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			Lift Ev’ry Voice and Sing

			
				Lift ev’ry voice and sing
				

				Till earth and heav­en ring.
				

				Ring with the har­monies of Lib­er­ty;
				

				Let our re­joic­ing rise
				

				High as the list’ning skies,
				

				Let it re­sound loud as the rolling sea.
				

				Sing a song full of the faith that the dark past has taught us,
				

				Sing a song full of the hope that the present has brought us.
				

				Fac­ing the ris­ing sun of our new day be­gun,
				

				Let us march on till vic­to­ry is won.
			

			
				Stony the road we trod,
				

				Bit­ter the chast’ning rod.
				

				Felt in the days when hope un­born had died;
				

				Yet with a steady beat,
				

				Have not our weary feet
				

				Come to the place for which our fa­thers sighed?
				

				We have come over a way that with tears has been wa­tered,
				

				We have come, tread­ing our path through the blood of the slaugh­tered,
				

				Out from the gloomy past,
				

				Till now we stand at last
				

				Where the white gleam of our bright star is cast.
			

			
				God of our weary years,
				

				God of our silent tears,
				

				Thou who has brought us thus far on the way;
				

				Thou who has by Thy might
				

				Led us in­to the light.
				

				Keep us for­ev­er in the path, we pray.
				

				Lest our feet stray from the places, our God, where we met Thee,
				

				Lest our hearts, drunk with the wine of the world, we for­get Thee,
				

				Shad­owed be­neath Thy hand,
				

				May we for­ev­er stand.
				

				True to our God
				

				True to our na­tive land.
			

		


			
				
					Fifty Years

					(1863–1913)

				
				On the Fifti­eth An­niver­sary of the Sign­ing of the Eman­ci­pa­tion Procla­ma­tion

			
			
				O broth­ers mine, to­day we stand
				

				Where half a cen­tu­ry sweeps our ken,
				

				Since God, through Lin­coln’s ready hand,
				

				Struck off our bonds and made us men.
			

			
				Just fifty years—a win­ter’s day—
				

				As runs the his­to­ry of a race;
				

				Yet, as we look back o’er the way,
				

				How dis­tant seems our start­ing place!
			

			
				Look far­ther back! Three cen­turies!
				

				To where a naked, shiv­er­ing score,
				

				Snatched from their haunts across the seas,
				

				Stood, wild-eyed, on Vir­ginia’s shore.
			

			
				This land is ours by right of birth,
				

				This land is ours by right of toil;
				

				We helped to turn its vir­gin earth,
				

				Our sweat is in its fruit­ful soil.
			

			
				Where once the tan­gled for­est stood—
				

				Where flour­ished once rank weed and thorn—
				

				Be­hold the path-traced, peace­ful wood,
				

				The cot­ton white, the yel­low corn.
			

			
				To gain these fruits that have been earned,
				

				To hold these fields that have been won,
				

				Our arms have strained, our backs have burned,
				

				Bent bare be­neath a ruth­less sun.
			

			
				That Ban­ner which is now the type
				

				Of vic­to­ry on field and flood—
				

				Re­mem­ber, its first crim­son stripe
				

				Was dyed by At­tucks’ will­ing blood.
			

			
				And nev­er yet has come the cry—
				

				When that fair flag has been as­sailed—
				

				For men to do, for men to die,
				

				That we have fal­tered or have failed.
			

			
				We’ve helped to bear it, rent and torn,
				

				Through many a hot-breath’d bat­tle breeze
				

				Held in our hands, it has been borne
				

				And plant­ed far across the seas.
			

			
				And nev­er yet—O haughty Land,
				

				Let us, at least, for this be praised—
				

				Has one black, trea­son-guid­ed hand
				

				Ev­er against that flag been raised.
			

			
				Then should we speak but servile words,
				

				Or shall we hang our heads in shame?
				

				Stand back of new-come for­eign hordes,
				

				And fear our her­itage to claim?
			

			
				No! stand erect and with­out fear,
				

				And for our foes let this suf­fice—
				

				We’ve bought a right­ful son­ship here,
				

				And we have more than paid the price.
			

			
				And yet, my broth­ers, well I know
				

				The teth­ered feet, the pin­ioned wings,
				

				The spir­it bowed be­neath the blow,
				

				The heart grown faint from wounds and stings;
			

			
				The stag­ger­ing force of brutish might,
				

				That strikes and leaves us stunned and dazed;
				

				The long, vain wait­ing through the night
				

				To hear some voice for jus­tice raised.
			

			
				Full well I know the hour when hope
				

				Sinks dead, and ’round us ev­ery­where
				

				Hangs sti­fling dark­ness, and we grope
				

				With hands up­lift­ed in de­spair.
			

			
				Courage! Look out, be­yond, and see
				

				The far hori­zon’s beck­on­ing span!
				

				Faith in your God-known des­tiny!
				

				We are a part of some great plan.
			

			
				Be­cause the tongues of Gar­ri­son
				

				And Phillips now are cold in death,
				

				Think you their work can be un­done?
				

				Or quenched the fires lit by their breath?
			

			
				Think you that John Brown’s spir­it stops?
				

				That Love­joy was but idly slain?
				

				Or do you think those pre­cious drops
				

				From Lin­coln’s heart were shed in vain?
			

			
				That for which mil­lions prayed and sighed,
				

				That for which tens of thou­sands fought,
				

				For which so many freely died,
				

				God can­not let it come to naught.
			

		


			To America

			
				How would you have us, as we are?
				

				Or sink­ing ’neath the load we bear?
				

				Our eyes fixed for­ward on a star?
				

				Or gaz­ing emp­ty at de­spair?
			

			
				Ris­ing or fall­ing? Men or things?
				

				With drag­ging pace or foot­steps fleet?
				

				Strong, will­ing sinews in your wings?
				

				Or tight­en­ing chains about your feet?
			

		


			O Black and Unknown Bards

			
				O black and un­known bards of long ago,
				

				How came your lips to touch the sa­cred fire?
				

				How, in your dark­ness, did you come to know
				

				The pow­er and beau­ty of the min­strel’s lyre?
				

				Who first from midst his bonds lift­ed his eyes?
				

				Who first from out the still watch, lone and long,
				

				Feel­ing the an­cient faith of prophets rise
				

				With­in his dark-kept soul, burst in­to song?
			

			
				Heart of what slave poured out such melody
				

				As “Steal away to Je­sus”? On its strains
				

				His spir­it must have night­ly float­ed free,
				

				Though still about his hands he felt his chains.
				

				Who heard great “Jor­dan roll”? Whose star­ward eye
				

				Saw char­i­ot “swing low”? And who was he
				

				That breathed that com­fort­ing, melod­ic sigh,
				

				“No­body knows de trou­ble I see”?
			

			
				What mere­ly liv­ing clod, what cap­tive thing,
				

				Could up to­ward God through all its dark­ness grope,
				

				And find with­in its dead­ened heart to sing
				

				These songs of sor­row, love and faith, and hope?
				

				How did it catch that sub­tle un­der­tone,
				

				That note in mu­sic heard not with the ears?
				

				How sound the elu­sive reed so sel­dom blown,
				

				Which stirs the soul or melts the heart to tears.
			

			
				Not that great Ger­man mas­ter in his dream
				

				Of har­monies that thun­dered amongst the stars
				

				At the cre­ation, ev­er heard a theme
				

				No­bler than “Go down, Moses.” Mark its bars
				

				How like a mighty trum­pet-call they stir
				

				The blood. Such are the notes that men have sung
				

				Go­ing to val­or­ous deeds; such tones there were
				

				That helped make his­to­ry when Time was young.
			

			
				There is a wide, wide won­der in it all,
				

				That from de­grad­ed rest and servile toil
				

				The fiery spir­it of the seer should call
				

				These sim­ple chil­dren of the sun and soil.
				

				O black slave singers, gone, for­got, un­famed,
				

				You—you alone, of all the long, long line
				

				Of those who’ve sung un­taught, un­known, un­named,
				

				Have stretched out up­ward, seek­ing the di­vine.
			

			
				You sang not deeds of he­roes or of kings;
				

				No chant of bloody war, no ex­ult­ing paean
				

				Of arms-won tri­umphs; but your hum­ble strings
				

				You touched in chord with mu­sic empyre­an.
				

				You sang far bet­ter than you knew; the songs
				

				That for your lis­ten­ers’ hun­gry hearts suf­ficed
				

				Still live—but more than this to you be­longs:
				

				You sang a race from wood and stone to Christ.
			

		


			O Southland!

			
				O South­land! O South­land!
				

				Have you not heard the call,
				

				The trum­pet blown, the word made known
				

				To the na­tions, one and all?
				

				The watch­word, the hope-word,
				

				Sal­va­tion’s present plan?
				

				A gospel new, for all—for you:
				

				Man shall be saved by man.
			

			
				O South­land! O South­land!
				

				Do you not hear to­day
				

				The mighty beat of on­ward feet,
				

				And know you not their way?
				

				’Tis for­ward, ’tis up­ward,
				

				On to the fair white arch
				

				Of Free­dom’s dome, and there is room
				

				For each man who would march.
			

			
				O South­land, fair South­land!
				

				Then why do you still cling
				

				To an idle age and a musty page,
				

				To a dead and use­less thing?
				

				’Tis spring­time! ’Tis work-time!
				

				The world is young again!
				

				And God’s above, and God is love,
				

				And men are on­ly men.
			

			
				O South­land! my South­land!
				

				O birth­land! do not shirk
				

				The toil­some task, nor respite ask,
				

				But gird you for the work.
				

				Re­mem­ber, re­mem­ber
				

				That weak­ness stalks in pride;
				

				That he is strong who helps along
				

				The faint one at his side.
			

		


			To Horace Bumstead

			
				Have you been sore dis­cour­aged in the fight,
				

				And even some­times weight­ed by the thought
				

				That those with whom and those for whom you fought
				

				Lagged far be­hind, or dared but faint­ly smite?
				

				And that the op­pos­ing forces in their might
				

				Of blind in­er­tia ren­dered as for naught
				

				All that through­out the long years had been wrought,
				

				And pow­er­less each blow for Truth and Right?
			

			
				If so, take new and greater courage then,
				

				And think no more with­outen help you stand;
				

				For sure as God on His eter­nal throne
				

				Sits, mind­ful of the sin­ful deeds of men,
				

				—The aw­ful Sword of Jus­tice in His hand—
				

				You shall not, no, you shall not, fight alone.
			

		


			
				The Color Sergeant

				(On an In­ci­dent at the Bat­tle of San Juan Hill)

			
			
				Un­der a burn­ing trop­ic sun,
				

				With com­rades around him ly­ing,
				

				A troop­er of the sable Tenth
				

				Lay wound­ed, bleed­ing, dy­ing.
			

			
				First in the charge up the fort-crowned hill,
				

				His com­pa­ny’s guidon bear­ing,
				

				He had rushed where the lead­en hail fell fast,
				

				Not death nor dan­ger fear­ing.
			

			
				He fell in the front where the fight grew fierce,
				

				Still faith­ful in life’s last la­bor;
				

				Black though his skin, yet his heart as true
				

				As the steel of his blood-stained saber.
			

			
				And while the bat­tle around him rolled,
				

				Like the roar of a sullen break­er,
				

				He closed his eyes on the bloody scene,
				

				And pre­sent­ed arms to his Mak­er.
			

			
				There he lay, with­out hon­or or rank,
				

				But, still, in a grim-like beau­ty;
				

				De­spised of men for his hum­ble race,
				

				Yet true, in death, to his du­ty.
			

		


			The Black Mammy

			
				O whitened head en­twined in tur­ban gay,
				

				O kind black face, O crude, but ten­der hand,
				

				O fos­ter-moth­er in whose arms there lay
				

				The race whose sons are mas­ters of the land!
				

				It was thine arms that shel­tered in their fold,
				

				It was thine eyes that fol­lowed through the length
				

				Of in­fant days these sons. In times of old
				

				It was thy breast that nour­ished them to strength.
			

			
				So of­ten hast thou to thy bo­som pressed
				

				The gold­en head, the face and brow of snow;
				

				So of­ten has it ’gainst thy broad, dark breast
				

				Lain, set off like a quick­ened cameo.
				

				Thou sim­ple soul, as cud­dling down that babe
				

				With thy sweet croon, so plain­tive and so wild,
				

				Came ne’er the thought to thee, swift like a stab,
				

				That it some day might crush thine own black child?
			

		


			
				Father, Father Abraham

				(On the An­niver­sary of Lin­coln’s Birth)

			
			
				Fa­ther, Fa­ther Abra­ham,
				

				To­day look on us from above;
				

				On us, the off­spring of thy faith,
				

				The chil­dren of thy Christ-like love.
			

			
				For that which we have humbly wrought,
				

				Give us to­day thy kind­ly smile;
				

				Where­in we’ve failed or fall­en short,
				

				Bear with us, Fa­ther, yet awhile.
			

			
				Fa­ther, Fa­ther Abra­ham,
				

				To­day we lift our hearts to thee,
				

				Filled with the thought of what great price
				

				Was paid, that we might ran­somed be.
			

			
				To­day we con­se­crate our­selves
				

				Anew in hand and heart and brain,
				

				To send this judg­ment down the years:
				

				The ran­som was not paid in vain.
			

		


			Brothers

			
				See! There he stands; not brave, but with an air
				

				Of sullen stu­por. Mark him well! Is he
				

				Not more like brute than man? Look in his eye!
				

				No light is there; none, save the glint that shines
				

				In the now glar­ing, and now shift­ing orbs
				

				Of some wild an­i­mal caught in the hunter’s trap.
			

			
				How came this beast in hu­man shape and form?
				

				Speak, man!—We call you man be­cause you wear
				

				His shape—How are you thus? Are you not from
				

				That docile, child-like, ten­der-heart­ed race
				

				Which we have known three cen­turies? Not from
				

				That more than faith­ful race which through three wars
				

				Fed our dear wives and nursed our help­less babes
				

				With­out a sin­gle breach of trust? Speak out!
			

			
				I am, and am not.
			

			
				Then who, why are you?
			

			
				I am a thing not new, I am as old
				

				As hu­man na­ture. I am that which lurks,
				

				Ready to spring when­ev­er a bar is loosed;
				

				The an­cient trait which fights in­ces­sant­ly
				

				Against re­straint, balks at the up­ward climb;
				

				The weight for­ev­er seek­ing to obey
				

				The law of down­ward pull;—and I am more:
				

				The bit­ter fruit am I of plant­ed seed;
				

				The re­sul­tant, the in­evitable end
				

				Of evil forces and the pow­ers of wrong.
			

			
				Lessons in degra­da­tion, taught and learned,
				

				The mem­o­ries of cru­el sights and deeds,
				

				The pent-up bit­ter­ness, the un­spent hate
				

				Fil­tered through fif­teen gen­er­a­tions have
				

				Sprung up and found in me spo­radic life.
				

				In me the mut­tered curse of dy­ing men,
				

				On me the stain of con­quered wom­en, and
				

				Con­sum­ing me the fear­ful fires of lust,
				

				Lit long ago, by oth­er hands than mine.
				

				In me the down-crushed spir­it, the hurled-back prayers
				

				Of wretch­es now long dead—their dire be­quests—
				

				In me the echo of the sti­fled cry
				

				Of chil­dren for their bartered moth­ers’ breasts.
			

			
				I claim no race, no race claims me; I am
				

				No more than hu­man dregs; de­gen­er­ate;
				

				The mon­strous off­spring of the mon­ster, Sin;
				

				I am—just what I am. … The race that fed
				

				Your wives and nursed your babes would do the same
				

				To­day, but I—
				

				Enough, the brute must die!
				

				Quick! Chain him to that oak! It will re­sist
				

				The fire much longer than this slen­der pine.
				

				Now bring the fu­el! Pile it ’round him! Wait!
				

				Pile not so fast or high! or we shall lose
				

				The agony and ter­ror in his face.
				

				And now the torch! Good fu­el that! the flames
				

				Al­ready leap head-high. Ha! hear that shriek!
				

				And there’s an­oth­er! Wilder than the first.
				

				Fetch wa­ter! Wa­ter! Pour a lit­tle on
				

				The fire, lest it should burn too fast. Hold so!
				

