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There came a change 1n Jack MoKay.

Army disciplins harnessed his soul,
Changod bis habdits and hia form,
Directed his aim toward the ideal goal
02 brotherhood, and to hste the

storm
* prejudice, the nip of gestarday.
In the lifo of Private Jack McKay.

When we crossed the pond in war un-
kind
Against the atrocities of the Hun.
In the Amorican lne he faced the
Rhine
As did Jackson at Bull Run
The historian in his war essay
Lauded the recurd of Jack MoKay

Inving been touched by the souls of
men
¥rum all pa g of the universe,
McKay 18 not tite wtmie as when
He entered camp to rchearss.
il vision hag becn broadened with
- the day
#0 the world has to deal with a new
Mekdy
CLYSSES 8. POSTON.
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THE BLACK BELT'S PRAYER

Dark racces of the world, we plead
With you—O hear our ery!

Bend sutfor o thd Blick Beft's zone
Ur we shal) surely dic

Buarv con | ralse my trembling hand
To pen these lines to you,
Opprrulon- sword has plerced my
. ieart
And thrust my spirit through.

Half crused and daged by poverty,
Today ! roamed alone

Out In the, Black Beit, for someé voice
Called mo into it8 sone.

And there I met the soul that called,
All doubled in distresa

God bado mo lead her to bher homo
And whispered he would bless.

O what;a Dzssttent, dar-Qri. dreapd

* O Yhat' s sainthy heart,

Cast there where underworfd ‘appald
By Bgtan'e bldtkest.ast.

O thtre are matry milifan starm
And cach one has a p .

. Ang@ yet the slave goes ating on

‘( And nong will help his rade.

O give ue liberfy or death!
O hasten to set free!

For agony Is every bréath!
O hoip us o'er tho seal

The slavo and | aro riding high
On poverty's wild wave.

‘Atiaye-ys ip o stormy eby:
Rencath us is the grave.

1 storn the walks of wealth and. esse
Whilc my black brothsy pines.

Ho let mo perish with the slavo

* Or walt tili his star shines,

Where'er my drifing bark may blow
Mino eyes shall' search the waves
rrgone Afrio sons who stare
irtrmmnc. Awiolgmvps.

O hearken!
Took out upon . Alg:

And send a life boat to our aid
To savo the slave and me.

brot o5 the.atsro—

0 wo Implore you—we will drown—
Oppreszion's storm we share.

And ere wo perish in the gale
O hear the Black Balt's prayas,

. CTHEL TREW DUNLAP.

WATCHMAL, WHAT OF THE|

HIGHT?,
* AVatchmam, what ot the night?
The darkeat hour welcsmes the trorm,
W thh eNDl P8 dreate eaa gy
Ushers the dawn «f ught.

Wntchmun. what of the night?
off’t hear the clauglng of chain,
‘Groans-o¢ & 'poople-tny paln.

Yeaming for freedom and right.

.

Watchman, what of (b» night?
Lol therq's & mgd with steadfast

L )
Gecklng to vedoom his down-trodden

.-@"E%Mgm ni,ﬂwﬂ'“4 tho white man's
:ﬁW&%m AT

f‘mwvnvum Wil vigw

Fuailed to know but very littl

7

Ob, so sacred is that land
Full of mysteries and light,
Prophets and priests, God's pratse 818

sing,
Christ o refuge there 414 ind—
In Blegsed Africa.

.

Vain & world the secrets crave

Secrets for which the fathers longed:

None but Almighty or Argelis band

May lift the curtain and seco afar—
Grest Things in wfrica

Bleszed are those dwellers then

Those for whom that iand was made

May the inspiration given

How to love the God of beaven—
And to Love Africa.

And to us thy children scattered

May we soon be linked together
Earnestly for our lexdors pray

For we hope to reach some day—
Our Home in Africa.
A. 8 BURTON.

37 Princess Court.

Kingston, Jamaica.

Farewell! O noble oversoar!
About a year ago;

met,
For beaven made it e

The happy days have flown awny
Like birds when summer's o'en
With you I’re gaced acrozs the sca

At AbyzziniA’s shore.

'With you T'vs reamed in Paradice

o Rely me o 227

Fast in Thy word that life mar do
One grand eternal day.

With you I've looked across the sea;
Behel® the Southern Queen,

Where floats the flag of Africas-
The Red, the Black and Greed.

The Stars and Stripea waved o'er us
long—
Dark was the path and lone
The flag your sirea protected well
Lit up the white man’s gone.

To save the lves of thoss you .oved.
You bade them rise and flee.

It paijned my heart yoyr noble race
8houid be a refugee.

My soul {8 fres from evpry stain
Of prejudice and guile.

Thy burden was the hbaviest,
Dut brightest was thy smile.

Ab! never shall my eoul forget
Those sacred, happy days
When freefom: thrille§ our hearts and

God
Bhowed us fiis loving. Woays:

N
Ab! there wag little time for talk—
Al work and Uttlo plax, °
You early rose and late
Bome nights you turned to day.

