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POETRY FOR THE PEOPLE

RENAISSANCE.
! By Themas Millard Menry.

Arise all ye blacks in the en' of the
earth.

Yo with the new visicn, ye with the
wyw birth.

Arvise in your etrength. and yous
gonius te sing,

And honor the country of Prestdent
King.

AVith all of our courage. with sll of
our pride,

Deay that old@ kinship and fri
have died.

Not all of our tongues have besn
Iyuched let us sing

Three ahaers for the nation of Presi-
dens King

Liberia, ssylum of (reedum and light

The gold-fingered dawn gainst the
African night

Appenls tv the heart in Americas
Lreast, !

That heart should be jours. O ye

bLlacks of the Went
48 West 130th 8t. New York City

SPRING.

Spring hos come and carth s glad,
The air is [rerh, the roses bloom.

The trera no more are bare and sad
The tendor planie in \igor loom

The ahirping birde delight to greet
Thi little broezea as they blow.

And thildren pat thetr little feet
And sing In strains of blissful glow

The moans grund view enthralls thp
night
With silvery light of hope an. cheer
The rills and brooks in shimmer bright
Inspire fine odes and music clear.

Let us arise in aplirit of spring
And help to shed a brightes light,
Lift high our heads, rejoice and sing
In praise for strength o faco the
fight.
CHARLES H W ESTE.
U N ! A Literary Club. Moniseal

I AM NEARING CALVARY.
I am ncaring Calvary'
And the Cross is hard to bear.
Come. S8imon of Cyrene., to me
In this dark hour of despair’

N~ 1 am nearing Calvary,

‘e Would the cup might pass me by’ '

God, hast thou forsaken me,
Now that the hour is so nigh”
1 am feacing Calvary!
Yeot, 1f ) fall I will be
Under the blessed Cross
And nearer my God to Thoe'
ETHEL TREW DUNLAP.

. TO OUR FALLEN HEROES.
Memorial Day, May 80, 1917,
Bbafts of marble! Urns of story!
And the flowsrs we strew today
QO'er tho graves where waves Old Glory
Pointing out the hallowed way.

That In conflict and in passions
By our fallan heroes tread;
Tribute of a grateful ration's
‘' Honor to her hero dead.

From the ocean's darksome cavern,
From tho bosom of the earth, i
"Wake tho memory this day given !
To our fallen horoes' worth' )
i
Raise them up and sing théir praises— |
Those who perished In the strife—
"Til our vonsvation raises
TWeorthy axtoms In thia lite.

Let their pames and deeds illustrious.
In this world-wide crisis blend
With our purposes of justice,
And o'er all the world extend!

In tip hearts of men eternal,
May our herces’ valor shine;

Lst us pray with faith supernal,
Banding this day at the!r shrine.

. Pray; thelr mantle on us falling,
Strength may give our course to run,
“T1} we hear the Master calling:
“Sheaths your sword! The victory's
won!”

Pray: that fraticidal struggle
And the wars of nstions csass:

st cur clarion-call of bugle
Be the Gospel words of Peace.

Prince of Peace: In love enthrone us,
il we're gathered soon or late
With our fallen heross. Own us
In the Bivouas of the Great

Hiroea! Rest in peace forever,
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'Iq% DAY.

The first of May
Hustle and bustle

In New Yorik's fair ba)
The second Mayflower
Wil weather the gale
For Phyllls Wheatley
Is ready to sall

It's moving day

The first of May

While sun is shining
Be wise and make ha)
Can't you feel the lure
Of Liberia a broess

A -woolng your soul
To sall o'er the soas”

It's moving day

The first of May

Now don‘t linger here
Or your hair will gray
Away for the land

Of perennial youth'
fou might live an age
2Jver there—in truth

it s moving day

The firat of May

Vour feat are sinking

' Deep In Bodom s clay

t Away for dear Jife’
Don’t lotter or halt -
‘Jr you ! ht resvlve
Like Lout s wifc to salt

tn moving day
i ‘The Orst of May
Pleaso dont hesitate—
Ephraim, dont ray na) '
Rise like a gallant
Lancelot of oid*
And sail for the land
! Where our sires were sold'
~ ETHEL TREW DUNLAP
3233 Wentworth Ave Chicago. 1l

FOR MOTHER'S DAY.
MOTHER OF MINE.
Dearest of all in the world to me,
8ymbol of truth, love and charity.
Light of the home you will ever be
Mother of mine. I love you

. Faithful and true, a confiding friend,
| One who will laet to the journey’'s end
Eager and willing her hand to lend,
Mother of mine, I love you

| When dangers oppress me she's always
| there,

Roady and willing my burdens to share.
| Teaching that all have a cross to bear.,
' Mother of minc, I love you.

i Never a word of her grief or pain
' Constantly counting life’s loss aa gash,

Seeing God in both the sunshine and

rain—

Afother of mine, I love you.