				Now let it slow­ly blaze again. See there!
				

				He squirms! He groans! His eyes bulge wild­ly out,
				

				Search­ing around in vain ap­peal for help!
				

				An­oth­er shriek, the last! Watch how the flesh
				

				Grows crisp and hangs till, turned to ash, it sifts
				

				Down through the coils of chain that hold erect
				

				The ghast­ly frame against the bark-scorched tree.
			

			
				Stop! to each man no more than one man’s share.
				

				You take that bone, and you this tooth; the chain—
				

				Let us di­vide its links; this skull, of course,
				

				In fair di­vi­sion, to the lead­er comes.
			

			
				And now his fiendish crime has been avenged;
				

				Let us back to our wives and chil­dren.—Say,
				

				What did he mean by those last mut­tered words,
				

				“Broth­ers in spir­it, broth­ers in deed are we”?
			

		


			Fragment

			
				The hand of Fate can­not be stayed,
				

				The course of Fate can­not be steered,
				

				By all the gods that man has made,
				

				Nor all the dev­ils he has feared,
				

				Not by the prayers that might be prayed
				

				In all the tem­ples he has reared.
			

			
				See! In your very midst there dwell
				

				Ten thou­sand thou­sand blacks, a wedge
				

				Forged in the fur­naces of hell,
				

				And sharp­ened to a cru­el edge
				

				By wrong and by in­jus­tice fell,
				

				And driv­en by ha­tred as a sledge.
			

			
				A wedge so slen­der at the start—
				

				Just twen­ty slaves in shack­les bound—
				

				And yet, which split the land apart
				

				With shrieks of war and bat­tle sound,
				

				Which pierced the na­tion’s very heart,
				

				And still lies canker­ing in the wound.
			

			
				Not all the glo­ry of your pride,
				

				Pre­served in sto­ry and in song,
				

				Can from the judg­ing fu­ture hide,
				

				Through all the com­ing ages long,
				

				That though you brave­ly fought and died,
				

				You fought and died for what was wrong.
			

			
				’Tis fixed—for them that vi­o­late
				

				The eter­nal laws, naught shall avail
				

				Till they their er­ror ex­pi­ate;
				

				Nor shall their un­born chil­dren fail
				

				To pay the full re­quired weight
				

				In­to God’s great, unerring scale.
			

			
				Think not re­pen­tance can re­deem,
				

				That sin his wages can with­draw;
				

				No, think as well to change the scheme
				

				Of worlds that move in rev­er­ent awe;
				

				For­give­ness is an idle dream,
				

				God is not love, no, God is law.
			

		


			The White Witch

			
				O broth­ers mine, take care! Take care!
				

				The great white witch rides out to-night.
				

				Trust not your prow­ess nor your strength,
				

				Your on­ly safe­ty lies in flight;
				

				For in her glance there is a snare,
				

				And in her smile there is a blight.
			

			
				The great white witch you have not seen?
				

				Then, younger broth­ers mine, for­sooth,
				

				Like nurs­ery chil­dren you have looked
				

				For an­cient hag and snag­gle-tooth;
				

				But no, not so; the witch ap­pears
				

				In all the glow­ing charms of youth.
			

			
				Her lips are like car­na­tions, red,
				

				Her face like new-born lilies, fair,
				

				Her eyes like ocean wa­ters, blue,
				

				She moves with sub­tle grace and air,
				

				And all about her head there floats
				

				The gold­en glo­ry of her hair.
			

			
				But though she al­ways thus ap­pears
				

				In form of youth and mood of mirth,
				

				Un­num­bered cen­turies are hers,
				

				The in­fant plan­ets saw her birth;
				

				The child of throb­bing Life is she,
				

				Twin sis­ter to the greedy earth.
			

			
				And back be­hind those smil­ing lips,
				

				And down with­in those laugh­ing eyes,
				

				And un­der­neath the soft ca­ress
				

				Of hand and voice and purring sighs,
				

				The shad­ow of the pan­ther lurks,
				

				The spir­it of the vam­pire lies.
			

			
				For I have seen the great white witch,
				

				And she has led me to her lair,
				

				And I have kissed her red, red lips
				

				And cru­el face so white and fair;
				

				Around me she has twined her arms,
				

				And bound me with her yel­low hair.
			

			
				I felt those red lips burn and sear
				

				My body like a liv­ing coal;
				

				Obeyed the pow­er of those eyes
				

				As the nee­dle trem­bles to the pole;
				

				And did not care al­though I felt
				

				The strength go ebbing from my soul.
			

			
				Oh! she has seen your strong young limbs,
				

				And heard your laugh­ter loud and gay,
				

				And in your voic­es she has caught
				

				The echo of a far-off day,
				

				When man was clos­er to the earth;
				

				And she has marked you for her prey.
			

			
				She feels the old An­taean strength
				

				In you, the great dy­nam­ic beat
				

				Of pri­mal pas­sions, and she sees
				

				In you the last be­sieged re­treat
				

				Of love re­lent­less, lusty, fierce,
				

				Love pain-ec­stat­ic, cru­el-sweet.
			

			
				O, broth­ers mine, take care! Take care!
				

				The great white witch rides out to-night.
				

				O, younger broth­ers mine, be­ware!
				

				Look not up­on her beau­ty bright;
				

				For in her glance there is a snare,
				

				And in her smile there is a blight.
			

		


			Mother Night

			
				Eter­ni­ties be­fore the first-born day,
				

				Or ere the first sun fledged his wings of flame,
				

				Calm Night, the ev­er­last­ing and the same,
				

				A brood­ing moth­er over chaos lay.
				

				And whirling suns shall blaze and then de­cay,
				

				Shall run their fiery cour­ses and then claim
				

				The haven of the dark­ness whence they came;
				

				Back to Nir­van­ic peace shall grope their way.
			

			
				So when my fee­ble sun of life burns out,
				

				And sound­ed is the hour for my long sleep,
				

				I shall, full weary of the fever­ish light,
				

				Wel­come the dark­ness with­out fear or doubt,
				

				And heavy-lid­ded, I shall soft­ly creep
				

				In­to the qui­et bo­som of the Night.
			

		


			The Young Warrior

			
				Moth­er, shed no mourn­ful tears,
				

				But gird me on my sword;
				

				And give no ut­ter­ance to thy fears,
				

				But bless me with thy word.
			

			
				The lines are drawn! The fight is on!
				

				A cause is to be won!
				

				Moth­er, look not so white and wan;
				

				Give God­speed to thy son.
			

			
				Now let thine eyes my way pur­sue
				

				Where’er my foot­steps fare;
				

				And when they lead be­yond thy view,
				

				Send af­ter me a prayer.
			

			
				But pray not to de­fend from harm,
				

				Nor dan­ger to dis­pel;
				

				Pray, rather, that with stead­fast arm
				

				I fight the bat­tle well.
			

			
				Pray, moth­er of mine, that I al­ways keep
				

				My heart and pur­pose strong,
				

				My sword un­sul­lied and ready to leap
				

				Un­sheathed against the wrong.
			

		


			The Glory of the Day Was in Her Face

			
				The glo­ry of the day was in her face,
				

				The beau­ty of the night was in her eyes.
				

				And over all her love­li­ness, the grace
				

				Of Morn­ing blush­ing in the ear­ly skies.
			

			
				And in her voice, the call­ing of the dove;
				

				Like mu­sic of a sweet, melo­di­ous part.
				

				And in her smile, the break­ing light of love;
				

				And all the gen­tle virtues in her heart.
			

			
				And now the glo­ri­ous day, the beau­teous night,
				

				The birds that sig­nal to their mates at dawn,
				

				To my dull ears, to my tear-blind­ed sight
				

				Are one with all the dead, since she is gone.
			

		


			From the Spanish

			
				Twen­ty years go by on noise­less feet,
				

				He re­turns, and once again they meet,
				

				She ex­claims, “Good heav­ens! and is that he?”
				

				He mut­ters, “My God! and that is she!”
			

		


			Before a Painting

			
				I knew not who had wrought with skill so fine
				

				What I be­held; nor by what laws of art
				

				He had cre­at­ed life and love and heart
				

				On can­vas, from mere col­or, curve and line.
				

				Silent I stood and made no move or sign;
				

				Not with the crowd, but rev­er­ent­ly apart;
				

				Nor felt the pow­er my root­ed limbs to start,
				

				But mute­ly gazed up­on that face di­vine.
			

			
				And over me the sense of beau­ty fell,
				

				As mu­sic over a rap­tured lis­ten­er to
				

				The deep-voiced or­gan breath­ing out a hymn;
				

				Or as on one who kneels, his beads to tell,
				

				There falls the au­re­ate glo­ry fil­tered through
				

				The win­dows in some old cathe­dral dim.
			

		


			I Hear the Stars Still Singing

			
				I hear the stars still singing
				

				To the beau­ti­ful, silent night,
				

				As they speed with noise­less wing­ing
				

				Their ev­er west­ward flight.
				

				I hear the waves still fall­ing
				

				On the stretch of lone­ly shore,
				

				But the sound of a sweet voice call­ing
				

				I shall hear, alas! no more.
			

		


			Girl of Fifteen

			
				Girl of fif­teen,
				

				I see you each morn­ing from my win­dow
				

				As you pass on your way to school.
				

				I do more than see, I watch you.
				

				I furtive­ly draw the cur­tain aside.
				

				And my heart leaps through my eyes
				

				And fol­lows you down the street;
				

				Leav­ing me be­hind, half-hid
				

				And whol­ly ashamed.
			

			
				What holds me back,
				

				Half-hid be­hind the cur­tains and whol­ly ashamed,
				

				But my forty years be­yond your fif­teen?
			

			
				Girl of fif­teen, as you pass
				

				There pass­es, too, a light­ning flash of time
				

				In which you lift those forty sum­mers off my head,
				

				And take those forty win­ters out of my heart.
			

		


			The Suicide

			
				For fifty years,
				

				Cru­el, in­sa­tiable Old World,
				

				You have punched me over the heart
				

				Till you made me cough blood.
				

				The few pal­try things I gath­ered
				

				You snatched out of my hands.
				

				You have knocked the cup from my thirsty lips.
				

				You have laughed at my hunger of body and soul.
			

			
				You look at me now and think,
				

				“He is still strong,
				

				There ought to be twen­ty more years of good punch­ing there.
				

				At the end of that time he will be old and bro­ken,
				

				Not able to strike back,
				

				But cring­ing and cry­ing for leave
				

				To live a lit­tle longer.”
			

			
				Those twen­ty, piti­ful, ex­tra years
				

				Would please you more than the fifty past,
				

				Would they not, Old World?
				

				Well, I hold them up be­fore your greedy eyes,
				

				And snatch them away as I laugh in your face,
				

				Ha! Ha!
				

				Bang—!
			

		


			Down by the Carib Sea

			
				
					I

					Sun­rise in the Trop­ics

				
				
					Sol, Sol, mighty lord of the trop­ic zone,
					

					Here I wait with the trem­bling stars
					

					To see thee once more take thy throne.
				

				
					There the pa­tient palm tree watch­ing
					

					Waits to say, “Good morn” to thee,
					

					And a throb of ex­pec­ta­tion
					

					Puls­es through the earth and me.
				

				
					Now, o’er na­ture falls a hush,
					

					Look! the East is all a-blush;
					

					And a grow­ing crim­son crest
					

					Dims the late stars in the west;
					

					Now, a flood of gold­en light
					

					Sweeps across the sil­ver night,
					

					Swift the pale moon fades away
					

					Be­fore the light-girt King of Day,
					

					See! the mir­a­cle is done!
					

					Once more be­hold! The Sun!
				

			




				
					II

					Los Cigar­il­los

				
				
					This is the land of the dark-eyed gente,
					

					Of the dolce far niente,
					

					Where we dream away
					

					Both the night and day,
					

					At night-time in sleep our dreams we in­voke,
					

					Our dreams come by day through the redo­lent smoke,
					

					As it lazi­ly curls,
					

					And slow­ly un­furls
					

					From our lips,
					

					And the tips
					

					Of our fra­grant cigar­il­los.
					

					For life in the trop­ics is on­ly a joke,
					

					So we pass it in dreams, and we pass it in smoke,
					

					Smoke—smoke—smoke.
				

				
					Trop­i­cal con­sti­tu­tions
					

					Call for oc­ca­sion­al rev­o­lu­tions;
					

					But af­ter that’s through,
					

					Why there’s noth­ing to do
					

					But smoke—smoke;
				

				
					For life in the trop­ics is on­ly a joke,
					

					So we pass it in dreams, and we pass it in smoke,
					

					Smoke—smoke—smoke.
				

			




				
					III

					Teestay

				
				
					Of trop­ic sen­sa­tions, the worst
					

					Is, sin du­da, the trop­i­cal thirst.
				

				
					When it starts in your throat and con­stant­ly grows,
					

					Till you feel that it reach­es down to your toes,
					

					When your mouth tastes like fur
					

					And your tongue turns to dust,
					

					There’s but one thing to do,
					

					And do it you must,
					

					Drink teestay.
				

				
					Teestay, a drink with a his­to­ry,
					

					A de­li­cious, de­lec­ta­ble mys­tery,
					

					“Cin­co cen­tavos el va­so, señor,”
					

					If you take one, you will sure­ly want more.
				

				
					Teestay, teestay,
					

					The na­tion­al drink on a feast day;
					

					How it cool­ing­ly tick­les,
					

					As down­ward it trick­les,
					

					Teestay, teestay.
				

				
					And you wish, as you take it down at a quaff,
					

					That your neck was con­struct­ed à la gi­raffe.
					

					Teestay, teestay.
				

			




				
					IV

					The Lot­tery Girl

				
				
					“Lot­tery, lot­tery,
					

					Take a chance at the lot­tery?
					

					Take a tick­et,
					

					Or, bet­ter, take two;
					

					Who knows what the fu­ture
					

					May hold for you?
					

					Lot­tery, lot­tery,
					

					Take a chance at the lot­tery?”
				

				
					Oh, limpid-eyed girl,
					

					I would take ev­ery chance,
					

					If on­ly the prize
					

					Were a love-flash­ing glance
					

					From your fath­om­less eyes.
				

				
					“Lot­tery, lot­tery,
					

					Try your luck at the lot­tery?
					

					Con­sid­er the size
					

					Of the cap­i­tal prize,
					

					And take tick­ets
					

					For the lot­tery.
					

					Tick­ets, señor? Tick­ets, señor?
					

					Take a chance at the lot­tery?”
				

				
					Oh, crim­son-lipped girl,
					

					With the mag­i­cal smile,
					

					I would count that the gam­ble
					

					Were well worth the while,
					

					Not a chance would I miss,
					

					If on­ly the prize
					

					Were a hon­ey-bee kiss
					

					Gath­ered in sips
					

					From those full-ripened lips,
					

					And a love-flash­ing glance
					

					From your eyes.
				

			




				
					V

					The Danc­ing Girl

				
				
					Do you know what it is to dance?
					

					Per­haps, you do know, in a fash­ion;
					

					But by danc­ing I mean,
					

					Not what’s gen­er­al­ly seen,
					

					But danc­ing of fire and pas­sion,
					

					Of fire and deliri­ous pas­sion.
				

				
					With a dusky-haired señori­ta,
					

					Her dark, misty eyes near your own,
					

					And her scar­let-red mouth,
					

					Like a rose of the south,
					

					The red­dest that ev­er was grown,
					

					So close that you catch
					

					Her quick-pant­ing breath
					

					As across your own face it is blown,
					

					With a sigh, and a moan.
				

				
					Ah! that is danc­ing,
					

					As here by the Carib it’s known.
				

				
					Now, whirling and twirling
					

					Like fu­ries we go;
					

					Now, soft and ca­ress­ing
					

					And sin­u­ous­ly slow;
					

					With an un­du­lat­ing mo­tion,
					

					Like waves on a breeze-kissed ocean:—
					

					And the scar­let-red mouth
					

					Is near­er your own,
					

					And the dark, misty eyes
					

					Still soft­er have grown.
				

				
					Ah! that is danc­ing, that is lov­ing,
					

					As here by the Carib they’re known.
				

