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IHCRODUGTICH

Thig Bullebtin i1z lseued to commamorste the centenary
of Chartiaom, vhich reached ite peak in 183%. It consists of
4 collectien of pocme writben roughly befween 1830 and 1850,
which have a direct or indircct sonnsetion with the politioes of
the perdcd. Additional poems by some of the authors here re-
presented msy be found in therecently vublished "Foema of Revolt.'

“he poene of Whanezar T1lieht [1781-1849) belong to
the peried of the Corn Law agitatior and of the Reforwm B11l of
1832, His leter poswme are meetly inferier 4c his Gorn Law
Rhymes.  ueny of ther are pantimerial, dull and even ridieculoues
Fut wken ko was writing altout scolal aondisions or peoiitical
quentions ke sould e both sloquant and worving. He declared in
one of hip prefhces that there vas nsthing unreiural in the
uniosn of poctry and pciitinos. W penuine paesa,” he said,
"ore fervid zelitisiana’.  And he hoped thet his "Corn Law
Hymne' woucd "irduce She mothers of the “wmre %o edussate thelr
shildren politicalliv.”
e of interast to quote a rassage about ihe
hurckhaes to ntercst theneelves in polldieanl

<

It ms
feilure of the
quectionz:

[ A

"Poaterity will searce bellseve, that a ration which
ealls iteels the wost roligious and enlightered on
sarth, has sndursd for doventacn yoars o law; which
ganrifices the intercats of all tho productive clanssa
tn the rapscity of & foi haughty drenes, vho run ne
rlgk, but of sottlng fire to evorything in the couniey,
except the Thames. Have our holy men objected to this
lew? They nover heard of 1t. It will be tinmse enough
for sclemr triflers to aek what aro tho causcs of
digiress In England whoo the eorn bill le written
in bldod and fire over every pariash. fhile milliong
of Hindona die of famine, the Clives and Olivelinge
of aplardid Caloutda could not belisve thet there was
digtrsen in India. But we are net Hindecs; we may
dic, wut net by milliosa... On vo must axerdt ourselven!
And ohy muest we axert ouraslves, if incremse ol profite
2111 nat buy an ireveaae af hroad? To pock subatliutes
Tor hrosd vers agually idle. There g po ¢aeapg. I
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rother thar Day the price of wlen® foar potetocs, we resclve io e=at salt
and zand , the morepollate will tax tre desert, awd lay an interdlet on
Sakara."

Towarde the end of hie 1ife, Elliott lecet 8 geod desl of his
ardour; and he deflued a corpurniet as
‘ons who mae willing
Tn fork out & penny and pacwet your shilling."

Ahenszor Jenes {1222-40) was born ia London, the son of a
Oelviviet digzerisr. Hiz 2tudies of Zevsation and Event mas pub-
liened in 1843, and reprintod with some additiona afier his death.
Fe wrote pamphlets on the Condition of Ewclapnd and on ths Laad
Ponopoly, and Y rnumberad severai Ohartists awmong hie friapnda. After
his death his brother tried to cghew that Jones himself was not reslly
A Chartist , but in this attempt he wme governed a desrdis %o shield
his krotier's reputation.

Etenezor Jones dedicated his poeme to the memory of Shalley,
whose influcnce on Alton Locks is rightly strceoced by Hingsley. Thomas
#Wade, who is revrecentod hcore by a sonnet, was a disciple of Hesta
and Shelley.

Gornld dassey (k. 1828) is said to have been the rmodel for
Coorge Blicot's Pelix ificlt. At the age of sight he began work in a
silk factory. He wee peid from 94 to 1L/6 for a 72-hour week. later
o spemt severml ycars st straw-plaiting. At the ape of 21, he adit~
ad & papor called "The Spirit of Freedom.” He met Kingsley and
maurice mnd 1n 1830 hocame one of the seerctaries of the Christian
Secikalinta. In the same year he publishad Veiccs of Froodom and
Lyrice of Love.(containing "Jrica of "48" from which ths present selcct~
ilon ig mostly taksn). dis love pooms are mavklsh, and his patriotic
verwes Jingpisgfic; but in later ysarse he wrote an intsrosting beok
on Bhaksapsara's Forncts.

