; · 
I would not be again in bondage, save 
I had your smile, the liberty I crave. 

LOVE'S DRAFT 

T he draft of love was cool and sweet 
You gave me in the cup, 

But, ah, love's fire is keen and fleet, 
And I am burning up. 

Unless the tears I shed fo r you 
Shall quench this burning flame, 

It will consume me through and through, 
And leave but ash- a name. 

A . MUSICAL 

Outside the rain upon the street, 
The s!cy all grim of hue, 

I nside, the music-painful sweet, 
And yet I heard but you. 

·As is a thrilling violin, 
· So is your voice to me 
And st ill above the other strains, 

I t sang·in ecstasy. 

TWELL DE NI GHT I S PAS' 

All de night long twell de moon goes down 
Lovin' I set at huh feet, ' 

Den fii' de long jou'ney back Porn de town, 
Ha'd, l:iut de dreams mek it sweet. 

All de nig!1t long twell de break of de clay, 
Dreamin' agin in my sleep, 

Manrly comes drivin' my sorrers away, 
Axin' me, ·~ WJ1a' fu ' y.ou weep? " 

All de clay long twcll de su n goes dow n, 
Smilin', I bcn' to my hoe, 

Fu' dough de weddah git nasty an' frown, 
One place 1 know I kin go. 

All my life long twell de night has pas' 
Let de wu'k come cz it will, 

So <lat 1 fin' you, my honey, at las', 
Somewhaih des ovah de hil l. 

AT N IGHT 

Whut time'd dat clock strike? 
Nine? No-eight; 
I didn 't think hit \\'as so late. 
Aer chew ! 1 must 'a' got a cough, 
I raally b'lie,·e I did doze off -
Hi t's mighty soothin' to·de tiah, 
A·dozin' d is way by de fiah; 
Oo oom-hit feels so good to st retch 
I sutny, is one weary wretch ! 

Look hyeah, clat boy done gone to sleep I 
He des ain 't wo'th his boa'd an' keep; 
I des don't b'lie,•e he'd bat his eyes 
If Gab'e l called him fom de skies! 
But sleepin's goocl cley ain't no doubt -
Dis pipe o' mine is done gone out. 
Don't bu'n a minute, bless my soul, 
Des please to han' me dat ah coal. 

You 'Lias git up now, my son, 
Seems lak my nap is des begun; 
You sutny mus' ma 'k down cle day 
\V'en I treats ·comp'ny dis away ! 
W'y , Ilrother Jones, dat drowse come on, 
An' laws ! I dremp clat you was gone I 
You 'Lias, whaih yo' mannahs, suh, 
To hyeah me call an ' nevah stuh ! 

To-morrcr mo' nin' w'en I call 
Dat boy'll he sleepin' to beat all, 
Don't mek no djffunce how I roah, 
He'll cl es lay up an' sno' and sno'. 
Now boy, you clone hyeahed whu t I said, 
You bettah tek yo'se'f yo' ba icl, 
Case cf you gits me good an ' wrong 
I ' ll mek <lat sno' a diffunt song. 

I 

II 
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Dis wood tiah is invitin' dho', 
l lit seems lo wa'm de ve'y flo' -
An' nu ffi n' ain't a whi t ez sweet, 
Ez settin' toastin' of yo' feet. 
11 it mck you drowsy, too, bul La I 
11 yeah, 'Lias, tlon ' t you hyeah yo' ma? 
Ef I gits sta'ted f'om dis cheah 
l ' lay, you scamp, I'll mek you heah ! 

T o-morrer mo'nin' I kin bawl 
Twcll all de neighbohs hyeah me call ; 
An' you'll be snoozin ' des ez deep 
Ez if de day was made fu' sleep; 
Hit 's funny when you got a cough 
Somehow yo' ,·oice seems too fu' olT -
Can't wake dat boy fu ' all I say, 
I reckon he' ll sleep daih twell day! 

KI DNAPPED 

I held my heart so far from harm, 
1 let it ll'andcr fa r and free 

In mead and_ mart, withou t alarm, 
Assured it must come back to me. 

And a ll _went well till on a clay, 
Learned Dr. Cupid ll'andered hy 

A search along our sylvan way 
For some pecul ia r butterfly. 

A flash of wings, a hurried d rive , 
A flu tter and a short-lived flit; 

Th is Scientist, as I am alive 
· H ad seen my heart and captured it. 

Right tight ly now 'tis held among 
The specimens that he has trapped, 

And sings (oh, love is ever young) , 
'Tis passing sweet to be kidnapped. 

COMPENSATION 

J3ecause I had loved so deeply, 
Because I had loved so long, 

God in his great compassion 
Gave me the gift of song. 

Because I have loved so vainly, 
And sung with such faltering 

breath, 

18. 

T he Master in infinite mercy 
Offers the boon of Death. 

WI:-iTER'S APPRO.-\CII 

D e sun hit shine tin' de win' hit blow 
01' Brer Rabbit be a-layin' low, ' 

He know <lat de wintah time 
a-comin', \ 

De huntah man he walk an' wait 
H e walk right by Brer Rabbit's gate -

H e know -

Oe dog he lick his sliverin' cho1\ · 
An' he tongue 'gin ' his mouf go flop, 

flop -
He -

H e ru b his nose fu ' to clah his scent 
So"s to tell w'ich way dat cotton-tail went, 

He -

De huntah's wife she set an' spin 
A good wahm coat fu' to wrop him in 

She -
She look at de skillet an' she smile, oh 

my! 
An' ol'. Di·er Rabbit got to sholy fly. 

Dey know. 

ANCHORED 

If thro' the sea of night which here sur
rou nds me, 

I could swim out beyond the farthest 
star, 

Break every barrier of circumstance that 
bounds me, 

And greet the Sun of sweeter life afar, 

Tho' near you .there is passion, grief, and 
sorrow, . 

And out there rest and joy and peace 
and all, 

I should renounce that beckoning for to
n1orro,v, 

I could not choose to go beyond your 
call. 

' 

• 
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THE VETERAN 

Underneath the autumn sky, 
Haltingly, the lines go by. 
Ah, would steps were blithe and gay, 
As when first they marched away, 
Smile on lip and curl on brow,
Only white-faced gray-beards now, 
Standing on life's outer verge, 
E'en the marches sound a dirge. 

Blow, you bugles, play, you fife, 
Rattle, drums, for dearest life. 
Let the flags wave freely so, 
As the marching legions go, 
Shout, hurrah and laugh and jest, 
This is memory at its best. 
(Did you notice at your quip, 
That old comrade's quivering lip?) 

Ah, I see them as they come, 
Stumbling with the rumbling drum; 
But a sight more sad to me 
E 'en than these ranks could be 
Was that one with cane upraised 
\Vho stood by and gazed and gazed, 
Trembling, solemn, lips compressed, 
Longing to be with the rest. 

Did he dream of old alarms, 
As he stood, "presented arms"? 
Did he think of field and camp 
And the unremitting trainp 
Mile on mile- the lonely guard 
When he kept his midnight ward? 
Did \1e dream of wounds and scars 
In that bitter war of wan? 

What of that? He stood and stands 
In my memory- trembling hands, 
'Vhitened beard and cane and all 
As if waiting for the call 
Once again : "To arms, my sons," 
And his ears hear far-off guns, 
Roll of cannon and the tread 
Of the legions of the Dead ! 

BL UE 

Stand111 1 at de winder, 
Fcelin' kind o' glum, 

Listenin' to de rain-drops 
Play de kettle drum, 

Lookin' crost de medders 
Swimmin' lak a sea; , 

Lawd 'a' mussy on us, 
What's de good o' me ? 

Can't go out a-hocin', 
Wouldn't ef I could; 

Groun' too wet fu ' huntin', 
Fishin' ain' t no goocl. 

Too much noise fo' slccpin', 
No one hyeah to chat; 

Des mus' stan' an' listen 
To <lat pit-a-pat. 

Hills is gittin' misty, 
Valley's gittin' dahk; 

Watch-dog's 'mence a-howlin', 
Rathah have 'cm ba'k 

Dan a -mo:inin' solemn 
Somewhaih out o' sight; 

Rain-crow des a-chucklin' -
Dis is his delight. 

Mandy, bring my banjo, 
Bring de chillen in, 

Come in fom de kitchen, 
I feel sick ez sin. 

Call in Uncle I saac, 
Call Aunt Hannah, tco, 

Tain't no use in talkin', 
Chile, I's sholy blue. 

DREAMIN' TOWN 

Come away to dreamin' town, 
Mandy Lon, Mandy Lou, 

Whaih de skies don' nernh frown, 
Mandy Lou; 

Whaih de streets is paved with gol', 
\Vhaih de days is nevah col', 
An' no sheep strays fom de fol', 

Mandy Lou. 

Ain't you tiahed of every clay, 
Mandy Lou, Mandy Lou, 

,, 

CH I LE, I's SHOLY BLUE 
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Tek my h11n' an' come away, 
l\faudy Lou, 

To the place whaih dreams is King, 
\Vhaih my heart hol's C\'erything, 
An' my soul can allus sing, 

Mnndy Lou. 

Come away to dream wid me, 
Mandy Lou, Mandy Lou, 

\Vhaih our hands an' hca'ts arc free, 
~landy Lou ; 

Whaih de s;i.nds is shinin' white, 
In dat dreamland of delight, 
\\'haih de rivnhs gliGtcns brigh t, 

Mandy Lou. 

Come nwny lo drcamlnnd town, 
Mandy Lou, ~J andy Lou, 

\Vhaih de fruit is bcndin' down, 
Des fu' you. 

Smooth your brow of lovin' brown, 
An' my lo,·c will be its crown; 
Come away to drcamin' town, 

i\l1rndy Lou. 

YESTERDAY AND TO·l\IORROW 

Yesterd;i.y I held your hand, 
Reveren tly I pressed it, 

And its gentle yieldingness 
From my soul I blessed it. 

But to-day I sit alone, 
Sad and sore repining; 

Must our gold forever know 
Flames for the refining? 

Yesterday I walked with you, 
Could a dny be sweeter? 

Life was all a lyric song 
Set to tricksy meter. 

Ah, to-day is like a dirge,
Place my arms around you, 

Let me feel the same dear joy 
As when first I found you. 

L et me once retrace my steps, 
From thcs~ roads unpleasant, 

Let my heart and mind and soul 
All ignore the present. 

Y cstcrda y the iron seared 
And to-day means sorrow. 

Pause, my soul , ;i.rise, arise, 
Look where gle;i.ms the morrow. 

TH E CH AKGE 

Love used to carry a bow, you k no,v, 
But now he carries a taper; 

It is either a length of wax aglow, 
Or a twist of lighted paper. 

I pondered a little about the scamp, 
And then I decided to follow 

His wandering journey to field and camp, 
Up hill, down lble or hollow. 

I dogged the rollicking, gay, young blade 
In e\'cry species of weather; 

Till, leading me st raight to the home of a 
maid 

He left us there together. 

And then I saw it, o!l. sweet surprise, 
The taper it set a-burning 

T he love-light brimming my lady's eyes, 
And my heart with the fire of yearning. 

THE CHASE 

The wind told the little leaves to hurry, 
And chased them down the way, 

\Vhile the mother tree laughed loud in 
glee, 

For she thought her babes at play. 

T he crue\ wind and the rain laughed 
loudly, 

We'll bury them deep, they said, 
And the old tree grieves, and the little 

leaves 
Lie low, all chilled a nd dead. 

SUPPOSE 

If ' twere fa ir to suppose 
That your heart were not taken, 

T hat the dew from the rose 
Petals still were not shaken, 

I should pluck you, 
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Howe'er you shoul<l thorn me a nd 
scorn me, 

And wear you for life as the green of the 
· bower. 

If 'twere fair to suppose 
That that road was for vagrants , 

That the wind and the rose, 
Counted all in their fragrance; 

Oh, my dear one, . 
My love, I should lake you and make 

you , 
The green of my life from the scintillant 

hour. 

THE DEATH OF THE FIRST-BORN 

Cover him over with daisies white, 
A nd-eke with the poppies red, 

Sit with me here by his couch to-n ight, 
For the First-Born, Lo,•e, is dead. 

Poor little fellow, he seemed so fair 
As he lay in my jealous arms· 

Silent and cold he is lying ther~ 
· Stripped of his darling charms. 

Lusty and strong he had grown forsooth ; 
Sweet with an infinite grace, 

Proud in the force of his conquering 
youth, 

Laughter alight in his face. 

Oh, but the blast, it was cruel and keen, 
And ah, but the chill it was rare; 

The look. of the winter-kissed flow'r you've 
seen 

When meadows and ·fields were ·bare. 

Can you not wake from this \vhite,,cold 
sleep · 

And speak to me once again ? 
T rue that your slumber - is deep, so deep, 

But deeper by far is my pain. 

Cover him over w ith daisies white, 
Ancl eke with th~ poppies red, 

Sit with me here by· his couch to-night, 
For the First-Born, Love, is dead. 

BEIN' llACK HOl\!E 

Wearying o f his losing batt le for health , 
assured that his days were numbered, anu 
too weak to cont inue his literary labors, 
poor Paul Dunbar went home to Dayton 
to die. 

Show me another, who, unde r such 
heart-breaking conditions, could have 
written such a poem as "13ei n' llack 
H ome." 

The old settee lo which he refers in the 
fourth stanza, actually exists, ancl was the 
poet's favorite seat. His mother counts 
it among the most precious re lics of her 
son. 

H ome agin, an ' home to stay
Y cs, it 's nice lo be away. 
Plenty things to do an' sec, 
But the old place seems to me 
Jest about the proper thing. 
Mebbe ' ts 'cause the mcm'ries cling 
Closer 'round yore place o' birt h 
'N ary other spot on earth. 

W'y it's nice jest scttin' here, 
Lookin' out an ' seein' clear 
'Thout no smoke, ner dust, ~er haze 
In these sweet October-days. 
What's as good as that there lane, 
Kind o' browned from last nigh t's rain? 
'Pears like home has got the start 
When the goal's a feller's heart. 

What's as good as that there jay 
Screechin' up'ards towards the gray 
Skies? An' tell me, what's as fine 
As that full-leafed pumpkin vine ? 
Tow 'rin' buildin's--yes, they're good ; 
But in sight o' field and wood, 
Then a feller underslan's 
'Bout the house not made with han's. 

Let the others rant an' roam 
When they git away from home; 
Jest gi' me my old settee 

~ A_n' my, pipe beneath a t~ee; 
Sight o medders g reen an' still, 
Now and then a gentle hill, 
Apple orchards, full o' fruit, 
Nigh a cider press to hoot-
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That's the tlilng j est done up brown 
D'wa nt to be too nigh to tow n ; 
\V:wt to have the smells :rn' sights, 
An' the dreams o' long s till nights. 
\Vith the friends you used to know 
In the kecrlcss long ago -
Same old cronies, same old folks, 
Same old cider, same old joke~. 

S:iy, it's nice a-gi ttin ' back, 
When yore pulse is growin' slack, 
An' yore brcnth begins to wheeze 
Like a fair-set valley breeze ; 
Kind o' nice to se t :iroun' 
On the old familinr groun ', 
Knowin' that when Death does come, 
That he 'll find you rig)ll at home. 

DESPAIR 

Let me close the eyes of my soul 
Th:it I m:iy not sec 

What stan<ls between thee nnd me. 

Let me shut the cars of my heart 
That I may not hear 

A voice that drowns yours, my dear. 

Let me cut the cords of my life , 
Of my desolate being, 

Since cursed is my hearing and seeing. 

CIRCU'.\1STANCES ALTER CASES 

Tim l\[urphy's gon' walkin' wid l\!aggie 
O'Nc11l, 

0 chone ! 
1f I wa~ her muther, I 'd frown on sich 

fool in', 
0 chone I 

I'm sure it's unmutherlike, darin' nn' wrong 
To let a gyrul hear tell the sass an' the 

song 
Of every young felly that h appens a long, 

0 chone ! 

An' Murphy, the things that's be'n sed of 
his doin', 

0 chone ! 

'Tis n cud thnt no decent folks wnnt to be 
chcwin' , 

0 chone ! 
If he cnmc to my door wid his cane on a 

twirl , 
Fur to th_ry to make lo,·e to you, Biddy, 

my girl, 
Ah, wouldn' t I send him away wid a 

whirl, 
0 choncl 

They say t;1c gossoon is indecent and 
dirty , 

0 chonc ! 
1 n spite of his clressin' so. 

0 chone ! 
Let him dress up cz. foine ez. a king or n 

queen, 
Let him put on more wrinkles than ever 

was seen, 
'\"ou'll be sure he 's no match for my little 

colleen, 
0 chone ! 

F a ith the two is comin' back nn' their 
walk is nil o\·er, 

0 chone ! 
'Twas a pretty short walk fur to take wid 

n lover, 
0 chonc ! 

Why, I believe that Tim Murphy's a 
kumin' this way, 

Ah, Biddy, jest look at him steppin' so. 
gay, 

I 'd nive r belave what the gossipers say, 
0 chone ! 

H e's turned in the gate an' he's coming 
a -caperin', 

0 chone ! 
Go, Biddy, go quick an' put on a clane 

apern, 
0 chone ! 

Be quick ns ye kin fur he's right at the 
dure; 

Come in, master Tim, fur ye're welcome 
I'm shure. 

'Ve were talkin' o' ye j est a minute be
fore. 

0 chone l 
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TILL THE WIND GETS RIGHT 

Oh, the breeze is blowin' balmy 
And the sun is in a haze ; 

There's a cloud jest givin' coolness, 
To the laziest of days. 

There are crowds upon the lakeside, 
But the fish refuse to bite, 

So I'll wait and go a-fishin' 
When the wind gets right. 

Now my boat tugs at her anchor, 
Eager now to kiss the spray, 

While the little waves are callin' 
Drowsy sailor come away, 

There's a harbor for the happy, 
And its sheen is just in sight, 

But 1 won't set sail to get there, 
Till the wind gets right. 

That's my trouble, too, I reckon, 
I've been waitin' all too long, 

Tho' the clays were always bright 
Still the wind is always wrong. 

An' when Gabriel blows his trumpet, 
In the day 1)

1 in the night, 
I will still be found waitin', 

Till the wind gets right. 

A SUMMER NIGHT 

Summah is de lovin' time -
Do' keer what you say. 

Night is allus peart an' prime, 
Bellah clan de day. 

Do de day is sweet an' good, 
Birds a-singin' fine, 

Pines a·smellin' in de wooc!,
But de night is mine. 

Rivah whisperin' "howdy do," 
Ez it pass you hy-

Moon a-lookin' down at you, 
W inkin' on de sly. 

Frogs a-croakin' f'om cle pon', 
Singin' bass dey fill, 

An' you listen way beyon' 
01' man whippo'will. 

Hush up, honey, tck my han', 
Mck yo' footsteps light ; 

Somep'n' kin' o' hol's de Ian' 
On a summah night. 

Somcp'n' <lat you nevah sees 
An' you nevah hycahs, 

But you feels it in de breeze, 
Somep'n' nigh to tcahs. 

Somep'n' nigh to teahs? dat's so; 
But hit 's nigh to smiles. 

An' yon feels it ez you go 
Down de shinin' miles. 

Tek my han ', my little dove ; 
Hush an' come e rway 

Summah is de time fu' love, 
N ight-time beats de day! 

AT SUNSET TIME 

A d?wn the \~•est a golden glow 
Srnks burnrng in the sea, 

And all the dreams of long ago 
Come flooding back to me. 

The past has writ a story strange 
Upon my aching heart, 

But time has wrought a subtle change, 
My wounds have ceased to smart. 

No more the quick delight of youth, 
No more the sudden pain, 

1 look no more for trust or truth 
Where greed may compass gain. 

What, was it I who bared my heart 
Through unrelenting years, 

And knew the sting of misery's dart, 
The tang of sorrow's tears ? 

'Tis better now, I do not weep, 
I do not laugh nor care; 

My soul and spirit half asleep 
Drift aimless everywhere. 

\Ve float upon a sluggish stream, 
We ride no rapids mad 

While life is all a tempcr~d dream 
And every joy half sad. 
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NIGHT 

Silence, and whirling worlds a fa r 
Through all encircling skies. 

\Vhat floods come o'er the spirit's bar, 
What wondrous thoughts nrise. 

The earth, a mantle falls away, 
And, winged, we leave the sod ; 

\Vhere shines in ils eternal sway 
The majesty of God. 

AT LOAFI:\TG-HOLT 

Since I Jen the city's heat 
For this sylvan, cool retreat, 
High upon the hillside here 
' Vhere the air is clean and clear, 
I ha\'e lost the urban ways. 
Mine arc calm and tranquil days, 
Sloping lawns of gri;.en are mine, 
Clustered treasures of the \'inc ; 
Long forgotten plants I know, 
" ' here the bc~t wild berries grow, 
\Vhcrc the greens and grasses sprout, 
\Vhcn the ciders blossom out. 
Now I am grown weather-wise 
With the lore of winds and skies. 
Mine the song whose soft refrain 
l s the sigh of summer rain. 
Seek 1you where the woods arc cool, 
·would you know the shady pool 
\Vhere, throughout the lazy day , 
Speckled beauties drowse or play? 
\Vould you find in rest or peace 
Sorrow's permanent release? 
Leave the city, grim and gray, 
Come with me, ah, come away. 
Do you fear the winter chill, 
Deeps of snow upon the hill? 
'Tis a mantle, kind and warm, 
Shielding lender shoots from harm. 
Do you dre~d the ice.clad strcams,
They arc mi rrors for your dreams. 
Herc's a rouse, when summer's past 
To the raging winter's blast. 
Let him roar and let him rout, 
\Ve arc armored for the bout. 
How the logs are glowing, sec ! 
Who sings louder, they or he? 
Could the city be more gay? 
l3urn your bridges! Come a way! 

\\'HE~ A FELLER'S ITCHIN' TO 
BE SPANKED 

\\' 'en us fellers stomp arouml, mnkin' lots 
o' noise, 

Gramma say~, "There's certain times 
comes to little boys 

\\''en they need a shingle or the soft side 
of a plank;" 

She says, 11 we're a-itch in' for a right good 
spank." 

