MY GENTLE
ATR—THE COINA OR DIRGE. .
With feeling.,

HARP!
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]. My gen-tle l]'.uplnnccmmo I wn-ken Tho sivcetnpss of thy  slumb’rin, :
. And )u, singe last  thy chord re-sounded, An hour of. . perce-  and wrbnmph \
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strain; Intenrsour last fare-well was {aken, And now in tears wo . meet n~
came,  Whenmany an ar - - ‘dent bo-som bounded With hopes that. now  are turn'd to
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- ghin. No light of - joy ' hath o'er thee broken, B, like those Harps, \\hosc heavnly
shame,. Yet € - ven then, “lmel’encc\\'na singing  ller haleyon song o’er land and
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skill Of slavery ~ dark - asthine hath spoken, 'I‘hou]mn"’sbup-on ... the willowsstill,”

sen,.  Tho' joy and  hope to: others bun"ing She on- Jy

brought new tearsto thee.
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3 Then who can ask for notes of ‘pleasure, "~ 4 But ‘come—if yct thy framé can borrow; |

My drooping Hlarp, from chords like thine¥:
Alas!; thelark’s'gay morning measure
; .Ag ill would suit the swan's decline,. .
Or how shall I, who love, who bless thcc, )
‘Invoke thy brcuth for Freedom’s strains,’ .
‘hen even the wreaths in-which I-dress thee -
‘Are sadly mix’d—half flow’rs, half chains,

‘Onebreath of Joy—=O-breathe forme, .

And show the world, in_chains and sorrow, :
How sweet thy music still can be,

How lightly, ev'n 'mid gloom surloundmg,

Thou yet can’st wake at pleasure's thrill st

. Like Memnon’s broken image, soundmg, :
Mld dﬂsolntlon tunoful still! o '




