- /THE SLAVE'S LAMENT,

Wide over the tremulous sea,
The ‘moon -spreadsher: mantle of light!
The gale gently dying away, ... ..

Breathed soft o'er the boeom of n’ight.
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On the forseastle Maratan st00d, . - i
His tears feol) qungeen -in-the: j‘lood, SRR S

And his sighs passed unheard in_ the gales

*0 wretch:i® in wild -anguish he -eried,
- -"From cotmiry -and-liberty torn,
0 Maratan,would'st thon ‘had .diedy: ..o

Ere o'er the gsalt waves thou wast born."*
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