An' she says, " Now thes you wait, 
It's a·comin'- soon or late, 

\V'en a feller 's itchin' fer a spank." 

\V'en a feller's out o' school, you kno\v 
how he feels, 

Gramma says we wriggle 'roun' like a lot 
o' eels. 

\\' 'y it's like a man that's thes home from 
out o' jail. 

\\1hat's the use o' scoldin' if we pull Tray's 
tail? 

Gram ma says, tho'," thes you wait, 
It's a·comin '-soon or late, 

You'sc the boys that's itchin' to be 
spanked." 

Cats is funny creatures an' I like to make 
'em yowl , 

Gramma alwus looks at me with a awfo! 
scowl 

An' she says," Young gentlemen, mamma 
should be th:rnkccl 

Ef you'd get your knickerbockers right 
well spanked.'' 

An' she says, " Now thes you wait, 
It's a·comin'- soon or late," 

\V'en a feller's itchin' to be spanked. 

Ef you fin' the days is gcttin' awful hot in 
school 

An' you know a swimmin' place where it's 
nice and cool, 

Er you know a cat-fish hole brimmin' full 
o' fish, 

\\1hose a·goin' to set around school and 
wish? 

'Tai~'t no use to hide yonr bait, 
It's a-comin'-soon or bte, 

W'en a feller 's itchin' to be spanked. 
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01' folks know most ever'thing 'bout the 
world, I guess, 

Gramma does, we wish she knowed thes a 
little less, 

But I alwus kind o' think it 'ud be as well 
Ef they wouldn't a lwus have to up an' tell; 

\ Ve kids wish 'at they'd thes wait, 
It's a-comin'-soon or late, 

W'en a feller's itchin' to be spanked. 

THE RIVER OF RUIN 

Along by the river of ruin 
They dally-the thoughtless ones, 
They dance and they dream 
By the side of the stream , 
As long as the river runs. 

. It seems all so pleasant and cheery -
No thought of the morrow is theirs, 
And their faces a rc bright 
With the sun of delight, 
And they dream of no night-brooding cares. 

The women wear garlanded tresses, 
The men have rings on their hands, 
And they sing in their glee, 

· For they think tl1ey are free -
They that know not the treacherous sands. 

Ah, but this be a venturesome journey, 
Forever those sands a re ashrift, 
And a step to one side 
Means a grasp of the tide, 
And the current is fearful and swift. 

For once in the river of ruin, 
What boots it, to do or to dare, 
For clown we must go 
In the turbulent flow, 
To the desolate sea of Despair. 

TO HER 

Vour presence like a benison to me 
Wakes my sick soul to dreamful ecstasy, 
1 fancy tha t some g,Ul Arabian night 
Saw you my houri and my heart's de

·light: 

And wandering fo rth beneath the passion· 
ate moon, 

Your lo\·e-strung zither and my soul in 
tune, 

\Ye knew the joy, the h:iunting of the 
pain 

T hat like a flame thri ll s through me now 
again. 

To·night we sit where sweet the s pice 
winds blow, 

A wind the northland lacks :ind ne 'er 
sh:ill know, 

\Vith clasped hands and spirits :i ll aglow 
As in Arabia in the long ago. 

A LOVE LETTER 

Oh, I des received a letter Pom de sweet
est little gal ; 

Oh, my; oh, my. 
She's my lovely little sweetheart an' her 

name is Sal : 
Oh , my; oh, my. 

She writes me dat she loves me, an' she 
loves me true, 

She wonders ef I 'll tell huh dat I loves 
huh too; 

An' my heaht's so full o' music <lat I do' 
know what to do; 

Oh, my; ob, my. 

I got a man to read it an' he read it fine; 
Oh, my; oh , my. 

Dey ain' no use denyi ng dat her love is 
mine; • 

Oh, my; oh, my. 

But hyeah's de t'ing dat's puttin' me in 
such a awful plight , 

I t'ink of huh at mornin' an' I dream of 
huh :it night; 

But how's I gwine to con't huh w'en I do' 
know how to write ? 

Oh, my; oh, my. 

My heaht is bubblin' ovah wid de t'ings I 
want to say; 

Oh, my ; oh, my. 

A Letter f ' om de Sweetes' Li ttle Gal 

-.-.. 
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An' dcy's lots of folks to copy what I tell 
'em fu ' de pay; 

Oh, my; oh, my. 

But dey's t'ings dal l's a-t'inkin ' dat 1s 
only fu' huh cars, 

An' I couldn 't lu"n to write 'cm cf I took 
n dozen years; . 

So to go down daih an' tell huh 1s de only 
way, it 'pears; 

Oh, my; oh, my. 

THE OLD CABIN 

In de dead of night I sometimes, 
Gil to t'inkin' of de pas' 

An' de days w'cn slavery hclt me 
Jn my mis'ry- ha'cl _an' fas' .. , 

Dough de time was mighty trym , 
I n dese houahs somehow hit seem 

Dat n brightnh light come slippin' 
Thoo de k ivahs of my dream. 

An ' my min' fu 'gits de whuppin5 
Drnps de feah o' block nn' lash 

An' fl ies straight to somep'n' joyful 
In n secon's ligh tn in' flash. 

Den h it seems I see n vision 
Of n dearah long ngo 

O f de chilclern tumblin' roun' me 
ny my rough ol' cabin do'. 

Talk nboul yo' go'geous mansions 
An' yo' big house grent nn' grnn', 

Des bring up de li nes' palace 
Dnt you know in nil de h n '. 

But cley's somcp'n' dearah to me, 
Somep'n' faihnh lo my eyes 

In dnt cabin, less you bring me 
To yo' mansion in de skies. 

I kin see de light n-shinin' 
T hoo de chinks al ween clc logs, 

I kin hycah de way-off bnyin' 
Of my mastah 's huntin ' clogs, 

An' de neighin ' of de hosscs 
Stampin' on de ol' balm Ao', 

But above dese soun's de laughin ' 
At my deah ol' cabin do'. 

\Ve would getliah daih nt evenin', 
All my fri en 's 'ud come erroun ' 

An' hit wan't no time, twell, bless you, 
You could hyeah de banjo's soun'. 

You could sec de clahkies dancin' 
P igeon wing an' heel an ' toe,

Joyous times I tell you people 
Roun' dat same ol' cabin do'. 

But at times my t 'oughts gits !':lddah, 
Ez I riccolec' de folks, 

An' dey frolickin' an' talkin'. 
Wid dey bugh in' an' dey JOkes. 

An' hit hu 'ts me w'en I membahs 
Dat I 'll nevah sec no mo' 

Dem ah faces gethered smilin' 
Roun' <lat po' ol' cabin do' . 

AFTER MANY DA VS 

I've a lways been a fa ith ful man 
An ' tried to l ive for duty, 

But the stringent mode o f life 
H as somewhat lost its beauty. 

T he story of the gene rous bread 
H e sent upon the waters , 

\ Vhich a fter many days returns 
T o trust ing sons and daugh ters, 

H ad oft impressed me, so I want 
My soul influenced by it, 

And bought n loaf of bread and _sought 
A stream where I could try it. 

I cast my bread upon the \~a~·es 
And fancied then to await 1t ; 

It had not floated far nway 
W hen a fish came up and ate it. 

And if I want both fish and brend, 
And surely both I 'm wanting, 

About the only way I see 
I s for me to go fishing. 

LIZA MAY 

Little brown face full of smiles, 
And a baby's guil elcs~ wiles, 

Liza Ma y, Liza May. 
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Eyes a-peeping thro' the fence 
\Vith an interest intense, 

Liza l\fay. 

Ah, the gate is just ajar, 
And the meadow is not far, 

Liza May, Li1.:1 May. 

And the road feels very sweet, 
To your little toddling feet, 

Li1.:1 May. 

Ah, you roguish runaway, 
What will toiling mother say, 

Liza May, Liza May? 

What care you who smile to greet 
Every one rou chance to meet, 

Liza l\~ay? 

Soft the mill-race sings its song 
Just a little way along, ' 

Li1.:1 l\lay, Liza May. 

But the song is full of guile, 
Turn, ah h~rn, your steps the while, 

Liza May. 

You ha Ye caught the gleam and glow 
\Vhere the darkling waters flow, 

Liza l\lay, Liza May. 

Flash of ripple, bend of bough, 
Where are all the angels now ? 

Liza May. 

Now a mother's eyes intense 
Gazing o'er a shabby fence, 

Liza May, Liza May. 

Then a mother's anguished face 
Peering :ill around the place, 

Liza May. 

Hear the agonizing call 
For a mother's all in :ill, 

Liza May, Liza May. 

Hear a mother's maddened prayer 
To the calm unanswering air, 

Liza May. 

What's become of-Liza ~lay? 
\\"hat has darkened all the day ? 

Liza May, Liza l\lay. 

Ask the waters dark :rnd fleet, 
If they know the smil ing, sweet 

Lit.'\ May. 

Call her, ca ll her as you will, 
On the meadow, on the hill, 

Liza May, Liza May. 

Through the brush or beaten t rack 
Echo only gives you back, 

Liza May. 

Ah, but you were loving-sweet, 
On your Ii It le todd Ii n g feet, 

Liza May, Liza l\lay. 

But through all the coming years , 
Must a mother breathe with tears, 

Liza May. 

THE MASTERS 

Oh, who is the Lord of the land of life, 
When hotly goes the fray? 

\Vhen, fierce we smile in the midst of 
strife 

Then whom shall we obey ? 

Oh, Love is the Lord of the land of life 
\Vho holds a monarch's sway; 

He wends with wish of maid and wife, 
And him you must obey. 

Then wl10 is the Lord of the land of life, 
At setting of the sun? 

\Vhose word shall sway when Peace is 
rife 

And all the fray is done? 

Then Death is the Lord of the Janel of 
lire, 

\:vhen your hot race is run. 
Meet then his scythe and pruning-knife 

V•'hen the fray is lost or won. 
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TROUBLE I N DE KITCHEN 

Dey was oncet a awful quoil ' twixt de 
skillet an' de pot ; 

De pot was des a-bilin' an' de skillet sho' 
was hot. 

Dey slurred each othah's colr.h an' dey 
called each othah names, 

W'ile de coal-oil can des gu'gled, po'in ' oi l 
e rpon de flames. 

De pot, hit called de skillet des a flat, dis
figgcred t'ing, 

An' de skillet 'plied dat all de pot could 
do was set an' sing, 

An' he 'lowed dat dey was 'lusions dnt he 
wouldn't stoop to mek 

'Case he reckernize his juty, an' he had 
too much at steak. 

Well, at dis de pot biled ove.h, case his 
tempah gittin' highah, 

An' de skillet got to sputterin', den de fat 
was in de fiah. 

Mistah fiah lay daih smokin' an' a-t' inkin' 
to hisse'f, 

W'ile de peppah-box us nudgin' of de 
gingah on de she' f. 

Den dey all des ler hit to 'im, 'bout de 
trouble an' de talk; 

An' howevah he decided, w'y dey bofe 'u'd 
walk de chalk ; 

Rut de fiah uz so 'sgusted how dey quoil 
:in' dey shout 

Dat he cooled 'em off, I reckon, w'en he 
puffed ·an' des went out. 

THE QUILTING 

Dolly sits a-quilting by her mother, stitch 
by stitch, 

Grncious, how my pulses th rob, how my 
fin gers itch, 

While I note her dainty waist and her 
slender hand, 

As she matches this and that, she stitches 
strand by strand. 

And I long to tell her Life's a quilt and 
I'm a patch; 

Love will do the stitching if she'll only be 
my match. 

PART E D 

She wrapped he r soul in a lace of lies, 
W ith a prime d eceit to pin it; 

And I thought I was gaining n fearsome 
prize, 

So I staked my soul to win it. 

\Ye wed and parted on her complaint, 
And both were a bit of barter, 

Tho' I 'II confoss that I 'm no saint, 
I 'll swe ar th:.\t she 's no martyr. 

FOREV E R 

I had not known before 
Forever was so long a word. 

T he slow stroke of the clock of time 
I had not heard. 

'Tis hard to learn so late; 
It seems no S:.\d heart really learns, 

But hopes and trusts and doubts and fears, 
And bleeds and burns. 

T he ni~ht is not all d:.\rk, 
Nor 1s the day all it seems, 

But each may b ring me this relief -
My dret),mS and dreams. 

I had not k nown before 
T hat N e\•er was so sad a word, 

So wrap me in forgetfulness - · 
I have not heard. 

CH R ISTMAS 

Step wid de banjo an' glide wid de fiddle, 
Dis a in' no ti me fu' to pottah an' pid· 

dlt!; 
Fu' Christm:.\S is comin', it's r ight on de 

way, 
An' dey's houahs to dance 'fo' de break 

· o' de day. 
\Vhat if de win' is taihin' an' whistlin'? 

Look al d:it fiah how hit's spittin' an' 
bristlin' ! 

Heat in de ashes an' heat in de cindahs, 
01' mistah Fros' kin des look thoo de 

windahs. I 
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Heat up de toddy an' pas' de wa'm glasses, 
Don' stop to shivah at blowin 's a n' 

blas'es, 
Keep on de kittle an' keep it a-hun~mi n ' , 

Eat all an' drink all, dey's lots mo' 
a-comin'. 

Look hyeah, Maria, don't open dat oven, 
\Vant all dese people a-pushin' an' 

shovin'? 

Res' f 'om de dance? Y cs, you done 
cotch <lat odah, 

Mammy done cotch it, an' law ! hit nigh 
flo'h huh; 

'Pos;um is monst'ous fu' mekin' folks fin' 
it ! 

Come, dra w yo' cheers up, l 's sho' I do' 
min' it. · 

Eat up dem critters, you men folks an' 
wimmens, 

'Possums ain' skace w'en dey's lots o' 
pu'simmons. 

ROSES AND PEARLS 

Your spoken words are roses fine and 
sweet, 

The songs you sing arc perfect pearls of 
sound. · 

How lavish n:rture is about your feet, 
To scatter flowers and jewels both 

around. 

mushing the stream of petal beauty flows, 
Soft ly the white strings triclde down 

and shine. 
Oh! speak to me, my love, I crave a rose. 

Sing me a song, for I would pearls were 
mine. 

RAIN-SONGS 

The rain streams down like harp-strings 
from the sky ; 

The wind, that world-old harpist, sitteth 
by; 

And ever as he ·sings his low refrain, 
He plays upon the harp-strings of the 

rain. 

A LOST DREAM 

Ah , I have changed, I do not know 
Why lonely hours affect me so. 
I 11 days of yore , this were not wont, 
No loneliness my soul could daunt. 

For me too se rious fo r my age, 
The weighty tome of ho:i.ry sage, 
Un til with puzzled heart astir, 
One God-giv'n night , I d reamed of her. 

I loved no woman, hardly knew 
More of the sex that strong men woo 
Than cloiste red monk within his cell; 
But now the dream 1s lost, nnd hell 

H olds me her captive tight and fast 
Who prays and struggles for the past. 
No living maid has charmed my eyes, 
But now, my soul is wonde r-wise. 

For I h:we dreamed of her and seen 
H er red-brown tresses, ruddy sheen, 
Have known her sweetness, li p to li p, 
The joy of her companionship. 

\Vhen days were bleak and winds were 
rude, 

She shared my smiling solitude, 
And all the bare hills walked with me 
To hearken winter's melody. 

And when the spring came o'e r the land 
We fa red together hand in hand 
Beneath the linden's leafy screen 
That waved above us fai ntly g reen. 

In summer, by the riverside, 
Our souls were kindred with the tide 
That floated onward to the sea 
As we swept towards Eternity. 

Thebird's call and the water's drone 
Were all for us and us· alone. 
The water fa ll that sang all night 
Was her companion, my delight, 

And e'en the squirrel, as lie sped 
Along the branches overhead 
H alf kindly and half envious,' 
Would chatter at the joy of us. 

/ 
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'Twas but a dream, her face, her hair, 
The spring-time sweet, the winter bare, 
The summer when the woods we r:rngcd,
'T was but a dream, bu t all is changed. 

Yes, a ll is changed and all has fled, 
The dream is broken, shattered, dead. 
And yet, sometimes, I pr:iy to know 
How just a dream could hold me so. 

A SO NG 

On a summer's clay as I sa t by a stream, 
A dainty maid came by, 

And she blessed my sight like a rosy 
dream, 

And le ft me there to sigh, to sigh , 
And left 111~ there to sigh, to sigh. 

On a nother day as I s:it by the stream, 
This maidtn paused a whi le, 

Then I mad e me bold as I told my dream, 
She heard it with a smi le, a smile, 
She heard it with a smile, a smile . 

Oh, the months have fled and the autumn's 
red, 

The maid no more goes by; 

For my dream came true and the maid I 
wed, 

And now no more I sigh, I sigh , 
And now 110 more I sigh. 

A SO NG 

Thou art the soul of a summer's day, 
Thou a rt the breath of the rose. 

But the summer is fled 
And the rose is dead 

\Vhere arc they gone, who knows, who 
knows ? 

Thou art the blood of my heart o' hearts, 
Thou a rt my soul 's repose, 

But my heart grows numb 
And my soul is dumb 

\\"he re art thou, lo"c, who knows, who 
knows ? 

Thou art the hope of my after years -
Sun for my winter snows 

But the years go by 
'Neath a clouded skv. 

\Vbere shall we meet, 'who knows, who 
knows ? 
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PART III 

The-Best Stories ,of Paul Laurence 
Dunbar 

A FAMILY FEUD 

I wtsH I could tell you the story as I heard it from the 
lips of the old black woman as she sat bobbing her tur
baned head to and fro with the motion of her creaky little 
rocking-chair, and droning the tale forth in the mellow 
voice of her race. So much of the charm of the story 
was in that voice, which even the cares of age had not 
hardened. 

It was a sunny afternoon in late November, one of those 
days that come like a backward glance from a reluctantly 
departing summer. I had taken advantage of the warmth 
and brightness to go up and sit with old Aunt Doshy on 
the little porch that fronted her cottage. The old woman 
nad been a trusted house-servant in one of the wealthiest 
of the old Kentucky families, and a visit to her never 
failed to elicit some reminiscence of the interesting past. 
Aunt Doshy was inordina tely proud of her family, as she 
designated the Venables, and was never weary of detail
ing accounts of their g randeur and generosity. What if 
some of the harshness of reality was softened by the dis
tance through which she looked back upon them; what 
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if the g lamour of memory did put a halo round the heads 
of some people who were never meant to be canonized? 
It was all plain fact to Aunt Doshy, a nd it was good to 
hear her talk. That day she began : -
- "I reckon I hain't never tol' you 'bout ole Mas' an' 

young Mas' fallin' out, has I ? H it's a ll over now, a n' 
things is done cha nge so dat I reckon eben ef ole l\tlas' 
was libin', he wouldn't keer ef I tol', an' I knows young 
Mas' Tho'nton wouldn't. Dey ain't nuffin' to hide 'bout 
it nohow, 'ca'se a ll quality fam ilies has de same kin' o' 
'spectable fusses. 

"Hit all happened 'long o' dem Ja miesons whut libed 
jinin' places to our people, an' whut ole Mas' a in't spoke 
to fu' nigh onto thutty years. Long while ago, when 
Mas' Tom Jamieson an' Mas' Jack Venable was bofe 
young mans, dey had a qua '! 'bout de young lady dey 
bofe was a-cou'tin', an' by an' by dey had a du' l a n' Mas' 
Jamieson shot Mas' Jack in de shouldah, out Mas' Jack 
ma'ied de lady, so dey was eben. Mas' Jamieson ma' ied 
too, a n' after so many years dey was bofe wid'ers, but 
dey a in't fu' g ive one another yit. When Mas' Tho'nton 
was big enoug h to run erroun', ole Mas' used to try to 
·press 9n him dat a Venable mus'n' never put his foot on 
de Ja mieson Ian' ; an' many a tong ue-lashin' a n' some
times wuss de ban's on our place got fu' mixin' wif de 
Jamieson servants. But, la I young Mas' Tho'nton was 
wuss'n de niggers. Evah time he got a chance he was 
out an' gone, over lots an' fiel's an' into de Ja mieson ya'd 
a-playin' wif little Miss Nellie, whut was Mas' Tom's little 
gaL I never did see two chillun so 'tached to one an
other. Dey used to wander erroun' , han' in han', Jak 
brother an' sister, .an' dey'd cry lak dey little hea'ts 
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' u'd brek ef eith er one of dey pappys seed 'em an' 
pa' ted 'em. 

" I ' member once when de young Mastah was erbout 
e ig ht year ole, he was a-settin' at de table one mo'nin' 
eatin' wif his pappy, when al l of er sudden he pause an' 
say, jes' ez solerm-lak, ' W hen I g its big , I g\\·ine to ma'y 
Nellie.' His pappy jump lak he was sho t, an' tu' n rig ht 
pa le, den he say kin' o' slow an' gaspy-lak, 'Don' t evah 
Jet m e hyeah you say s ich a thing erg in, Tho'nton 
Venable. Why, boy, I'd raver le t evah dra p o' blood 
outen you, dan to see a Venable cross his blood wif a 
Jamieson:-' 

"I was jes' a -bring in' in de cakes whut Mastah was 
pow'ful fon' o f, a n' I could see bofe dey faces. But, la I 
honey, dat chile didn't look a bit skeered. He jes' sot 
dah lookin' in his pappy's face,-he was de spittin' image 
of him, a ll 'cept his eyes, dey was his m other's,-den he 
say, 'vVhy, Nellie's nice,' a n' went on eatin ' a a ig. His 
pappy laid his napkin down a n' go t up an' went erway 
'om de table. Mas' Tho'nton say, '\tVhy, father didn' t, 
eat his cakes.' ' I reckon yo' pa ain't well,' says I, fu' I 
knowed de chile was innercent. 

