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Warder, was, that the sword of justice was of their tunes I noted down. Most of thesekneed over the head of the culprit, 'he latter tunes are of a lively character, and adapted to
ditelicn On the steps of the Court-house of the the dance. There was one sweetly wild and
.tîct. This served to intimate to the murderer, plaintive air, however, which was never playedlude Most delicate manner, that though the on the "l Ramki" by an old Hottentot woman butt,rder of a Hottentot or two was a small mat- it affected many of the hearers to tears, evi-

h abit was a bad one, and that he might dently from some association of ideas connectedPpen to murder a "' Christian" next. Thus with their situation. On this point they wereWa the majesty of the Dutch law vinidicated at unusually reserved with me, and I was left tot ap Of G od Hope! imagine what their feelings were by my own;
tis o vious, moreover, how utterly impossible for I could never hear this air, which was full of

Whileo a white criminal to be brought to justice, melancholy expression, but I felt myself simi-
e laws are administered by the whites larly affected. In the following verses I havea sivelly, and when a crime bas been committed endeavored to pourtray the feelings of the poor.terest One of a despised race, whom it is their Hottentots, and any merit they May possess may1ltýerest to keep in a state of slavish subjection. in a great measure be , attributed to the wild't lere slavery exists in an agricultural and melody to which they are adapted.of th Y peopled country,-where the subjection TUE re AE.o theeolored race is continual and unqualified, THE HOTTENTOTS LAMENT.

they feel it less, because every semblance of liber- Weary we traverse the boundless Karroo,Y r their sight, and their hoe- NVhere the spring-hoek and zehra fly from our view,léas dMoved from P with wild leap and bouid,degradation produces a species of apathy O'er the thirsty grournd,aid thouaghtleI countiese hei-ds titiy speed far away,o u ss levity, which mitigate, if they (1o Far, i d away,8ltogether drown, the sense of intolerable 'er the Ruggens grey,

South Africa, however, where the Our hearts beat high, In Liberty
'bit 0f he eopl arepasoral inAt with glancing Pye,Of the people are generally pastoral, in At the fleet-footed trihes "e ]evel the roer,itf Uene of the arid nature of the country, And think of the Boer,it fr 

Thse cold-biooded Boer,'eently happens that the Hottentots are far Ad Liberty Tvee from the presence of their oppressors,
ethet tending their flocks or shooting game for But our numbers are few,-and our fond hopes are vainter is- Our flocks and the land of our birth to regain;
tr e e1te wilderness or "Karroo," as such And the wrongs of our racel e called at the Cape. There the love of In the sands we trace,llbert e . . To be swept by the passing winds away,
th revives in their hearts, and bitterly do Far, far away

we bthat they are un longer what they once With ou berty Liberty!
o hen they see the " spring-boeks" and Thi savage lair,

h es In)in hisr savag pliairift ttehes scouring over the plains as if to twit And the elephant track through the long summer day,
feelth their slavery. There the Hottentot Yet we waste away,
t e h i ae ai t a wari y ,sotaet power, and who can blame him if he la slavery

y inks that is unerring aih might be In the wild woods the lordly elephant reigns,et the hearts of his oppressors ? The ostrich and quagga sweep o'er the plains,
See he forget his pristine liberty while he 0 not more free

he kry beasts of the field enjoying what Till theI "Christian" came I and each free.born soulf ano, he c P was drowned in the bowl,-u ea 
T ner hope th ossess? The maddening bowl,part'hers of the Hottentots the greater And Slavery T- f th . Of our lande bereft,0 ith t ives wandering ace to place We have nothing left,th5y ehr amiies, su tin game which But the burning heart and the bitter sigh,eyhoo bM hese ig an h As we waste away,fes o by the way, and ng round their With our soul's decay,

th an the bare ground a ,ht. While on And Slavery!

9at]y;xcusions they seem njoy themselves Silent we crouch round our evenin firel
Ilea nd the notes of e " Ramki" are whiie our young maidens sing to the swfeet IlChia'' lyre.

t ilthe .i sfr n h ot A s each wild note rings,
otsan nihtifa n.ThHtt- O'er the trembling strings,

Of the hPassionately fond of music, and much our tears f&l fas for ime pass'd away,-
their PPiness they enjoy, compensate forWith u libertyj th tof liberty, is derived from this source. We may sink te our graves, Libertyi

1tQ e bnt or "pouduck" near our ouse B As the white man's slaves,ut r's l B ou But our spirite are free and to bright realms of day,rt der's Bosch, I often went of an even- They'll speed far away,ir swee natie mFar, far away,1l to their sweet native music. 1TaLibetyI
TeLierty