I pray that your life is all made up with
years,

Filied with life’s sunshine, not drenched
with its teara;

And ono thought supreme, let it dwell
in your ears,

‘That mother of mine, I love you.

—RUBY CARMBEN BERKLEY

COME TQ MY ARMS,
0 EPHRAIM!

Come to my arms, O Ephraim’
My heart has trembled for you,
A child adrift in a forelgn land
Where hearts have proven untrue.
Como to my arms, O Ephraim’'
Cold ia yourAbrow—yo-nr hands chill.
Let me minister unto you—
My love will give me the skill.
Come to my arms, O Ephraim!
You have beon injured I know.
Tender jour soul, for nature nursed
Your alres in the Inny ago.
Come to my arms, O Ephraim!
The dagger haa not thrust through—
Only a bicod stain—water will cleanse.
Blumber, I'm watching you. N
Come t0 my arms, O Ephreimt
Come! Look over the seas!
The wing that blows from the ba!lmy
east
Is like Abysinnia’'s breexze.
Come to my arms, O Ephraim!
The purest soul that 1 know.
Wander with me and memory
ere your fathers dwelt long ago.
Come to my arms, O Ephraim!
We'll stray by Africa’s strand.
‘There the spray has a cooling touch
And God watches over the land.
Come to my arms, O Ephralm!
We'll fiy to sgme fair plateau
Where clouds are captive—the only
chains
Vines that the breeses blow.
Come to my arms, O Ephraim!
We'll flee from the land of grist
To jungles and feel them Paradise.
Where the lash Is the wind-dblown
sheat.
Come to my arms, O Ephraim!
When we sail over the sea
We'll lock grief in a casket wave
And throw the Atlantio the keYy.
ETHEL TREW DUNLAP
March 28, 1931,

WHEN WISHES ARE REALIZED

It T ooculd have my wish

' want to be in Africa

‘Where flowers ever bloom:

To be among the boys and girls
Of Afrion, dear Africa.

T4 wish to see my little sister
At play among the flowers

On evenings when the sun is low,
Or chasing buttsrfiles,

Is Africa, dear Africa.

HE

Do.Yeu Belleve In (12

Galdom to the Rish?
s Hol! Warse Than Lynehing?

Bo I must keep on wishing

And pray that God may give our leader

The strength and power to endure

Ang remove the barriers

That bar us from Africa, dear Africa.

And where othsrs falter

May he firmly stand

As Moses of 0ld; we support his hangd

While guiding us through victory

To Africa’s sunny land.
Mrs. D. INCB,

Boston, Mass. |8
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LEONARD BRATHWAITE
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Do ml(m Why Mest Minieters Preash Hell Always ts the Pesn,

De You Undoretand the-Spiritual Fores of Qarveylsm?
Thees Guestions Are' Anewered in THE GREAT CHALLENGE
MAGAZINE - THAT FRARS ONLY GOD.

On. All Néwsstands May 1802k, 18c. Per Copy
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| Here Is a Job For That
Pollar Bill in Your

AMERICAN

NEGRO
LABOR
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§ Industrial and Commercial Development are the basis of success for any
g people. The advantages and money-making possibilities of the Black Star
| Line to the race are so great that you cannot afford to be without stocks in
o this Corporation. -

{ THE BLACK STAR LINE, Inc.

)

Is capitalized at $10,000,000 under the Laws of the State of Delaware and is
backed in its operations by the full strength of its organization with mil-
lions of Negro men and women in all parts of the world.

TWO MILLION SHARES OF COMMON STOCK NOW ON SALE

At par value of Five Dollars ($5.00) each at the office of the Corporation.
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Do you realize that this is the only Negro Corporation owning; controlling
H and operating steamships in the whole world?

We are making special efforts to add ships of large tpnnage to those now
owned and controlled by this concern. Will you do your part in assisting
this, the greatest effort ever made to have the race rise to a position in the
maritime world that will challenge the admiration and command the at-
tention of the world. o

You owe it to yourself and to posterity to lay this economic foundation.
‘ ¥
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SUBSCRIPTION BLANK

“THE BLACK STAR LINE, Inc.”

56 West 135th Street, New York City
Gentlemen:

1 hereby subscribe for. ...-... ... . .shares df stock at $5.00 per share and forward here-
with as full payment $.............. on same.

Name ....clcceeececccecnsssacnsmrsscsncnssssscm
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