" Well, a fter da t clay, ole Mas' tuk extry pains to keep 
de chillun a pa' t-but 'twa'n' t no use. 'Tain' t never no 
use in a case la k dat. D ey jes' would be together, an' ez 
de boy got older, it seemed to g rieve his pappy mighty . 
I reckon he didn' t la k to jes' fu'bid him seein' Miss Nellie 
fu' he know bow haidstrong Mas' Tho'nton was, a nyhow. 
S o things kep' on dis way, an' de boy got handsomer 
evah day. My, but his pappy did set a lot o' sto' by him. 
Dey wasn' t nuffin' dat boy eben .wished fu' dat his pappy 
didn't gin him. Seemed la k he fa'ly wusshiped him. 
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He'd ies' watch him ez he went erroun' d e house la k he 
was a ·baby yit. So hit m us' 'a' been putty ha 'd wif tvlas' 
Jack when hit come t ime to sen' Mas' T ho'nton off to 
college. But he never showed it. H e seed him o ff w!f 
a cheerful face, a n' nobidy would 'a' ever g uessed da t 1t 
hu' t him; but da t afternoon he shet hisse' f u p an' hit \\·as 
th'ee days befo' anybody 'cept me seed him, a n' nobidy 
'cept me knowed how his v ittels come back not teched. 
But a fter de fus' letter come, he got better. I hyeahd him 
a-laffin' to hisse' f ez he read it, an' da t day he et his 
dinner. 

" W ell, honey, dey a in' t no tellin' whut Mas' Jack's 
plans was, an' hi_t ain't fu' me to try an' g uess 'em ; but ef 
he had sont Mas' Tho' nton er.way to brek him off f'om 
Miss Nellie, he mout ez well 'a' let him s tayed a t home ; 
fu' Jamieson's Sa l whut nussed Miss Nellie tol' m e dat 
huh mistis got a letter f'om Mas' Tho'nton evah day er 
so. An' when he was home fu' holidays, you never seed 
nuffin' lak it. Hit was jes' walkin ' er rid in' er d ribin' wif 
da t young lady evah day of his life. An' dey d id look so 
sweet together da t it seemed ashame to pa't ' em-him wif 
his big brown eyes a n' sof' curly ha ir a n' huh a ll whi te 
an' gentle lak a little dove. But de ole Mas' could n't see 
hit <la t erway, an' I knowed <lat hit ·was a-troublin' him 
mig hty bad. Ez well ez he loved his son, hit a llus 
seemed lak he was g lad when de holidays was _over an' 
de boy was back at college. 

" Endurin' de las' year dat de young Mastah was to be 
erway, his pappy seemed lak he was jes' too happy an' 
res' less fu' anything. H e was da t proud of his son, he 
didn't know whut to do. H e was allus tellin' v isitors <la t 
come to de house erbout him, how he was a 'markable 
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boy a n' was a-g wine to be a honor to his name. An' 
when ' long to'ds de ve'y end of de term, a let.ter come 
ayin' da t i\l as' T ho' nton had done tuk some big honor 

:t de college, I jes' thoug ht sho ivlas' Jack ' u'd ~lum b~s: 
hisse' f he was so proud an' tickled. I hyeahd him ta lkm 
to his' ole frien' Cunnel Mandrey an' mekin' g rea t plans 
'bout whut he g wine to do when his son come hon:e. 1:fe 
gwine tek him trav' lin' fus' in Eur' p, so's to ' finish him 
la k a Venaple oug ht to be finished by seein' somep' n' of 
de worl'- ' dem's his ve'y words. Den he was a-gwine 
to come home an' 'model de house a n' fi t it up, ' fu' '-I 
never shell fu'g it how he said it,- ' fu' I 'spec' my son to 
tek a high place in de society of ole Kintucky an' to mo' 
dan surstain de reputation of de Venables.' D en when 
de las' day come a n' young Mastah was home fu' sho, so 
fine an' clever lookin' wif his new m ustache-sich times 
ez dey · was e r bout da t house nobidy never seed bef?' · 
All de frien's an' neighbors, 'scusin', o' co'se, de Jam1e
sons, was inv ited to a big dinner dat lasted fu' hours . .... 
Dey was speeches by de gent'men, an' evahbidy drinked 
de g radera te's health an' wished him good luck. But all 
de time I could see dat Mas' T ho'nton wasn' t happy, 
dough he was smilin' an' mekin' merry wif evahbidy. It 
'pressed me so dat I spoke erbout hit to Aunt E mmerline. 
Aunt E mmerline was Mas' Tho'nton's mammy, an' sence 
he'd growed up, she d idn't do much but he'p erroun' de 
house a little. 

" ' You don' mean to tell me dat you noticed dat too ? ' 
says she when I tol' huh erbout it. 

"'Yes, I did,' says I, ' an' I noticed hit strong .' 
"' Dey's somep'n' a in't g wine right wif my po' chile,' 

she say, 'an' dey ain't no tellin' whut it is.' 



; 
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" ' H ain't you g ot no idee, Aunt E mmerline ?' I say. 
" ' La I chile,' she say in a way da t mek me think she 

keepin' somep'n' back, ' la I chile, don' you know young 
mans don' come to dey mammys wif dey secuts la k dey 
do when dey's babies? H ow I gwine to know ·whut's 
pesterin' Mas' Tho'nton ? ' 

" Den I knowed she was hidin' somep'n' , a n' j es' to let 
huh know dat I'd been had my eyes open too, I say slow 
an' 'pressive )ak, 'Aunt Emmerline, don' you reckon hit 
Miss Nellie Ja mieson ?' S he jumped la k she was skeered, 
an' looked a t me rig ht ha'd ; den she say, ' I a in' reck'nin' 
nuffm' 'bout de white folks' bus'ness.' An' she pinched 
huh mouf up rig ht tig ht, a n' I couldn' t g it a nother word 
outen huh; but I knowed <la t I'd hit huh jes' erbout rig ht. 

" _One mo'nin' erbout a week after de big dinner, jes' 
ez dey was eatin ', Mas' Tho' nton say, ' Fa ther, I'd la k to 
see you in de liberry ez soon ez you has de time. I want 
ter speak to you 'bout somep'n' ve'y impo'tant.' De ole 
man look up right quick an' sha'p, but he say ve'y quiet 
lak, ' Ve'y well, my son, ve'y well ; I's a t yo' service a t 
once.' 

" Dey went into de liberry, an' Mas' Tho'nton shet de 
do' behin' him. I could hyeah dem ta lkin' kin' o' low 
while I was cl'a rin' erway de dishes. After while dey 
'menced to talk louder. I had to go out an' dus' de hall 
den near de liberry do', an' once I hyeahd ole Mas' say 
right sho't an' sha'p, 'Never I' Den young Mas' he say, 
' But evah man has de right to choose fu' his own se'f.' 

" ' Mao, man I ' I hyeahd his pappy say in a way I had 
never hyeahd him use to his son befo' , 'evah male bein' 
dat wa hs men's clothes an' has a mustache ain't a man.' 

" ' Man er whut not, ' po' young Mastah's voice was a 
,. 

.. 
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tremblin', ' I am a t leas' my father's son an' I deserve bet
ter dan dis a t his han's.' I hyeahd somebody a-walkin' 
de flo' , an' I was feared dey'd come out an' think da t I 
was a-listenin', so I dus'es on f urder do~·n de hall, an' 
didn't hyeah no mo' ontwell Mas' T ho' nton come hurryin' 
out an' say, ' Ike, saddle my hoss.1 He was ez pale ez he 
could be, an' when he spoke sho't an' roug h lak da t, he 
was so much lak his fa ther da t hit skeered me. Ez soon 
ez his hoss was ready, he jumped into de saddle an' went 
flyin' outen de ya'd lak mad, never eben lookin' back a t 
de hous.e. I didn' t see Mas' Jack fu' de res' of de day, 
a n' he didn' t come in to suppah. But I seed Aunt Em
merline an' I knowed dat she had been somewhah an' 
knowed ez much ez I did erbout whut was gwine on, but 
I never broached a word erbout hit to huh. I seed she 
was oneasy, but I kep' still 'twell she say, 'Whut you 
reckon k eepin' Mas' Tho'nton out so late ?' Den I jes 
say, 'I a in' t reck' nin' 'bout de white folks' bus'ness.' She 
looked a little bit cut a t fus', den she jes' go on lak nuffin' 
hadn't happened : ' I's mighty 'sturbed 'bout young 
Mas' ; ~e never stays erway f'om suppah ' <lout sayin' 
somep'n' .' 

" 'Oh, I reckon he kin fin' suppah somewhah else.' I 
says dis don' t keer lak jes' fu' to lead huh on. 

"'I ain' t so much pestered 'bout his suppah,' she s_ay ; 
'I's feared he gwine do somep'n' he hadn't ought to do 
after da t qua'l 'twixt him an' his pa ppy.' 

"'Did dey have a qua 'l ?' says I. 
" ' G'long I' Aunt Emmerline say, ' you wasn't dus'in' 

one place in de hall so long fu' nuffin' . You knows an' I 
knows eben ef we don't talk a heap. I 's troubled myse'f. 
Hit jes' in dat Venable blood to go right straight an' git 
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Miss Nellie a n' ma'y huh right erway, an' e f he do it, I 
p' intly know his pa ' 11 never fu 'give him.' Den A un t 
Emmerline ' mence to cry, a n' I feel right sorry fu' huh, 
'ca'se Mas' Tho' nton huh boy, a n' she think a mig hty 
heap o' him. 

"Well, we hadn't had time to say much mo' when we 
hyeahd a hoss gallopin' into de ya'd. A un.t Emmerline 
jes' say, 'Oat' s Gineral's lope!' an' she bus' outen de do.' 
I waits, 'spectin' huh to come back an' say dat Mas' 
Tho'nton done come a t las' . But after while she come in 
wif. ~ mighty long face an' say, 'Hit's one o' Ja mieson's 
darK1es ; he brung de hoss back an' a note Mas' g in him 
fu: hi~ pappy. Mas' Tho'nton done gone to Lexin ' ton 
w1f Miss Nellie an' got ma' ied.' D en she jes' brek down 

- an' 'mence a-cryin' ergin an' a -rockin' huhse' f back a n' 
fofe an' sayin', 'Oh, my po' chile, my po' boy, whut's to 
'come o' you! 1 

"I went up-sta irs an' lef' huh-we bofe stayed a t de big 
house-but I didn't sleep much, 'ca'se a ll thoo de nig ht I 
could hye.ah ole Mas' a-walkin' back a n' fofe ercross his 
flo' , an' when Aunt Emmerline come up to baid she 
mou'ned a ll nig ht, eben in huh s leep. I tell you, h~ney, 
dem was mou' nin' times. 

"Nex' mo'nin' when ole Mas' come down to brekfus' 
he looked lak he done had a long spell o' s ickness. Bu~ 
he wasn't no man to 'spose his feelin 's. H e never let on 

· never eben spoke erbout Mas' Tho'nton bein' erway f'o~ 
de table. H e didn't eat much, an' fin'ly I see him look 
right long an' stiddy a t de place wha h Mas' Tho'nton 
used to set an' den g it up an' go 'way f' om de ta ble. I 
knowed dat he was done filled up. I went to de liberry 
do' an' I could hyeah him sobbin' Iak a chile. I tol' 
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Aunt Emmerline 'bout it, but she jes' shuck huh haid a n 
didn' t say nuffin' a'-ta ll. 

"Well, hi r wenf dis erway fu' 'bout a week. Mas' 
Jack was g ittin' paler an' paler evah day, an ' hit jes' 
' menced to come to my min' how ole he was. One day 
Aunt Emmerline say she g wine erway, an' she mek Jim 
hitch up de spring wagon a n' she dribe on erway by 
huhse' f. Co'se, now, Aunt Emmerline she do putty much 
ez she please, so I don't think nuffin' 'bout hit. When 
she come back, ' long to'ds ebenin', I say, 'Aunt Emmer
line, wha h you been a ll day?' 

"' Nemmine, honey, you see,' she say, an' laff. Well, 
I ain' t seed nobidy laff f u' so long dat hit jes' mek me feel 
rig ht wa' m erroun' my hea' t, an' I laff an ' keep on laffin' 
jes' a t nuffin'. 

"Nex' mo' nin' Aunt Emmerline mighty oneasy, an' I 
don: know whut de matter ontwell I hyeah some unsay, 
'Tek da t hoss, Ike, an' feed him, but keep de saddle on.' 
Aunt Emmerline jes' fa'ly fa ll out de do' an' I lak to 
drap, 'ca'se hit's Mas' T ho'nton's voice. In a minute he 
come to m e a n' say, 'Doshy, go tell my father I' d lak to 
speak to him.' 

"I don' skeercely know how I foun' my way to de 
liberry, but I did. Ole Mas' was a-settin' dah wif a open 
book in his han' , but his eyes was jes' a-starin' at de wall, 
a n' I knowed he wasn' t a-readin' . I say, 'Mas' Jack,' an' 
he sta't jes' lak he rousin' up, 'Mas' Jack, Mas' Tho'nton 
want to speak to you.' H e jump up quick, an' de 
book fall on de flo', but he grab a cheer an' stiddy hisse'f. 
I done tol' you Mas' Jack wasn' t no man to 'spose his 
feelin's. H e .jes' say, slow lak he hol'i1;1 hisse'f, 'Sen' 
him in hyeah.' I goes back an' 'livers de message, den I 
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fl ies roun1 to de pdch whah de liberry winder opens out, 
'ca1se, I a in1t gwine lie erbout it, I \\'as mig hty tuk up \\'if 
a ll dis gwine on an' I wanted to see a n1 hyeah,-an' \\'ho 
you reckon 'roun1 dah but Aunt Emmerline I She jes1 

say, 'S-sh I' ez I come ' roun 1
, a n1 clas1 huh ha n's. In a 

minute er so, de liberry do1 open an' Mas' Tho'nton come 
in. He shet hit behin1 him, an1 den stood lookin' at his 
pa, dat ain't never tu' ned erroun' yit. D en he say soP, 

1 'Father.1 Mas' Jack tu'ned erroun' raal slow an1 look at 
his son fu1 a while. D en he say, 'Do you still honor me 
wif dat name?' Mas' Tho'nton got red in de face, but 
he answer, 'I don1 know no other name to call you.' 

"'Will you set down?' Mas1 speak jes1 la k he was 
a-talkin' to a stranger. 

"' Ef you desiah me to.' I see Mas' Tho'nton was 
a-bridlin1 up too. Mas' jes' th'owed back his ha id a n' 
say, 'Fa1 be it f'om any Venable to fu 1git cou'tesy to his 
gues1

.' Young Mas' moved erway f'om de cheer whah 
he was a-gwine to set, an' his ha id went up. H e spoke 
up slow a n1 delibut, jes1 lak his pa, ' I do not come, sub, 
in dat cha'acter, I is hyeah ez yo' son.1 

"Well, ole Mas' eyes fa' ly snapped fiah . H e was 
white ez a sheet, but he still spoke slow an1 quiet, hit 
made me creep, 'You air late in 'memberin1 yd relation
ship, suh.' 

" ' I hab never fu' got it. 1 

". 'Den, suh, you have thought mo' of yo1 rig hts dan 
of yo' duties.' Mas1 Jack was mad an1 so was Mas1 

Tho1nton; he say, 'I didn' t come hyeah to 1scuss dat.' 
An' he tu1ned to'ds de do'. I hyeah Aunt Emmerline 
groan jes' ez Mas' say, ' \Nell, whut did you come fu'?' 

" ' To be insulted in my father1s house by my father, 

/ 
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an' I's got a ll <la t I come f u1 I' Mas1 Tho'nton was ez 
white ez his pa now, aµ 1 his han1 was on de do'-knob. 
Den all of a sudden I hyeah de winder go up, a n' I lak 
to fa ll over gittin1 outen de way to keep Porn bein' seed. 
Aunt Emmerline done opened de winder an1 gone in. 
Dey bofe tu1ned an1 looked at huh s1 prised lak, an' Mas1 

Jack sta1ted to say somep1 n', but she th'owed up huh 
ha n1 an1 say, '\IVait ! ' lak she owned de house. 'Mas' 
Jack/ she say, 'you an1 Mas' Th01nton a in1t gwine pa 1t 
dis way. You mus1 n1t. You's father an' son. You 
loves on~ another. I knows I ain1t got no bus1ness 
meddlin' in yo1 1fairs, but I cain1 t see you all qua' l dis 
way. Mastah, you1s bofe stiffnecked. You's bofe wrong. 
I know Mas' Tho'nton didn1t min' you, but he didn1t 
mean no ha 1 m- he couldn1 t he1 p it-it was in de Venable 
blood, an1 you mus1n1 t 1spise him fu1 it.1 

" ' Em·merline 1- ole Mas1 tried to g it in a word, but 
she wouldn't let him. 

" ' Yes, Mastah, yes, but I nussed dat boy an' tuk keer 
0

1 

him when he was a little bit of a he'pless thing; an' 
when his po' mammy ~vent to glory, I 'member how she 
~ook up a t me wif dem blessed eyes 0 1 hem an' lay him 
m my arms an1 say, " Emmerline, tek keer o' my baby" 
I's done it, Mastah, r s done it de bes' I could. I's 
nussed him thoo sickness when hit seemed lak his little 
soul mus' £oiler his mother anyhow, but I's seen de look 
in yo' eyes, an' prayed to God to gin de chile back to 
you. He done it, he done it, an' you sha1n't th1ow erway 
de g if' of God ! ' Aunt Emmerl.ine was a-cryin' an' so 
was Mas' Tho1nton. Ole Mas' mighty red, but he dared 
his th1oat an' said wif his voice tremblin' ' Emmerline 

J J 

leave de room.1 D e ole ooman come out a-cryin1 lak 
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huh hea't 1u' d brek, an' j es' ez de do' shet behin' huh, ole 
Mas1 brek down an1 hoP out his arms, cryin1

, 'My son, 
my son.' An' in a minute he a n1 Mas1 T ho1nton was 
a-h0Pin1 one a nother lak deid never let go, an1 his pa 
was a-pattin1 de bois haid lak he was a baby. A ll of a 
sudden ole Mas1 heP him off a n1 looked at him an1 say, 
'Dat ole fool "talkin1 to me erbout yo1 mother's eyes, an1 

you stannin1 hyeah a-lookin' at me wif 'em.1 An' den he 
was a-cryin' ergin, an' dey was bofe huggin1

• 

"W~ll , after while dey got all settled down, an' l\ilas' 
Tho1nton toP his pa how Aunt Emmerline drib to Lexin1

-

ton an' foun1 him an1 made him come home. ' I was 
wrong, father/ he say, 'but I reckon ef it hadn1 t 1a 1 been 
fu 1 Aunt Emmerline, I would 1a 1 stuck it out.' 

"' It was i~ de Venable blood/ his pa say, an1 dey bofe 
laff. Den ole Mas1 say, kin1 o' lak it hu1t him, 'An1 

whah's yo1 wife? ' Young Mas' got mighty red ergin ez 
he answer, 'She ain't fu1 erway.' 

"'Go bring huh,' Mas1 Jack say. 
" Well, I reckon Mas' Tho1nton lak to flew, an1 he had 

Miss Nellie da h in little er no time. When dey come, 
Mas1 he say, 'Come hyeah,' den he pause awhile- ' my 
daughter.' D en Miss Nellie run to him, an1 dey was a n
other cryin' time, an1 I went on to my work an 1 lef' 'em 
talkin' an' laffm' an' cryin'. 

" Well, Aunt Emmerline was skeered to def. She jes1 

p'intly knowed dat she was gwine to g it a tongue-lashin' . 
I don' know whether she was mos' sk.eered er mos' happy. 
Mas' sont 'fu' huh afte~ while, ·an1 I listened when she 
went in. H e was tryin1 to talk an1 look pow1ful stern, 
but I seed a twinkle in his eye. H e say, ' I want you to 
know, Emmerline, dat hit ain't yo1 place to dictate to yo' 

1 
I 
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mastah whut he shell do -- Shet up, shet up I I don' 
want a word outen you. You been on d is place so long, 
an1 been bossin1 de other darkies an1 yo1 Mas' Tho'nton 
erroun1 so long, dat I 1low you think you own de place. 
Shet up, not a word outen you ! Ef you an' yo' young 
Mas' 1s a-gwine to run dis place, I reckon I' d better step 
out. Humph I You was so sma 1t to go to Lexin1ton de 
other day, you kin go back dah erg in. You seem to 
think you1s white, an' hyeah 1s de money to buy a new 
dress fu1 de ole fool darky dat nussed yo1 son an1 made 
you fu1 give his foo1 ishness when you wanted to be a fool 
yo'se1 f. 1 

- His voice was sof' ergin, an1 he put de money 
in Aunt Emmerline1s ha n1 an1 pushed huh out de do1

, huh 
a-cryin' an1 him pue nigh it. 

"After dis, Mas1 Jack was jes1 bent an' boun' da t de 
young people mus1 go on a weddin1 trip. So dey got 
ready, a n1 Miss Nellie went an1 tol' huh pa goo1-bye. 
Min1 you, dey hadn1t been nuffin' said 'bout him an' Mas' 
not bein1 frien1s. H e done fu 1 give Miss Nell ie right 
erway fu1 runnin' off. But de mo' nin' dey went erway, 
we a ll was out in de ya1d, a n1 Aunt Emmerline settin' on 
de seat wif Jim, lookin1 ez proud ez you please. Mastah 
was ez happy ez a boy. 'Emmerline,' he hollahs ez dey 
drib off, 'tek good keer o' da t Venable blood.1 De 
ca1iage stopped ez it went out de gate, an' Mas' Tom 
Jamieson kissed his daughter. H e had rid up de road to 
see de las1 of huh. Mastah seed him, an1 all of a ~udden 
somep1 n1 seemed to tek halt q' him an1 he hollahed, 
' Come in, T om.' 

- "' Don1 keer ef I do,1 Mas1 Jamieson say, a-tu'nin1 his 
hoss in de gate. ' You Venables has got de res' o' my 
fambly.' We a ll was mos1 s1prised to def. 

' 
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"Mas' Jamieson jumped offen his hoss, 
Venable come down de steps to meet him. 
han's, an' Mas' Jack say, 'Dey ain't no fool 
fool. ' 

an' Mas' 
Dey s huk 
lak a ole 

"'An' fu' unekaled foo'ishness,' Mas' Tom say , 'recker
men' me to two ole fools.' Dey \:vent into de house 
a-laffin', an' I knowed hit was a ll right ' twixt 'em, fu' 
putty soon I seed Ike out in de ya'd a-getherin' mint." 