			




				
					VI

					Sun­set in the Trop­ics

				
				
					A sil­ver flash from the sink­ing sun,
					

					Then a shot of crim­son across the sky
					

					That, burst­ing, lets a thou­sand col­ors fly
					

					And ri­ot among the clouds; they run,
					

					Deep­en­ing in pur­ple, flam­ing in gold,
					

					Chang­ing, and open­ing fold af­ter fold,
					

					Then fad­ing through all of the tints of the rose in­to gray,
					

					Till, tak­ing quick fright at the com­ing night,
					

					They rush out down the west,
					

					In hur­ried quest
					

					Of the flee­ing day.
				

				
					Now above where the tardi­est col­or flares a mo­ment yet,
					

					One point of light, now two, now three are set
					

					To form the star­ry stairs—
					

					And, in her fire-fly crown,
					

					Queen Night, on vel­vet slip­pered feet, comes soft­ly down.
				

			




			And the Greatest of These Is War

			
				Around the coun­cil-board of Hell, with Sa­tan at their head,
				

				The Three Great Scourges of hu­man­i­ty sat.
				

				Gaunt Famine, with hol­low cheek and voice, arose and spoke—
				

				“O, Prince, I have stalked the earth,
				

				And my vic­tims by ten thou­sands I have slain,
				

				I have smit­ten old and young.
				

				Mouths of the help­less old moan­ing for bread, I have filled with dust;
				

				And I have laughed to see a cry­ing babe tug at the shriv­el­ing breast
				

				Of its moth­er, dead and cold.
				

				I have heard the cries and prayers of men go up to a tear­less sky,
				

				And fall back up­on an earth of ash­es;
				

				But, heed­less, I have gone on with my work.
				

				’Tis thus, O, Prince, that I have scourged mankind.”
			

			
				And Sa­tan nod­ded his head.
			

			
				Pale Pesti­lence, with stench­ful breath, then spoke and said—
				

				“Great Prince, my broth­er, Famine, at­tacks the poor.
				

				He is most ter­ri­ble against the help­less and the old.
				

				But I have made a char­nel-house of the might­i­est cities of men.
				

				When I strike, nei­ther their stores of gold or of grain avail.
				

				With a breath I lay low their strong­est, and with­er up their fairest.
				

				I come up­on them with­out warn­ing, lanc­ing in­vis­i­ble death.
				

				From me they flee with eyes and mouths dis­tend­ed;
				

				I poi­son the air for which they gasp, and I strike them down flee­ing.
				

				’Tis thus, great Prince, that I have scourged mankind.”
			

			
				And Sa­tan nod­ded his head.
			

			
				Then the red mon­ster, War, rose up and spoke—
				

				His blood-shot eyes glared ’round him, and his thun­der­ing voice
				

				Echoed through the murky vaults of Hell.—
				

				“O, mighty Prince, my broth­ers, Famine and Pesti­lence,
				

				Have slain their thou­sands and ten thou­sands—true;
				

				But the greater their vic­to­ries have been,
				

				The more have they wak­ened in Man’s breast
				

				The God-like at­tributes of sym­pa­thy, of broth­er­hood and love
				

				And made of him a searcher af­ter wis­dom.
				

				But I arouse in Man the de­mon and the brute,
				

				I plant black ha­tred in his heart and red re­venge.
				

				From the sum­mit of fifty thou­sand years of up­ward climb
				

				I haul him down to the lev­el of the start, back to the wolf.
				

				I give him claws.
				

				I set his teeth in­to his broth­er’s throat.
				

				I make him drunk with his broth­er’s blood.
				

				And I laugh ho! ho! while he de­stroys him­self.
				

				O, mighty Prince, not on­ly do I slay,
				

				But I draw Man hell­ward.”
			

			
				And Sa­tan smiled, stretched out his hand, and said—
				

				“O War, of all the scourges of hu­man­i­ty, I crown you chief.”
			

			
				And Hell rang with the ac­cla­ma­tion of the Fiends.
			

		


			A Mid-Day Dreamer

			
				I love to sit alone, and dream,
				

				And dream, and dream;
				

				In fan­cy’s boat to soft­ly glide
				

				Along some stream
				

				Where fairy palaces of gold
				

				And crys­tal bright
				

				Stand all along the glis­ten­ing shore:
				

				A won­drous sight.
			

			
				My craft is built of ivory,
				

				With sil­ver oars,
				

				The sails are spun of gold­en threads,
				

				And price­less stores
				

				Of pre­cious gems adorn its prow,
				

				And ’round its mast
				

				An hun­dred silken cords are set
				

				To hold it fast.
			

			
				My gal­ley-slaves are spright­ly elves
				

				Who, as they row,
				

				And as their shin­ing oars they swing
				

				Them to and fro,
				

				Keep time to mu­sic waft­ed on
				

				The scent­ed air,
				

				Made by the mer­maids as they comb
				

				Their gold­en hair.
			

			
				And I the while lie idly back,
				

				And dream, and dream,
				

				And let them row me where they will
				

				Ad­own the stream.
			

		


			The Temptress

			
				Old Dev­il, when you come with horns and tail,
				

				With di­a­bol­ic grin and crafty leer;
				

				I say, such bo­gey-man de­vices whol­ly fail
				

				To wak­en in my heart a sin­gle fear.
			

			
				But when you wear a form I know so well,
				

				A form so hu­man, yet so near di­vine;
				

				’Tis then I fall be­neath the mag­ic of your spell,
				

				’Tis then I know the van­tage is not mine.
			

			
				Ah! when you take your horns from off your head,
				

				And soft and fra­grant hair is in their place;
				

				I must ad­mit I fear the tan­gled path I tread
				

				When that dear head is laid against my face.
			

			
				And at what time you change your bale­ful eyes
				

				For stars that melt in­to the gloom of night,
				

				All of my courage, my dear fel­low, quick­ly flies;
				

				I know my chance is slim to win the fight.
			

			
				And when, in­stead of charg­ing down to wreck
				

				Me on a red-hot pitch­fork in your hand,
				

				You throw a pair of slen­der arms about my neck,
				

				I dare not trust the ground on which I stand.
			

			
				Whene’er in place of us­ing patent wile,
				

				Or try­ing to fright­en me with hor­rid grin,
				

				You tempt me with two crim­son lips curved in a smile;
				

				Old Dev­il, I must re­al­ly own, you win.
			

		


			Ghosts of the Old Year

			
				The snow has ceased its flut­ter­ing flight,
				

				The wind sunk to a whis­per light,
				

				An omi­nous still­ness fills the night,
				

				A pause—a hush.
				

				At last, a sound that breaks the spell,
				

				Loud, clang­ing mouthings of a bell,
				

				That through the si­lence peal and swell,
				

				And roll, and rush.
			

			
				What does this brazen tongue de­clare,
				

				That fall­ing on the mid­night air
				

				Brings to my heart a sense of care
				

				Akin to fright?
				

				’Tis telling that the year is dead,
				

				The New Year come, the Old Year fled,
				

				An­oth­er leaf be­fore me spread
				

				On which to write.
			

			
				It tells the deeds that were not done,
				

				It tells of races nev­er run,
				

				Of vic­to­ries that were not won,
				

				Bar­ri­ers un­leaped.
				

				It tells of many a squan­dered day,
				

				Of slight­ed gems and trea­sured clay,
				

				Of pre­cious stores not laid away,
				

				Of fields un­reaped.
			

			
				And so the years go swift­ly by,
				

				Each, com­ing, brings am­bi­tions high,
				

				And each, de­part­ing, leaves a sigh
				

				Linked to the past.
				

				Large res­o­lu­tions, lit­tle deeds;
				

				Thus, filled with aims un­reached, life speeds
				

				Un­til the blot­ted record reads,
				

				“Fail­ure!” at last.
			

		


			The Ghost of Deacon Brown

			
				In a back­woods town
				

				Lived Dea­con Brown,
				

				And he was a miser old;
				

				He would trust no bank,
				

				So he dug, and sank
				

				In the ground a box of gold,
				

				Down deep in the ground a box of gold.
			

			
				He hid his gold,
				

				As has been told,
				

				He re­mem­bered that he did it;
				

				But sad to say,
				

				On the very next day,
				

				He for­got just where he hid it:
				

				To find his gold he tried and tried
				

				Till he grew faint and sick, and died.
			

			
				Then on each dark and gloomy night
				

				A form in phos­pho­res­cent white,
				

				A gen­uine hair-rais­ing sight,
				

				Would wan­der through the town.
				

				And as it slow­ly roamed around,
				

				With a spade it dug each foot of ground;
				

				So the folks about
				

				Said there was no doubt
				

				’Twas the ghost of Dea­con Brown.
			

			
				Around the church
				

				This Ghost would search,
				

				And when­ev­er it would see
				

				The passers-by
				

				Take wings and fly
				

				It would laugh in ghost­ly glee,
				

				Hee, hee!—it would laugh in ghost­ly glee.
			

			
				And so the town
				

				Went quick­ly down,
				

				For they said that it was haunt­ed;
				

				And doors and gates,
				

				So the sto­ry states,
				

				Bore a no­tice, “Ten­ants want­ed.”
			

			
				And the town is now for let,
				

				But the ghost is dig­ging yet.
			

		


			“Lazy”

			
				Some men en­joy the con­stant strife
				

				Of days with work and wor­ry rife,
				

				But that is not my dream of life:
				

				I think such men are crazy.
				

				For me, a life with wor­ries few,
				

				A job of noth­ing much to do,
				

				Just pelf enough to see me through:
				

				I fear that I am lazy.
			

			
				On win­ter morn­ings cold and drear,
				

				When six o’clock alarms I hear,
				

				’Tis then I love to shift my ear,
				

				And hug my downy pil­lows.
				

				When in the shade it’s nine­ty-three,
				

				No job in town looks good to me,
				

				I’d rather loaf down by the sea,
				

				And watch the foam­ing bil­lows.
			

			
				Some peo­ple think the world’s a school,
				

				Where la­bor is the on­ly rule;
				

				But I’ll not make my­self a mule,
				

				And don’t you ev­er doubt it.
				

				I know that work may have its use,
				

				But still I feel that’s no ex­cuse
				

				For turn­ing it in­to abuse;
				

				What do you think about it?
			

			
				Let oth­ers fume and sweat and boil,
				

				And scratch and dig for gold­en spoil,
				

				And live the life of work and toil,
				

				Their lives to la­bor giv­ing.
				

				But what is gold when life is sped,
				

				And life is short, as has been said,
				

				And we are such a long time dead,
				

				I’ll spend my life in liv­ing.
			

		


			Omar

			
				Old Omar, jol­ly scep­tic, it may be
				

				That, af­ter all, you found the mag­ic key
				

				To life and all its mys­tery, and I
				

				Must own you have al­most per­suad­ed me.
			

		


			Deep in the Quiet Wood

			
				Are you bowed down in heart?
				

				Do you but hear the clash­ing dis­cords and the din of life?
				

				Then come away, come to the peace­ful wood,
				

				Here bathe your soul in si­lence. Lis­ten! Now,
				

				From out the pal­pi­tat­ing soli­tude
				

				Do you not catch, yet faint, elu­sive strains?
				

				They are above, around, with­in you, ev­ery­where.
				

				Silent­ly lis­ten! Clear, and still more clear, they come.
				

				They bub­ble up in rip­pling notes, and swell in singing tones.
				

				Now let your soul run the whole gamut of the won­drous scale
				

				Un­til, re­spon­sive to the ton­ic chord,
				

				It touch­es the di­a­pa­son of God’s grand cathe­dral or­gan,
				

				Fill­ing earth for you with heav­en­ly peace
				

				And holy har­monies.
			

		


			Voluptas

			
				To chase a nev­er-reached mi­rage
				

				Across the hot, white sand,
				

				And choke and die, while gaz­ing on
				

				Its green and wa­tered strand.
			

		


			The Word of an Engineer

			
				“She’s built of steel
				

				From deck to keel,
				

				And bolt­ed strong and tight;
				

				In scorn she’ll sail
				

				The fiercest gale,
				

				And pierce the dark­est night.
			

			
				“The builder’s art
				

				Has proved each part
				

				Through­out her breadth and length;
				

				Deep in the hulk,
				

				Of her mighty bulk,
				

				Ten thou­sand Ti­tans’ strength.”
			

			
				The tem­pest howls,
				

				The Ice Wolf prowls,
				

				The winds they shift and veer,
				

				But calm I sleep,
				

				And faith I keep
				

				In the word of an en­gi­neer.
			

			
				Along the trail
				

				Of the slen­der rail
				

				The train, like a night­mare, flies
				

				And dash­es on
				

				Through the black-mouthed yawn
				

				Where the cav­ernous tun­nel lies.
			

			
				Over the ridge,
				

				Across the bridge,
				

				Swung twixt the sky and hell,
				

				On an iron thread
				

				Spun from the head
				

				Of the man in a draughts­man’s cell.
			

			
				And so we ride
				

				Over land and tide,
				

				With­out a thought of fear—
				

				
					Man nev­er had
				
				

				
					The faith in God
				
				

				
					That he has in an en­gi­neer!
				
			

		


			Life

			
				Out of the in­fi­nite sea of eter­ni­ty
				

				To climb, and for an in­stant stand
				

				Up­on an is­land speck of time.
			

			
				From the im­pas­si­ble peace of the dark­ness
				

				To wake, and blink at the gar­ish light
				

				Through one short hour of fret­ful­ness.
			

		


			Sleep

			
				O Sleep, thou kind­est min­is­ter to man,
				

				Silent dis­tiller of the balm of rest,
				

				How won­der­ful thy pow­er, when naught else can,
				

				To soothe the torn and sor­row-laden breast!
				

				When bleed­ing hearts no com­forter can find,
				

				When bur­dened souls droop un­der weight of woe,
				

				When thought is tor­ture to the trou­bled mind,
				

				When grief-re­liev­ing tears refuse to flow;
				

				’Tis then thou comest on soft-beat­ing wings,
				

				And sweet obliv­ion’s peace from them is shed;
				

				But ah, the old pain that the wak­ing brings!
				

				That lives again so soon as thou art fled!
			

			
				Man, why should thought of death cause thee to weep;
				

				Since death be but an end­less, dream­less sleep?
			

		


			Prayer at Sunrise

			
				O mighty, pow­er­ful, dark-dis­pelling sun,
				

				Now thou art risen, and thy day be­gun.
				

				How shrink the shroud­ing mists be­fore thy face,
				

				As up thou spring’st to thy di­ur­nal race!
				

				How dark­ness chas­es dark­ness to the west,
				

				As shades of light on light rise ra­di­ant from thy crest!
				

				For thee, great source of strength, em­blem of might,
				

				In hours of dark­est gloom there is no night.
				

				Thou shinest on though clouds hide thee from sight,
				

				And through each break thou send­est down thy light.
			

			
				O greater Mak­er of this Thy great sun,
				

				Give me the strength this one day’s race to run,
				

				Fill me with light, fill me with sun-like strength,
				

				Fill me with joy to rob the day its length.
				

				Light from with­in, light that will out­ward shine,
				

				Strength to make strong some weak­er heart than mine,
				

				Joy to make glad each soul that feels its touch;
				

				Great Fa­ther of the sun, I ask this much.
			

		


			The Gift to Sing

			
				Some­times the mist over­hangs my path,
				

				And black­en­ing clouds about me cling;
				

				But, oh, I have a mag­ic way
				

				To turn the gloom to cheer­ful day—
				

				I soft­ly sing.
			

			
				And if the way grows dark­er still,
				

				Shad­owed by Sor­row’s somber wing,
				

				With glad de­fi­ance in my throat,
				

				I pierce the dark­ness with a note,
				

				And sing, and sing.
			

			
				I brood not over the bro­ken past,
				

				Nor dread what­ev­er time may bring;
				

				No nights are dark, no days are long,
				

				While in my heart there swells a song,
				

				And I can sing.
			

		


			Morning, Noon and Night

			
				When morn­ing shows her first faint flush,
				

				I think of the ten­der blush
				

				That crept so gen­tly to your cheek
				

				When first my love I dared to speak;
				

				How, in your glance, a dawn­ing ray
				

				Gave prom­ise of love’s per­fect day.
			

