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PREFACE.

P W —

Tom litlle poem wos chiefly writton in the hepinping
of thn yoor 1862 and reflects evente ond feelings wore
peculinrly belonging to that epoch of the terrible and
momentous gplruggle which etill convulzez our Innd. But
thouogh ity particular form may retain the impress of that
moment, yet it i3 hoped that it will not on that ac-
coutit be found destitote of power to recall the magni-
tude of the issue, the awiil solemnity of the erisia

Some allmsion in made to the unfriendly sttitude of
Europe. WWhils, bowever, wo dwell eadly on the disap-
pointment oeccusfoned by encountering a apirdf of hostil-
ity, where the most opposite sentiment had been antic-
pated, let us still remember thnt the heart of humamty

overy where bears with we whether conaciously or not
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In this foith let ws strengthen corselees. And Tet ug
recall with gratitude the names of szome even ‘t;n_-,'umi
the ccean, whe have not hesitated to zpeak for us in
this our time of trouble; whove all that of Count Gaz-
parin, who, with euch unwearied patiemee, such carpest-
neas of affection, has piudied Into the spirit of our his-
tory and national life, and following us in every step of
this painful struggle, Bas plead our @uze so mobly and
g faithfully befere the tribupel of public opinion in
Europe.

May the hope and expectation of such friemd: meet
with ng dissppointment throvgh our unworthiness of the
part we are colled fo0 ply in the destinfes of mankind



AMERICA,

s g om
Wonrdning of Yirginin—Wight—niies of Bnerice—Rlone,
b
AMITHIOA,

WEeEr! weep] my cdouds, drench the doll nipht

with tonre,
Ye winds of heaven, from every quarter come
Shrick forth my pain, and with your outery wild
Lot thunders mix their volee: let all the hills
Ashamed of duombocas, send eome echo hack
Responsive to my prief, — Bat though ye poared
Your fountaine dry, O heavens! though ye shounld
rage,
Ye thunders, till no round were left to shake
The groaning sphers, yet would ye soit no more

Than summer dews, or birds that sing at dawn,
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To speak the meassures of mioe agony.

Well dost thon sit, O darkoess! on these hills,
Well dost thou elothe about with robe obseure
The soil once glorious, now with shame defiled,
Dhisowned of all her heroes, and by doom,

Just as the nod of heaven, condemned to diink
The poisoned cop that to the mother’s lips

The daughter’s band upheld. —Lo! I mine ears
The battle sounds afar. "I hear the shock

Of arme, the deadly clash of masting foea.

The hoofs of war tear up the sacred sod

That bore the commor sires. The holfet flies

By brother aimed nt brother, They that fed

As one upon my breast, cach to this Dheart

Desr as the inmost currents of its life

Wrestle iogether in the mad smbracoe

Not lopsed till denth for one or both divide

The firm-strang ginewy streogth, with palaving
hand

Smite down 2 aown of manhood in the dust
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0O heavens! © carth! lock on, and see what
grief

Provokea my bitter outery!— unto mine

Compare not yours, 0 mothers that do eit

Gazing, with eyes that can not see for tears,

On taces of dead offspring, — not with yours

I count my porrows, — bat if one there be,

One miserable mother in the land

Agninst whose life the nursliing of her love

Hath lifiod murderous hand, —.ngui.nat. the life

That was its gource sud founs, hath lifted up

The thrice aecursed parrieidal stroke,

Then let her come, for she hath known my woe,

Then let her sit snd mix her tears with mine.

—Yet she, mayhap, would be some mother stern,

Bome cruel gtepdame, sand no tender care

Had tanght more reverence, —but a thorny bed

Her bosom proved, nor oould they learn so late

A better lors, who from her lips had homd

No word of pity drop, no lesson mild



