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LINES
WRITTRN IN A OUKST-llOOK FOrND IN THB

OlIAMUEH OF A HBllCNU's HOUSE,
IN WHICH THK AUTHOR SPENT

THE NIUHT.

^ /TJ\ KT US not sleep,

Y^^Howe'er with toils and cares we
weary be,

Until we look, () hiving Lord ! to Thee,
-And cry,— " O Lord, have mercy upon me !

In Life, in Death, in Immortality,
My Soul forever keep !

"

THE FLIGHT OF TYRANTS.
WRITTKN ON THE INTERVENTION IN THE CAUSE

OF CUBA.
If tht treat t'od. be just, thev shall assist
1 hf deeds (>i justest men.

Shakespeare.

^HE bright Antilles shall be free,—
\2) Columbia speaks the word !

The Islands of the Kastern Sea
Have Freedom's bugle heard.

Tyrants, your destined hour is nigh !

Fieht ye like hawks ; like hawks ye fly,
Like hawks ye dart upon your prey.—

The weak, the faint, the helpless slay.
Let Freedom rise to strike her blow !—

On,— r/o,

—

f/n .'

Ho ! Tyrants, leave your quaking thrones
With trembling lips and dumb !

'

Rejnire. ve People ! Time atones !

Rejoice
! Your hmir »'« rnmr .'

The worth of Man the Proud must lean :