			
				When, in the ar­dent breath of noon,
				

				The ros­es with pas­sion swoon;
				

				There steals up­on me from the air
				

				The scent that lurked with­in your hair;
				

				I touch your hand, I clasp your form—
				

				Again your lips are close and warm.
			

			
				When comes the night with beau­teous skies,
				

				I think of your tear-dimmed eyes,
				

				Their mute en­treaty that I stay,
				

				Al­though your lips sent me away;
				

				And then falls mem­o­ry’s bit­ter blight,
				

				And dark—so dark be­comes the night.
			

		


			Her Eyes Twin Pools

			
				Her eyes, twin pools of mys­tic light,
				

				The blend of star-sheen and black night;
				

				O’er which, to sound their glam­our­ing haze,
				

				A man might bend, and vain­ly gaze.
			

			
				Her eyes, twin pools so dark and deep,
				

				In which life’s an­cient mys­ter­ies sleep;
				

				Where­in, to seek the quest­ed goal,
				

				A man might plunge, and lose his soul.
			

		


			The Awakening

			
				I dreamed that I was a rose
				

				That grew be­side a lone­ly way,
				

				Close by a path none ev­er chose,
				

				And there I lin­gered day by day.
				

				Be­neath the sun­shine and the show’r
				

				I grew and wait­ed there apart,
				

				Gath­er­ing per­fume hour by hour,
				

				And stor­ing it with­in my heart,
				

				Yet, nev­er knew,
				

				Just why I wait­ed there and grew.
			

			
				I dreamed that you were a bee
				

				That one day gai­ly flew along,
				

				You came across the hedge to me,
				

				And sang a soft, love-bur­dened song.
				

				You brushed my petals with a kiss,
				

				I woke to glad­ness with a start,
				

				And yield­ed up to you in bliss
				

				The trea­sured fra­grance of my heart;
				

				And then I knew
				

				That I had wait­ed there for you.
			

		


			Beauty That Is Never Old

			
				When buf­fet­ed and beat­en by life’s storms,
				

				When by the bit­ter cares of life op­pressed,
				

				I want no sur­er haven than your arms,
				

				I want no sweet­er heav­en than your breast.
			

			
				When over my life’s way there falls the blight
				

				Of sun­less days, and nights of star­less skies;
				

				Enough for me, the calm and stead­fast light
				

				That soft­ly shines with­in your lov­ing eyes.
			

			
				The world, for me, and all the world can hold
				

				Is cir­cled by your arms; for me there lies,
				

				With­in the lights and shad­ows of your eyes,
				

				The on­ly beau­ty that is nev­er old.
			

		


			Venus in a Garden

			
				’Twas at ear­ly morn­ing,
				

				The dawn was blush­ing in her pur­ple bed,
				

				When in a sweet, em­bow­ered gar­den
				

				She, the fairest of the god­dess­es,
				

				The love­ly Venus,
				

				Roamed amongst the ros­es white and red.
				

				She sought for flow­ers
				

				To make a gar­land
				

				For her gold­en head.
			

			
				Snow-white ros­es, blood-red ros­es,
				

				In that sweet gar­den close,
				

				Of­fered in­cense to the god­dess:
				

				Both the white and the crim­son rose.
			

			
				White ros­es, red ros­es, blos­som­ing:
				

				But the fair Venus knew
				

				The crim­son ros­es had gained their hue
				

				From the hearts that for love had bled;
				

				And the god­dess made a gar­land
				

				Gath­ered from the ros­es red.
			

		


			Vashti

			
				I some­times take you in my dreams to a far-off land I used to know,
				

				Back in the ages long ago; a land of palms and lan­guid streams.
			

			
				A land, by night, of jew­eled skies, by day, of shores that glis­tened bright,
				

				With­in whose arms, out­stretched and white, a sap­phire sea lay cres­cent-wise.
			

			
				Where twi­light fell like sil­ver floss, where rose the gold­en moon half-hid
				

				Be­hind a shad­owy pyra­mid; a land be­neath the South­ern Cross.
			

			
				And there the days dreamed in their flight, each one a po­em chant­ed through,
				

				Which at its close was merged in­to the mut­ed mu­sic of the night.
			

			
				And you were a princess in those days. And I—I was your serv­ing lad.
				

				But who ev­er served with heart so glad, or lived so for a word of praise?
			

			
				And if that word you chanced to speak, how all my sens­es swayed and reeled,
				

				Till low be­side your feet I kneeled, with hap­pi­ness o’er­wrought and weak.
			

			
				If, when your gold­en cup I bore, you deigned to low­er your eyes to mine,
				

				Eyes cold, yet fer­vid, like the wine, I knew not how to wish for more.
			

			
				I trem­bled at the thought to dare to gaze up­on, to scru­ti­nize
				

				The deep-sea mys­tery of your eyes, the sun-lit splen­dor of your hair.
			

			
				To let my timid glances rest up­on you long enough to note
				

				How fair and slen­der was your throat, how white the prom­ise of your breast.
			

			
				But though I did not dare to chance a lin­ger­ing look, an open gaze
				

				Up­on your beau­ty’s blind­ing rays, I ven­tured many a stolen glance.
			

			
				I fan­cy, too, (but could not state what trick of mind the fan­cy caused)
				

				At times your eyes up­on me paused, and marked my fig­ure lithe and straight.
			

			
				Once when my eyes met yours it seemed that in your cheek, de­spite your pride,
				

				A flush arose and swift­ly died; or was it some­thing that I dreamed?
			

			
				With­in your ra­di­ance like the star of morn­ing, there I stood and served,
				

				Close by, un­heed­ed, un­ob­served. You were so near, and, yet, so far.
			

			
				Ah! just to stretch my hand and touch the musky san­dals on your feet!—
				

				My break­ing heart! of rap­ture sweet it nev­er could have held so much.
			

			
				Oh, beau­ty-haunt­ed mem­o­ry! Your face so proud, your eyes so calm,
				

				Your body like a slim young palm, and sin­u­ous as a wil­low tree.
			

			
				Caught up be­neath your slen­der arms, and gir­dled ’round your sup­ple waist,
				

				A robe of cu­ri­ous silk that graced, but on­ly scarce con­cealed your charms.
			

			
				A gold­en band about your head, a crim­son jew­el at your throat
				

				Which, when the sun­light on it smote, turned to a liv­ing heart and bled.
			

			
				But, oh, that mys­tic bleed­ing stone, that work of Na­ture’s mag­ic art,
				

				Which mim­icked so a wound­ed heart, could nev­er bleed as did my own!
			

			
				Now af­ter ages long and sad, in this stern land we meet anew;
				

				No more a princess proud are you, and I—I am no serv­ing lad.
			

			
				And yet, di­vid­ing us, I meet a wider gulf than that which stood
				

				Be­tween a princess of the blood and him who served low at her feet.
			

		


			The Reward

			
				No greater earth­ly boon than this I crave,
				

				That those who some day gath­er ’round my grave,
				

				In place of tears, may whis­per of me then,
				

				“He sang a song that reached the hearts of men.”
			

		


			Sence You Went Away

			
				Seems lak to me de stars don’t shine so bright,
				

				Seems lak to me de sun done loss his light,
				

				Seems lak to me der’s noth­in’ goin’ right,
				

				Sence you went away.
			

			
				Seems lak to me de sky ain’t half so blue,
				

				Seems lak to me dat ev’ything wants you,
				

				Seems lak to me I don’t know what to do,
				

				Sence you went away.
			

			
				Seems lak to me dat ev’ything is wrong,
				

				Seems lak to me de day’s jes twice as long,
				

				Seems lak to me de bird’s for­got his song,
				

				Sence you went away.
			

			
				Seems lak to me I jes can’t he’p but sigh,
				

				Seems lak to me ma th’oat keeps git­tin’ dry,
				

				Seems lak to me a tear stays in ma eye,
				

				Sence you went away.
			

		


			
				Ma Lady’s Lips Am Like de Honey

				(Ne­gro Love Song)

			
			
				Breeze a-sigh­in’ and a-blowin’,
				

				South­ern sum­mer night.
				

				Stars a-gleamin’ and a-glowin’,
				

				Moon jes shinin’ right.
				

				Strollin’, like all lovers do,
				

				Down de lane wid Lindy Lou;
				

				Hon­ey on her lips to waste;
				

				’Speck I’m gwine to steal a taste.
			

			
				Oh, ma la­dy’s lips am like de hon­ey,
				

				Ma la­dy’s lips am like de rose;
				

				An’ I’m jes like de lit­tle bee a-buzzin’
				

				’Round de flow­er wha’ de nec­tah grows.
				

				Ma la­dy’s lips dey smile so temptin’,
				

				Ma la­dy’s teeth so white dey shine,
				

				Oh, ma la­dy’s lips so tan­ta­lizin’,
				

				Ma la­dy’s lips so close to mine.
			

			
				Bird a-whistlin’ and a-swayin’
				

				In de live-oak tree;
				

				Seems to me he keeps a-sayin’,
				

				“Kiss dat gal fo’ me.”
				

				Look heah, Mis­ter Mockin’ Bird,
				

				Gwine to take you at yo’ word;
				

				If I meets ma Wa­ter­loo,
				

				Gwine to blame it all on you.
			

			
				Oh, ma la­dy’s lips am like de hon­ey,
				

				Ma la­dy’s lips am like de rose;
				

				An’ I’m jes like de lit­tle bee a-buzzin’
				

				’Round de flow­er wha’ de nec­tah grows.
				

				Ma la­dy’s lips dey smile so temptin’,
				

				Ma la­dy’s teeth so white dey shine,
				

				Oh, ma la­dy’s lips so tan­ta­lizin’,
				

				Ma la­dy’s lips so close to mine.
			

			
				Hon­ey in de rose, I spose, is
				

				Put der fo’ de bee;
				

				Hon­ey on her lips, I knows, is
				

				Put der jes fo’ me.
				

				Seen a sparkle in her eye,
				

				Heard her heave a lit­tle sigh;
				

				Felt her kinder squeeze ma han’,
				

				’Nuff to make me un­der­stan’.
			

		


			
				Tunk

				(A Lec­ture on Mod­ern Ed­u­ca­tion)

			
			
				Look heah, Tunk!—Now, ain’t dis aw­ful! T’ought I sont you off to school.
				

				Don’t you know dat you is growin’ up to be a reg’lah fool?
			

			
				Whah’s dem books dat I’s done bought you? Look heah, boy, you tell me quick,
				

				Whah’s dat Web­ster blue-back spel­lah an’ dat bran’ new ’rif­mat­ic?
			

			
				W’ile I’m t’inkin’ you is lah­nin’ in de school, why bless ma soul!
				

				You off in de woods a-playin’. Can’t you do like you is tole?
			

			
				Boy, I tell you, it’s jes scan’lous d’way dat you is goin’ on.
				

				An’ you sholy go’n be sor­ry, jes as true as you is bo’n.
			

			
				Heah I’m tryin’ hard to raise you as a cred­it to dis race,
				

				An’ you tryin’ heap much hard­er fu’ to come up in dis­grace.
			

			
				Dese de days w’en men don’t git up to de top by hooks an’ crooks;
				

				Tell you now, dey’s got to git der standin’ on a pile o’ books.
			

			
				W’en you sees a dark­ey goin’ to de fiel’ as soon as light,
				

				Fol­lowin’ a mule across it f’om de mawnin’ tel de night,
			

			
				Wukin’ all his life fu’ vit­tles, hoein’ ’tween de cott’n rows,
				

				W’en he knocks off ole an’ tiah’d, own­in’ nut’n but his clo’es,
			

			
				You kin put it down to ig­nunce, af­tah all what’s done an’ said,
				

				You kin bet dat dat same dark­ey ain’t got nut’n in his head.
			

			
				Ain’t you seed dem w’ite men set’n in der aw­fice? Don’t you know
				

				Dey goes der ’bout nine each mawnin? Bless yo’ soul, dey’s out by fo’.
			

			
				Dey jes does a lit­tle writin’; does dat by some easy means;
				

				Gals jes set an’ play pi­annah on dem print­in’ press muchines.
			

			
				Chile, dem men knows how to fig­gah, how to use dat lit­tle pen,
				

				An’ dey knows dat blue-back spel­lah f’om be­gin­nin’ to de en’.
			

			
				Dat’s de ’fect of ed­u­ca­tion; dat’s de t’ing what’s gwine to rule;
				

				Git dem books, you lazy ras­cal! Git back to yo’ place in school!
			

		


			
				Nobody’s Lookin’ but de Owl and de Moon

				(A Ne­gro Ser­e­nade)

			
			
				De riv­er is a-glis­tenin’ in de moon­light,
				

				De owl is set’n high up in de tree;
				

				De lit­tle stars am twin­klin’ wid a sof’ light,
				

				De night seems on­ly jes fu’ you an’ me.
				

				Thoo de trees de breezes am a-sigh­in’,
				

				Breath­in’ out a sort o’ lover’s croon,
				

				Der’s no­body lookin’ or a-spyin’,
				

				No­body but de owl an’ de moon.
			

			
				No­body’s lookin’ but de owl an’ de moon,
				

				An’ de night is balmy; fu’ de month is June;
				

				Come den, Hon­ey, won’t you? Come to meet me soon,
				

				Wile no­body’s lookin’ but de owl an’ de moon.
			

			
				I feel so kinder lone­ly all de day­time,
				

				It seems I raly don’t know what to do;
				

				I jes keep sort a-lon­gin’ fu’ de night-time,
				

				’Cause den I know dat I can be wid you.
				

				An’ de thought jes sets my brain a-swayin’,
				

				An’ my heart a-beat­in’ to a tune;
				

				Come, de owl won’t tell w’at we’s a-sayin’,
				

				An’ cose you know we kin trus’ de moon.
			

		


			
				You’s Sweet to Yo’ Mammy Jes de Same

				(Lul­la­by)

			
			
				Shet yo’ eyes, ma lit­tle pick­anin­ny, go to sleep
				

				Mam­my’s watchin’ by you all de w’ile;
				

				Dad­dy is a-wukin’ down in de cott’n fiel’,
				

				Wukin’ fu’ his lit­tle hon­ey child.
				

				An’ yo’ mam­my’s heart is jes a-brim­min’ full o’ lub
				

				Fu’ you f’om yo’ head down to yo’ feet;
				

				Oh, no mat­tah w’at some oth­ah folks may t’ink o’ you,
				

				To yo’ mam­my’s heart you’s mighty sweet.
			

			
				You’s sweet to yo’ mam­my jes de same;
				

				Dat’s why she calls you Hon­ey fu’ yo’ name.
				

				Yo’ face is black, dat’s true,
				

				An’ yo’ hair is wool­ly, too,
				

				But, you’s sweet to yo’ mam­my jes de same.
			

			
				Up der in de big house w’ere dey lib so rich an’ gran’
				

				Dey’s got chillen dat dey lubs, I s’pose;
				

				Chillen dat is pur­ty, oh, but dey can’t lub dem mo’
				

				Dan yo’ mam­my lubs you, heaben knows!
			

			
				Dey may t’ink you’s home­ly, an’ yo’ clo’es dey may be po’,
				

				But yo’ shinin’ eyes, dey hol’s a light
				

				Dat, my Hon­ey, w’en you opens dem so big an’ roun’,
				

				Makes you lubly in yo’ mam­my’s sight.
			

		


			A Plantation Bacchanal

			
				W’en ole Mis­ter Sun gits tiah’d a-hangin’
				

				High up in de sky;
				

				W’en der ain’t no thun­der and light’nin’ a-ban­gin’,
				

				An’ de crap’s done all laid by;
				

				W’en yo’ bones ain’t achin’ wid de rheumat­ics,
				

				Den yo’ ride de mule to town,
				

				Git a great big jug o’ de ole corn juice,
				

				An’ w’en you drink her down—
			

			
				Jes lay away ole Trou­ble,
				

				An’ dry up all yo’ tears;
				

				Yo’ plea­sure sho’ to dou­ble
				

				An’ you bound to lose yo’ keers.
				

				Jes lay away ole Sor­rer
				

				High up­on de shelf;
				

				And nev­er mind to-mor­rer,
				

				’Twill take care of it­self.
			

