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No help-but lie nwust part froin al-
f Ilis wvire, bis cbild, bis cbeerfbil cot,

And in a ruffian master's thrall
Sec the dark side of Slavery's lot.

One long fond lo-ok arotind lie cast
On aIl bis burstinîg lieart hield dear,

And with the thioughit-'1 it is the ]nst!'
XVas iII repressed tlîe rising, tear.

'l'in in the baudls of God,'1 lie said,
' Nothing can go beyond Hiz3 ivill;

Thougli liard the yolie that's on me laid,
The Lord will bc ray helper still.'

Noble the lieart tlîat tlîus couid speakç,
In sorrow such as few can bear,

Wlien tbat poor lieart ivas nigh to break
Beneatlî its awfui iveiglit of care.

And noble 'wlen at tbat last iotir
i-le blessed the baud that gave hlmi oer

To such a inaster's brutal power,
Sucli certain misery to endure.

Around, bis weeping comirades throng,
To bld so loved a friend farewell;

And every comrade's ivilliug tongue,
Serves but the more, bis wvortb to tel].

But ah! tbe wortb of heart is noîîght,
'Tis useless froin lis doom, to savo

The wvretch who thus ir. sold and bouglit,
To be a heartless villain's slave.

Reinorselessly bis limbs are bound;
One moment bis fareivell to say,

With mouruful gaze hie turns around,
The next-he's rougbly borne awriy!
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And ar n ot I a man as mucli as they
Wbo o'er me dare te hold this lawless sway ?
Are not my face, my bands, my feet the saine,
And eau 1 not an equal nature dlaim ?
Yet hear my tale. As my own fatber's slave,
When scarcely yet his corpse was in the grave,
One of bis many chattels 1 was sold.
Men, beasts and lands all to be lied for gold:
My Mother and lier children ail ivere brought,
Each by a different tyrant to be bought,
And wvhen she begged at least tiet; 1 might be
Spared te console bier in lier misery,
My brutal owner spurned lier with his heel,
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