• 

OLD A uNT Dos1-1Y 

' 



M ANDY MASON 

JIMSELLA 

No one could ever have accused Mandy Mason of be
ing thrifty. For the fi rst t\\·enty years of her life condi
tions had not taug ht her the necessity fo r thrift. But that 
was before she had come North ·with Jim. Down there 
a t home one either rented or O\\·ned a plot of ground with 
a shan ty set in the middle of it, and lived off the products 
of one's own garden and coop. But here it was all very 
different: one room in a crowded tenement house, a nd 
the necessity of g rinding day a fter day to keep the wolf
a very terrible a nd ravenous wolf-from the door. No 
wonder that Mandy was discouraged and finally gave up 
to more than her old shiftless ways. 

Jim was no less disheartened. H e had been so hopeful 
when he first came, and had really worked hard. But he 
could not g o higher than his one stuffy room, and the 
food was not so good as it had been a t home. In this 
state of mind, Mandy's shiftlessness irritated him. H e 
g rew to look on her as the source of all his disappoint
ments. Then, as he walked S ixth or Seventh Avenue, he 
saw other colored women who dressed gayer than 
Mandy, looked smarter, and did not wear such great 
shoes. These he contrasted with his wife, to her great 
disadvantage. 

"Mandy," he said to her one day, "why don' t you fix 
yo'se' f up an' look like people? You go 'roun' hyeah. 
lookin' like I dunno what." 

355 
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"Whyn' t you g it me somep'n' to fix myse' f up in r" 
came back the disconcerting answer. 

"Ef you had any git up erbout you, you'd g it somep'n' 
fu' yo'se' f an' not wait on me to do evahthing." 

" W ell, ef I waits on you, you keeps me waitin', fu' I 
ain' had nothin' fit to eat ner waih since I been up 
hyeah." 

"Nev' min' l You's mig hty free wid yo' talk now, but 
some o' dese days you won't be so free. You's gwine to 
wake up some mo' nin' an' fi n' da t I's lit out; da t's what 
you will." 

"Well, I 'lo": nobody a in' t got no string to you." 
Mandy took Jim's threat as a n idle one, so she could 

afford to be independent. But the next day had found 
him gone. The deserted wife wept for a time, for she had 
been fond of Jim, and then she set to work to struggle on 
by herself. It was a dismal effort, and the people about her 
were not kind to her. She was hardly of their class. She 
was only a simple, honest countrywoman, who did not g o 
out with them to walk the avenue. 

When a month or two a fterwards the sheepish Jim 
~eturned, ragged and dirty, she had forg iven him a nd 
t_ake_n him back. But immunity from punishment spoiled 
him,_ and hence of la te his lapses had grown more frequent 
and . of long¢r duration. 

He wall~ed in' .ofi.e motning, after one of his absences, 
with.a more than usually forbidding face, for he had heard 
the news in the neighborhood before he got in. During 
his absence a baby had come to share the poverty of his 
home. He thought with shame at himself, which turned 
into anger, that the child must be three months old and 
he had never seen it. 

• 
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" Back ag' in, Jim ?" was all ?-.fandy said as he entered 
a nd seated himself sullenly. 

" Yes, l 's back, but l ain' t back fu' long. I jes' come 
to g it my clothes. l 's a-g,·vine away fu' good." 

" Gwine away ag' in I W hy, you been g one fu' nig h on 
to fou' months a' ready. Ain' t you nevah gwine to stay 
home no mo' ? " 

" I 'tol' you I was gwine a way fu' good, didn' t I? W ell, 
da t's what I mean ." 

" Ef you didn' t want me, Jim, I wish to Gawd dat you'd 
'a ' lef' me back home among my folks, ;,haih people 
knowed rrre an' would 'a' give me a helpin' han '. Dis 
hyeah No' f a in' t no fittin' place fu' a lone colo'ed ooman 
less'n she got money." 

" It ain' t no place fu' nobody dat' s jes' lazy an' no 
'count." 

"I ain' t no 'count. I ain' t wuffless. I does de bes' I 
kin. I been wo'kin' like a dog to try a n' keep up while 
you trapsein' 'roun' , de La wd knows whaih. When I was 
sing le I could git out a n' m ek my own livin'. I didn't ax 
nobody no odds ; but you wa'n' t satisfied ontwell I ma'ied 
you, a n' now, when l 's tied down wid a baby, da t's de 
way you trea ts m e." 

The woma~ sat down and began to cry, and the sight 
of her tears angered her husband the more. 

" Oh, cry I " he exclaimed. " Cry a ll you want to. I 
reckon you'll cry yo' fill befo' you g its me back. What 
do I keer about de baby l D a t's jes' de trouble. It 
wa'n' t enough fu' me to have to feed an' clothe you 
a-layin' 'roun' <loin' nothin' , a baby had to go an' come 
too." ' ' 

"It's yo'n, an' you got a right to tek keer bf it, dat's 
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what you have. I a in' t a-g wine to \\'a ih my soul-case 
out a-tryin' to pinch a long an' sta 've to def at las'. I' II 
k ill myse'f a n' de chile, too, fus' ." 

T he man looked up quickly. " Kill yo'se' f," he said. 
Then he laughed. " \N'ho evah hyeahed te ll of a niggah 
kill in' hisse' f ? " 

"Nev' min', nevJ m in' , you jes' go on yo' way rejo ic in ' . 
I 'spect you runnin' roun' a ftah somebody else- da t's de 
reason you cain' t nevah stay a t home no mo' ." 

"Who tol' you dat ?" excla imed the ma n, fiercely. " I 
ain' t runnin' aftah nobody else- 'tain' t none o' yo' busi
ness ef I is." 

The denial and implied confession a ll ca me out in one 
breath. 

"Ef hit a in' t my bus'ness, I'd like to know whose it 
g wine to be. l 's yo' lawful wife an' hit's me da t's a-s ta'vin' 
to tek keer of yo' chile." 

"Doggone de chile; l 's tiahed o' hyeahin' 'bout huh." 
"You done got tiahed mig hty quick when you ain' t 

nevah even seed huh yit. You done got tiahed quick, 
sho." 

"No, an' I do' want to see huh, neithah." 
"You do' know nothin' 'bout de chile, you do' know 

whethah you wants to see huh er not." 
" Look hyeah, ooman, don't you fool wid me. I a in' t 

right, nohow I " · 
Just then, as if conscious of the hubbub she had raised, 

and anxious to add to it, the baby awoke and began to 
wail. With quick mother instinct, the black woman went 
to the shabby bed, and, taking the child in her a rms, be
gan to croon softly to it: "Go s'eepy, baby ; don' you 
be 'f'aid ; mammy a in' g wine let nuffin' hu' t you, even ef 
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pappy don' wan' look a t huh Ji' l face. Bye, bye, go 
s'eepy, ma mmy's li' l gal." Unconsciously she talked to 
the ba by in a d ialect that was even softer than usual. 
F or a moment the child subsided, and the woman turned 
angrily on her husband: " I don' keer whethah you 
evah sees d is chile er not. She's a blessed li'l angel, dat's 
what she is, a n' I' ll wo'k my fingahs off to ra ise huh, an' 
when she grows up, ef any nasty niggah comes erroun' 
mekin' eyes at huh, I' ll tell huh 'bout huh pappy an' she' ll 
stay wid me an' be my comfo' t." 

" Keep yo' comfo' t. Gawd knows I dd "ant huh." 
" De time ' ll come, though, an' I kin wait fu' it. H ush-

a-bye, Jimsella ." 
T he man turned his head slightly. 
" W ha t you call huh ? " 
" I calls huh Jimsella , da t's what I calls huh, 'ca'se she 

de ve'y spittin' image of you. I gwine to jes' lun to huh 
da t she had a pappy, so she know she's a hones' chile an' 
kin' hol' up huh haid." 

"Oomph I" 
T hey were both silent for a while, and then Jim said, 

"Huh na me ought to be Ja msella- don' t you know Jim's 
sho' t fu' Ja mes?" 

" I don't keer what it's sho't fu' ." The woman was 
holding the baby close to her breast and sobbing now. 
" It \vasn't no James dat come a-cou'tin' me down home. 
It was jes' plain Jim. Dat's what de matta h, I reckon 
you done g ot to be James." Jim didn't answer, and there 
was a nother space of s ilence, only interrupted by two or 
three contented gurgles from the baby. 

" I bet two bits she don' t look like me," he said finally, 
in a dogged tone that was a little tinged with curiosity. 

?.O 
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'' I know she do. Look at huh yo'se'f." 
" I ain' gwine look at huh." 
"Yes, you's 'fraid-dat's de reason." . 
"Iain' 'fraid nuttin' de kin'. What I got to be 'fra1d 

fu' ? I reckon a man kin look at his own darter. I will 
look jes' to spite you." 

He couldn't see much but a bundle of rags, from which 
sparkled a pair of beady black eyes. But he put his 
finger down among the rags. The baby seized it and 
gurgled. The sweat broke out on Jim's brow. 

" Cain't you let me hold de baby a minute ?" he said 
angrily. "You must be 'fraid I'll run off wid huh." H e 
took the child awkwardly in his arms. 

The boiling over of Mandy's clothes took her to the 
other part of the room, where she was busy for a few 
minutes. When she turned to look for Jim, he had 
slipped out, and Jimsella was lying on the bed try ing to 
kick free of the coils which swaddled her. 

At supper-time that evening Jim came in with a piece 
of " shoulder-meat " and a head of cabbage. 

"You'll have to git my dinnah ready fu' me to ca'y to
morrer. l's wo'kin' on de street, an' I cain't come home 
twell night." 

"Wha', what I" exclaimed Mandy, "den you ain' 
gwine leave, aftah all." 

"Don't bothah me, ooman," said Jim. "Is Jimsella 
'sleep?" 

THE WALLS OF JERICHO 

p ARKER was sitting alone under the shade of a locust 
tree at the edge of a field. His head was bent and he 
was deep in thought. Every now and then there ~oated 
to him the sound of vociferous singing, and occas ionally 
above the mus ic rose the ~ of some shouting brother or 
sister. But he remained in his attitude of meditation as 
if the singing and the cries meant nothing to him. 

They did, however, mean much, and, despite his out
ward impassiveness, his heart was in a tumult of wounded 
pride and resentment. He had always been so fait~ful to 
his flock, constant in attendance and careful of their wel
fare. No_w it was very hard, at the first call of th~ strange~ 
to have them leave their old pastor and crowd to the new 
exhorter. . 

It was nea rly a week before that a free negro had g<:>t 
permission to hold 'meetings in the wood adjoining the -
Mordaunt estate. He had inv ited the negroes of the sur
rounding plantations to come and bring . their baskets 
with them that they might serve the body while they 
saved the soul. By ones and twos Parker had seen his 
congregation drop away from him until nowi in the cabin 
meeting house where he held forth, only a few retainers, 
such as Mandy and Dinah and some of the older ones on 
the plantation, were present to hear hi'.11. . It grieved h_is 
heart for he had been with his flock m sickness and m I 

distress, in sorrow and in trouble, but now, at the first ap-
proach of .the rival they could and did desert him . He 
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felt it the more keenly because he knew just how power
ful this ma n Johnson was. H e was loud-voiced and 
theatrical, and the fact tha t he invited all to bring the ir 
baskets gave his scheme added influence ; for his congre
gations flocked to the meetings as to a holy picnic. I t 
was seldom tha t they were thus able to satisfy both the 
spiritual and materia l longings a t the same time. 

Parker had gone once to the meeting a nd had hung 
unobserved on the edge of the crowd; then he saw by 
what power the preacher held the people. Every night, 
at the very height of the service, he would comma nd the 
baskets to be opened and the people, following the ex
ample of the children of Israel, to march, munching their 
food, round and round the inclosure, as the ir Biblical 
archetypes had marched around the walls of Jericho. 
Parker looked on and smiled g rimly. He knew, a nd the 
sensational revivalist knew, that there were no walls there 
to tumble down, and that the spiritual significance of the 
performance was entirely lost upon the people. What
ever may be said of the Mordaunt plantation exhorter, he 
was at least no hypocrite, and he saw clearly tha t his rival 
gave to the emotional negroes a breathing chance and 
opportunity to eat and a way to indulge their dancing pro
clivities by marching trippingly to a spirited tune. 
· He went away in disgust and anger, but thoughts 
deeper than either burned within him. He was thinking 
some s\lch thoughts now as he sat there on the edge of 
the ·field listen.ing to the noise of the basket meeting . It 
was ·unfortunate for his peace of mind tha t while he sa t 
ther~ absorbed in resentful musings two of the young men 
of his master's household should come aldng. They did 
not know how Parker felt about the m·atter, or they never 
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would have allowed themselves to tease him on the score 
of bis people's defection. 

"Well, Parker," said Ralph, " seems mighty strange to 
me that you are not down there in the woods at the meet-

ing." 
The old ma n was silent. 
" I am rather surprised a t Parker myself," said Tom 

Morda unt; " knowing how he enjoys a good sermon I 
expected him to be over there. They do say that man 
Johnson is a mighty preacher." 

Still Parker was s ilent. 
" Most of your congregation a re over there," Ralph re

sumed. Then the old exhorter, stung into reply, raised 
his head a nd said quietly : 

"Dat a in' t nuffin' strange, Mas' Ralph. I been preachin' 
de gospel on yo' father's plantation, night aftah night, 
nig h on to twenty-five years , an' spite o' dat, mos' o' my 

cong rega tion is in hell." 
"That doesn't speak very well for your preaching," said 

Ralph, and the two young fellows· laughed heartily. 
"Come, Parker, come, don' t be jealous ; come on over 

to the meeting with us, and let us see what it is that 
Johnson has tha t you haven' t. You know_ any ma~ can 
get a cong regation about him, but it takes some particular 
power to hold them after they are caught." 

Parker rose slowly from the ground and reluctantly 
joined his two young masters as they made. their ':ay 
towards the woods. The service was in full swmg. At a 
long black log, far to the front, there knelt a line of 
mourners wailing and praying, while the preacher stood 
above them waving his hands and calling on them to be
lieve and be saved. Every now and then some one v.ol-
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untarily broke into a song, either a stirring, marching 
spiritual or some soft crooning melody that took strange 
hold upon the hearts of even the most skeptical li steners. 
As they approached and joined the crowd some one had 
just swung into the undulating lilt of 

"Some one buried in de graveyard, 
Some one buried in de sea, 

All come togethah in de mo'nin', 
Go soun' de Jubilee." 

Just the word" Jubilee" was enough to start the whole 
throng into agitated life, and they moaned and shouted 
and wailed until the forest became a pandemonium. 

Johnson, the preacher, saw Parker approach with the 
two _roung 1'.1en and a sudden spirit of conquest took pos
session of him. H e felt that he owed it to himself to 
crystallize his triumph over the elder exhorter. So, with 
a glance that begged for approbation, he called aloud : 
. "Open,.d; baskets I Rise up, fu' de Jericho walls o' sin 
is a-stan m. You 'member dey ma'ched roun' seven 
times, an' a t de sevent' time de '~alls a-begun to shake 
an' shiver; de foundations a-begun to trimble; de chillen 
a-hyeahed de rum'lin' lak a thundah f'om on high, an' 
putty soon dow~ come de walls a-fallin' an' a-crum lin' I 
Oh, brothahs an' sistahs, let us a-ma' ch erroun' de walls d 
Jericho to-night seven times, an' a-eatin' o' de food dat 
de Lawd has pervided us wid. Dey ain't no walls o' 
bric~ ~n' st~ne a-stan'in' hyeah to-night, but by de eye o' 
C~nstl.an faif I se~ a great bi? wall o' sin a-stan'in' strong 
an . thick hyeah m ouah midst. Is we gwine to let it 
stan'?" 

"Oh, no, no I" moaned the people. 
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" Is we g\Yine to ma' ch erroun' dat "·all de same ez 
Joshuay an' his ban' did in de days of ol' , ontwell we 
hyeah de cracklin' an' de rum'lin' , de breakin' an' de 
taihin', de onsettlin' of de foundations an' de fallin' of de 
stones an' mo'tah?" Then raising his voice he broke 
into the song : 

"Den we'll ma'ch, ma'ch down, ma'ch, ma'ch down, 
Oh, chillen, ma'ch down, 
In de day o' Jubilee." 

The congregation joined him in the ringing chorus, and 
springing to thei r feet began marching around and around 
the inclo;mre, chewing vigorously in the breathing spaces 
of the hymn. 

The two young men, who were too used to such sights 
to be provoked to laughter, nudged each other and bent 
their looks upon Parker, who stood with bowed head, re
fusing to join in the performance, and sighed audibly. 

After the march Tom and Ralph started for home, and 
Parker went with them. 

"He's very effective, don' t you think so, Tom?" said 
Ralph. 

"Immensely so," was the reply. " I don't know that I 
have ever seen such a moving spectacle." 

"The people seem greatly taken up with him." 
"Personal magnetism, that's what it is. Don't you 

think so, Parker? " 
"Hum," said Parker. 
"It's a wonderful idea of his, that marching around the 

walls of sin." 
"So original, too. · It' s a wonder you never thought of 

a thing like that, Parker. I believe it would have held 
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your people to you in the face of everything. They do 
love to eat and march." 

"Well," said Parker, "you a ll may think what you 
please, but I a in't nevah made no business of mekin' a 
play show outen de Bible. Dem folks don' t know what 
dey're doin'. Why, ef dem niggahs hyeahed anything 
commence to fall they'd taih <lat place up g ittin' e rway 
f'om daih. It's a wonda h de La,vd don' sen' a jedgmen' 
on 'em fu' tu'nin' his we'd into mockery." 

The two young men bit their lips a nd a knowing g lance 
flashed between them. The same idea had leaped in to 
both of their minds a t once. They said no word to 
Parker, however, save at parting, and then they only 
begged that he would go again the next nig ht of the 
meeting . 

"You must, Parker," said Ra! ph. "You must repre
sent the spiritual interest of the plantation. If you don't, 
that man Johnson will think we are heathen or that our 
exhorter is afraid of him." 

At the name of fear the old preacher bridled and said 
with a ngry dignity : 

"N em mine, nemmine; he shan't nevah think dat. I' ll 
be daih." 

Parker went alone to his cabin, sore at heart ; the young 
men, a little regretful tha t they had stung him a bit too 
far, weht up to the big house, their heads close together, 
and in the darkness and stillness there came to them the 
hymns of the people. 

On the next night Parker went early to the meeting
place and, braced by the spirit of his defiance took a 
conspicuous front seat. His face gave no sig~, though 
his heart throbbed angrily as he saw the best and most 
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trusted of his flock come in with intent faces and seat 
themselves a nxiously to await the advent of an alien. 
Why had those rascally boys compelled him for his own 
dignity's sake to come there ? \ i\Thy had they forced him 
to be a living witness of his own degradation and of his 
own people's ingratitude? 

But Parker was a diplomat, and when the hymns began 
he joined his voice with the voices of the rest. 

Something, though, tugged at Parker's breast, a vague 
hoped-for something; he knew not what- the promise of 
relief from the tension of his jealousy, the harbinger of 
revenge. It was in the a ir. Everything was tense as if 
a waiting the moment of catastrophe. He found himself 
joyous, and when Johnson arose on the wings of his elo
quence it was Parker's loud "Amen" which set fire to all 
the throng. Then, when the meeting was going well, 
when the spiritua l fire had been thoroughly kindled and 
had gone from crackling to roaring; when the hymns 
were loudest a nd the hand-clapping strongest, the reviv
alist called upon them to rise and march around the walls 
of Jericho. Parker rose with the rest, and, though he had 
no basket, he levied on the store of a solicitous sister and 
ma rched with them, singing, singing, but waiting, wait
ing for he knew not what. 

It was the fifth time around and yet nothing had hap
pened. Then the sixth, and a rumbling sound was heard 
near at hand. A tree crashed down on one side. White 
eyes were rolled in the direction of the noise and the bur
den of the hy mn was left to the few faithful. H alf way 
around and the bellow of a horn broke upon the startled 
people's ears, and the hymn sank lower and lower. The 
preacher's face was ashen, but he attempted to inspire the 
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people, until on the seventh turn such a rumbling and 
such a cla ttering, such a tumbling of rocks, s uch a falling 
of trees as was never heard before gave horror to the 
night. The people paused fo r one moment and then the 
remains of the bread and meat were cast to the winds 

' baskets were thrown away, and the congregation, thor-
oughly maddened with fear, made one rush for the road 
an~ the quart~rs. Ahead of them a ll, his long coat-ta ils 
flymg and his legs making not steps but leaps, was the 
Rev. Mr. Johnson. He had no word of courage or hope 
to offer the frightened flock behind him. Only Parker, 
with some perception of the situation, stood his ground. 
He had leaped upon a log and was crying a loud : 

"Stan' still, stan' still, I say, a n' see de salvation," but 
he got only frightened, backward glances as the place was 
cleared. 

When they were all gone, he got down off the log and 
went to where several of the trees had fallen. He saw 
that they had been cut nearly through during the day on 
the side away from the clea ring, and ropes were still along 
the upper parts of their trunks. Then he chuckled softly 
to himself. As he stood there in the dim light of the fat
pine torches that were burning themselves out, two 
stealthy figures made their way out of the surrounding 
gloom into the open space. Tom and Ralph w~re hold
ing their sides, and Parker, with a hand on the shoulder 
of each of the boys, laughed unrighteously. 

"Well, he hyeahed de rum'lin' an' crum'Iin'" he said 
' ' and Ralph gasped. • 

"You're the only one wlio stood your ground, Parker," 
said Tom. 
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"How erbout de walls o' Jericho now?" was all Parker 
could say as he doubled up. 

. 

·vVhen the people came back to their senses they began 
to realize tha t the Rev. Mr. Johnson had n ot the qualities 
of a leader. Then they recalled how Parker had stood 
still in spite of the noise and called them to wait and see 
the salvation, and so, with a rush of emotional feeling, 
they went back to their old allegiance. Parker's meeting
house again was filled, and for lack of worshipers Mr. 
Johnson held no more meetings and marched no more 
around the walls of Jericho. 

