The ParadoXx

By Paul Laurence Dunbar

| am the mother of sorrows,
| am the ender of grief;

| am the bud and the blossom,
| am the late-falling leaf.

| am thy priest and thy poet,
| am thy serf and thy king;

| cure the tears of the heartsick,
When | come near they shall sing.

White are my hands as the snowdrop;
Swart are my fingers as clay;

Dark is my frown as the midnight,
Fair is my brow as the day.

Battle and war are my minions,
Doing my will as divine;

| am the calmer of passions,
Peace is a nursling of mine.

Speak to me gently or curse me,
Seek me or fly from my sight;

| am thy fool in the morning,
Thou art my slave in the night.

Down to the grave will | take thee,
Out from the noise of the strife;
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Invitation to Love

By Paul Laurence Dunbar

Come when the nights are bright with stars
Or come when the moon is mellow;
Come when the sun his golden bars
Drops on the hay-field yellow.
Come in the twilight soft and gray,
. Come in the night or come in the day,
Come, O love, whene'er you may,
And you are welcome, welcome.

You are sweet, O Love, dear Love,

You are soft as the nesting dove.

Come to my heart and bring it to rest

As the bird flies home to its welcome nest.

Come when my heart is full of grief

Or when my heart is merry:

Come with the falling of the leaf

Or with the redd'ning cherry.

Come when the year’s first blossom blows,
Come when the summer gleams and glows,
Come with the winter’s drifting snows,

And you are welcome, welcome.

Love
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Thou Art My Lute

By Paul Laurence Dunbar

Thou art my lute, by thee | sing,—
My being is attuned to thee.
Thou settest all my words a-wing,
And meltest me to melody.

Thou art my life, by thee | live,
From thee proceed the joys | know;
Sweetheart, thy hand has power to give
The meed of love—the cup of woe.

Thou art my love, by thee | lead
My soul the paths of light along,
From vale to vale, from mead to mead,
And home it in the hills of song.

My song, my soul, my life, my all,

. Why need | pray or make my pleg,
Since my petition cannot fall;

For I'm already one with theel
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