			
				W’en ole Mis­ter Age be­gins a-stealin’
				

				Thoo yo’ back an’ knees,
				

				W’en yo’ bones an’ jints lose der lim­ber feel­in’,
				

				An’ am stiff’nin’ by de­grees;
				

				Now der’s jes one way to feel young and spry,
				

				W’en you heah dem ban­jos soun’
				

				Git a great big swig o’ de ole corn juice,
				

				An’ w’en you drink her down—
			

			
				Jes lay away ole Trou­ble,
				

				An’ dry up all yo’ tears;
				

				Yo’ plea­sure sho’ to dou­ble
				

				An’ you bound to lose yo’ keers.
				

				Jes lay away ole Sor­rer
				

				High up­on de shelf;
				

				And nev­er mind to-mor­rer,
				

				’Twill take care of it­self.
			

		


			July in Georgy

			
				I’m back down in ole Geor­gy w’ere de sun is shinin’ hot,
				

				W’ere de cawn it is a-tasslin’, git­tin’ ready fu’ de pot;
			

			
				W’ere de cott’n is a-openin’ an’ a-w’itenin’ in de sun,
				

				An’ de ripenin’ o’ de sug­ah-cane is mighty nigh be­gun.
			

			
				An’ de lo­cus’ is a-sin­gin’ f’om eveh bush an’ tree,
				

				An’ you kin heah de hum­min’ o’ de noisy bum­ble­bee;
			

			
				An’ de mule he stan’s a-dreamin’ an’ a-dreamin’ in de lot,
				

				An’ de sun it is a-shinin’ mighty hot, hot, hot.
			

			
				But eve­hbody is a-restin’, fu’ de craps is all laid by,
				

				An’ time fu’ de camp-meetin’ is a-draw­in’ pur­ty nigh;
			

			
				An’ we’s put away de ploughshare, an’ we’s done hung up de spade,
				

				An’ we’s eatin’ wa­ter­mel­on, an’ a-layin’ in de shade.
			

		


			A Banjo Song

			
				W’en de ban­jos wuz a-ringin’,
				

				An’ de dark­ies wuz a-sin­gin’,
				

				Oh, wuzen dem de good times sho!
				

				All de ole folks would be chat­tin’,
				

				An’ de pick­anin­nies pat­tin’,
				

				As dey heah’d de feet a-shuf­flin’ ’cross de flo’.
			

			
				An’ how we’d dance, an’ how we’d sing!
				

				Dance tel de day done break.
				

				An’ how dem ban­jos dey would ring,
				

				An’ de cab­in flo’ would shake!
			

			
				Come along, come along,
				

				Come along, come along,
				

				Don’t you heah dem ban­jos a-ringin’?
			

			
				Gib a song, gib a song,
				

				Gib a song, gib a song,
				

				Git yo’ feet fixed up fu’ a-wingin’.
			

			
				W’ile de ban­jos dey go plun­ka, plun­ka, plunk,
				

				We’ll dance tel de ole flo’ shake;
				

				W’ile de feet keep a-goin’ chooka, chooka, chook,
				

				We’ll dance tel de day done break.
			

		


			Answer to Prayer

			
				Der ain’t no use in sayin’ de Lawd won’t an­swer prah;
				

				If you knows how to ax Him, I knows He’s bound to heah.
			

			
				De trou­ble is, some peo­ple don’t ax de prop­er way,
				

				Den w’en dey git’s no an­swer dey doubts de use to pray.
			

			
				You got to use egzac’ly de ’spres­sions an’ de words
				

				To show dat ’tween yo’ faith an’ works, you ’pends on works two-thirds.
			

			
				Now, one time I re­mem­ber—jes how long I won’t say—
				

				I thought I’d like a tur­key to eat on Chris’mus day.
			

			
				Fu’ weeks I dreamed ’bout tur­keys, a-strut­tin’ in der pride;
				

				But seed no way to get one—wid­out de Lawd per­vide.
			

			
				An’ so I went to prayin’, I pray’d wid all my might;
				

				“Lawd, sen’ to me a tur­key.” I pray’d bofe day an’ night.
			

			
				“Lawd, sen’ to me a tur­key, a big one if you please.”
				

				I ’clar to heaben I pray’d so much I mos’ wore out ma knees.
			

			
				I pray’d dat prah so of­ten, I pray’d dat prah so long,
				

				Yet didn’t git no tur­key, I know’d ’twas sump’n wrong.
			

			
				So on de night ’fore Chris’mus w’en I got down to pray,
				

				“Lawd, sen’ me to a tur­key,” I had de sense to say.
			

			
				“Lawd, sen’ me to a tur­key.” I know dat prah was right,
				

				An’ it was sholy an­swer’d; I got de bird dat night.
			

		


			Dat Gal o’ Mine

			
				Skin as black an’ jes as sof’ as a vel­vet dress,
				

				Teeth as white as ivory—well dey is I guess.
			

			
				Eyes dat’s jes as big an’ bright as de evenin’ star;
				

				An’ dat hol’ some sort o’ light lubli­er by far.
			

			
				Hair don’t hang ’way down her back; plait­ed up in rows;
				

				Wid de two en’s dat’s be­hin’ tied wid ribben bows.
			

			
				Han’s dat raly wuz’n made fu’ hard work, I’m sho’;
				

				Got a lit­tle bit o’ foot; weahs a num­bah fo’.
			

			
				You jes ough­tah see dat gal Sun­day’s w’en she goes
				

				To de Bap­tis’ meetin’ house, dressed in her bes’ clo’es.
			

			
				W’en she puts her w’ite dress on an’ oth­ah things so fine;
				

				Now, Su’, don’t you know I’m proud o’ dat gal o’ mine.
			

		


			The Seasons

			
				W’en de leaves be­gin to fall,
				

				An’ de fros’ is on de ground,
				

				An’ de ’sim­mons is a-ripenin’ on de tree;
				

				W’en I heah de din­ner call,
				

				An’ de chillen gad­der ’round,
				

				’Tis den de ’pos­sum is de meat fu’ me.
			

			
				W’en de win­ter­time am pas’
				

				An’ de spring is come at las’,
				

				W’en de good ole sum­mer sun be­gins to shine;
				

				Oh! my thoughts den tek a turn,
				

				An’ my heart be­gins to yearn
				

				Fo’ dat wa­ter­mel­on growin’ on de vine.
			

			
				Now, de yeah will sholy bring
				

				’Round a sea­son fu’ us all,
				

				Ev’y one kin pick his sea­son f’om de res’;
				

				But de mel­on in de spring,
				

				An’ de ’pos­sum in de fall,
				

				Mek it hard to tell which time o’ year am bes’.
			

		


			
				’Possum Song

				(A Warn­ing)

			
			
				’Sim­mons ripenin’ in de fall,
				

				You bet­ter run,
				

				Brud­der ’Pos­sum, run!
				

				Mockin’ bird com­mence to call,
				

				You bet­ter run, Brud­der ’Pos­sum, git out de way!
				

				You bet­ter run, Brud­der ’Pos­sum, git out de way!
				

				Run some whar an’ hide!
				

				Ole moon am sinkin’
				

				Down be­hin’ de tree.
				

				Ole Eph am thinkin’
				

				An’ chuck­e­lin’ wid glee.
				

				Ole Tige am blinkin’
				

				An’ frisky as kin be,
				

				Yo’ chances, Brud­der ’Pos­sum,
				

				Look mighty slim to me.
			

			
				Run, run, run, I tell you,
				

				Run, Brud­der ’Pos­sum, run!
				

				Run, run, run, I tell you,
				

				Ole Eph’s got a gun.
				

				Pick­anin­nies grin­nin’
				

				Wait­in’ fu’ to see de fun.
				

				You bet­ter run, Brud­der ’Pos­sum, git out de way!
				

				Run, Brud­der ’Pos­sum, run!
			

			
				Brud­der ’Pos­sum take a tip;
				

				You bet­ter run,
				

				Brud­der ’Pos­sum, run!
				

				’Tain’t no use in actin’ flip,
				

				You bet­ter run, Brud­der ’Pos­sum, git out de way!
				

				You bet­ter run, Brud­der ’Pos­sum, git out de way!
				

				Run some whar an’ hide.
				

				Dey’s gwine to houn’ you
				

				All along de line,
				

				W’en dey done foun’ you,
				

				Den what’s de use in sigh­in’?
				

				Wid taters roun’ you.
				

				You sholy would tase fine—
				

				So lis­ten, Brud­der ’Pos­sum,
				

				You bet­ter be a-fly­in’.
			

			
				Run, run, run, I tell you,
				

				Run, Brud­der ’Pos­sum, run!
				

				Run, run, run, I tell you,
				

				Ole Eph’s got a gun.
				

				Pick­anin­nies grin­nin’
				

				Wait­in’ fu’ to see de fun.
				

				You bet­ter run, Brud­der ’Pos­sum, git out de way!
				

				Run, Brud­der ’Pos­sum, run!
			

		


			Brer Rabbit, You’s de Cutes’ of ’Em All

			
				Once der was a meetin’ in de wilder­ness,
				

				All de crit­ters of cre­ation dey was dar;
				

				Br­er Rab­bit, Br­er ’Pos­sum, Br­er Wolf, Br­er Fox,
				

				King Li­on, Mis­ter Ter­rapin, Mis­ter B’ar.
				

				De ques­tion fu’ dis­cus­sion was, “Who is de bigges’ man?”
				

				Dey ’pint­ed ole Jedge Owl to de­cide;
				

				He pol­ished up his spec­ta­cles an’ put ’em on his nose,
				

				An’ to the ques­tion slow­ly he replied:
			

			
				“Br­er Wolf am mighty cun­nin’,
				

				Br­er Fox am mighty sly,
				

				Br­er Ter­rapin an’ ’Pos­sum—kinder small;
				

				Br­er Li­on’s mighty vi­cious,
				

				Br­er B’ar he’s sorter ’spi­cious,
				

				Br­er Rab­bit, you’s de cutes’ of ’em all.”
			

			
				Dis caused a great con­fu­sion ’mongst de an­i­mals,
				

				Ev’y crit­ter claimed dat he had won de prize;
				

				Dey ’sput­ed an’ dey arg’ed, dey growled an’ dey roared,
				

				Den put­ty soon de dus’ be­gin to rise.
			

			
				Br­er Rab­bit he jes’ stood aside an’ urged ’em on to fight.
				

				Br­er Li­on he mos’ tore Br­er B’ar in two;
				

				W’en dey was all so tiahd dat dey couldn’t catch der bref
				

				Br­er Rab­bit he jes’ grabbed de prize an’ flew.
			

			
				Br­er Wolf am mighty cun­nin’,
				

				Br­er Fox am mighty sly,
				

				Br­er Ter­rapin an’ Pos­sum—kinder small;
				

				Br­er Li­on’s mighty vi­cious,
				

				Br­er B’ar he’s sorter ’spi­cious,
				

				Br­er Rab­bit, you’s de cutes’ of ’em all.
			

		


			An Explanation

			
				Look heah! ’Splain to me de rea­son
				

				Why you said to Squire Lee,
				

				Der wuz twelve ole chick­en thieves
				

				In dis heah town, in­cludin’ me.
				

				Ef he tole you dat, my brud­der,
				

				He said sump’n dat warn’t true;
				

				W’at I said wuz dis, dat der wuz
				

				Twelve, wid­out in­cludin’ you.
			

			
				Oh! … !—
			

		


			De Little Pickaninny’s Gone to Sleep

			
				Cud­dle down, ma hon­ey, in yo’ bed,
				

				Go to sleep an’ res’ yo’ lit­tle head,
				

				Been a-kind o’ ailin’ all de day?
				

				Didn’t have no sper­it fu’ to play?
				

				Nev­er min’; to-mor­rer, w’en you wek,
				

				Dad­dy’s gwine to ride you on his bek,
				

				’Roun’ an’ roun’ de cab­in flo’ so fas’—
				

				Der! He’s closed his lit­tle eyes at las’.
			

			
				De lit­tle pick­anin­ny’s gone to sleep,
				

				Cud­dled in his trun­dle bed so tiny,
				

				De lit­tle pick­anin­ny’s gone to sleep,
				

				Closed his lit­tle eyes so bright an’ shiny.
				

				Hush! an’ w’en you walk across de flo’
				

				Step across it very sof’ an’ slow.
				

				De shad­ders all aroun’ be­gin to creep,
				

				De lit­tle pick­anin­ny’s gone to sleep.
			

			
				Mandy, w’at’s de mat­ter wid dat chile?
				

				Keeps a-sigh­in’ ev’y lit­tle w’ile;
				

				Seems to me I heay­hd him sorter groan,
				

				Lord! his lit­tle han’s am col’ as stone!
				

				W’at’s dat far-off light dat’s in his eyes?
				

				Dat’s a light dey’s bor­row’d f’om de skies;
				

				Fol’ his lit­tle han’s across his breas’,
				

				Let de lit­tle pick­anin­ny res’.
			

		


			The Rivals

			
				Look heah! Is I evah tole you ’bout de cu­ri­ous way I won
				

				An­na Liza? Say, I nevah? Well heah’s how de thing wuz done.
			

			
				Lize, you know, wuz mighty pur­ty—dat’s been forty yeahs ago—
				

				’N ’cos to look at her dis minit, you might’n spose dat it wuz so.
			

			
				She wuz jes de greates’ ’trac­tion in de coun­ty, ’n bless de lam’!
				

				Eveh dark­ey wuz a-co’tin, but it lay ’twix me an’ Sam.
			

			
				You know Sam. We both wuz wukin’ on de ole John Tomp­kin’s place.
				

				’N eve­hbody wuz a-watchin’ t’see who’s gwine to win de race.
			

			
				Hee! hee! hee! Now you mus’ ra­ley ’scuse me fu’ dis snick­er­ing,
				

				But I jes can’t he’p f’om laf­fin’ eveh time I tells dis thing.
			

			
				Ez I wuz a-sayin’, me an’ Sam wuked dai­ly side by side,
				

				He a-studyin’, me a-studyin’, how to win Lize fu’ a bride.
			

			
				Well, de race was kinder equal, Lize wuz sorter on de fence;
				

				Sam he had de mostes dol­lars, an’ I had de mostes sense.
			

			
				Things dey run along ’bout eben tel der come Big Meetin’ day;
				

				Sam den thought, to win Miss Liza, he had foun’ de shoest way.
			

			
				An’ you talk about big meetin’s! None been like it ’fore nor sence;
				

				Der wuz sich a crowd o’ peo­ple dat we had to put up tents.
			

			
				Der wuz preach­ers f’om de Eas’, an’ ’der wuz preach­ers f’om de Wes’;
				

				Folks had kilt mos’ eveh chick­en, an’ wuz fat­tenin’ up de res’.
			

			
				Gals had all got new w’ite dress­es, an’ bought ribbens fu’ der hair,
				

				Fix­in’ fu’ de openin’ Sun­day, prayin’ dat de day’d be fair.
			

			
				Dat de Rev­eren’ Jasper Jones of Mount Mo­ri­ah, it wuz ’low’d,
				

				Wuz to preach de openin’ ser­mon; so you know der wuz a crowd.
			

			
				Fu’ dat man wuz sho a preach­er; had a voice jes like a bull;
				

				So der ain’t no use in sayin’ dat de meetin’ house wuz full.
			

			
				Folks wuz der f’om Big Pine Hol­low, some come ’way f’om Mud­dy Creek,
				

				Some come jes to stay fu’ Sun­day, but de crowd stay’d thoo de week.
			

			
				Some come ridin’ in top-bug­gies wid de w’eels all paint­ed red,
				

				Pulled by mules dat run like rab­bits, each one tryin’ to git ahead.
			

			
				Oth­ah po’rer folks come driv­in’ mules dat leaned up ’ginst de shaf’,
				

				Hitched to broke-down, creaky wag­ons dat looked like dey’d drap in half.
			

			
				But de bigges’ crowd come walkin’, wid der new shoes on der backs;
				

				’Scuse wuz dat dey couldn’t weah em ’cause de heels wuz full o’ tacks.
			

