
PESTAL.

sets the captive free; Mine toilt be the triumph, mine the vie - to - ry, Death but sets the captive

child of mis - e - ry; Rest and endless joys in beaven are waiting thee- Spirit speed wings, and
thy
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Pestal was a Pole for many years confined by the Russian Government. On the night previous to bis executO01
ho agribbled the lines printed above, on the wall of bis dungeon. They have been since set to music, and by the fe<
who have seen them, have been very much admired. Through the kindness of Mr. WAREN;, by whom the mu'
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has been arranged, we are enabled to give them to the readers of the Garland.