' 
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His EYES vVERE BRIGHT, /\ND H E vVAs BREATHING 
Q UICKLY 

HOW BROTHER PARKER FELL 
FROM GRACE 

IT al l happened so long ago that it has almost been 
forgotten upon the plantation, and few save the older 
heads know a nything about it save from hearsay. It was 
in Parker's younger days, but the tale was told on him 
for a long time, until he was so old that every little dis
paragement cut him like a knife. Then the young scape
graces who had the story only from their mothers' lips 
spared his dotage. Even to young eyes, the crespect 
which hedges a bout the form of eig hty obscures many of 
the imperfections that are apparent at twenty-eight, and 
Parker was nearing eighty. 

The truth of it is that Parker, armed with the authority 
which his master thought the due of the plantation ex
horter, was wont to use his power with rather too free a 
rein. H e was so earnest for the spiritual welfare of his 
fellow servants that his watchful ministrations beca me a 
nuisance and a bore. ' 

Even Aunt Doshy, who was famous for her devotion to 
all that pertained to the church, had been heard to state 
that " Brothah Pahkah was a moughty powahful 'zortah, 
but he sholy was monst'ous biggity.11 This from a mem
ber of his flock old enough to be his mother, quite 
summed up the plantation's estimate of this black disciple. 

There was many a time when it would have gone hard 
with Brother Parker among the young bucks on the 
Mordaunt plantation but that there was scarcely one of 
them but could remember a time when Parker had come 
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to his cabin to console some sick one, he! pa seeker, comfort 
the dying or close the eyes of one already dead, and it 
clothed him about with a sacredness, which, however much 
inclined, they dared not invade. 

"Ain't it enough," Mandy's Jim used to say, "fu' 
Brothah Pahkah to 'tend to his business down a t meetin' 
widout spook.in' 'roun' a ll de cabins an' outhouses? Seems 
to me dey's enough dev'ment gwine on rig ht undah his 
nose widout him gwine 'roun' tryin' to smell out what's hid." 

Every secret sinner on the place agreed with this 
dictum, and it came to the preacher's ears. H e smiled 
broadly. 

"Uh? huh," he remarked, " hit's de stuck pig da t 
squeals. I reckon Jim's up to somep'n' right now, an' I 
lay I'll fin' out what dat somep' n' is." Parker was a 
subtle philosopher and Jim had by his remark unwittingly 
disclosed his interest in the preacher's doings. It then 
behooved his zealous disciple to find · out the source of this 
unusual interest and opposition. 

On the Sunday following his sermon was strong, fiery 
and convincing. His congregation gave themselves up 
to the joy of the occasion and lost all consciousness of 
time or. place in their emotional ecstasy. But, although 
he contmued to move them with his eloquence, not for 
one moment did Parker lose possession of himself. His 
eyes roamed over the people before him and took in the 
absence of several who ·had most loudly and heartily 
agreed with Jim's dictum. Jim himself was not there. 

"Uh, huh," said the minister to himself even in the 
midst of his exhortations. ;, Uh, huh, erway on some 
dev'ment, I be boun' ." He could hardly wait to hurry 
through his sermon. Then he seized his hat and almost 
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ran away from the little table that did duty as a pulpit 
desk. H e brushed aside with scant ceremony those who 
would have asked him to their cabins to share some 
special delicacy, and made his way swiftly to the door. 
There he paused and cast a wondering glance about the 
plantation. 

"I des wondah whaih dem scoun'els is mos' lakly to 
be." Then his eye fell upon an old half-ruined smoke
house tha t stood between the kitchen and the negro 
quarters, and he murmured to himself, " Lak ez not, lak 
ez not." But he did not start directly for the object of 
his suspicions. Oh, no, he was too deep a diplomat for 
that. He knew that if there were wrong-doers in that 
innocent-looking ruin they would be ·watching in his 
direction about the time when they e.xpected meeting to 
be out; so he walked off swiftly, but carelessly, in an op
posite direction, a nd, instead of going straight past the 
kitchen, began to circle around from the direction of the 
quarters, whence no danger would be apprehended. 

As he drew nearer and nearer the place, he thought he 
heard the rise and fall of eager voices. H e approached 
more cautiously. Now he was perfectly sure that he 
could hear smothered conversation, and he smiled grimly 
as he pictured to himself the surprise of his quarry when 
he should come up with them. H e was almost upon the 
smoke-house now. Those within were so absorbed that 
the preacher was able to creep up and peer through a 
crack at the scene within. 

There, seated upon the earthen 'floor, were the un
regenerate of the planta tion. In the very midst of the~ 
was Mandy's Jim, and he was dealing from a pack of 
greasy cards. 

' 
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It is a wonder that they did not hear the preacher's 
gasp of horror as he stood there gazing upon the 
iniquitous performance. But they did not. The delight 
of High-Low-Jack was too absorbing for that, a nd they 
suspected nothing of Parker's presence until he slipped 
around to the door, pushed it open and confronted them 
like an accusing angel. 

Jim leaped to his feet with a strong word upon his lips. 
"I reckon you done fu'got, Brotha h Jim, what day dis 

is," said the preacher. 
"I ain' t fu'got nuffin'," was the dogged reply; " I don't 

see what you <loin' roun' hyeah nohow." 
" I's a lookin' aftah some strayin' la mbs," said Parker, 

"an' I done foun' 'em. You ought to be ashamed o' 
yo'se'ves, evah one o' you, playin' cyards on de La\\'d's 
day." 

There was the light of reckless deviltry in Jim's eyes. 
"Dey ain't no ha'm in a little game o' cyards." 
" Co'se not, co'se not," replied the preacher scornfully. 

"Dem's des de sins that's ca'ied many a man to hell wid 
his eyes wide open, de little no-ha'm kin'." 

'.' I don't reckon you evah played cyards," said Jim 
sneeringly. 

"Yes, I has played, an' I thought I was enjoyin' 
myse' f ontwell I foun1 out dat it was all wickedness an' 
idleness.'' 

"Oh, I don't reckon you was evah ve'y much of a 
player. I know lots o' men who · has got uligion des 
case dey couldn't win at cyards." 

The company greeted this sally with a laugh and then 
looked aghast at Jim's audacity. 

"Uligion's a moughty savin' to de pocket," Jim went 
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on. " \\ e kin believe what we wants to, and I say you 
nevah was no playah, an' dat's de reason you tuk up de 
Gospel." 

" Hit ain' t so. I 'low dey was a time when I could 'a' 
outplayed any one o' you sinnahs hyeah, but--" 

" Prove it ! " The challenge shot forth like a pistol's 
report. 

Parker hesitated. "vVhat you mean? " he said. 
" Beat me, beat a ll of us, an'· we'll believe you didn' t 

quit playin' case you a llus lost. You a preacha h now, an' 
I daih you." 

Pa rker's face turned ashen and his hands g ripped to
gether. He was young then, and the hot blood sped 
tumultuously through his veins. 

"Prove it," said Jim ; "you cain't. W e'd play you 
outen yo' coat an' back into de pulpit ag'in." 

"You would, \\'Ould you? " The lig ht of battle was in 
Parker's eyes, the desire for conquest throbbing in his 
heart. "Look a' hyeah, Jim, Sunday er no Sunday, 
preachah er no preachah, I play you th'ee games fu' de 
Gospel's sake." And the preacher sat down in the circle, 
his face tense with anger a t his tormentor's insinuations. 
H e did not see the others around him. He saw only Jim, 
the man who had spoken against his cloth. He did not 
see the look of awe and surprise upon the faces of the 
others, nor did he note that one of the assembly slipped 
out of the shed just as the game began. 

Jim found the preacher no mean .antagonist, but it mat
tered little to him whether he won or not. His triumph 
was complete when he succeeded in getting this man, 

- who kept the conscience of the plantation, to sin as others 
sinned. 

2 ). 



THE LIFE AN D WORKS 

" l see you a in' t fu'got yo' cunnin' ," he remarked as the 
preacher dealt in turn. 

" 'Tain' t no time to talk now," said Parker fi ercely. 
The excitement of the onlookers g rew m ore a nd more 

intense. They were s ix and s ix, a nd it was the preacher's 
deal. His eyes were brig ht, and he was breathing quickly. 
Parker was a born fig hter a nd nothing gave him more joy 
than the heat of the battle itself. H e ri f-fl ed the cards. 
Jim cut. H e dealt and turned Jack. J im la ug hed. 

"You know the trick," he said. 
"Dat's one game," said Pa rker, a nd bent over the ca rds 

as they came to him. H e did not hea r a lig ht step out
side nor did he see a shadow tha t fell across the open 
doorway. H e was just about to lead when a cold voice, 
full of contempt, broke upon his ear and made him keep 
the card he would have played poised in his ha nd. 

"And so these are your after-meeting divers ions, a re 
they, Parker? " said his master's voice. 

Stuart Mordaunt was standing in the door, his face 
cold and stern, while his informant g rinned maliciously. 

Parker brushed his . hand across his brow as if 
dazed, 

"Well, Mas' Stua't, he do play monst'ous well fu' a 
preachah," sa id his tempter. 

The preacher at these words looked steadily a t Jim, and 
then the realiza tion of his position burst upon him. The 
tiger in him came uppermost and, with fla ming eyes, he 
took a quick step towards Jim. 

"Stop," sa id Mordaunt, corning between them ; "don't 
add anything more to what you have already done." 

"Mas' S tua't, 1-1--" Parker broke down, a nd, turn
ing a.way from the exultant faces, rushed headlong out of 
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the place. His mas ter followed more leisurely, angry and 
hurt a t the hypocrisy of a trusted servant. 

O f course the ga me was over for tha t day, but Jim and 
his companions hung a round the s moke-house for some 
time, rejoicing in the downfal l of their enemy. Afterwards, 
they went to the ir cabins for dinner. Then Jim made a 
mis take. \i\f ith much laug hter and boasting he told 
Mandy a ll about it, a nd then suddenly awa kened to the 
fact tha t she was listening to him with a face on whjch 
only horror was written. Jim turned to his meal in silence 
a nd disgust. A woman has no sense of humor. 

" \ i\T ha ih you g\\"ine ?" he asked, as Mandy began put-
ting on her bonnet a nd shawl with ominous precision. 

" l 's gwine up to be big house, da t's whaih l 's gwine." 
" vVhat you g wine da ih fu' ? II 
" I's g wine to tell Mas' S tua' t a ll erbout hit." 
" Don' t you daih." • 
" H eish yo' mouf. Don' t you ta lk to me, you nasty, 

low-life sca mp. l 's g wine tell Mas' Stua't, a n' l hope an' 
pray he' ll tek a ll de hide offen yo' back." 

Jim sat in bewildered mise ry as Mandy flirted out of the 
cabin ; he felt vaguely some of the hopelessness of defeat 
which comes to a ma n whenever he a ttempts to lay 
sacrileg ious hands on a woman's relig ion or what sta nds 
to her for re lig ion. 

Parker was s itting a lone in his cabin with bowed head 
when the door opened a nd his master came across the 
floor and la id his hand gently on the negro's shoulder. 

" l didn't know how it was, Parker," he said softly. 
"Oh, l's back-slid, l 's fell from grace," moaned Parker. 
" Nonsense," sa id his .. master, "you've fallen from 

nothing. There are times when we've got to meet the 
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devil on his own ground and fight him with his own 
weapons." 

Parker raised his head gladly. "Say dem wo'ds ag'in, 
Mas' Stua't," he said. 

His master repeated the words, but added : " But it 
isn't safe to go into the devil's camp too often, Parker." 

"I ain't gwine into his camp no mo.' Aftah dis l's 
gwine to stan' outside an'. hollah in." His face was beam
ing and his voice trembled with joy. 

"I didn't think I'd preach to-night," he said timidly. 
" Of course you will," said Mord~unt, "and your mis

tress and I are coming to hear you, so do your best." 
His master went out and Parker went down on his 

knees. 
He did preach that night and the plantation remem

bered the sermon. 

l 
l 

.. 

JIM'S PROBATION 

F OR so long a time had Jim been known as the hardest 
sinner on the plantation that no one had tried to reach the 
heart under his out\vard shell even in camp-meeting and 
revival times. Even good old Brother Parker, who was 
ever looking after the lost and straying sheep, gave him 
up as beyond recall. 

"Dat Jim," he said, "Oomph, de debbil done got his 
stamp on <lat boy, an' dey ain' no use in tryin' to scratch 
hit o ff ." 

11 But -Parker," said his master, " that's the very sort 
of ma n you want to save. Don' t you know it 's your 
business as a man of the gospel to call sinners to re
pentance ? " 

"Lawd, Mas' Mordaunt," exclaimed the old man, "my 
v'ice done got hoa'se callin' Jim, too long ergo to talk 
erbout. You jes' got to let him go 'long, maybe some o' 
dese days he gwine slip up on de gospel an' fall plum' 
inter salvation." 

Even Mandy, Jim's wife, had attempted to urge the old 
man to some more active efforts in her husband's behalf. 
She was a pillar of the church herself, and was woefully 
disturbed about the condition of Jim's soul. Indeed, it 
was said that half of the time it was Mandy's prayers and 
exhortations that drove Jim into the woods with his dog 
and his axe, or an old gun that he had come into posses
sion of from one of the younger Mordaunts. 

Jim was unregenerate. H e was a fighter, a hard 
381 
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drinker, ~ddled on Sunday, and had been known to go 
out huntmg on that sacred day. So it startled the whole 
place when Mandy announced one day to a few of her 
intimate friends that she believed " Jim was under con
victi~n." H.e had stolen out hunting one Sunday nig ht 
an.d m passmg through the swamp had gotten himself 
thoroughly wet and chilled, and this had broug ht on an 
attack ~f acute r~eumatism, which Mandy had pointed 
out to him as a direct judgment of heaven. Jim scoffed 
at first, but Mandy grew more and more earnest and 
finally, with the racking of the pain, he waxed serio~s and 
determined to look to the state of his soul as a means to 
the good of his body. 

1 
"!fit. do seem," Mandy said, " dat ] im feel de weight 

o his sms mos' powahful." 
" I reckon hit's de rheumatics," said Dinah. 
"Don' mek no diffunce what de inst' ument is" Mandy 

replied, "hit's de 'suit, hit's de 'suit." ' 
Yyhen the news reached Stuart Mordaunt's ears he be

c~me intensely interested. Anything that would convert 
Jim, .and make a model Christian of him would be provi
dential on that plantation. It would save the overseers 
many an hour's worry; his horses, many a secret ride · 
a~d. the · other servants, many a broken head. ·so h~ 
agam went down to labor with Parker in the interest of 
the sinner. · 

'' .Is he mou'nin' yit?" said i a rker. 
"No, not yet, but I think now is a good time to sow the 

seeds in his mind." 
"0 h" 'd h . omp , sa1 t e old man, "reckon you bettah let 

Jim. alone twell dem sins o' his'n git him to tossin' an' 
crym' an' a mou'nin'. Den'll be time enough to strive 

I 
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wid him. I's a llus willin' to do my pa' t, Mas' Stuart, but 
w'en hit comes to ol' time sinnahs lak Jim, I believe in 
lay in' o ff, a n' lettin' de sperit do de s trivin' ." 

" But Parker," said his master, "you yourself know that 
the Bible says that the spiri t will not a lways strive.'' 

" \Veil , la den, Mas', you don spec' I g wine outdo de 
sperit. '' 

But Stua rt i\Iordaunt was particularly anxious that Jim's 
steps mig ht be turned in the rig ht d irection. H e knew 
jus t wha t a s trong hold over the ir minds the Negroes' 
own emotional relig ion had, and he felt tha t could he once 
get Jim ins ide the pa le of the church, and put him on 
gua rd of his salvation, it would mean the loss of fewer of 
his shoats a nd pullets. So he approached the.old preacher, 
and said in a confidentia l tone, 

" Now look here, Parker, I've got a fine lot of that good 
old tobacco you like so up to the big house, and I'll tell 
you what I' ll do. If you' ll just try to work on Jim, and 
g et his feet in the right path, you can come up and take 
all you want." 

"Oom-oomph, 11 said the old man, "dat sho' is mon
st'ous nne te rbaccer, lVIas' Stua' t. " 

" Yes, it is, a nd you sha ll have a ll you want of it." 
"vVell, I'll have a little wisit wid Jim, an' des' see how 

much he ' fected, an' if dey any stroke to be put in fu' de 
gospel ahmy, you des' count on me ez a mighty strong 
wa' ior. Dat boy been lay in' heavy on my mind fu' lo, 
dese many days." 

As a result of this a greement, the old man went down 
to Jim's cabin on a night when that interesting sinner was 
suffering particularly from his rheumatic pains. 

,i Well, Jim," the preacher said, " how you come on? 11 
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...! ' Po' ly, po' ly," said Jim, "I . des' plum' racked an' 
'stracted f'om haid to foot." 

"Uh, huh, hit do seem lak to me de Bible don' tell 
nuffin' else but de trufe." 

"What de Bible been sayin' now? " asked Jim sus
piciously. 

" Des' what it been sayin' a ll de res' o' de time 'Yo' 
sins will fin' you out. ' " . 

Jim groaned and turned uneasily in his cha ir. The old 
man saw that he had made a point and pursued it. 

" Don' you reckon now, Jim, ef you was a bcttah ma n 
dat you wouldn' suffah so? " 

''I do' know, I do' know nuffin' 'bout hit." 
" Now des' look at me. I ben a-trompin' erlong in dis 

low groun' o' sorrer fu' mo' den seventy yeahs, an' I ha in't 
~ot a ~che ner a. pain. Nevah had no rheumatics in my 
hfe, a~ yere you 1s, a young man, in a mannah o' speakin', 
all twmged up wid rheumatics. Now what da t p'nt to? 
~it mean de Lawd tek keer o' dem dat's his'n. Now 
Jim, you bettah come ovah on de Lawd's side, an' g it 
erway f'om yo' ebil <loin's." 

Jim. groaned again, and lifted his swollen leg with an 
effort JUSt as Brother Pa1-ker said, "Let us pray." 
. The prayer itself was less effective than the request was 
JUSt at tha t time, for Jim was so stiff that it made him 
fairly howl with pain to get down on his knees. The old 
man's supplication was loud, deep, and diplomatic , and 
when they arose from theix: knees there were tears in 
Jim's eyes, but whether fr~~ cramp or contrition it is 
not safe to say. But a day: or two a fter the visit bore 
fruit in the appearance of Jim at meetin~ where he sat 
on one of the very last benches, his shoulders hunched, 

OF PAU L L AU RENCE DU NBAR 

and his head bowed, unmista kable signs of the convicted 

sinner. 
The usual term of mourning passed, and Jim was con-

verted, much to Mandy's joy, and Brother Parker's delight. 
The old man called early on his master after the meeting, 
and a nnounced the success of his labors. Stuart Mor
daunt himsel£ was no less pleased than the preacher. He 
shook Parker warmly by the hand, patted him on the 
shoulder, a nd called him a "sly old fox.'' And then he 
took him to the cupboard, and gave him of his store of 
good tobacco, enoug h to last him for months. Something 
else, too, he must have g iven him, for the old man came 
away from the cupboard grinning broadly, and ostenta
tiously wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. 

"Great work you've done, Parker, a g reat work." 
"Yes, yes, Mas'/' grinned the old man, "now ef Jim 

can des' stan' out his p'obation, hit'll be monstrous 
fine." 

" His probation l " exclaimed the master. 
"Oh, yes suh, yes suh, we has all de young convu'ts 

~tan' a p'obation o' six months, fo' we teks 'em reg'lar 
mter de chu'ch. Now ef Jim will des' stan' strong in de 
faif--" 

"Parker," said Mordau.nt, "you're an old wretch, and 
I've got a mind to take every bit of tha t tobacco away 
from you. No. I'll tell you what I'll do." 

H e went back to the cupboard and got as much again 
as he had g iven Parker, and handea it to him, saying: 

" I think it will be better for alt° concerned if Jim's pro
bation only lasts t wo months. Get him into the fold, 
Parker, get him into the fold I " And he shoved the an
cient exhorter out of the door. 
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It grieved Jim tha t he could not go ' possum hunting 
on Sundays a ny more, but shortly after he got religion, 
his rheumatism seemed to take a turn for the better a nd 
he felt that the result was worth the sacrifice. But as the 
pa in decreased in his legs and arms, the long ing fo r his 
old wicked pleasures became stronger a nd stronger upon 
him, thoug h Mandy thoug ht tha t he was living out the 
period of his proba tion in the most exempla ry manner, 
and inwardly rejoiced. 

It was two weeks before he was to be regula rly ad
mitted to church fellowship. His indus trious spouse had 
decked him out in a bleached cotton shirt in which to a t
tend divine service. In the morning Jim was there. The 
sermon which Brother Parker preached was powerful, but 
somehow it failed· to reach this new convert. His ga ze 
roved out of the window towards the dark line of the 
woods beyond, where th~ frost s till g lis tened on the trees 
and where he knew the persimmons were hang ing ripe. 
Jim was present at the a fternoon serv ice a lso, for it was 
a g reat day; and again, he was preoccupied. H e sta rted 
and clasped his hands together until the bones cracked, 
when a dog barked somewhere out on the hill. The sun 
was going down over the tops of the woodland trees, 
throwing the forest into g loom, as they came out of the 
log meeting-house. Jim paused and looked lovingly a t 
the scene, and sighed as he turned his steps back towa rds 
the ~bin. 

That night Mandy went to Church alone. Jim had dis
appeared. Nowhere around was his axe and Spot his 

l ' 

dog, was gone. Mandy looked over towards the woods 
whose tops were feathered against the frosty sky, and 
away off, she heard a dog bark. 
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hrother Parker was feeling his way home from meeting 
la te tha t nig ht, when· all of a sudden, he came upon a 
ma n creeping towa rds the quarters. The man ha? an ~.xe 
a nd a dog, a nd over his shoulders hung a bag m which 
the outlines of a 'possum could be seen. 

" Hi, oh, Bro tha h Jim, a t it agin ?" 
Jim did not reply. IC \ i\Tell , des' heish up ·an! go 'long. 

\Ve got to mek some ' lmvances fu' you youn.g c~~vu' ts. 
vV'en you g wine cook dat ' possum, Brothah Jim ? 

"I do' know, Brothah Pahka.h. H e so po', I ' low I 
havete r keep him a nd fatten him fu' awhile." 