			
				Fact is, it’s a job for Job, a-trud­gin’ in de sun an’ heat,
				

				Down a long an’ dusty clay road wid yo’ shoes packed full o’ feet.
			

			
				’Cose dey stopt an’ put dem shoes on w’en dey got mos’ to de do’;
				

				Den dey had to grin an’ bear it; dat tuk good re­li­gion sho.
			

			
				But I mos’ for­got ma sto­ry—well at las’ dat Sun­day came
				

				And it seemed dat eve­hbody, blin’ an’ deef, an’ halt an’ lame,
			

			
				Wuz out in de grove a-wait­in’ fu’ de meetin’ to be­gin;
				

				Ef dat crowd had got con­vert­ed ’twould a been de end o’ sin.
			

			
				Lize wuz der in all her glo­ry, pur­ty ez a big sun­flowah,
				

				I kin ’mem­ber how she looked jes same ez ’twuz dis ve’y houah.
			

			
				But to make ma sto­ry short­er, w’ile we wuz a-wait­in’ der,
				

				Down de road we spied a cloud o’ dus’ dat filled up all de air.
			

			
				An’ ez we kep’ on a-lookin’, out f’om ’mongst dat ve’y cloud,
				

				Sam, on Marse John’s big mule, Cae­sar, rode right slam up in de crowd.
			

			
				You jes ough­tah seed dat dark­ey, ’clar I like tah loss ma bref;
				

				Fu’ to use a com­mon ’spres­sion, he wuz ’bout nigh dressed to def.
			

			
				He had slipped to town dat Sat’day, didn’t let no­body know,
				

				An’ had car’yd all his cash an’ lef it in de dry goods sto’.
			

			
				He had on a bran’ new suit o’ sto’-bought clo’es, a high plug hat;
				

				He looked ’zact­ly like a gen’man, tain’t no use d’nyin’ dat.
			

			
				W’en he got down off dat mule an’ bowed to Liza I could see
				

				How she looked at him so ’dmirin’, an’ jes kinder glanced at me.
			

			
				Den I know’d to win dat gal, I sho would need some oth­ah means
				

				’Sides a-hangin’ ’round big meetin’ in a suit o’ home­spun jeans.
			

			
				W’en dey blow’d de ho’n fu’ preachin’, an’ de crowd all went in­side,
				

				I jes felt ez doh I’d like tah go off in de woods an’ hide.
			

			
				So I stay’d out­side de meetin’, set’n un­der­neat’ de trees,
				

				Seemed to me I sot der ages, wid ma el­bows on ma knees.
			

			
				W’en dey sung dat hymn, “No­body knows de trou­ble dat I see,”
				

				Seem’d to me dat dey wuz sin­gin’ eveh word o’ it fu’ me.
			

			
				Jes how long I might ha’ sot der, actin’ like a cussed fool,
				

				I don’t know, but it jes hap­pen’d dat I look’d an’ saw Sam’s mule.
			

			
				An’ de thought come slow­ly trick­lin’ thoo ma brain right der an’ den,
				

				Dat, per­haps, wid some per­sua­sion, I could make dat mule ma fren’.
			

			
				An’ I jes kep’ on a-thinkin’, an’ I kep’ a-lookin’ ’roun’,
				

				Tel I spied two great big san’ spurs right close by me on de groun’.
			

			
				Well, I took dem spurs an’ put em un­der­neat’ o’ Cae­sar’s sad­dle,
				

				So dey’d press down in his back­bone soon ez Sam had got a-strad­dle.
			

			
				’Twuz a pret­ty tick­lish job, an’ jes ez soon ez it wuz done,
				

				I went back w’ere I wuz set’n fu’ to wait an’ see de fun.
			

			
				Pur­ty soon heah come de peo­ple, jes a-swa’min’ out de do’,
				

				Talkin’ ’bout de “pow’ful ser­mon”—“nevah heah’d de likes be­fo’.”
			

			
				How de “mon­ahs fell con­vict­ed” jes de same ez lumps o’ lead,
				

				How dat some wuz still a-layin’ same es if dey’d been struck dead.
			

			
				An’ to rect­ly heah come Liza, Sam a-strollin’ by her side,
				

				An’ it seem’d to me dat darky’s smile wuz ’bout twelve inch­es wide.
			

			
				Look to me like he had swelled up to ’bout twice his natchul size,
				

				An’ I heah’d him say, “I’d like to be yo’ ’scort to-night, Miss Lize.”
			

			
				Den he made a bow jes like he’s gwine to make a speech in school,
				

				An’ walk’d jes ez proud ez Marse John over to un­tie his mule,
			

			
				W’en Sam’s foot fust touched de stir­rup he know’d der wuz sump’n wrong;
				

				’Cuz de mule be­gin to trem­ble an’ to sorter side along.
			

			
				Wen Sam raised his weight to mount him, Cae­sar bris­tled up his ear,
				

				W’en Sam sot down in de sad­dle, den dat mule cum­menced to rear.
			

			
				An’ he reared an’ pitched an’ ca­per’d, on­ly ez a mule kin pitch,
				

				Tel he flung Sam clean f’om off him, land­ed him squar’ in a ditch.
			

			
				Wen dat darky riz, well raly, I felt kinder bad fu’ him;
				

				He had bust dem cheap sto’ britch­es f’om de cen­ter to de rim.
			

			
				All de plug hat dat wuz lef’ him wuz de brim aroun’ his neck,
				

				Smear’d wid mud f’om top to bot­tom, well, he wuz a sight, I ’speck.
			

			
				Wuz de folks a-laf­fin’? Well, su’, I jes sholy thought dey’d bus’;
				

				Wuz Sam laf­fin’? ’Twuz de fus’ time dat I evah heah’d him cuss.
			

			
				W’ile Sam slink’d off thoo de back­woods I walk’d slow­ly home wid Lize,
				

				W’en I axed her jes one ques­tion der wuz sump’n in her eyes
			

			
				Made me know der wuz no need o’ any an­swer bein’ said,
				

				An’ I felt jes like de whole world wuz a-spin­nin’ ’roun’ ma head.
			

			
				So I said, “Lize, w’en we mar­ry, mus’ I weah some sto’-bought clo’es?”
				

				She says, “Jeans is good enough fu’ any po’ folks, heaben knows!”
			

		


			
				Listen Lord

				A Prayer

			
			
				O Lord, we come this morn­ing
				

				Knee-bowed and body-bent
				

				Be­fore thy throne of grace.
				

				O Lord—this morn­ing—
				

				Bow our hearts be­neath our knees,
				

				And our knees in some lone­some val­ley.
				

				We come this morn­ing—
				

				Like emp­ty pitch­ers to a full foun­tain,
				

				With no mer­its of our own.
				

				O Lord—open up a win­dow of heav­en,
				

				And lean out far over the bat­tle­ments of glo­ry,
				

				And lis­ten this morn­ing.
			

			
				Lord, have mer­cy on proud and dy­ing sin­ners—
				

				Sin­ners hang­ing over the mouth of hell,
				

				Who seem to love their dis­tance well.
				

				Lord—ride by this morn­ing—
				

				Mount your milk-white horse,
				

				And ride-a this morn­ing—
				

				And in your ride, ride by old hell,
				

				Ride by the dingy gates of hell,
				

				And stop poor sin­ners in their head­long plunge.
			

			
				And now, O Lord, this man of God,
				

				Who breaks the bread of life this morn­ing—
				

				Shad­ow him in the hol­low of thy hand,
				

				And keep him out of the gun­shot of the dev­il.
				

				Take him, Lord—this morn­ing—
				

				Wash him with hys­sop in­side and out,
				

				Hang him up and drain him dry of sin.
				

				Pin his ear to the wis­dom-post,
				

				And make his words sledge ham­mers of truth—
				

				Beat­ing on the iron heart of sin.
				

				Lord God, this morn­ing—
				

				Put his eye to the tele­scope of eter­ni­ty,
				

				And let him look up­on the pa­per walls of time.
				

				Lord, tur­pen­tine his imag­i­na­tion,
				

				Put per­pet­u­al mo­tion in his arms,
				

				Fill him full of the dy­na­mite of thy pow­er,
				

				Anoint him all over with the oil of thy sal­va­tion,
				

				And set his tongue on fire.
			

			
				And now, O Lord—
				

				When I’ve done drunk my last cup of sor­row—
				

				When I’ve been called ev­ery­thing but a child of God—
				

				When I’m done trav­el­ling up the rough side of the moun­tain—
				

				O—Mary’s Ba­by—
				

				When I start down the steep and slip­pery steps of death—
				

				When this old world be­gins to rock be­neath my feet—
				

				Low­er me to my dusty grave in peace
				

				To wait for that great git­tin’ up morn­ing—Amen.
			

		


			The Creation

			
				And God stepped out on space,
				

				And he looked around and said:
				

				I’m lone­ly—
				

				I’ll make me a world.
			

			
				And far as the eye of God could see
				

				Dark­ness cov­ered ev­ery­thing,
				

				Black­er than a hun­dred mid­nights
				

				Down in a cy­press swamp.
			

			
				Then God smiled,
				

				And the light broke,
				

				And the dark­ness rolled up on one side,
				

				And the light stood shin­ing on the oth­er,
				

				And God said: That’s good!
			

			
				Then God reached out and took the light in his hands,
				

				And God rolled the light around in his hands
				

				Un­til he made the sun;
				

				And he set that sun a-blaz­ing in the heav­ens.
				

				And the light that was left from mak­ing the sun
				

				God gath­ered it up in a shin­ing ball
				

				And flung it against the dark­ness,
				

				Span­gling the night with the moon and stars.
				

				Then down be­tween
				

				The dark­ness and the light
				

				He hurled the world;
				

				And God said: That’s good!
			

			
				Then God him­self stepped down—
				

				And the sun was on his right hand,
				

				And the moon was on his left;
				

				The stars were clus­tered about his head,
				

				And the earth was un­der his feet.
				

				And God walked, and where he trod
				

				His foot­steps hol­lowed the val­leys out
				

				And bulged the moun­tains up.
			

			
				Then he stopped and looked and saw
				

				That the earth was hot and bar­ren.
				

				So God stepped over to the edge of the world
				

				And he spat out the sev­en seas—
				

				He bat­ted his eyes, and the light­nings flashed—
				

				He clapped his hands, and the thun­ders rolled—
				

				And the wa­ters above the earth came down,
				

				The cool­ing wa­ters came down.
			

			
				Then the green grass sprout­ed,
				

				And the lit­tle red flow­ers blos­somed,
				

				The pine tree point­ed his fin­ger to the sky,
				

				And the oak spread out his arms,
				

				The lakes cud­dled down in the hol­lows of the ground,
				

				And the rivers ran down to the sea;
				

				And God smiled again,
				

				And the rain­bow ap­peared,
				

				And curled it­self around his shoul­der.
			

			
				Then God raised his arm and he waved his hand
				

				Over the sea and over the land,
				

				And He said: Bring forth! Bring forth!
				

				And quick­er than God could drop his hand,
				

				Fish­es and fowls
				

				And beasts and birds
				

				Swam the rivers and the seas,
				

				Roamed the forests and the woods,
				

				And split the air with their wings.
				

				And God said, That’s good!
			

			
				Then God walked around,
				

				And God looked around
				

				On all that he had made.
				

				He looked at his sun,
				

				And he looked at his moon,
				

				And he looked at his lit­tle stars;
				

				He looked on his world
				

				With all its liv­ing things,
				

				And God said: I’m lone­ly still.
			

			
				Then God sat down—
				

				On the side of a hill where he could think;
				

				By a deep, wide riv­er he sat down;
				

				With his head in his hands,
				

				God thought and thought,
				

				Till he thought: I’ll make me a man!
			

			
				Up from the bed of the riv­er
				

				God scooped the clay;
				

				And by the bank of the riv­er
				

				He kneeled him down;
				

				And there the great God Almighty
				

				Who lit the sun and fixed it in the sky,
				

				Who flung the stars to the most far cor­ner of the night,
				

				Who round­ed the earth in the mid­dle of his hand;
				

				This Great God,
				

				Like a mam­my bend­ing over her ba­by,
				

				Kneeled down in the dust
				

				Toil­ing over a lump of clay
				

				Till he shaped it in his own im­age;
			

			
				Then in­to it he blew the breath of life,
				

				And man be­came a liv­ing soul.
				

				Amen. Amen.
			

		


			The Prodigal Son

			
				Young man—
				

				Young man—
				

				Your arm’s too short to box with God.
			

			
				But Je­sus spake in a para­ble, and he said:
				

				A cer­tain man had two sons.
				

				Je­sus didn’t give this man a name,
				

				But his name is God Almighty.
				

				And Je­sus didn’t call these sons by name,
				

				But ev’ry young man,
				

				Ev’ry­where,
				

				Is one of these two sons.
			

			
				And the younger son said to his fa­ther,
				

				He said: Fa­ther, di­vide up the prop­er­ty,
				

				And give me my por­tion now.
				

				And the fa­ther with tears in his eyes said: Son,
				

				Don’t leave your fa­ther’s house.
				

				But the boy was stub­born in his head,
				

				And haughty in his heart,
				

				And he took his share of his fa­ther’s goods,
				

				And went in­to a far-off coun­try.
			

			
				There comes a time,
				

				There comes a time
				

				When ev’ry young man looks out from his fa­ther’s house,
				

				Long­ing for that far-off coun­try.
			

			
				And the young man jour­neyed on his way,
				

				And he said to him­self as he trav­elled along:
				

				This sure is an easy road,
				

				Noth­ing like the rough fur­rows be­hind my fa­ther’s plow.
			

			
				Young man—
				

				Young man—
				

				Smooth and easy is the road
				

				That leads to hell and de­struc­tion.
				

				Down grade all the way,
				

				The fur­ther you trav­el, the faster you go.
				

				No need to trudge and sweat and toil,
				

				Just slip and slide and slip and slide
				

				Till you bang up against hell’s iron gate.
			

			
				And the younger son kept trav­el­ling along,
				

				Till at night-time he came to a city.
				

				And the city was bright in the night-time like day,
				

				The streets all crowd­ed with peo­ple,
				

				Brass bands and string bands a-play­ing,
				

				And ev’ry­where the young man turned
				

				There was singing and laugh­ing and danc­ing.
				

				And he stopped a pass­er-by and he said:
				

				Tell me what city is this?
				

				And the pass­er-by laughed and said: Don’t you know?
				

				This is Baby­lon, Baby­lon,
				

				That great city of Baby­lon.
				

				Come on, my friend, and go along with me.
				

				And the young man joined the crowd.
			

			
				Young man—
				

				Young man—
				

				You’re nev­er lone­some in Baby­lon.
				

				You can al­ways join a crowd in Baby­lon.
				

				Young man—
				

				Young man—
				

				You can nev­er be alone in Baby­lon,
				

				Alone with your Je­sus in Baby­lon.
				

				You can nev­er find a place, a lone­some place,
				

				A lone­some place to go down on your knees,
				

				And talk with your God, in Baby­lon.
				

				You’re al­ways in a crowd in Baby­lon.
			

			
				And the young man went with his new-found friend,
				

				And bought him­self some brand new clothes,
				

				And he spent his days in the drink­ing dens,
				

				Swal­low­ing the fires of hell.
				

				And he spent his nights in the gam­bling dens,
				

				Throw­ing dice with the dev­il for his soul.
				

				And he met up with the wom­en of Baby­lon.
				

				Oh, the wom­en of Baby­lon!
				

				Dressed in yel­low and pur­ple and scar­let,
				

				Load­ed with rings and ear­rings and bracelets,
				

				Their lips like a hon­ey­comb drip­ping with hon­ey,
				

				Per­fumed and sweet-smelling like a jas­mine flow­er;
				

				And the jas­mine smell of the Baby­lon wom­en
				

				Got in his nos­trils and went to his head,
				

				And he wast­ed his sub­stance in ri­otous liv­ing,
				

				In the evening, in the black and dark of night,
				

				With the sweet-sin­ning wom­en of Baby­lon.
				

				And they stripped him of his mon­ey,
				

				And they stripped him of his clothes,
				

				And they left him broke and ragged
				

				In the streets of Baby­lon.
			

			
				Then the young man joined an­oth­er crowd—
				

				The beg­gars and lep­ers of Baby­lon.
				

