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T im, dzi.uglitcr Qîf a Iiiiii(IreclNo jewels lias witli mille to 1I)îI'tCý

'Though slie niay wcar in flawless pearls

Ti.i.e ratisoin of a mighty staté.

Hers crIlfter for'the ivorid to sec,
But Chili the breast whcre.-ýthcY recline:

1\1y-»eweîs warmly compass. me,
And all tlicir brilliancy is mille.

?dy diamonds are my baby's eyes,
His lips, sole rqbies. that 1 crave:

They came to me from'Par'di.se,
And not throu(rh labor*s of the slave.

My darlinu's an-ný My neckl.ace make,

'Tis Love that links. his feeble hands, -

And Death, alone, that chain -can break,

And rob mé of those:priceless band.s.-.'ý