" U h, huh! well, so long , Jim." 
"So long, Brothah Pahkah." Jim chuckled as he went 

a way. " I ' low I fool dat ol' fox. \ IVanter come down 
an' eat up my one little ' possum, do he? huh, uh I " 

S o tha t very night Jim scra ped his 'possum, and hung 
it out-of-doors, a nd the next day, brown as the forest 
whence it came, it lay on a g reat platter on Jim's table. 
It was a fa t ' possum, too. Jim had just whetted his knife, 
and Ma ndy had just finished the blessing when the la tch 
was lifted and Bro ther Pa rker stepped in. 

IC Hi, oh, Brothah Jim, I' s des in time." 
Jim sat with his mouth open. IC Draw up a cheer, 

Brotha h Pa hka h," said Mandy. H er husband rose, and 
put his hand over the ' possum. 

"Wha-wha'd you come hyeah fu'? " he asked. 
IC I thought I' d des' come in a n' tek a bite wid you." 
"Ain' g wine tek no bite wid me," sa id Jim. 
" H eish,'' said Mandy , IC wha' kin' o' way is dat to talk 

to de preachah? '' 
" Preachah or no preachah, you hyeah what I say," and 

he took the 'possum, and put it on the highest shelf. 
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" Wha's de mattah wid you, Jim? dat's one o' de 'quiah
ments o' de chu'ch." 

The angry man turned to the preacher. 
"Is it one o' de 'quiahments o' de chu'ch dat you eat 

hyeah ter-night?" 

"Hit sholy am usual fu' de shepherd to s up wherevah 
he stop," said Parker, suavely. 

"Ve'y well, ve'y well," said Jim, "I wants you to know 
dat I 'specs to stay out o' yo' chu'ch. I's got two weeks 
mo' p'obation. You tek hit back, a n' gin hi t to de nex' 
niggah you ketches wid a ' possum." 

Mandy was horrified. The preacher looked longingly 
at the 'possum, and took up his hat to go. 

There were two disappointed men on the planta tion 
when he told his master the next day the outcome of 
Jim's probation. 

DAT JIM 



A SUPPER BY PROXY 

THERE was an air of suppressed exci tement about the 
whole plantation. The big old house stared gravely out 
as if it could tell great things if it would, and the cabins 
in the quarters looked prophetic. The very dogs were on 
the a lert, and there was expectancy even in the eyes of the 
piccaninnies who rolled in the dust. Something was go
ing to happen. There was no denying that. The wind 
whispered it to the trees and the trees nodded. 

Then there was a clatter of horses' hoofs, the crack of · 
a whip. The bays with the family carriage swept round 
the drive and- halted at the front porch. Julius was on the 
box, resplendent in his holiday livery. This was the signal 
for a general awakening. The old house leered an irri
tating "I told you so." The. quarters looked complacent. 
The dogs ran and barked, the piccaninnies laughed and 
shouted, the servants gathered on the lawn and, in the 
midst of it all, the master and mistress came down the 
steps and got into the carriage. Another crack of the 
whip, a shout from the servants, more antics from the 
piccaninnies, the scurrying of the dogs- and the vehicle 
rumbled out of sight behind a clump of maples. Immedi
ately the big house resumed its natural appearance and 
the quarters settled back into white\vashed respectability. 

Mr. and Mrs. Mordaunt were off for a week's visit. The 
boys were away at school, and here was the plantation 
left in charge of the negroes themselves, except for the 
presence of an overseer who did not live on the place. 

391 
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The conditions seemed pregnant of many things, but a 
calm fell on the place as if every one had decided to be 
particularly upon his good behavior. The piccaninnies 
were subdued. The butlers in the big house bo \\'ed \\'ith 
wonderful deference to the maids as they passed them in 
the halls, and the ma ids called the butle rs" mister 11 when 
they spoke to them. Only now and again from the fields 
could a song be heard. All this was ominous. 

By the time tha t night came many things were cha nged. 
The hilarity of the little darkies had grown, and a lthough 
the house servants still remained gravely quiet1 on the re
turn of the ~eld hands the quarters became frankly joy
ous. From one cabin to another could be heard the 
sound of "Juba, Juba I 11 and the loud pa ttin g of hands 
and the shuffling of feet. Now and again some voice 
could be heard rising above the rest, improvising a verse 
of the song, as : 

"Mas,' done gone to Philamundelphy, J uba, Juba. 
Lef us bac~m, lef' us co'n braid, Juba, Juba. 
Oh, Juba dis an' Juba dat, an' Juba skinned d e yaller cat 
Tomek his wife a Sunday hat, oh, Juba !" 

Not long did the sounds continue to issue from isolated 
points. The people 'began drifting together, and when a 
g?odly number had gathered at a large cabin, the inevita
ble thing happened. Some one brought out a banjo and 
a dance followed. 

. Meanwhile, from the vantage ground of the big house, 
the ID:Ore f~vored servants looked disdainfully on, and at 
the same time consulted together. That they should do 
something to entertain themselves was only right and 
proper. No one of .ordinary intelligence could think for 
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a moment of letting this opportunity slip without taking 
a dvantage of it. But a dance such as the quarters had I 
I3a h I They could never think of it. That rude, informal 
affa ir 1 And these black aristocrats turned up their noses. 
No, theirs must be a grave and dignified affair, such as 
their master himself would have g iYen, and they would 
send out invita tions to some on the neighboring planta
tions. 

It was Julius, the coachman, who, after winning around 
the head butler, Anderson, ins isted that they ought to 
give a grand supper. Julius would have gone on without 
the butler' s consent had it not been that Anderson carried 
the keys. So the matter was canvassed and settled. 

The next business was the invitations, but no one could 
write. Still, this was a sl ig ht matter; for neatly folded 
.envelopes ~ere carried about to the different favored 
ones, containing-nothing, while a t the same time the in
vitations were proffered by word of mouth. 

"Hi, dab I 11 cried Jim to Julius, on the evening that the 
cards had been distributed ; "I ain't seed my inbitation 
yit." 

"You needn' t keep yo' eyes bucked looking fu' none, 
neithah,11 replied Julius. 

" Uh, puttin' on airs, is you? 11 

"I don't caih to convuss wid you jest now," said Julius 
pompously. 
· Jim guffawed. "Well, of all de sights I evah seed, a 

dahky coachman off en de box tryin' to look lak he on it 1 
Go 'long, Julius, er you'll sholy ldll me, man." 

The coachman strode on with· angry dignity. 
It had been announced that the supper was to b~ a 

"ladies' an' gent' men's pahty," and so but few from ~he 
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quarters were asked. The quarters were na tura lly angry 
and a bit envious, for they were but human and not yet 
intelligent enoug h to recognize the vast socia l g ulf tha t 
yawned between the blacks a t the "big house " a nd the 
blacks who were quartered in the cabins. 

The night of the g rand affair a rrived, a nd the Morda unt 
mansion was as resplendent as it had ever been for one 
of the master's festivities. The drawing-rooms were gaily 
festooned, and the long dining-room was a blaze of lig ht 
from the wax candles that shone on the glory of the Mor
daunt plate. Nothing but the best had satis fied ] ulius 
and Anderson. By nine o' clock the outside g uests began 
to arrive. They were the dark a ri stocra ts of the region. 
It was a well-dressed assembly, too. Plump brown arms 
lay against the dainty folds of gleaming muslin, a nd 
white-stocked, brass-buttoned black counterpa rts of their 
masters strode up the walks. There were Dudley S tone's 
Gideon and Martha, Robert Curtis' Ike with D ely, and 
there were Quinn, and Doshy, and, over them a ll, Aunt 
T empe to keep them straight. Of these was the company 
tha t sat down to Stuart Mordaunt's board. 

After some rivalry, Anderson held the head of the table, 
while Julius was appeased by being placed on the right 
beside his favorite lady. Aunt T empe was opposite the 
host where she could reprove any unseemly levity or 
tendency to skylarking on the part of the young people. 
No state dinner ever began with m ore dignity. The con
versation was nothing less than stately, and everybody 
bowed to everybody else ev.ery time they thought a bout 
it. This condition of affairs obtained throug h the soup. 
Somebody ventured a joke and there was even a light 
laugh during the fish. By the advent of the entree the 
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tongues of the assembly had loosened up, a nd their 
laughte r had melted and Rowed as freely as Stuart Mor
daunt's wine. 

'·\.Veil, I mus' say, ~Iistah An' erson, dis is sholy a mos' 
salub' ious occas ion." 

"Thank you, Mistah Cu' tis, thank you ; it ah allus my 
endea\ oh to mek my g ues'es feel deyse'ves at home. 
Let me g ive you some mo' of dis wine. I t's f' om de bes' 
dat's in my cella h." 

"Seems la k I remembah de vintage," said Ike, sipping 
s lowly and with the air of a connoisseur. 

"Oh, yes, you drinked some o' dis on de 'casion of my 
da rter's ma' ige to Mas'-to Mistah Daniels." 

" I ricollec', yes, I ricollec' ." 
"Des lis'en a t dem dahkies," said the voice of a listen

ing fie ld ha n_d. 
Gideon, as was his "'·ont, was saying deeply serious 

things to ~la rtha, and Q ui,nn whispered something in 
Doshy's ear tha t made her g iggle hysterically and cry : 
"Now, Mr. Quinn, a in' t you scan' lous? You des seem 
la k you possessed dis even in' ." 

In due time, however, the ladies withdrew, and the gen
tlemen were left over their cigars and cognac. I t was 
then that one of the boys deta iled to wait on the table 
came in and a nnounced to the host that a tramp was 
without begging for something to eat. At the same in
stant the straggler's face · appeared at the door, a poor, 
unkempt-looking white fellow with a very dirty face. 
Anderson cast a look over his shpulder at him and com
manded pompbusly : 

" T ek him tq de kitchen an' give him all he wants." 
The fellow went away very humbly. 
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In a few minutes Aunt T empe opened the dining-room 
door and can1e in. 

"An'erson," she cried in a whisper. 
"Madam," said the butler rising in dig nity , " excuse 

me-but--" 
"Hyeah, don' t you come no foo' ishness wid me ; 1 a in ' t 

no madam. l 's tiahed playing fine lady. I done been 
out to de kitchen, an' I don' lak <lat tramp's face an' 
fo' m." 

"Well , madam," said Anderson urbanely, "we haYen' t 
asked you to ma'y him." 

At this there was a burst of laughter from the table. 
"Nemmine, nemmine, I tell you, 1 don' lak da t tramp's 

face an' fo' m, an' you'd bettah keep yo' eye skinned, er 
you'll be laughin' on de othah side o' yo' mouf." 

The butler gently pushed the old lady out, but as the 
door closed behind her she was still sayin g, " 1 don' lak 
dat tramp's face an' fo'm." 

Unused to playing fine lady so long, Aunt T empe 
deserted her charges and went back to the kitchen, but 
the "straggler man" had gone. It is a good thing she 
did not go around the veranda, where the windows of the 
dining-room opened, or she would have been considera
bly disturbed to see the tramp peeping throug h the blinds 
-evidently at the Mordaunt plate that sparkled con
spicuously on the table. 

Anderson with his hand in his coat, quite after the 
manner of Stuart Morda~nt, made a brief speech in which 
he thanked his guests for the honor they had done him in 
coming to his humble home. "I know," he said, " I 
have done my po' bes'; but at some latah day I hopes to 
entertain you in a mannah <lat de position an' character 
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of de gent' men hyeah assembled desuves. Let us now 
jine de ladies." 

His hand was on the door and a ll the gentlemen were 
on their feet when suddenly the window was thrown up 
a nd in stepped the straggler. 

"vV'y, w'y, how daih you, sub, im·ade my p'emises?" 
asked Anderson, casting a ,,·ithering g la nce a t the in
truder, who stood gazing around him. 

"LeaYe de room dis minute I" cried Julius, anxious to 
be in the fray. But the tramp's eyes were fastened on 
Anderson. Finally he raised one finger a nd pointed at 
him. 

"You old scoundrel," he said in a well-knmvn voice, as 
he snatched off his beard and wig and threw aside his 
disguising duster and stood before them. 

" Mas' Stu'at [" 
" You old scoundrel, you I I've caught you, have I?" 
Anderson was speechless a nd transfixed, but the others 

were not, and they had cleared that room before the 
master's linen duster was well off. In a moment the 
shuffling of feet ceased and the lights went out in the 
parlor. The two stood there a lone, facing each other 

"Mas' Stu'a t." 
"Silence," said Mordaunt, raising his hand, and taking 

a step towards the trembling culpri t. . 
"Don' hit me now, Mas' Stu'at, don' hit me ontwell l 's 

kin' o' shuk off yo' pussonality. Ef you do, it' ll be des' 
de same ez thumpin' yo'se'f." 

Morda unt turned quickly and stood for a moment look
ing through the window, but his shoulders shook. 

" vVell," he said, turning ; " do you think you've at last 
relieved yourself of my personality?" . 
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"I don't know, I don' t know. De gyahment sho' do 
fit monst'ous tig ht." 

"Humph. You take my food , you take my wine, 
you take my cigars, and now even my persona lity isn ' t 
safe. 

" Look here, what on earth do you mean by entertain
ing half the darkies in the county in my dining-room?'' 

Anderson scratched his head and thoug ht. Then he 
said: "Well, look hyeah, Mas' Stu'at, dis hyeah wasn't 
rightly my suppah noways." 

"Not your supper I Whose was it?" 
"Yo' n." 
"Mine?" 
"Yes, suh." 
"Why, what's the matter with you, Anderson? Next 

thing you'll be telling me that I planned it a ll, and invited 
all those servants." 

" Lemme 'splain it, Mas', lemme 'splain it. Now I 
didn't give dat suppah as An'erson. I give it ez Mas' 
Stu'at Mordaunt; an' Quinn an' Ike an' Gidjon, ciey 
didn't come fu' deyse'ves, dey come fu' Mas' Cu'tis, an' 
Mas' Dudley Stone. Don' you un'erstan', Mas' Stu'at? 
We wasn' we-all, we was you-all." 

"That's very plain ; and in other words, I gave a sup
per by proxy, and all my friends responded in the same 
manner?" 

" Well, ef dat means what I said, dat's it." 
"Your reasoning is extremely profound, Anderson. It 

does you great credit, but if I followed your plan I should 
give you the thrashing you deserve by proxy. That 
would just suit you. So instead of that I am going to 
feed you, for the next day or so, by that ingenious 
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method. You go down and tell Jim that I want him up 
here early to-morrmv morning to eat your breakfast.' ' 

"Oh, Mas' Stu' a t I \tVhup me, whup me, but don't tell 
dose dahkies in de quahta hs, a n' don't sta ' ve me I" For 
Anderson loved the good things of life. 

"Go." 
Anderson went, and Mordaunt ga' e himself up to 

mirth. 
The quarters got their laug h out of Anderson's dis

comfiture. Jim lived hig h for a day, but rumors from 
the kitchen say that the butler did not really suffer on ac
count of his supper by proxy. 

' 



THE FAITH CURE MAN 

HOPE is tenacious. It goes on living a nd working 
when science has dealt it what should be its death-blow. 

In the close room at the top of the old tenement house 
little Lucy lay wasting away with a relentless d isease. 
The doctor had said a t the beginning of the winte r that 
she could not live. Now he said that he could do no 
more for her except to ease the few days that rema ined 
for the child. 

But. Martha Benson would not believe him. She was 
confident tha t doctors were not in falli b! ~. Anyhow, this 
one wasn't, for she saw life and health a head for her little 
one. 

Did not the preacher at the Mission Home say : "Ask, 
and ye shall receive " ? and had she not asked a nd asked 
again the ~ife of her child, her last and only one, at the 
hands of him whom she worshiped? 

No, Lucy was not going to die. What she needed was 
country air and a place to run about in. She had been 
housed up too much ; these long Northern winters were 
too sev.ere for her, and that was what made her so pinched 
and thrn and weak. She must have air and she ·should 
have it. ' 

. "Po' little Jammie," she said 'to the child, " mammy's 
~1ttle gal boun' to git well. Mammy gwine sen' huh out 
~n de country when the spring comes, whaih she kin roll 
m de grass an; pick flowers an' git good an' strong. Don' 
baby want to go to de country? Don' baby want to see 
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de sun shine?" .-\nd the child had looked up a t her with 
\~· ide, brig ht eyes, tossed her thin arms and moaned for 
reply. 

" Nemmine, we g wine fool dat doctah. Some day 
we' ll th'ow a ll his nassy medicine ' way, a n' he come in 
a n' say : ' \ haih's a ll my medicine?' Den we a nsweh 
up sma't like : ' \Ve done th'owed it out. Vve don' need 
no nassy m edicine.' Den he look 'roun' an' say: 'Who 
da t I see runnin' roun' de Ro' hyeah, a-lookin' so fat?' 
an' you up a n' say : ' Hi t's me, dat's who 'tis, mistah 
doctor man l ' D en he go out an' slam de do' behin' 
him. Ain' dat fine? '' 

But the child had closed her eyes, too weak even to 
listen. S o her mother ki ed her little thin forehead and 
tiptoed out, send ing in a child from across the ha ll to take 
care of Lucy while she was a t work, for sick~s the little 
one was she could not s tay a t home a nd nurse her. 

H ope g rasps a t a straw, and it was quite in keeping 
with the condition of rviartha's mind that she should open 
her ears and her heart when they told her of the wonder
ful works of the faith-cure man. People had gone to him 
on crutches, a nd he had touched or rubbed them a nd they 
had come away whole. He had gone to the homes of the 
bed-ridden, and they had risen up to bless him. It was 
so easy for her to believe it all. The only religion she 
had never known, the wild , emotional re ligion of mosf.of 
her race, put her credulity to stronger tests than that. 
H er only question was, would such. a man come to her 
humble room. But she put away even this thought. He 
must come. She would make him. Already she. saw 
Lucy strong, and running about ljke a mouse, the joy of 
her heart and the light of her ey~s. . .. · 
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As soon as she could get time she went humbly to see 
the faith doctor, and la id her case before him, hoping , 
fearing, trembling. 

Yes, he would come. H er heart leaped for joy. 
"There is no place," said the faith curist, " too humble 

for the messenger of heaven to enter. I a m foll owing 
One who went a mong the humblest and the lowliest, a nd 
was not ashamed to be found a mong publicans a nd sinners. 
I will come to your child, madam, and put her again un
der the law. The law of life is health, a nd no one who 
will accept the law need be sick. I a m not a physicia n. 
I do not claim to be. I only claim to teach people how 
not to be sick. My fee is five dollars, merely to defray 
my expenses, that's a ll. You know the servant is \\·o rthy 
of his hire. And in this little bottle here I have a n eli xir 
which has never been known to fail in any of the things 
claimed for it. Since the world has got used to taking 
~edicine we must make some concessions to its preju
dices. But this in reality is not a medicine at all. It is 
only a symbol. It is really liquefied prayer a nd faith." 

Martha did not understand anything of what he was 
saying. She did not try to ; she did not want to. She 
only felt a blind trust in him that filled her heart with un
speakable gladness. 

Tremulous with excitement, she doled out her poor dol
lars to him, seized the precious elixir and hurried away 
home to Lucy, to whom she was carrying life and strength. 
The little. one made a weak ·attempt to smile at her 
mother, but the light flickered away and died into gray
ness on her face. 

/ "Now mammy's little gal gwine to git well fu' sho'. 
Mammy done bring huh somep'n' good." Awed and 
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reverent, he tasted the wonderfu l elixir before g i\ ing it 
to the child . It tasted ,·ery like sweetened wa ter to her, but 
she knew tha t it was not, and had no doubt of its virtues. 

Lucy s wa llo wed it as she swallowed everything her 
mother broug ht to her. Poor little one I She had noth
i11 g to buoy her up or to fi g ht science with. 

In the course of an hour her mother gave her the medi
cine again, a nd persuaded hersel£ tha t there ~-as a per
ceptible brig htening in her da ug hter's fa ce. 

Mrs. l\lason, Caroline's mother, called across the hall: 
" Ho w Lucy dis even in', 1is' Benson?" 

IC Oh, I think Lucy a ir rig ht peart;• t-.1lartha replied. 
IC Come over an' look a t huh." 

Mrs. Mason ca me, a nd the mother told her about the 
new fa ith doctor and his \"vonderful powers. ' 

"Why, Mis' Mason," she said, "'pears like I could see 
de change in de child de minute she swallowed dat medi
cine." 

H er neig hbor listened in silence, but when she went 
back to her O\Yn room it was to shake her head and mur
mur: "Po' l'v!arfy, she jes' ez blind ez a bat. She jes' go 
'long, holdin' on to dat chile wid all huh mig ht, an' I see 
death in Lucy's face now. D ey a in' t no faif nur prayer, 
nur jack-leg doctors nuther gwine to save huh." 

But Martha needed no pity then. She was happy in 
her self-delusion. 

On the morrow the faith doctor came to see Lucy. She 
had not seemed so well that morning, even to her mot her, 
who remained at home until the doctor an-ived. He car
ried a conquering air, and a baggy umbrella, the latter of 
which he laid across the foot of the bed as he bent over 
the mo~tning child. 
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"Give me some bro wn pa per," be commanded. 
Martha hastened to obey, a nd the priestly practitioner 

dampened it in water and la id it on Lucy' s head, a ll the 
time murmuring prayers-or were they incantations?
to himself. Then he placed pieces of the paper on the 
soles of the child's feet and on the palms of her ha nds, 
and bound them there. 

When all this was done he knelt down a nd prayed 
aloud, ending with a peculia r version of the Lord's prayer, 
supposed to have mystic effect. Martha was g reatly im
pressed, but through it a ll Lucy lay a nd moa ned. 

The faith curist rose to go. " Well, we can look to 
have her out in a few days. Remember, my good woma n, 
much depends upon you. You must try to keep your 
mind in a state of belief. Are you sa\ ed ?" 

"Oh, yes, suh . I'm a puffessor," said Martha , and 
having completed his mission, the man of prayers went 
out, and Caroline again took Martha's place a t Lucy's 
side. 

In the next two days Martha saw, or thought she saw, 
a steady improvement in Lucy. According to instruc
tions, the brown paper was moved every day, moistened, 
and put back. 