				And he went to feed­ing swine,
				

				And he was hun­gri­er than the hogs;
				

				He got down on his bel­ly in the mire and mud
				

				And ate the husks with the hogs.
				

				And not a hog was too low to turn up his nose
				

				At the man in the mire of Baby­lon.
			

			
				Then the young man came to him­self—
				

				He came to him­self and said:
				

				In my fa­ther’s house are many man­sions,
				

				Ev’ry ser­vant in his house has bread to eat,
				

				Ev’ry ser­vant in his house has a place to sleep;
				

				I will arise and go to my fa­ther.
			

			
				And his fa­ther saw him afar off,
				

				And he ran up the road to meet him.
				

				He put clean clothes up­on his back,
				

				And a gold­en chain around his neck,
				

				He made a feast and killed the fat­ted calf,
				

				And in­vit­ed the neigh­bors in.
			

			
				Oh-o-oh, sin­ner,
				

				When you’re min­gling with the crowd in Baby­lon—
				

				Drink­ing the wine of Baby­lon—
				

				Run­ning with the wom­en of Baby­lon—
				

				You for­get about God, and you laugh at Death.
				

				To­day you’ve got the strength of a bull in your neck
				

				And the strength of a bear in your arms,
				

				But some o’ these days, some o’ these days,
				

				You’ll have a hand-to-hand strug­gle with bony Death,
				

				And Death is bound to win.
			

			
				Young man, come away from Baby­lon,
				

				That hell-bor­der city of Baby­lon.
				

				Leave the danc­ing and gam­bling of Baby­lon,
				

				The wine and whiskey of Baby­lon,
				

				The hot-mouthed wom­en of Baby­lon;
				

				Fall down on your knees,
				

				And say in your heart:
				

				I will arise and go to my Fa­ther.
			

		


			
				Go Down Death

				A Fu­ner­al Ser­mon

			
			
				Weep not, weep not,
				

				She is not dead;
				

				She’s rest­ing in the bo­som of Je­sus.
				

				Heart-bro­ken hus­band—weep no more;
				

				Grief-strick­en son—weep no more;
				

				Left-lone­some daugh­ter—weep no more;
				

				She’s on­ly just gone home.
			

			
				Day be­fore yes­ter­day morn­ing,
				

				God was look­ing down from his great, high heav­en
				

				Look­ing down on all his chil­dren,
				

				And his eye fell on Sis­ter Car­o­line,
				

				Toss­ing on her bed of pain.
				

				And God’s big heart was touched with pity,
				

				With the ev­er­last­ing pity.
			

			
				And God sat back on his throne,
				

				And he com­mand­ed that tall, bright an­gel stand­ing at his right hand:
				

				Call me Death!
				

				And that tall, bright an­gel cried in a voice
				

				That broke like a clap of thun­der:
				

				Call Death!—Call Death!
				

				And the echo sound­ed down the streets of heav­en
				

				Till it reached away back to that shad­owy place,
				

				Where Death waits with his pale, white hors­es.
			

			
				And Death heard the sum­mons,
				

				And he leaped on his fastest horse,
				

				Pale as a sheet in the moon­light.
				

				Up the gold­en street Death gal­loped,
				

				And the hoofs of his horse struck fire from the gold,
				

				But they didn’t make no sound.
				

				Up Death rode to the Great White Throne,
				

				And wait­ed for God’s com­mand.
			

			
				And God said: Go down, Death, go down,
				

				Go down to Sa­van­nah, Geor­gia,
				

				Down in Ya­macraw,
				

				And find Sis­ter Car­o­line.
				

				She’s borne the bur­den and heat of the day,
				

				She’s la­bored long in my vine­yard,
				

				And she’s tired—
				

				She’s weary—
				

				Go down, Death, and bring her to me.
			

			
				And Death didn’t say a word,
				

				But he loosed the reins on his pale, white horse,
				

				And he clamped the spurs to his blood­less sides,
				

				And out and down he rode,
				

				Through heav­en’s pearly gates,
				

				Past suns and moons and stars;
				

				On Death rode,
				

				And the foam from his horse was like a comet in the sky;
				

				On Death rode,
				

				Leav­ing the light­ning’s flash be­hind;
				

				Straight on down he came.
			

			
				While we were watch­ing round her bed,
				

				She turned her eyes and looked away,
				

				She saw what we couldn’t see;
				

				She saw Old Death. She saw Old Death
				

				Com­ing like a fall­ing star.
				

				But Death didn’t fright­en Sis­ter Car­o­line;
				

				He looked to her like a wel­come friend.
				

				And she whis­pered to us: I’m go­ing home,
				

				And she smiled and closed her eyes.
			

			
				And Death took her up like a ba­by,
				

				And she lay in his icy arms,
				

				But she didn’t feel no chill.
				

				And Death be­gan to ride again—
				

				Up be­yond the evening star,
				

				Out be­yond the morn­ing star,
				

				In­to the glit­ter­ing light of glo­ry,
				

				On to the Great White Throne.
				

				And there he laid Sis­ter Car­o­line
				

				On the lov­ing breast of Je­sus.
			

			
				And Je­sus took his own hand and wiped away her tears,
				

				And he smoothed the fur­rows from her face,
				

				And the an­gels sang a lit­tle song,
				

				And Je­sus rocked her in his arms,
				

				And kept a-say­ing: Take your rest,
				

				Take your rest, take your rest.
			

			
				Weep not—weep not,
				

				She is not dead;
				

				She’s rest­ing in the bo­som of Je­sus.
			

		


			Noah Built the Ark

			
				In the cool of the day—
				

				God was walk­ing—
				

				Around in the Gar­den of Eden.
				

				And ex­cept for the beasts, eat­ing in the fields,
				

				And ex­cept for the birds, fly­ing through the trees,
				

				The gar­den looked like it was de­sert­ed.
				

				And God called out and said: Adam,
				

				Adam, where art thou?
				

				And Adam, with Eve be­hind his back,
				

				Came out from where he was hid­ing.
			

			
				And God said: Adam,
				

				What hast thou done?
				

				Thou hast eat­en of the tree!
				

				And Adam,
				

				With his head hung down,
				

				Blamed it on the wom­an.
			

			
				For af­ter God made the first man Adam,
				

				He breathed a sleep up­on him;
				

				Then he took out of Adam one of his ribs,
				

				And out of that rib made wom­an.
				

				And God put the man and wom­an to­geth­er
				

				In the beau­ti­ful Gar­den of Eden,
				

				With noth­ing to do the whole day long
				

				But play all around in the gar­den.
				

				And God called Adam be­fore him,
				

				And he said to him:
				

				Lis­ten now, Adam,
				

				Of all the fruit in the gar­den you can eat,
				

				Ex­cept of the tree of knowl­edge;
				

				For the day thou eat­est of that tree,
				

				Thou shalt sure­ly die.
			

			
				Then pret­ty soon along came Sa­tan.
				

				Old Sa­tan came like a snake in the grass
				

				To try out his tricks on the wom­an.
				

				I imag­ine I can see Old Sa­tan now
				

				A-sidling up to the wom­an.
				

				I imag­ine the first word Sa­tan said was:
				

				Eve, you’re sure­ly good look­ing.
				

				I imag­ine he brought her a present, too—
				

				And, if there was such a thing in those an­cient days,
				

				He brought her a look­ing-glass.
			

			
				And Eve and Sa­tan got friend­ly—
				

				Then Eve got to walk­ing on shaky ground;
				

				Don’t ev­er get friend­ly with Sa­tan.—
				

				And they start­ed to talk about the gar­den,
				

				And Sa­tan said: Tell me, how do you like
				

				The fruit on the nice, tall, bloom­ing tree
				

				Stand­ing in the mid­dle of the gar­den?
				

				And Eve said:
				

				That’s the for­bid­den fruit,
				

				Which if we eat we die.
			

			
				And Sa­tan laughed a dev­il­ish lit­tle laugh,
				

				And he said to the wom­an: God’s fool­ing you, Eve;
				

				That’s the sweet­est fruit in the gar­den.
				

				I know you can eat that for­bid­den fruit,
				

				And I know that you will not die.
			

			
				And Eve looked at the for­bid­den fruit,
				

				And it was red and ripe and juicy.
				

				And Eve took a taste, and she of­fered it to Adam,
				

				And Adam wasn’t able to refuse;
				

				So he took a bite, and they both sat down
				

				And ate the for­bid­den fruit.—
				

				Back there, six thou­sand years ago,
				

				Man first fell by wom­an—
				

				Lord, and he’s do­ing the same to­day.
			

			
				And that’s how sin got in­to this world.
				

				And man, as he mul­ti­plied on the earth,
				

				In­creased in wicked­ness and sin.
				

				He went on down from sin to sin,
				

				From wicked­ness to wicked­ness,
				

				Mur­der and lust and vi­o­lence,
				

				All kinds of for­ni­ca­tions,
				

				Till the earth was cor­rupt and rot­ten with flesh,
				

				An abom­i­na­tion in God’s sight.
			

			
				And God was an­gry at the sins of men.
				

				And God got sor­ry that he ev­er made man.
				

				And he said: I will de­stroy him.
				

				I’ll bring down judg­ment on him with a flood.
				

				I’ll de­stroy ev’ry­thing on the face of the earth,
				

				Man, beasts and birds, and creep­ing things.
				

				And he did—
				

				Ev’ry­thing but the fish­es.
			

			
				But Noah was a just and right­eous man.
				

				Noah walked and talked with God.
				

				And, one day, God said to Noah,
				

				He said: Noah, build thee an ark.
				

				Build it out of go­pher wood.
				

				Build it good and strong.
				

				Pitch it with­in and pitch it with­out.
				

				And build it ac­cord­ing to the mea­sure­ments
				

				That I will give to thee.
				

				Build it for you and all your house,
				

				And to save the seeds of life on earth;
				

				For I’m go­ing to send down a mighty flood
				

				To de­stroy this wicked world.
			

			
				And Noah com­menced to work on the ark.
				

				And he worked for about one hun­dred years.
				

				And ev’ry day the crowd came round
				

				To make fun of Old Man Noah.
				

				And they laughed and they said: Tell us, old man,
				

				Where do you ex­pect to sail that boat
				

				Up here amongst the hills?
			

			
				But Noah kept on a-work­ing.
				

				And ev’ry once in a while Old Noah would stop,
				

				He’d lay down his ham­mer and lay down his saw,
				

				And take his staff in hand;
				

				And with his long, white beard a-fly­ing in the wind,
				

				And the gospel light a-gleam­ing from his eye,
				

				Old Noah would preach God’s word:
			

			
				Sin­ners, oh, sin­ners,
				

				Re­pent, for the judg­ment is at hand.
				

				Sin­ners, oh, sin­ners,
				

				Re­pent, for the time is draw­ing nigh.
				

				God’s wrath is gath­er­ing in the sky.
				

				God’s a-go­ing to rain down rain on rain.
				

				God’s a-go­ing to loosen up the bot­tom of the deep,
				

				And drown this wicked world.
				

				Sin­ners, re­pent while yet there’s time
				

				For God to change his mind.
			

			
				Some smart young fel­low said: This old man’s
				

				Got wa­ter on the brain.
				

				And the crowd all laughed—Lord, but didn’t they laugh;
				

				And they paid no mind to Noah,
				

				But kept on sin­ning just the same.
			

			
				One bright and sun­ny morn­ing,
				

				Not a cloud nowhere to be seen,
				

				God said to Noah: Get in the ark!
				

				And Noah and his folks all got in the ark,
				

				And all the an­i­mals, two by two,
				

				A he and a she marched in.
				

				Then God said: Noah, Bar the door!
				

				And Noah barred the door.
			

			
				And a lit­tle black spot be­gun to spread,
				

				Like a bot­tle of ink spilling over the sky;
				

				And the thun­der rolled like a rum­bling drum;
				

				And the light­ning jumped from pole to pole;
				

				And it rained down rain, rain, rain,
				

				Great God, but didn’t it rain!
				

				For forty days and forty nights
				

				Wa­ters poured down and wa­ters gushed up;
				

				And the dry land turned to sea.
				

				And the old ark-a she be­gun to ride;
				

				The old ark-a she be­gun to rock;
				

				Sin­ners came a-run­ning down to the ark;
				

				Sin­ners came a-swim­ming all round the ark;
				

				Sin­ners plead­ed and sin­ners prayed—
				

				Sin­ners wept and sin­ners wailed—
				

				But Noah’d done barred the door.
			

			
				And the trees and the hills and the moun­tain tops
				

				Slipped un­der­neath the wa­ters.
				

				And the old ark sailed that lone­ly sea—
				

				For twelve long months she sailed that sea,
				

				A sea with­out a shore.
			

			
				Then the wa­ters be­gun to set­tle down,
				

				And the ark touched bot­tom on the tallest peak
				

				Of old Mount Ararat.
				

				The dove brought Noah the olive leaf,
				

				And Noah when he saw that the grass was green,
				

				Opened up the ark, and they all climbed down,
				

				The folks, and the an­i­mals, two by two,
				

				Down from the mount to the val­ley.
				

				And Noah wept and fell on his face
				

				And hugged and kissed the dry ground.
			

			
				And then—
			

			
				God hung out his rain­bow cross the sky,
				

				And he said to Noah: That’s my sign!
				

				No more will I judge the world by flood—
				

				Next time I’ll rain down fire.
			

		


			The Crucifixion

			
				Je­sus, my gen­tle Je­sus,
				

				Walk­ing in the dark of the Gar­den—
				

				The Gar­den of Geth­se­mane,
				

				Say­ing to the three dis­ci­ples:
				

				Sor­row is in my soul—
				

				Even un­to death;
				

				Tar­ry ye here a lit­tle while,
				

				And watch with me.
			

			
				Je­sus, my bur­dened Je­sus,
				

				Pray­ing in the dark of the Gar­den—
				

				The Gar­den of Geth­se­mane.
				

				Say­ing: Fa­ther,
				

				Oh, Fa­ther,
				

				This bit­ter cup,
				

				This bit­ter cup,
				

				Let it pass from me.
			

			
				Je­sus, my sor­row­ing Je­sus,
				

				The sweat like drops of blood up­on his brow,
				

				Talk­ing with his Fa­ther,
				

				While the three dis­ci­ples slept,
				

				Say­ing: Fa­ther,
				

				Oh, Fa­ther,
				

				Not as I will,
				

				Not as I will,
				

				But let thy will be done.
			

			
				Oh, look at black-heart­ed Ju­das—
				

				Sneak­ing through the dark of the Gar­den—
				

				Lead­ing his cru­ci­fy­ing mob.
				

				Oh, God!
				

				Strike him down!
				

				Why don’t you strike him down,
				

				Be­fore he plants his traitor’s kiss
				

				Up­on my Je­sus’ cheek?
			

			
				And they take my blame­less Je­sus,
				

				And they drag him to the Gov­er­nor,
				

				To the mighty Ro­man Gov­er­nor.
				

				Great Pi­late seat­ed in his hall—
				

				Great Pi­late on his judg­ment seat,
				

				Said: In this man I find no fault.
				

				I find no fault in him.
				

				And Pi­late washed his hands.
			

			
				But they cried out, say­ing:
				

				Cru­ci­fy him!—
				

				Cru­ci­fy him!—
				

				Cru­ci­fy him!—
				

				His blood be on our heads.
				

				And they beat my lov­ing Je­sus,
				

				They spit on my pre­cious Je­sus;
				

				They dressed him up in a pur­ple robe,
				

				They put a crown of thorns up­on his head,
				

				And they pressed it down—
				

				Oh, they pressed it down—
				

				And they mocked my sweet King Je­sus.
			

			
				Up Gol­go­tha’s rugged road
				

				I see my Je­sus go.
				

				I see him sink be­neath the load,
				

				I see my droop­ing Je­sus sink.
				

				And then they laid hold on Si­mon,
				

				Black Si­mon, yes, black Si­mon;
				

				They put the cross on Si­mon,
				

				And Si­mon bore the cross.
			

			
				On Cal­vary, on Cal­vary,
				

				They cru­ci­fied my Je­sus.
				

				They nailed him to the cru­el tree,
				

				And the ham­mer!
				

