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TO TOHE READER.

Ttz compifation cmbrnecs nl] the Porms thot Mr. Preaeoss les wiil-
1wmn am the sobiest of Sinvery. Severnl of fhem are cantnined bn the
eompleie sollection of his Poemes, pulilished in 1200.*  Allodmg 10 thise,
in Kis preface o that wolome, the anibor says:—° Though seoe of my
friendds mey grieve, i wwish thnt T had been mors prodent U o wiite
1he pioees thnt tonrh thiee ppon Human: Liberiy, and wpon the outnpresiks
wrongs thng, in these dny=and in fhis our Innd, it hes sufered, their
g.ram{:hﬂ'ﬂrm will thank me, mid @y be freer men for lbenet Cliere
gre alhers of M, Pienroars frignids, wis, feeling fhal Uiey are freet
man for themm, will mel fepve it Sy fhoir grondehildron in thank htin. It
wns by gratiy speh, and focinerenes their number, $ill the Anserican glave,
e, shindl b Proe, - thet the compiler obteined the nuthor's permisaion 1o
pulilish 1his selention for them 10 cirenlnte ; shonng their cobiviotion, thay
the Gt pffering of rrotiude toihe pions mon nnd the poet is tbe dilfoslon
afl his sonl-stirrng wornld nnd ennabling themghis

Bosron, Moy 25, 150

* Utrra " Palesfine, omd ol Porrer, by ol Piegpoar.'  Bastoi ! Jawies
Mumros and (o,



ANTI-SLAVERY POEMS,

PRAYER OF THE CHRISTIAN,

Wirn thy pore dews and rins,

Wash ocat, O Gaod, the stains,
From Afrie's shore:

And, while her palm trees bad,

L&t not her children's blood,

With her broad Niger's flood,
Be mingled more !

Cuench, righteous God, the thirst,
That Congo's sons hath eursed —
The thirst for gold !



ANTI-SLAVERY FPOEMS,

Shall not thy thunders speal,

Where Mammeon's altars veek,

Where maids and matrons shriek,
Bound, bleeding, sold?

Hear'st thon, O God, those chains,
Clanking on Freedom's plaing,
By Christians wronght?
Them, who those ehains hnove worn,
Christians from home have torn,
Christians have hither borne,
Chiristinns have honght !

Cast down, great God, the fanes

That, to unhallowed gains,
Round us have risen —

Temples, whose priesthood pore

Moses nnd Jesns o'er,

Then bolt the Llack man’s door,
The poor man's prison !

Wilt thon not, Lord, at last,
From thine own image, cust



DY JOMN PIELFONT,

Away all cords,

But that of love, which brings .

Man, from his wonderings,
Back to the King of kings,
The Lord of lords!
1829,
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10 ANTI-SLAVERY POEMS,

A WORD FROM A PETITIONER.

Woat! our petitions spurned ! The prayer
Of thomsands, — tens of thonsands, — cast
Unheard, beneath your Speaker's chair!
But ve v hear us, first or last.
The thousands that, last year, ve scomed,

Are mullions now. DBe wamned! DBe warned!

Turn not, contempluong, on vour heel ; —
It is not. for an act of grace
That, suppliants, ai your fect we kneel, —
We stand ; —we look you in the face,
And say, —and we have weighed the word, —
That our petitions sgare be heard.