Martha had so far spurred her faith that when she went 
out on Saturday morning she promised to bring Lucy 
something good for her Christmas dinner, and a pair of 
shoes against the time qf her going out, and a lso a little 
doll. She brought them home that night. Caroline h~d 
growi:i tired and, lig hting the lamp, had gone home. 

"I done brung my little lady bird huh somep'·n' nice," 
said Martha, "here's a lil' doll and de Iii ' shoes, honey. 
How;s de baby feel ? '' Lucy. did not ~~swer: . . . 
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" You Jeep ? 11 Martha went over to the bed. The 
little. face was pinched and ashen. The hands were cold. 

" Lucy ! Lucy ! ., called the mother. " Lucy I Oh, 
Gawd ! It a in't true I She ain't <laid I My little one, 
my las' one ! " 

She rushed for the elixir and brought it to the bed. The 
th in dead face stared back at her, unresponsive. 

She sank down beside the bed, m')aning. "Daid, 
daid, oh, my Gawd, g i' me back my chile I Oh, don't I 
belie,·e you enoug h ? Oh, Lucy, Lucy, my little lamb I 
I got you yo' g if' . O h, Lucy I " 

The next day was set a pa rt for the funeral. The Mis
sion preacher read : " The Lord g iveth and the Lord 
taketh a way, blessed be the name of the Lord," and some 
one said "Amen I" But r<.Iartha could not echo it in her 
heart. Lucy was her last, her one treasured lamb. 



THE WISDOM OF SILENCE 

JEREMIAH ANDERSON was free. H e had been free for 
ten years, and he was proud of it. H e had been proud 
of it from the beginning, and that was the reason tha t he 
was one of the first to cast off the bonds o f his old 
relati~ns, and move from the planta tion a nd take up land 
for himself. He was a nxious to cut himself ofl from all 
that bound him to his former life. So strong was this 
feeling in him that he would not consent to stay on a nd 
work for his one-time owner even for a full wage. 

To the proposition of the planter and the g ibes of some 
of his more dependent fellows he answered "No s ub 
I' f ' ' ' ' s ree, an I sholy is able to tek keer o' myse' f. I done 
been fattenin' frogs fu' otha h people's snakes too long 
now." 

"But, Jerry," said Samuel Brabant, "I don't mean you 
any harm. The thing's done. You don't belong to me 
any more, but naturally, I take an interest in you, a nd 
want to do what I ca n to g ive you a start. It's more 
than th~ Northern government has done for you, although 
such wise men ought to know that you have had no 
training in ~aring for yourselves." 

There was a slight sneer ~n the Southerner's voice. 
Jerry perceived it and thought it directed against him. 
Instantly his pride rose and his neck stiffened. 

"Ne . " h mmme me, e answered, " nemmine me. I's 
free, an' w'en a man's free, he's free." 

"All right, go your own way. You may have to come 
406 
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back to me some time. If you have to come, come. I 
don't blame you now. It must be a g reat thing to you, 
this dream-this nightmare." Jerry looked at him. 
"Oh, it isn' t a nightmare now, but some day, maybe, it 
will be, then come to me.11 

The master turned a way from the newly made free
man, and Jerry went forth into the world which was 
henceforth to be his. H e took with him his few belong
ings; these la rgely represented by his wife and four 
lusty-eating children. Besides, he owned a little money, 
which he had got working for others when his master's 
task was done. Thus, burdened and equipped, he set 
out to tempt Fortune. 

H e might do one of two things-farm land upon shares 
fo r one of his short-handed neig hbors, or buy a farm, 
mortgage it, and pay for it as he could. A~ was natural 
for Jerry, and not uncommendable, he chose at once the 
latter course, bargained for his twenty acres-for land 
was cheap then, bought his mule, built his cabin, a nd set 
up his household goods. 

Now, slavery may give a man the habit of work, but 
it cannot imbue him with the natural thrift that long 
years of self-dependence brings. There were times when 
Jerry's freedom tugged too strongly at his easy incli
nation, drawing him away to idle when he should have 
toiled. What was the use of freedom, asked an imvard 
voice, if one might not rest when one would? If he 
might not stop midway the furrow to listen and laugh at 
a droll story or tell one ? If he might not go a-fishing 
when all the forces o f nature invited and the jay-bird 
called from the tree and gave forth saucy banter like the 
fiery, blue shrew that she was? 
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There were times when his compunction held Jerry to 
his task, but more often he turned a n end furrow a nd la id 
his misgivings snug ly under it a nd was away to the 
woods or the creek. There was joy a nd a loaf for the 
present. What more could he ask ? 

The first year F ortune laug hed a t him, a nd her laugh 
is very different from her smile. S he sent the swift rains 
to wash up the new planted seed, a nd the hung r·y birds to 
devour them. She sent the fierce sun to scorch the 
young crops, a nd the cling ing weeds to hug the fresh 
greenness of his hope to death. S he sent-cruelest jest 
of all-another baby to be fed, a nd so weakened Cindy 
Ann that for many days she could not work beside her 
husband in the fields. 

Poverty bega n to teach the unlessoned delver in the soil 
the thrift which he needed ; but he ended his fi rst tweh·e 
months with barely enoug h to eat, a nd nothing pa id on 
his land or his mule. Broken and d iscouraged, the 
words of his old master came to him. But he was proud 
with an obstinate pride and he shut his lips together so 
that he mig ht not groan. H e would not go to his mas
ter. Anything rather than that. 

In that place sat certa in beasts of prey, dealers, a nd 
lenders of money, who had their lairs somewhere within 
the boundaries of that wide a nd mysterious doma in called 
The Law. They had their risks to run, but so must a ll 
beasts that eat flesh or drink blood. T o them went 
Jerry, and they were kind to him. They gave him of 
their store. They gave him food and seed, but they 
were to own all that they gave him from what he ra ised, 
and they were to take their toll first from the new crops. 

Now, the black had been warned aga inst these same 
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beasts, for others had fall en a prey to them even in so 
short a time as their emancipation mea ured, a nd they 
saw themseh·es the re-ma nacled slaYes of a hopeless and 
ever-growing debt, but Jerry would not be warned. He 
chewed the warnings like husks between his teeth, and 
got no substa nce from them. 

T hen, Fortu ne, who deals in surprises, played him an
other trick. She smi led upon him. H is second year ·was 
better than his fi rst, and the brokers swore over his pa id 
up note. Cindy Ann was strong again and the oldest 
boy was big enough to help ·with the work. 

Samuel Brabant was d ispleased, not because he felt 
a ny malice towa rds his former servant, but for the reason 
that any ma n with the natural a mount of human vanity 
must feel himself aggrieved just as his cherished prophecy 
is about to come true. Isaiah himself could not have 
been above it. H ow much less, then, the uninspired Mr. 
Brabant, who had his " I told you so," all ready. H e had 
been ready to help Jerry after g iYing him admonitions, 
but here it was not needed. An unused " I told you so," 
howe\ er kind ly, is a n acid that turns the milk of human 
kindness sour. 

Jerry went on gaining in prosperity. T he third year 
treated him better tha n the second, a nd the fourth better 
than the third. During the fifth he enlarged his farm and 
his house and took pride in the fact that his oldest boy, 
Ma tthew, was a way at school. By the tenth year of his 
freedom he was a rrogantly out of debt. Then his pride 
was too much for him. During all these years of his 
struggle the words of his master had been as gall in his 
mouth. Now he spat them out with a boast. H e talked 
much in the market-place, a nd where many people gath-
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ered, he was much there, g iving himself as a brig ht a nd 
shining example. 

" Huh," he would chuckle to any listeners he could 
find, "01' Mas' Braba nt, he say, 'Stay hyeah, s tay 
hyeah, you do' know how to tek keer o' yo'se' f yit.' 
But I des' look at my two ba n's a n' I say to mysc'f, whut 
I been <loin' wid dese a ll dese yeahs-tekin' keer o' my
se'f a n' him, too. I wo'k in de f1el', he set in de big 
house an' smoke. I wo' k in de fiel', his son go a way to 
college an' come back a g radua te. Das hit. \i\Tell, w'en 
freedom come, I des' bent a n' boun' I a in' gwine do it no 
mo' an' I didn't Now look at me. I sets down w'en I 
wa nts to. I does my own wo'kin' an' my own smokin'. 
I don' t owe a cent, a n' dis yeah my boy gwine gradua te 
f' om de school. Dat's me, an' I ain' called on ol' i\las' 
yit." 

Now, an example is a lways an odious thing, because, 
first of a ll, it is a lways insolent even when it is bad, and 
there were those who listened to Jerry \Yho had not been 
so successful as he, some even who had stayed on the 
plantation and as yet did not even own the mule they 
ploughed with. The hearts of those were fi lled with 
rage a nd their mouths with envy. Some of the sting of 
the latter got into their re-telling of Jerry's talk and made 
it worse than it was. 

Old Samuel Brabant laug hed and said, " \ i\T ell, Jerry's 
not dead yet, and althoug h I don't wish him any ha rm, 
my prophecy might come true y_et." 

There were others who, hear.ing , did not laugh, or if 
they did, it was with a mere strained thinning of the lips 
that had no element of mi rth in it. T emper and toler
ance were short ten years after sixty-three. 

' 
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The fooli ·h farmer's boa ·tings bore fruit , and one 
nig ht when he a nd his fa mily had go1~e to churcl: . he re
turned to find his hou t' and barn 111 a:-;;he , his m.ules 
burned a nd his er p ruinf'd . l t had been very quietly 
done a nd quickly. The glare again t the sky had a t
tracted few from the near-by town, and them too late to 

be of ·en·ice. 
Jerry camped that nig ht ~1c.:ro:->s :~1e road from what r~

ma ined of his former dwcllmg-. Cindy :\nn a nd the ch1l
dr n worn out a nd worried, went to sleep in spite of 
the~seh·es but he sat there a ll night long, his chin be
tween his l~nees, gazing at what had been his pride. 

W ell the beasts lay in wait for him again, and when he 
ca me t~ them they showed their fa ngs in greeting. And 
the velvet was over their claws. H e had escaped them 
b fore. H e had impug ned their skill in the hu,nt, and they 
were ravenous fo r him. No,,· he was fatter, too. He went 
away from them with hard terms, a nd a sickness at his 
heart. But he had not said " Yes" to the terms. H e was 
going home to consider the a lmost hopeless conditions 
under which they would let him build again. 

They were staying with a neicrhbor in town pending 
his negotiations a nd thither he went to ponder on his cir
cumstances. Then it was that Cindy Ann came into the 
equation. S he demanded to know what was to be done 
and how it was to be gone about. .. . 

" But Cindy Ann, honey, you do' know nuffin' ' bout 
bus' ness." 

"'T a in' t whut I knows, but whut I got a rig·ht to 
know," was her response. 

" I do' see huccome you got a ny right to be a-pryin' 
h h

. ,, 
into dese hyea t mgs. 

23 
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" I's got de same rig ht I had to wo' k an ' struggle erlong 
an' he'p you gt::t whut we's done los' ." 

Jerry winced a nd ended by telling her all. 
" Oat a in' t nu ffin' but owdacious robbery " said Cind)· 

~ ' 
Ann. "Dem people sees dat you got a li ttle somcp' n', 
an' dey a in' t gwine stop ontwell dcy's bu'nt an' s toled 
evah blessed cent Porn you. Jc.:'miah, don't you han~ 
nuffin' mo' to do wid 'em." 

" I got to, Cindy Ann." 
" \IVhut fu' you got to ? " 
" How I gwine buil' a cabin an' a ba'n a n' buy a mul e 

less'n I deal wid .,em ?" 
" Da h's Mas' Sam Brabant. H e'd he'p you o ut." 
Jerry rose up, his eyes flashing fire. "Cindy r\1111," 

he said, "you a fool, you a in' t got no mo' prid den a 
g uinea hen, a n' you got a heap less sense. \V'y, bcfo' I 
go to ol' Mas' Sam Brabant fu ' a cent, I'd s ta',·e out in 
de road." 

" Huh I" said Cindy Ann, shutting her mouth on her 
impatience. 

One gets tired of thinking a nd saying how much 
more sense a woman has than a man when she comes 
in where his sense s tops a nd his pride begins. 

W ith the recklessness of despair Jerry slept la te that 
next morning, but he mig ht have awakened early with
out spoiling his wife's pla ns. S he was up betimes, had 
gone on her mission and returned before her spouse 
awoke. 

It was about ten o'clobl< when Brabant came to see 
him. Jerry g rew sullen at once as his master a pproached, 
but his pride stiffened. This white man should see that 
misfortune could not wea ken him. 
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11 \\ ell, Jerry ," said his former master, "you would not 
come to me, eh, so I mu t come to you. You let a little 
rema rk of mine keep you from your best friend, and put 
you in the way of losing the labor of years.' 

Jerry made no an wer. 
' ' You' ,·e prO\·ed yoursel f able to work well, but Jerry," 

pausing, "you ha ,·en't yet shown tha t you' re able to take 
care of yourself, you don' t know how to keep your mouth 
shut." 

The ex-slave tried to prove this a lie by negati\·e pan-
tomime. 

" I'm going to lend you the money to start again." 
" I won't--" 
" Yes, you will , if you don' t, I' ll lend it to Cindy Ann, 

and let her build in her own na me. She's got more sense 
than you, a nd she knows how to keep still ·when things 
go well." 

IC i\las' Sam," cried Jerry, rising quickly, IC don len' dat 
money to Cindy Ann. W 'y ef a ooma n's got a nything 
she nevah lets you hyeah de la ' of it." 

"Will you take it, then ?" 
" Yes, suh; yes, suh, a n' tha nk!e, Mas' Sam." There 

were sobs some place back in his throat. "An' nex' time 
ef I evah gets a sta' t agin, I ' ll keep my mouf shet. Fae' 
is, I'll come to you, Mas' Sam, an' borry fu' de sake o' 
hid in'." 
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TH E law is usua lly supposed to be a s te rn mistr<.>ss, 
not to be lig htly wooed, and yielding only to th e: mn~ t 

a rdent pursuit. But even la w, like lo \·e , s its mo re easily 
on some natu res than on o thers. 

This was the case with Mr. Robinson rhbury. ~Jr. 

Asbury had started li fe as a bootblack in the g row ing 
town of Cadgers. From this he had risen one s te p and 
become porter a nd messenger in a ba rber-shop. This 
rise fired his ambition, and he was no t content un til he 
had lea rned to use the shears a nd the razor a ncl had a 
cha ir of his own .. From th is, in a ma n o f Robinson's 
tempera ment, it was only a step to a sho p of his o wn, 
and he placed it where it would do the most good. 

Fully one-half of the popula tion of Cadgers wa s com
posed of Negroes, and with the ir usual tendency to co lo
nize, a tendency encouraged, and in fact compelled, by cir
cumstances, they had gathered in to one pa rt o f th e to \\·n. 
H~re in a lleys, a nd st reets as dirty and ha rdly wider, 
they thronged like a nts. 

It was in this place tha t Mr. Asbury set up hi s shop, 
and he won the hearts of his prospective cus tomers by 
putting up the s ignificant sig n, " Equal Rights Ba rbcr
Shop." This legend was qu ite unnecessary, because 
there was only one race about, to patroni ze the place. 
I3 ~1t it was a delicate sop to the people's vanity, a nd it 
served its purpose. 

.. 
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Asbury came to be known as a clever fellow, and his 
bu ine g rew. The hop really became a sort of club, 
a nd, on Sa turday nig ht especial!) , was the gathering
place of the men of the whole Negro quarter. H e kept 
the illu tra ted a nd race journals there, and those who 
cared neithe r to ta lk nor listen to some one else might see 
p ictured the doings of high society in Yery short skirts 
or read in the Negro pa per- how l\li Boston had enter
tained l\li s Blueford to tea on uch and such an after
noon. Also, he kept the pol icy returns, which was wise, 
if no t moral. 

' I t was his wisdom rather more tha n his morality that 
made the party ma na g ers afte r a while cast their glances 
towa rds him as a man '"·ho might be usefu l to their in
te rests. I t would be \\·ell to have a ma n- a shre\Td 

' powerful man-down in tha t part of the town who could 
carry his people's vote in his ,·est pocket, and who a t a ny 
time its de livery mig ht be needed, could hand it over with
out hes itation. Asbury seemed tha t man, a nd they settled 
upon him. They gave him money, and they ga ye him 
power a nd patronage. H e took it all s ilently and he 
carried out his bargain faithfullv. His ha nds a nd his 
lip a like closed tig htly when there was anything \rithin 
Lhem. It was not long before he found himself the big 
>Iegro of the district and, of necessitY, o f the tO\vn. The 
time came when, at a critica l moment, the manag·ers saw 
that they had not reckoned without their host in choosing 
this barber of the black district as the leader of h is 
people. 

Now, so much success must have sa tis fied a ny other 
man. But in ma ny ways Mr. Asbury was unique. For 
a long time he himself had done very little shaving-
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except _of not-es, to keep his hand in. His time had been 
othe:w1se employed. In the evening hours he had been 
wooing th_e coquetti~h Dame Law, a nd, wonderful to say, 
she had yielded easily to his advances. 

It was_ a~ainst the advice of his friends that he ask d 
for adm1ss1~n to the bar . They felt that he could do 
more good m the place where he was. 
. " y ~u see, Robinson," said old ] udge Davis " it's J· ust 

hke this· If yo ' d . . ' · · ·. u re not a m1tted, it' ll hurt you with the 
people ; tf you a re admitted ' II , you move up-to wn to arl 
office and get out of touch ·with them.'! 

Asbury sm.iled. an inscru table smile. Then he whis· 
pered s~methmg mto the judge's ear that ma de the old 
man wrmkle from his neck up with appreciative smiles 

" Asbu " h ·ct · ry, e sa i ' " you are-you a re-well you 
~ught to be white, that's a ll. When we fin d a black ma n 
ltk~ you we send him to State's prison. If you were 
white, you'd go to the Sena te." 

The Negro la ug hed confidently. 
H.e was admitted to the bar soon a fter, whether by 

merit or by conniva nce is not to be told. 
" Now he will move up-town" said the bl k nit "w 

11 
, .' ac ~ commu-

y. e ' that s the way with a colored ma n when he 
gets a start." 

But they did not know Asbury R obinson yet H e 
we:' a man of surprises, and they were destined to disap
pomt1:1ent. H e did not move up-town. H e built a n 
office m a ~mal~ open space/n ext his shop, a nd there 
hung out his shingle. 

"I will never desert the people who have done so h 
to elevate me," said Mr Asbury " I ·11 1· muc • · w1 1ve among 
them and I will die among them." 

... 
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This was a trong ca rd for the barber-la wyer. The 
people ·eized upon the ta tement as expressing a nobility 

of an a.It gether unique brand. 
T hey held a ma meeting and indorsed him. They 

made resolutions that extolled him, and the Negro band 
came around and ~erenaded him, playing various things 

in Yaried time . 
All thi was \·ery wect to ~l r. Asbury, and the party 

manager chuckled with satisfaction and said," That As-

bury, that Asbury ! 
11 

Now there is a fable extant of a man who tried to please 
everybody, and his fai lure i a matter of record. Rob
inson Asbury was not more successful. But be it said 
tha t his ill success was due to no fault or shortcoming 

of his. 
F or a long time his growing pO\Yer had been looked 

upon with disfavor by the colored law firm of Bingo 
& Latch~tt. Both Mr. Bingo a nd Mr. Latchett themselves 
aspired to be Negro leaders in Cadgers, and they were 
delivering E mancipation Day orations and riding at the 
head of processions when Mr. Asbury was blacking 
boots. Is it a ny wonder, then, that they viewed with 
ala rm his sudden rise ? They kept their counsel, how
ever, and treated with him, for it was best. They al
lowed him his scope without open revolt until the day 
upon which he hung out his shingle. This was the last 
straw. They could stand no more. Asbury had stolen 
their other chances from them, ·and now he was poach
ing upon the last of their preserves. So Mr. Bingo and 
Mr. Latchett put their heads together to plan the down-

fall of their common enemy. 
The plot was deep and embraced the formation of an 



-

TH E LIFE r\:\O \VORKS 

opposing faction made up of the best >: egroes of the 
tow n. It would · ha,·e looked too much like wha t it was 
fur the gentlemen to s how themselves in the ma tter, a nd 
so they took into their confidence l\1 r. Isaac ~Iorton, 

the principal of the colored school, and it was und e r hi 
ostensible leadershi p that the ne w faction finally cam 
into being. 

Mr. Morton was rea lly a n innocent young man, and he 
had ideals which should never have been expo. ed to the 
ai r. \tVhen the wily confederates came to him wi th their 
plan he believed tha t his worth had been recog ni zed, a nd 
at last he was to be what ·a tu re destined him for- a 
leader. 

The better class of Negroes- by that is mca n t those 
who were particula rly envious of Asbury's s ucccss
Aocked to the new man's s ta ndard. But whether the 
race be white or black, poli tica l virtue is a lways in a 
minority, so Asbury could afford to smi le a t the fo rce a r
rayed against him. 

The new faction met tog ether a nd resolved. They re
solved, a mong other things, tha t Mr. Asbury \Yas a n 
e nemy to his race a nd a m enace to civilizat ion. They 
d ecided tha t he should be abolished; but, as they couldn't 
get out an injunction ag-ainst him, a nd as he had the 
whole undig nified but sti ll voting black belt behind him, 
he went serenely on his way. 

"They're a fter you hot a n:d heavy, Asbury," said one 
of his friends to him. 

"Oh, yes," was the reply, "they' re after me, b ut after 
a while I'll get so far away that they' ll be runnin g in 
front." 

"It's all the best people, they say." 