				The ham­mer!
				

				The ham­mer!
				

				Rang through Jerusalem’s streets.
				

				The ham­mer!
				

				The ham­mer!
				

				The ham­mer!
				

				Rang through Jerusalem’s streets.
			

			
				Je­sus, my lamb-like Je­sus,
				

				Shiv­er­ing as the nails go through his hands;
				

				Je­sus, my lamb-like Je­sus,
				

				Shiv­er­ing as the nails go through his feet.
				

				Je­sus, my dar­ling Je­sus,
				

				Groan­ing as the Ro­man spear plunged in his side;
				

				Je­sus, my dar­ling Je­sus,
				

				Groan­ing as the blood came spurt­ing from his wound.
				

				Oh, look how they done my Je­sus.
			

			
				Mary,
				

				Weep­ing Mary,
				

				Sees her poor lit­tle Je­sus on the cross.
				

				Mary,
				

				Weep­ing Mary,
				

				Sees her sweet, ba­by Je­sus on the cru­el cross,
				

				Hang­ing be­tween two thieves.
			

			
				And Je­sus, my lone­some Je­sus,
				

				Called out once more to his Fa­ther,
				

				Say­ing:
				

				My God,
				

				My God,
				

				Why hast thou for­sak­en me?
				

				And he drooped his head and died.
			

			
				And the veil of the tem­ple was split in two,
				

				The mid­day sun re­fused to shine,
				

				The thun­der rum­bled and the light­ning wrote
				

				An un­known lan­guage in the sky.
				

				What a day! Lord, what a day!
				

				When my blessed Je­sus died.
			

			
				Oh, I trem­ble, yes, I trem­ble,
				

				It caus­es me to trem­ble, trem­ble,
				

				When I think how Je­sus died;
				

				Died on the steeps of Cal­vary,
				

				How Je­sus died for sin­ners,
				

				Sin­ners like you and me.
			

		


			Let My People Go

			
				And God called Moses from the burn­ing bush,
				

				He called in a still, small voice,
				

				And he said: Moses—Moses—
				

				And Moses lis­tened,
				

				And he an­swered and said:
				

				Lord, here am I.
			

			
				And the voice in the bush said: Moses,
				

				Draw not nigh, take off your shoes,
				

				For you’re stand­ing on holy ground.
				

				And Moses stopped where he stood,
				

				And Moses took off his shoes,
				

				And Moses looked at the burn­ing bush,
				

				And he heard the voice,
				

				But he saw no man.
			

			
				Then God again spoke to Moses,
				

				And he spoke in a voice of thun­der:
				

				I am the Lord God Almighty,
				

				I am the God of thy fa­thers,
				

				I am the God of Abra­ham,
				

				Of Isaac and of Ja­cob.
				

				And Moses hid his face.
			

			
				And God said to Moses:
				

				I’ve seen the aw­ful suf­fer­ing
				

				Of my peo­ple down in Egypt.
				

				I’ve watched their hard op­pres­sors,
				

				Their over­seers and driv­ers;
				

				The groans of my peo­ple have filled my ears
				

				And I can’t stand it no longer;
				

				So I’m come down to de­liv­er them
				

				Out of the land of Egypt,
				

				And I will bring them out of that land
				

				In­to the land of Canaan;
				

				There­fore, Moses, go down,
				

				Go down in­to Egypt,
				

				And tell Old Pharaoh
				

				To let my peo­ple go.
			

			
				And Moses said: Lord, who am I
				

				To make a speech be­fore Pharaoh?
				

				For, Lord, you know I’m slow of tongue.
				

				But God said: I will be thy mouth and I will be thy tongue;
				

				There­fore, Moses, go down,
				

				Go down yon­der in­to Egypt land,
				

				And tell Old Pharaoh
				

				To let my peo­ple go.
			

			
				And Moses with his rod in hand
				

				Went down and said to Pharaoh:
				

				Thus saith the Lord God of Is­rael,
				

				Let my peo­ple go.
			

			
				And Pharaoh looked at Moses,
				

				He stopped still and looked at Moses;
				

				And he said to Moses: Who is this Lord?
				

				I know all the gods of Egypt,
				

				But I know no God of Is­rael;
				

				So go back, Moses, and tell your God,
				

				I will not let this peo­ple go.
			

			
				Poor Old Pharaoh,
				

				He knows all the knowl­edge of Egypt,
				

				Yet nev­er knew—
				

				He nev­er knew
				

				The one and the liv­ing God.
				

				Poor Old Pharaoh,
				

				He’s got all the pow­er of Egypt,
				

				And he’s go­ing to try
				

				To test his strength
				

				With the might of the great Je­ho­vah,
				

				With the might of the Lord God of Hosts,
				

				The Lord mighty in bat­tle.
				

				And God, sit­ting high up in his heav­en,
				

				Laughed at poor Old Pharaoh.
			

			
				And Pharaoh called the over­seers,
				

				And Pharaoh called the driv­ers,
				

				And he said: Put heav­ier bur­dens still
				

				On the backs of the He­brew Chil­dren.
				

				Then the peo­ple chode with Moses,
				

				And they cried out: Look here, Moses,
				

				You’ve been to Pharaoh, but look and see
				

				What Pharaoh’s done to us now.
				

				And Moses was trou­bled in mind.
			

			
				But God said: Go again, Moses,
				

				You and your broth­er, Aaron,
				

				And say once more to Pharaoh,
				

				Thus saith the Lord God of the He­brews,
				

				Let my peo­ple go.
				

				And Moses and Aaron with their rods in hand
				

				Worked many signs and won­ders.
				

				But Pharaoh called for his mag­ic men,
				

				And they worked won­ders, too.
				

				So Pharaoh’s heart was hard­ened,
				

				And he would not,
				

				No, he would not
				

				Let God’s peo­ple go.
			

			
				And God rained down plagues on Egypt,
				

				Plagues of frogs and lice and lo­custs,
				

				Plagues of blood and boils and dark­ness,
				

				And oth­er plagues be­sides.
				

				But ev’ry time God moved the plague
				

				Old Pharaoh’s heart was hard­ened,
				

				And he would not,
				

				No, he would not
				

				Let God’s peo­ple go.
				

				And Moses was trou­bled in mind.
			

			
				Then the Lord said: Lis­ten, Moses,
				

				The God of Is­rael will not be mocked,
				

				Just one more wit­ness of my pow­er
				

				I’ll give hard-heart­ed Pharaoh.
				

				This very night about mid­night,
				

				I’ll pass over Egypt land,
				

				In my right­eous wrath will I pass over,
				

				And smite their first-born dead.
			

			
				And God that night passed over.
				

				And a cry went up out of Egypt.
				

				And Pharaoh rose in the mid­dle of the night
				

				And he sent in a hur­ry for Moses;
				

				And he said: Go forth from among my peo­ple,
				

				You and all the He­brew Chil­dren;
				

				Take your goods and take your flocks,
				

				And get away from the land of Egypt.
			

			
				And, right then, Moses led them out,
				

				With all their goods and all their flocks;
				

				And God went on be­fore,
				

				A guid­ing pil­lar of cloud by day,
				

				And a pil­lar of fire by night.
				

				And they jour­neyed on in the wilder­ness,
				

				And came down to the Red Sea.
			

			
				In the morn­ing,
				

				Oh, in the morn­ing,
				

				They missed the He­brew Chil­dren.
				

				Four hun­dred years,
				

				Four hun­dred years
				

				They’d held them down in Egypt land.
				

				Held them un­der the driv­er’s lash,
				

				Work­ing with­out mon­ey and with­out price.
				

				And it might have been Pharaoh’s wife that said:
				

				Pharaoh—look what you’ve done.
				

				You let those He­brew Chil­dren go,
				

				And who’s go­ing to serve us now?
				

				Who’s go­ing to make our bricks and mor­tar?
				

				Who’s go­ing to plant and plow our corn?
				

				Who’s go­ing to get up in the chill of the morn­ing?
				

				And who’s go­ing to work in the blaz­ing sun?
				

				Pharaoh, tell me that!
			

			
				And Pharaoh called his gen­er­als,
				

				And the gen­er­als called the cap­tains,
				

				And the cap­tains called the sol­diers.
				

				And they hitched up all the char­i­ots,
				

				Six hun­dred cho­sen char­i­ots of war,
				

				And twen­ty-four hun­dred hors­es.
				

				And the char­i­ots all were full of men,
				

				With swords and shields
				

				And shiny spears
				

				And bat­tle bows and ar­rows.
				

				And Pharaoh and his army
				

				Pur­sued the He­brew Chil­dren
				

				To the edge of the Red Sea.
			

			
				Now, the Chil­dren of Is­rael, look­ing back,
				

				Saw Pharaoh’s army com­ing.
				

				And the rum­ble of the char­i­ots was like a thun­der storm,
				

				And the whirring of the wheels was like a rush­ing wind,
				

				And the dust from the hors­es made a cloud that dark­ed the day,
				

				And the glit­ter­ing of the spears was like light­nings in the night.
			

			
				And the Chil­dren of Is­rael all lost faith,
				

				The chil­dren of Is­rael all lost hope;
				

				Deep Red Sea in front of them
				

				And Pharaoh’s host be­hind.
				

				And they mum­bled and grum­bled among them­selves:
				

				Were there no graves in Egypt?
				

				And they wailed aloud to Moses and said:
				

				Slav­ery in Egypt was bet­ter than to come
				

				To die here in this wilder­ness.
			

			
				But Moses said:
				

				Stand still! Stand still!
				

				And see the Lord’s sal­va­tion.
				

				For the Lord God of Is­rael
				

				Will not for­sake his peo­ple.
				

				The Lord will break the char­i­ots,
				

				The Lord will break the horse­men,
				

				He’ll break great Egypt’s sword and shield,
				

				The bat­tle bows and ar­rows;
				

				This day he’ll make proud Pharaoh know
				

				Who is the God of Is­rael.
			

			
				And Moses lift­ed up his rod
				

				Over the Red Sea;
				

				And God with a blast of his nos­trils
				

				Blew the wa­ters apart,
				

				And the waves rolled back and stood up in a pile,
				

				And left a path through the mid­dle of the sea
				

				Dry as the sands of the desert.
				

				And the Chil­dren of Is­rael all crossed over
				

				On to the oth­er side.
			

			
				When Pharaoh saw them cross­ing dry,
				

				He dashed on in be­hind them—
				

				Old Pharaoh got about half way cross,
				

				And God un­lashed the wa­ters,
				

				And the waves rushed back to­geth­er,
				

				And Pharaoh and all his army got lost,
				

				And all his host got drownd­ed.
				

				And Moses sang and Miri­am danced,
				

				And the peo­ple shout­ed for joy,
				

				And God led the He­brew Chil­dren on
				

				Till they reached the promised land.
			

			
				Lis­ten!—Lis­ten!
				

				All you sons of Pharaoh.
				

				Who do you think can hold God’s peo­ple
				

				When the Lord God him­self has said,
				

				Let my peo­ple go?
			

		


			The Judgment Day

			
				In that great day,
				

				Peo­ple, in that great day,
				

				God’s a-go­ing to rain down fire.
				

				God’s a-go­ing to sit in the mid­dle of the air
				

				To judge the quick and the dead.
			

			
				Ear­ly one of these morn­ings,
				

				God’s a-go­ing to call for Gabriel,
				

				That tall, bright an­gel, Gabriel;
				

				And God’s a-go­ing to say to him: Gabriel,
				

				Blow your sil­ver trum­pet,
				

				And wake the liv­ing na­tions.
			

			
				And Gabriel’s go­ing to ask him: Lord,
				

				How loud must I blow it?
				

				And God’s a-go­ing to tell him: Gabriel,
				

				Blow it calm and easy.
				

				Then putting one foot on the moun­tain top,
				

				And the oth­er in the mid­dle of the sea,
				

				Gabriel’s go­ing to stand and blow his horn,
				

				To wake the liv­ing na­tions.
			

			
				Then God’s a-go­ing to say to him: Gabriel,
				

				Once more blow your sil­ver trum­pet,
				

				And wake the na­tions un­der­ground.
			

			
				And Gabriel’s go­ing to ask him: Lord
				

				How loud must I blow it?
				

				And God’s a-go­ing to tell him: Gabriel,
				

				Like sev­en peals of thun­der.
				

				Then the tall, bright an­gel, Gabriel,
				

				Will put one foot on the bat­tle­ments of heav­en
				

				And the oth­er on the steps of hell,
				

				And blow that sil­ver trum­pet
				

				Till he shakes old hell’s foun­da­tions.
			

			
				And I feel Old Earth a-shud­der­ing—
				

				And I see the graves a-burst­ing—
				

				And I hear a sound,
				

				A blood-chill­ing sound.
				

				What sound is that I hear?
				

				It’s the click­ing to­geth­er of the dry bones,
				

				Bone to bone—the dry bones.
				

				And I see com­ing out of the burst­ing graves,
				

				And march­ing up from the val­ley of death,
				

				The army of the dead.
				

				And the liv­ing and the dead in the twin­kling of an eye
				

				Are caught up in the mid­dle of the air,
				

				Be­fore God’s judg­ment bar.
			

			
				Oh-o-oh, sin­ner,
				

				Where will you stand,
				

				In that great day when God’s a-go­ing to rain down fire?
				

				Oh, you gam­bling man—where will you stand?
				

				You whore-mon­ger­ing man—where will you stand?
				

				Liars and back­slid­ers—where will you stand,
				

				In that great day when God’s a-go­ing to rain down fire?
			

			
				And God will di­vide the sheep from the goats,
				

				The one on the right, the oth­er on the left.
				

				And to them on the right God’s a-go­ing to say:
				

				En­ter in­to my king­dom.
				

				And those who’ve come through great tribu­la­tions,
				

				And washed their robes in the blood of the Lamb,
				

				They will en­ter in—
				

				Clothed in spot­less white,
				

				With star­ry crowns up­on their heads,
				

				And sil­ver slip­pers on their feet,
				

				And harps with­in their hands;—
			

			
				And two by two they’ll walk
				

				Up and down the gold­en street,
				

				Feast­ing on the milk and hon­ey
				

				Singing new songs of Zion,
				

				Chat­ter­ing with the an­gels
				

				All around the Great White Throne.
			

			
				And to them on the left God’s a-go­ing to say:
				

				De­part from me in­to ev­er­last­ing dark­ness,
				

				Down in­to the bot­tom­less pit.
				

				And the wicked like lumps of lead will start to fall,
				

				Head­long for sev­en days and nights they’ll fall,
				

				Plumb in­to the big, black, red-hot mouth of hell,
				

				Belch­ing out fire and brim­stone.
				

				And their cries like howl­ing, yelp­ing dogs,
				

				Will go up with the fire and smoke from hell,
				

				But God will stop his ears.
			

			
				Too late, sin­ner! Too late!
				

				Good­bye, sin­ner! Good­bye!
				

				In hell, sin­ner! In hell!
				

				Be­yond the reach of the love of God.
			

			
				And I hear a voice, cry­ing, cry­ing:
				

				Time shall be no more!
				

				Time shall be no more!
				

				Time shall be no more!
				

				And the sun will go out like a can­dle in the wind,
				

				The moon will turn to drip­ping blood,
				

				The stars will fall like cin­ders,
				

				And the sea will burn like tar;
				

				And the earth shall melt away and be dis­solved,
				

				And the sky will roll up like a scroll.
				

				With a wave of his hand God will blot out time,
				

				And start the wheel of eter­ni­ty.
			

			
				Sin­ner, oh, sin­ner,
				

				Where will you stand
				

				In that great day when God’s a-go­ing to rain down fire?
			

		

		
			
				If home­ly virtues draw from me a tune
				

				In hap­py jin­gle or a half-sad croon;
				

				Or if the smol­der­ing fu­ture should in­spire
				

				My hand to strike the seer’s prophet­ic lyre;
				

				Or if in­jus­tice, brutish­ness and wrong
				

				Should make a blast­ing trum­pet of my song;
				

				O God, give beau­ty and strength—truth to my words,
				

				Oh, may they fall like sweet­ly ca­denced chords,
				

				Or burn like bea­con fires from out the dark,
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