Ebe Coconino Sun.

VoL, XV.

Lover's Lane.
Summah nlght an’ slghin’ breege,
"Lzt e lovah's lane
Frien'ly, shaditer-mekin trees,
L de lovah's lane.
White folks' wo'k all done up gran’
Me an' ‘Mandy han'-in-han’
Struttin’ lak we owned de lan’.
“Laong de lovah's lnne.

Owl sesetiin’ “shde de rond,
“Laomyr de loval' s buni,

Lookin at us luk he Kunowsd
Dis uz lovah's lnte.

Go on, hoot yo' mo'nful tune.

Yo' nin’ pevah loved o June,

An' come hidin' f'om de moon
Down in lovah's lane.

Bush it ben” an’ nsd an’ sway,
Down in lovah's lane,

Trs'n' to hyeah me whut 1 say
Latig de loviah's lane.

Hut 1 whispahs low lak dis,

An’ my "Mandy smile hub bllss

Mistah Bush he shek his v’
Down de lovah's lane.

What | keer of day is long,
Down in lovah's Isne.
I kin allus sing o vong.
"Long de lovah's lane.
An' de wo'ds 1 hyeab s’ say
Moeks up fu’ de weury day
Wien | s strollin' by de way,
Ihown b loval’ < lane,

An' s tought will allus ol «
Down in lovah's lane;

Wondah whethnh in de skies
Dey ‘s a lovah's lnne.

Ef dey win' I tell you true
‘Liglon do look mighty blue,

‘Couse 1 do’ know whut T'11 deo
‘Dout & lovah's inne.

Paul Lourence Dunbar.

The wells of the sunrise harken,
They walt for s year and i day:

Only the cnlm, sure thrushes
Fluting the world away !

For the husk of 1ife Is sorrow:
But the kernels of joy remain,

“Teeming nud blind and eternal
As the B withd or the rmin
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A Song of Ple.

Oh, slng of the close where the ple plant grows

1o luxuriance wild and free.

And pumpkin ples of monstiots siae

Hung ripe on the pumpkin dree:

Where the “lemon-cream” like a fresh baked
dream

Glows white In the noon-day glare.

Aund the “vustards” pold. with their hearts of
wold,

Shed fragrance on the nir.

Oh. sing of the lued where the minee Lo
stand
With their brancties spresding wide,
And laden low with nuts of dough
And wondrous thiues insida.
Hich remnants of the foods we love
When in thelr proper sphere:
Boeelstenks and stew and things we knew
In cornbee! hush lust year.

Oh. sing of & time in s happy ¢lime
When the ple tree's fralt shall fall
With ease nud grace in the open fuce
Al no expense at all:
Ah. then indeed will the heartiess greed
Of the lunchroom keeper tail,
And our tongues will spars minee pies thut
hurn
And crusis that moke us wail.
__Chleago Recond
Octeber.
Hut brown comes the autumn. and sar grows
the corn.
And the woods like o rainbow are dees sed.
And but for the cock und the noontide horn *
Old Time would be tempted 1o rest.
The humming bee funs off 4 shower of pold
From the mullein's long rod as It sways,
And dry grows the leaves which protecting in-
fold.
The eurs af the well-ripened malae

Atlength Indlan Summer the lovely, doth come
With (ts bloe frosty nights and days stiil

When distuntly sounds the weterfall’s hum.
And the sun smokes ablize on the hill!

A dim vell hangs over the landscape and  Bood
And the hills are all meliowed in haze,

While Fall. ereeping on Hke o monk ‘neath his

hood,

Plucks the thirk-rustling we b of the malze
' Whirtier,
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