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THE PRESENT RENAISSANCE
55



And perhaps she’ll pluck this very rose,

And, quick as blushes start,

Will breathe my hidden secret in

Her unsuspecting heart.



—George Marion McClellan.




In a Negro magazine one may chance upon a sonnet that the best poet of our times might have signed and feared no loss to his reputation, nor would there be any mark of race in its lines. To candid judgment I submit the following, from Mrs. Alice Dunbar-Nelson:









VIOLETS




I had not thought of violets of late,

The wild, shy kind that spring beneath your feet

In wistful April days, when lovers mate

And wander through the fields in raptures sweet.

The thoughts of violets meant florists’ shops,

And bows and pins, and perfumed papers fine;

And garish lights, and mincing little fops,

And cabarets and songs, and deadening wine.

So far from sweet real things my thoughts had strayed,

I had forgot wide fields and clear brown streams;

The perfect loveliness that God has made—

Wild violets shy and Heaven-mounting dreams

And now unwittingly, you’ve made me dream

Of violets, and my soul’s forgotten gleam.





It needs not that a poet write an epic to prove himself chosen of the muse. The winds of time
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