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PRETACE.
o~

i the colored popalation of the United States, three
riillioas arve @oorged Lo the burable conditfon of chaliel
elnvery  That condition iz the aaaibilation of manhood,
the cxtinetion of goning, the baral of mind. Tn it, therefore,
thersvgan ba no pragreas on the pas of ii3 vieting; whot
they are capable of being aad doiog cen e only o matter
of supposition. T3 nalawtnl to teach them tho slphubat.
they not valy hiove na literplers, bub Lthey koow neot tha
muaning of the word j for them there is no hops, and there-
fore no incentive to a higher devalapment; in one word,
they are property to be owned, zot parsona to be protected,

There are half o millioa free colored persons in our
conoter.  Thess are not sdnmitted to equal rights aod pri-
vileges with the whites, Az abody, their means of cdueca-
tion are extremely limitad | thuw are oppreessd on evaery
hnad ; they ara coafaed to the pevformanee of the most
menial acts; eongequeatly, i I3 pol surprisinge that theie
intelisctnal, meral and 8ocial advaacement i3 aot moro
rapid.  Nay, it s gurprlzsing, in view of the injostice meted
ont to them, that ther hove done go well, Many bright
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examples of Inteliizence, talent, gening end plety might be
cited among their ranks, and thege are constantly multi-
plying. :

Every indication of ability, on the part of any of their

«number, is doperving of special encouragement, Whatever
iz attempted o poekry or prose, in art or eciones, in profos-
gional or mechanical life, shoold be viewed with & f:l_Iandl]
eye, and criticised in a leniont gpirit.  To measure them by
the enmo stondard as wo measure th_u productions of the
favorad white inhabitants of the land would he manifestly
enjost. The varying ci.rrums:h“nﬂ and egnditigng of 1ife
are Lo be taken strictly inlo account,

Mence, in reviewing the following Pecms, the eritic will
remcmber that they arc writton by one young in years, and
identified in gcomplexion and destiny with a depressed and
outeast race, and who has had to contend with a thousand-
digadvantares from earfiest life. They certalnly are vory
areditable tober, boik in a literary and moral poiot cii'ri-&w,
and indicate the possession of a lalent wihich, if carefolly
cultivaicd aod propecly coeonraged, cannob fadl to o eecare
tor hergelf a poetic reputalion, anod {0 décpen the intorest
already go extensively feltin the liberation and anﬂ'a.nr.h':_ma
went of the entire golored race. Thongh Miza Wareme
hag never hean s glave, sha liaz always regided in a glaye
State, Baltimore being her native city, A specimen of her
proee writings is alzo appended. A few slight {alterstions
excepted, the work i3 entirely her own, - W, L. G.

BosTos, August 15, 1854,
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THE SYROPHENICIAN WOMAN.

Joy to my bosom ! regt to my foar |
Judea’s prophet draweth near!

Joy to my bugom | peace to my heart ]
Hickness and sorrow belore him depart!

‘Rack’d with apony and pain,
Writhing, longe iy child has laja ;
Now the prophet draweih near,
All pur grieds ghall disappear.

“ Lord !'* she eried with mournfal breath,
“ Bave! Oh, save my child from doath [
Gut as though she wes unheard,

Jeaus answered not a word.

With o purpose nought could move,

And the zeal of woman's love,

Down she knelt in angnish wild—

“ Master ! save, Oh ! suve my child 1"
1*
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i * Tiz not meet,” the Saviour said,

# Thus to-waste the children's bread ;
I am only sent to seck

Israel's loat and seatterad sheeop.”

“Truc,” ghe said,  Oh gracious Lord !
True and faithful 1= thy wotd =

Euat the humblest, meanest, may

“ Fiat the crumba they cast away.”

“ Woman," said th' astonish’d Lord,
“DBe it even as thy word |

By thy faith thai knows o fail,
Thou hast ask’d, and shalt prevail.?®

£

TTE ELAVE MOTHER.

Hearp you thei shriek f It rose
o wildly on the air,

It seemed as if o burden’d heart
Waa breaking in despair.

Saw you those hands go sadly clasped—
The bowed and fechle head—

The shuddering of that fragileforp—
That look of grief and dread?
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Saw you the sad, imploring eye ?
Tte every glance was paid,
As if a storm of agony
Were sweeping through the brain.

Bhe is o mother, pela with fear,
Her boy clings to her side,

And in her kirtle vainly trics
His trembling form to hide.

Ho iz not hers, althongh she bors
For him a mother's pains ;

He is not hers, althouph her blood
Iz goursing through his veing !

He iz not hers, for crnel hands
May rodely tear apari

The only wreath of household love
That binds her bresking heart.

His love has been 2 joyous light
That o’er her pathway smiled,

A fountain gushing ever new,
Amid life's desert wild.

Hig lightest word has been a tone
Of music round her heart,

Their lives a streamlet blent in pne—
Oh, Father | must they part !
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They tear him from her eircling afms,
Her last and fond embrages * .

Oh ! never wore may her sad eyes
(taze on his mournful face.

No marvel, then, these bitter zhrieks
hsturb the listening air:

She is a mother, und her heart
Is breaking in despair.

e —

BIBLE DEFENGE OF EL&TE;__RY.

TARE sackeloth of the darkest dye,
And shroud the puipits round |

Servants of Him that cannot lie,
Bit mourning on the groond.

Let holy horror blangh cach cheek,
Pale every brow with feors:

And rocks and stones, if ye could speak,
Ye well might melt to teara ! .

Lt gorrow breathe in every tone,
In every strain ye raize

Insult not God’s mejestic throne
With th’ mockery of praise.