To win Gd's precious golden prive:
A homs across the se¢a,
Where those you love tnl;ht hagpy
livo
+And walk as mien et free

plass
You tave got & very.
| G081 mnbier s }h-‘u.xf.{.a.
mm.mmnmu»m
- {Fropndanty, wm:m
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LINES TO ELDER J. D. BARBER

Through God's triumphant grace we

‘| ALl whisper

And grasp your hand aguin, | Wi beasts and birds of savage name a‘,mwu""
When freodom. wakes 06 beaven't LAl crestyres gréat ahd small; ﬂwﬂ‘}, Jw
band Reming us of His mighty powsr, *
Avenges. wicked, Catn. They praise the King of Kinga. Ford. & ‘
Bwost ary, (% st Years memories—rhougn.10ua (he thundifs rods ™= -
4n egwotjoy they bold— And'maiqla mnmn:m: i
Eh T Tl o T
ETHUD. TR DUKLAP. TR .nu ;
S35 WEN 'A'&m ;‘tx {B0. pooplo pralse Thes, OB Gofl,
¢ all the pocnle pralse Thes,
———t—— Then shall itie unh‘. thw
i ag‘z m)&y MM«m*mmcaam

Tha gofa of carth al toghy to dis.
oiys
They will econ ccase (o dutcher end

plunder
Thromgh the right causy o the
U.NLA

by tha'dann
Poor Africn's o
nwm»ﬁﬁhﬁzmm»

And 12 gapihizg mority coRSADLY
3ost qurely it s the U. N. L A

Get buxy oow, get duzy meote end
oore

Dommnadnmmuao:w:

For the surest way to reach Africa’sy

To the Presiden:,
Tho White Houss,
Waashington, v C M
Dear Mr. Hardlng: *
In my last lotter L triod to make it

shore .
Istobotrue to the U. N. L A.

TO THE TRIULIPH SAINTS OF
CHICAGD

Farewell, Chicago Saints! We know
That we will meet again:

Not after dcath, but here en earth, dmmawn" this
In Cobrist's mileonial retgn. frocly permiitted to citizens
No fear of death enthrails our souls;

Triumphant, loving, brave,
In Ged's cternal word we stand,

AD victors o'er the grave Wm'n:mmciumbmmn.m-mmu -mea -~ >
Ah! Men may say that we are med; votes when 4nd unfit.ir repre- wero permittod to cast a-vote. |=-li-; ) ..-..mmﬁ
But faith grows more subllms, sentaticn tn pubiic office th @o-| Now. Mr. President, theso ara vome |1 air m;m
Our lives aro over fresh and fair— tiors of tho country, becanss great Na- [yinge heard among this largo group alt A O o wire 1

ture made them of & dlfferent color ,."?“M'M“’ p-Cr A B
They have no twilight time. Your diclared pollcy in this respoct el | 2179
No setting sun brings us regret be inter “"w‘”’thumdolmmmmﬂmmi

That season of life's oer, Negroes susy not expect froni your ad»
And no abyss yawns under feet

To cross to heavens shore.

patronags
Mmmnmnlwmw

dktlmwud for ta-tack ot! liﬁotgrk
in the welfuro and wellbeing of N‘em
citizens,

Ths facta cannot be disguieed, M,
President, that yon !mye dr,avm

We live and live and love and love—
Christ’s highway has po end,

The seapons lightly come snd go—
He i» our constant friend.

Ah, Bouls may die and pass away; .
But in the falth we stand,
mmmdnmmm&&
The first fruits of tho land.

Mortality can never pluck oy e indamental taw u;eroan
The faith from out the heart. over igtest. Rogudlie:. wommmwm;
It ahines like Edon's Evcning Star | oo flersfandhow trzeimcawzmsuénea

Aht nrchhnxmw-m
rot&udh-‘.lu.'
our saintly fingers point my way

O euls of Nincwab, I'l walkl.

Wih thes anf hald iy hend
‘While God pours ont Gomorrah's cures
On ovil msn in this land.

Waflo med are soeking Parudise,
Lot We are long within
The garden where no ovil mars
Affoction with its sin!
—ETHEX TREW. DUNLAP.

ALL NATURE PRAISES GOD
There sit ampagst the branches
Bome merry little birds,

They pour twix earth and Heavren
Thelir songe of joy and love.

We turn our eyes towards them.

Wo listen to their lays:

Then blush becauss we do not give
suchahhowcodmhuh?

The sea with all its waves rofl on,
The mighty riveys flow!

Tho Uttls strcamis and laughlog vills
Sing praisea everywhero
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The atately motmtains and the hills,

A Ao A P A H R T
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Tho beautiful 1fllies of the fleld ] Agéots t ¢ v"‘s.mﬂplﬂ”"m i E,;na.. AN @)
Yot ma:u::: hid such wc:m.h tola, ' Agsats atrond, por. Sozen, 5 | pobtage., 12
U un tab A
They praise the Lord and King. Rocords spailed foanyipart of thaywarid u’m
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To creature gverywhere;
They are but messengers divige,
They tell 4s God is gear.

; !ﬁ“
mfg_% ,,
L S P RED
4 bﬂ"‘""e . )
SEie ,&, :

e 10 8 ome

'M‘l‘mt