----. --------- ------
- - -- -- -----~--- --
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" Yl'~ . \\ .di, it. guod to be om' of till' l>l':-.t lwnpll', hut 
,·our ,·utl' ,H1h· n>unb one ju:-.t the ::>aml· ... 
· The time l:~Lllll', howc,·er, when ~I r. . \ ·bu ry's theory 
wa · put to the tl·:-.t. T he adg-L'rites cl'l~lxatcd the fir ·t 
of Ja nua ry as E mc.u1cipatiln1 Day. 0.n d11 · day there was 
a la rge p roce · ·iun, with SJ>l'l'Ch-mak111g· in the aitL' rtH)lHl 
and ft rework · at 11 i g h t . I t was l he n1swm to cum-etle 
the leadership oi the cnlo red jlL'npll' ~)i the ~tnwn tu the 
m a 11 wh t> m a 11a!-!'l'd to lead the prt)n:•ss11.m. l·lH. twu yea rs 
past this ho nor, had fa I kn. ,)f course. to Robins n :-\ · b ur~·. 
and there had be ' ll 11 0 d ispu~ition on the JYtrt of a nybody 

to try concl usions wi th him . 
r.Ir. ~lorton's factin n changed a ll this. \\ h n :-\. ·bun· 

went to work to solicit contribut ions fo r th c I bratio n, 
he suddenly beca me a " ·are that he had a fi Q"ht upon his 
ha11ds. .-\II the bcttl· r-dass :\ l'gToe were staying· o ut o f 
it. The next thing he knew wa · that pla n w re on fo t 
for a ri,·a l d emonstration. 

" O h," he said to him ·elf. " that 's it , i it ? \\ ell, if th y 
want a fi g ht they ca n ha ,·e it." · 

H e had a talk with the pa rty ma nagers. a nd he ha d 

a nother "·ith J uciQ"e Oa \·i . 
"All I wa n t ; ~ a li ttle lift, judg-e." he said, 'and 1'11 

ma ke 'em th ink thl..' sky ha turned loo e a nd is \·omi ting

niggers." 
The judg e believed tha t he oul cl do it. S o did the part~· 

managers. As bur)· g ot his lift. Ema ncip;1t in n D::ty came. 
Tl~ere were t\ro pa rad es. :\ t least, there was o ne parade 

and the shadow of a nother. A.sbury's, hmre\·er, \nl not 
the shadow. There was a great d ea l of substance about 
it-substa nce made u p of m::rny people, ma ny banners, 
and numerous bands. H e did not ha Ye the b est people. 

- - ---- - - -~----
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Indeed: among his cohorts there were a good many of 
the pronounced rag-tag and bobtail. But he had noise 
and numbers. In such cases, nothing more is needed . 
The success of Asbury's side of the affair d id e ,·erythin g 
to confirm his friends in their good o pinion of him. 

When he found himself defeated , Mr. ilas Bingo saw 
that it would be policy to placate his rival's just a nger 
against him. H e called upon him a t his o ffice the day 
after the celebra tion. 

"Well, Asbury," he said, "you beat us, didn' t you? 11 

"It wasn't a question of beating,'' said the other calmly. 
"It was only an inquiry as to who were the people-the 
few or the many." 

"Well, it was well done, and you've shown that you a re 
a manager. I confess tha t I haven' t a lways thoug ht tha t 
you were doing the wisest thing in liv ing down here a nd 
catering to this class of people when you mig ht, with your 
ability, to be much more to the better class." 

"What do they base their cla ims of being better on ? 11 

"Oh, there ain't any ·use discussing tha t. W e can' t 
get along without you, we see that. So I, for one, have 
decided to work with you for harmony." 

"Harmony. Yes, that's what we want.11 

"If I can do anything to help you at any time, why 
you have only to command me.11 

"I am gla d to find such a friend in you. Be sure , if I 
ever need you, Bingo, I'll eall on you." 

"And r11 be rea dy to serve you." 
Asbury smiled when his visitor was gone. H e smiled, 

and knitted his brow. "I wonder what Bing o's got up 
his sleeve," he sajd. "He'll bear watching ." 

'It may have been pride a t his triumph, it may have 

, 
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been g-ra titude a t hi helper ·, but Asbury w nt into the 
ensuing- campa i!.!"n with reckless enth u ·ia ·m. He did the 
most daring things for tht· party's ·ake. Bingo, true to 
his promise, was en :r at hi:-. side ready to ·en-e hi m. 
F inally, a sociation and immunit~· made chng-cr le f a r
s011w; the r i, ·al 1w longer appeared a menace. 

\ \ .i th the gcncro ·ity born of ob: tade · m· rcomc, Asbury 
dC'l<'rn1inC'd to foq~ive Bingo and giv him a chanc . H · 
let him in on a deal, and from that tim " th y work d 
am icably together unt il the ele tion ca m and pa~ d. 

It wa: a clo e e lection and many thing-s had had to be 
clnn , hut there we're men the re r a cly a nd wa iting to do 
them. Th y wcr successfu l, and then the fi r t er · of the 
defeated pa rty was. a u ual, •·Fraud ! F ra ud ! 1 1 The 
cry wa taken up by the jealou , the d isgru ntled, a nd the 
virtuous. 

S ome one remember d how two yea r aR,"o the registra 
tion books ha d been s tolen. lt was known upon go d 
authority tha t money had been free ! ~· u eel . ~1 n held 
up their ha nd in horror a t the su g g-cstion that the Ne~ro 
vote had been juggled with, as if tha t were a new thi~g-. 
From their pulpits ministers d enounced the machine and 
bade their hearers rise and throw o ff the yoke of a cor
rupt municipa l gO\ ernment. One of those sudd en fevers 
of reform had ta ken possession of the tmYn a nd threat
ened to destroy the successful pa rty. 

They began to look a round them. They must purify 
themselves. They must ~h·e the people some ta ng ible 
evidence of their O\\ n y earning-s a fter puri ty. They 
looked around them for a sacrifice to lay upon the altar 
of municipal reform. Their eyes fell upon Mr. Bing o. 
No, he was not big enoug h. His blood was too scant to 
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wash a way the po li t ica l s tains . Then th l'y look eel i11 1 o 

each o the r 's eyes a nd turn t:d the ir g a ze a\\'a )' to lc:t it b it 
u po n M r. Asbury . They rea lly hated to d o "it. But the re 
mus t be a scapeg oat. The god from the l\ l ach inc ·om 
m a nded t hem to s lay h im. 

R obinson Asbury was cha rg ed with m a ny c ri m e ·
with a ll tha t he ha d commi tted a nd som e tha t h ha d n o t. 

When l\lr. Bing o sa\\' wha t was a foot he th re w hi mse lf 
hea rt a nd soul into t he \\'Ork o f his o ld rival's e nemies. 
H e wa s o f incalcu lable use:: to them. 

Jud g e D avis rd used to hm·e a ny th ing to do wit h the 
ma tter. But in s pi te o f his disa ppro va l it went o n. 
Asbury was ind icted a nd tried. T he evidence was a ll 
a g ainst him, and no o ne g a ,.e more damaging testimo ny 
tha n his friend, Mr. Bing o. The judge's cha rge wa s 
favorable to the defendant, but t he current o f po pula r 
Qpinio n co uld n ot be entire ly s tem m ed. The j ury 
bro ug ht in a verdict o f g ui lty. 

"Before I a m sentenced, judg e , I have a s tatem en t to 
m ake to t he co urt. I t wi ll ta k e less tha n ten m inutes ." 

"Go on, R obinson," said t he judge kind ly . 
A sbury s ta r ted, in a m o no to no us to ne, a reci ta l t ha t 

b roug ht the p rosecuting a ttorney to h is feet in a mi nute . 
T he judge waved h im d o wn , a nd sa t transfixed by a sort 
of fasc ina ted ho rror as the convicted m a n went o n . 
The before-m ent io ned a tto rney d rew a knife a nd s ta rted 
for the prisone r's d ock . .:.,..\ i\Tith di ffi cu lty he was re- / 
s tra ined . A dozen faces in the court-room were red a nd 
pa le by turns. 

"He o ug ht to be k illed," w hispe red Mr. Bingo a ud ib ly. 
R obinson Asbury looked a t h im crnd smiled, a nd then 

he told a few thi ng s of hi m . H e ,ga,·e-t he ins a nd outs 

r. 
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u f ::.om e o f tlw m i · dcmL'a11or~ 1>i whi ·h hl' :-.trn.1<l nccu .. ed . 
He ·ho wc <l who Wl're t he men hl'hincl t he tlm.mc. And 
.;;till, pa l a nd t ra n ·fixed, Judge Da\·i~ waited for hi O\\'n 
sentence. 
\cn~r WL're ten m i11t1tl'!'- ~n \\'l'll takl.!n up. I t wa a 

ta lc o f rnttl'l lll l'~s a nd corruptiu11 in hi g h p lac s to ld 
s imply a nd wit h t he ::.tamp ui truth upun it. 

H e did no t m entio n t he jt1dgl:S 11a ml'. Bu t he had 
torn the mask from the face of l' \'i...• ry othe r man \\'hO 
had been co11 c1..' rned i11 his downfa ll. They ha 1 s ho rn 
him o f his s treng th , bt1t tlw~· had forgotten thal he wa 
r t abl ' to br ing the roof and p illa r - t umblin g abm1t the ir 
head . 

T he juclg" · ,·o icc ·honk as he pronnuncecl ·en tcnc 
up n his o ld a lly- a year in 'tate's prislm. 

S o me people sa id it \\·as tnn ligh t . but the j udge kne ,,· 
wha t it \\'as to \\'a it fn r t he sentence uf clnnm, :rnd hC' wa 
g ra teful a nd s~·mpathe tic. 

\\ hen the he rifT led .-\shu r~· a wa y the jt1d Q· hastened 
to ha ,·e a s ho rt ta lk with him . 

" I ' m so rry, R obinson," he ~a i d . "and 1 \\·an t to te ll 
you t ha t yo u ,,·er no m o re g-u ilt\· tha n th r •st o f us . 
But why d id ~·ou spare m e?" . 

" Because I knew y o u were my friend, " ans \\' red t he 
con,·ict. 

" I t ried to h C', b ut ~·ou were the firs t m a n th:1t l \· 
eve r kn0\n1 s ince I \ ·e been in po litics who e n ' r g·a , .c m e 
a ny d ecen t return fo r friend ship." 

" I recko n )·o u ' re a bout right J. ud o·e ." '"' , ~ 

In politics, pa rty re fo rm usua lly lies in mak ing a scape-
goat o f some o ne wh0 is o n ly a s cri m ina l as the rest, bu t 
a little weake r. Asbu ry 's fri ends a nd ene mies had sue-
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ceeded in ma king- him bea r the burden of a ll the pa rty's 
crimes, but their refo rm was ha rd ly a success, a nd their 
protesta tio ns of a cha nge of hea rt were rece ived with 
doubt. Already there were those who began to pity the 
Yictim a nd to say tha t he had been ha rdly dea lt with. 

t\lr. Bingo was not of these ; but he found, s t ra ng e to 
say, tha t his o pposition to the idea went but a little way, 
a nd tha t even wi th Asbury out of his pa th h was a 
s ma ller ma n tha n he wC:1 s before. Fa te was strong 
against him. His poor, p rospero us huma ni ty could not 
enter the lists aga inst a ma rty r. Robinson Asbury was 
now a martyr. 

II 

A year is not a long time. It was short eno11g h to pre
vent people from fo rgettin g R obinson, a nd yet lo ng 
enough for their pity to grow strong as th ey reme mbered . 
Indeed, he was not gone a yea r. Gnod behavio r cut 
two months o ff the tim e o f his sentence, a nrl by the time 
people had come a round to the notio n tha t he was rea lly 
the g reatest a nd sma rtest ma n in Cadg ers he was a t 
home again. 

He came back with no Aourish of trumpets, but 
quietly, humbly. H e went back again into the heart of 
the black district. His l; usiness had deteriorated durin g 
his absence, but he put ne w blood a nd new life into it. H e 
did not go to work in the sho p himself, but, ta ki11 g do wn 
the shing le tha t ha d swung idly before his o ffice door 
during his imprisonment, he opened the little room as a 
news- a nd cigar-stand. / 

H ere a nxious, pitying custom ca me to him a nd he 
prospered a gain. H e was very quiet. U p-town hardly 

___ -...::..--~-
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kne w tha t he was again in Cadgers, a nd it k ne w nothing 

w ha teH·r ui his tll)i n g':' . 

" 1 wom.ler why . \~bury i~ so q uie t ," th ·y sai<l ll> 0 11 ~ 
a nother. " l t isu· t like h im t0 be quiet.' ' And they felt 

\·aguely unea ·y abuut h im. 
I I d l t i.) s:1 ,.·, .. \\' e ll , he wa a ·o ma ny peop c rn Jegun -· 

mi ~lny goL)d fello w after all.'" 
i\ l r. l3i ng-\.) ex pres ·l'd the opinion tha t :\ ·bury wa~ 

quiet i>l'caus he wa cru:hetl , but others ex p re ed doubt 
as to thi: . T he re arc calm a nd cal ms, snm ' aft r and 
some before the to rm. \\' hi h wa~ th is? 

The ,· wa ited a whi le, a nd , a no s to rm ·ame, conclud ' d 
th:it tl;i :-; mu ·t be the a fte r-q uie t. Bing·o, rcas ured, YOl
un t •ercd to go and eek confirma tion o f thi · nclu

· il)n. 
H e went, a nd A. bury re C'in~d him with a n indiff rent, 

not to sa y , im poli te, d mcano r. 
" \Ve il , we' re g-la cl to see ;·ou back , :\ bury ," a id 

· · · \ H I · d . ..,r·1 u ·\\· d cm n tra ted I31ngo patro n1zm g y. e; 1 .. 1 '" . 

his inabili ty to I ad d urin g h is ri \·a l's abs nee a nd was 
pro ud of it. •· \ \ hat a re you going to do?" 

" I'm go in rr to work." 
"Tha t's ri ; ht. I reckon you' ll s tay out o f politics ." 
" \Vha t could I do e\·en if I went in ? " 
'' Nothing no w, o f course ; but I did n' t know-" 
H e did not see the g lea m in Asbury 's ha lf-shut :~es. 

. 1 ·1 · . cl 1 ·e11t back " ·elhng H e only marked l11s 1um1 tt) , a n le " 
with the news. 

I t f him," "Completely crushed-all the run ta (en ou o 
was his report. 

The black dis trict believed this, too , a nd a sullen, 
smouldering a nger took possession of them. Here was 
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a good man ruined. Some of the people \\'ho m he had 
helped in his former day -some of the rud , coarse 
people of the lo \\' quarter \\'ho \\'ere st ill ufficiently un
enlightened to be grateful-talked among the mseh-cs and 
ofTered to get up a demo n ·tration for him. But h de
nied them. No, he wa nted nothing of the k ind . 1 t 
would o nly bring him into unfa \·ora ble notice. Al l he 
wanted \\'as that they \\'Ould al\\'ays be his fri ends and 
\\'Ould stick by him. 

They would to the death. 
There were again t\\'O factions in Cadgers. The chool

master could not forget ho\\' o nce on a time he had been 
made a tool of by i\lr. Bingo. S o he.: re \·olted against 
his rule and set himself up as the leader of a n opposing 
clique. The fi ght had been long and strong, but ha d 
ended with odds slig htly in Bingo's favor. 

But Mr. Morton did not despair. As the first o f Ja n
ua ry and Emancipation Day a pproached, he a rrayed his 
hosts, and the fig ht fo r supremacy became fiercer than 
ever. The school-teacher brought the school-children 
in for chorus singing, secured an able orator, and the 
best essayist in town. \N ith a ll this, he was fo rmi
dable. 

Mr. Bingo knew that he had the fight o f his life on his 
ha nds, and he entered with fea r as well as zes t. H e, too, 
found a n orator, but he was not sure that he was as good 
as Morton's. There was no doubt but that his essayist 
was not. H e secured a band, but still he felt unsat isfu;d. 
H e had ha rdly done enough, and fo r the schoolmaster to 
beat him now meant his ·political destruction. 

It was in this state of mind that he was s urprised to re
ceive a visit from Mr. Asbury. 

' 
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. . <l eu 111 u here, . said A:: " I reckon you re ~urpn e to -.. '-
bury, smiling. 

.. l am pleased, l knm\·." Bingo was a~tute 
"\Veil, I just dropped in on busineS$." 
"To be sure, to be sure. Asbury. \\hat can I do for 

you (" 
" lt1s mo re what l can do for ynu that 1 came to talk 

a.bout," was the rep I y. 
"1 do n't bel ic,·e I understa nd you." 

I 1~h tha t the school-" W ell , it's plain enoug 1 . ey say 
teacher is g i,·ing- you a pretty hard fight."' 

"Oh not sn ha rd." 
"No' ma 11 can be too ·ure of winning, though. Mr. 

Morton once d id me a mean turn when he started the 
faction against m e." 

Bingo's he~rt ga,·c a g reat leap, and then stopped for 
the fraction o f a secnnd. 

"You were in it , ()i course," pursued Asbury, " bu~ I 
· · · I t cret even with can lonk o,·er yn11 r part 111 tt m ore l'r o b 

the ma n wliu started it." 
It was true, then, thoug ht Bingo g-ladly . He d: d not 

know. He wanted reveng e ior his wrongs and up in th.e 
wrong ma n. How well the schemer had cove'. !d hts 
tracks 1 Asbun· sho uld ha ,·e his re,·enge a nd •'1orton 
would be the sufferer. 

"Of course, Asbury. you know wha t I did I did in
nocently." 

"Oh yes, in politics we a re a ll la mbs and ll1e woh·es 
' r ' 11 a re only to be found in the other party. \i\ e pass 

that, though. Wha t I want to say is that I t:an help you 
to make your celebration a n 0. \'t'n Yhelming success. l 
still have some influence dr. 1\ r. in my district." 

-~- 1 

.. 
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•· Certa inly, and very justJy, too. _\Vhy , 1 s hould 
be delig hted with your a id. 1 could g ive you a p rom-
inent place in the process ion." . . 

" I don' t want it; I don' t want to a ppear m this a t all 
All I want is revenge. You can have a ll the cred it, but 
let me down my enemy." 

Bingo was perfectly willing , and, w i t~1 their heads close 
together, they had a long a nd close consulta tion. VVhen 
Asbury was gone, Mr. Bingo lay back in h is cha ir a nd 
laug hed. '' I'm a slick d uck," he said . 

F rom tha t hour Mr. Bingo's cause began to take on 
the a ppearance of something very like a boom. More 
bands were hired. T he interior of the S tate was called 
upon and a more eloquent ora tor secured. The crowd 
hastened to array itself on the growing side. 

W ith surprised eyes, the school-master beheld the v;onder 
of it , but he kept to his own purpose with dogged in
sistence, even when he sa w that he could not turn aside 
the overwhelming defeat that threatened him. But in 
spite of his obstinacy, h is hours were da rk and bi tter. 
Asbury worked like a mole, all underground, but he was 
indefatigable. T wo days before the celebration time 
everything was perfected for the biggest d emonstra tion 
that Cadgers had ever known. A ll the next day a nd 
night he was busy among his a llies. 

O n the morning of the g rea t day, Mr. Bingo, wonder
full y caparisoned, rode down to the ha ll where the parade 
was to form. H e was early. No one had yet come. In 
an hour a score of men a ll told ha d collected. Another 
hour passed, and no more had com!!. Then there smote 
upon his ear the sound of music. They were coming a t 
last. Bringing his sword to his shoulder, he rode forward 

" 
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to the middle of the t reet. Ah, there they were . But
but-could he bel ie,·e hi eye · ? They were going in an
other direction , and a t the ir head rode-:\lorton I He 
g nashed his teeth in fury . H e had been led into a trap 
a nd betrayed. The proce .. · · io n pa · ·ing had been his-all 
his. . He heard them che >ring. and then, oh I cli max of 
infide li ty. he saw hi · own orator go past in a carr iage, 
bowing and smiling to the crowd. 

There wa no doubting who had done thi · thing. The 
hand of A ·bury was apparent in it. H L· must ha,·e know n 
the tru th all a long , thought Bingo. His allies left him 
one by one fo r the other hall, a nd h rode home in a 
humilia tion d " per than he had eY r known b fore. 

A bury did not appear at the celebration. H e was a t 
his litt le news-stand a ll daY. 

I n a day or two the defeated a ·pira nt had further cause 
to cur e his fa l ·e fri end. H e fou nd tha t not n k had the 
people defected from him, but that the thin g· had been so 
adroitly ma naged tha t he appear d to be in fau lt, a nd 
th ree-fourths of tho e \\'he;> knew him ,,. re angry at o me 
suppo ed g r ic,·ance. H is cup of bittern ·s · wa - fu ll when 
his pa rtner, a qu ietly a mbit iou ma n, sugg-e ted tha t they 
d issolve their rela t ions. 

His ruin was complete. 
The la wyer was not a lone in seeing- Asbury's hand in 

his downfa ll. The pa rty ma nagers saw it too, a nd they 
met together to d iscuss the dangerous factor which, " ·hile 
it appeared to slumber, was so terribly a wake. They de
cided tha t he must be appeased, and they v isited him. 

H e was still busy a t his news-sta nd. They talked to 
him adroitly , while he sorted papers a nd kept a n impassive 
face. When they were all done, he looked u p for a mo-
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ment a nd replied, "You know, gentlemen, as a n ex-con
vict I am not i:1 politics." 

Some of them had the grace to Au~h. 
"But you can use your inAue nce," they said. 
"I a m not in politics," was his o nly reply. 
And the spring e lections were coming on. Wetl, they 

worked hard, and he showed no s ign. H e treated with 
neither one party nor the other. " Perhaps," thought the 
managers, " he is out of politics," and they grew more 
confid ent. 

It was nearing eleven o'clock 011 the:: morning of e lec
tion when a cloud no bigger than a man 's ha nd a ppea red 
upon the horizon. I t came from the direction of th<; black 
district. It grew, and the managers of the party in power 
looked at it, fascina ted by an omi nous dread. F inal ly it 
began to ra in Negro voters, a nd a~ one man they voted 
aga inst their fo rmer cand~ates. Their o rganization was 
perfect. They simply came. voted, a nd left, but they 
overwhelmed everything. ot one of the party that ha d 
damned Robinson A bury was left in power save old 
Judg e Davis. His majori ty was overwhelming. 

The gener~l ship that had engineered the thing was 
perfect. There were loud th reats against the newsdealer. 
But no one bothered him except a reporter. The re
porter called to see just how it was d one. H e fu und 
Asbury very busy sorting pa pers. T o the newspa per 
man's questions he had only this reply, "I a m not in 
politics, sir." . 

But Cadgers had learned its lesson. 

WlIILE l\tL\J.I NDY SINGS 
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