
Tears.

Ah, thirsty floor of the prison cell, 
t tiling to fountains deep, 

l’lvssing the eyes their dues to pay, 
Pressing the hearts that weep.

Ike]i are the c ells of the cast le ke. p, 
Eloquent walls of stone,

Touching the source of silent speech, 
Echoes of sp.iehless moan.

Wh.it river is this that flows s , frei ' 
Spring from the heart of tïod ! 

Washing the eyes with holy halm,
Si raining to lin I the roa I.

Ah, holy beach of the tyrant land, 
Where fugitives watch and pray;

A sail ’ a sail ’ m the oiling stand,
Hail ! signal to siil awry.

0 thr Iy sand, to drink the tears 
d liât flow from lii" men’s eyes, 

i ) mi ;iit of prayer, with arms uplift. 
Clasping the merciful skies.

Tears from the loved ones left behind, 
I’.-ars from the love 1 ones gone, 

Tear- 'ke the rain drops kissing the sea, 
Oh, when shall b a is be gone '
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