Ernast Charlee Jones (1Blo- £9), one of the Chartist leadors
o advoeatod an iasurrection in 1848, wae borr in Berlin, the son of
& major in toe 3ritish Army. At the age of 11, he set ocut to Pight
far the Poles, bBub he was found im the Black Forcet and taken nome.
g wae prezcntod at Courd in 1841, and threec yoare later he was callad
to the Bar. In 1848 ho was sent to orisen for twe yearz for hio
shardist activities. Ha wae forbidden beocks and papers bubt ho mado
pens Mrow rooka' Teathern pieked up in the prison yard and sharpensd
with hiz razor. For ink he sometimos used a supply ha had secretod
ip a bar of soap, and, when this “miled, hip ovn bloecd. Ha Pall ill,
and wag offered his libsrty 17 he would remounce politica. Ha rio-
fused; as he likowisc rafused a lcgacy of £2000 a year ofTored him
by his uncle on the somo conditions. During the laet eight yoara of
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hies 1ifa , he practiszed succesafully 8& B tarviatar in manchﬁntey,
gpocialiaging in the dafonee of political prisonere. He wae s friend
ol parx nnd Engels, but thay were cetranged Zrom him by hie allisnce
with the Liberels. It nee not until after his death that Engels
realized thet the =lliswnce ked heen moraly tactical, mnd thei he had
ret threvr aver hie former scliticel belicfe.

There woro several other paets with Chartict aymyatkiag.
Ore of them, Thomae Coopor, wrote & finme autokiography -3 well ms
[OEme . Anothor, "iiliam Linton, the l'emous wood-engravor, nes scrt
to Paria in 1848 to presont = songratulstory address from the Lerdon
florking Men'a Associetion to the Froneh Repubiicans. He founded
Tho Leader and The Zngish Republic | printed Pirat at Lacde) and in
1852 he published a poem entitind Tae Pleint of fresdom. In 1867 he
went to Amorica and thore wrote a marelir of Jamus ¥ateson, the Chartist.

It cannat ho said that the posms collects? here have Hny

groat litarary merit, though Ellistt at momants and Ebesnazsr Jonee in

"Waye of Rogard" mroto meving protests at the injustice of the sosial
gyatam, and all theae posts wrobte veras which sffectively ssrved ita
purpose o sustaining the politiesl conecicuacess ol ite readera. Far
the same resscn i4 ia worth whilo to volleet the poems hers from the
rara velumee in which they firss appeared. It wse net possible to Eive
all the poema in Mull.
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1
Tha Jagehin's Proyar.

AveNlge tha ander'd pasr. © Lordl

But wet itk firs, it ood with spord;
ot oo ot Peterlaoe thay died,

Beneath the hoofs of eanard sride;
Avence sur rapo, our cheins, our sighs,
The fenmine in sur children’s aysa!

But rot witk oword - ap, not mith fire
Ghoatiss thou Srituin'a leecvetry!

hora, let them Cesl fthy heavier ire:
whip them, 0 Lors! with povertyl

Thov ecld in soul a2z noffin'd dust,
Thelr hesrts ae fteariess, dead, and dry,
Let Shem ir cutras'd mersy truct,.

Ard Fird that merey they dangyl

b

11.

Cthers warck 1a fracdem!s wvan:
Carat not Shou whal othera opan?
Thou o Briteri thou & ranl
izt are worms, if humen thow?
2511 shall paltry tyrants tel}
Jreomer when So biy and esll?
Spars. ths aowpard tkeaght te hell!
Toll the misersants what they aro.
W1t theuw at1ll Tacd palzoad knavoat
Fhall thr scns ba traitors! alovos?
Ghall they aluep in workhouce-zravsae?
Shall tney toil for sarish par?
iherolore didst Lhou woo und wed?
Phy o bride was Hary led?
§rall aha, dying, eurse thy Sedl
Tytootel tyrartal rpo, by heavenl
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Qn Lord, How Long?

Up, widow, up and swing ths flyi
Or push the prating file!

our brewd is texed, ard rents ars high,
That wolwes wmay burst aith bilo.

girs of the hopsiloes! pane't toou elaspt
'p, Gp, and teil for gaoulu,

Whe drink our fears, bub never weep,
Ard socullese, sat our soulal

Okild, what hast thou with slaep to io?
bwsles, and dry thina ayssl

Thy tiaoy hands muat labour tooj
ur bread is tax'd - arise!l

Arise, and toil long hours twics saven,
F'or pennies two or threa;

Thy woes moke sngels weep ln heaven,-
But Engiland still 1o free.

Up, weary man of eighty-five,
And toil in hopcloas woel

Cur broad is tex'd, our rivale thrlve,
Dur gods will hevo it ec.

Yot God is undsthron'd on high,
And undethron'd will bes

Fathar of all hear thou our cory,
4nd England ghall ba freel

Thoy emite in wain who smits with ewords,
And scourge with voliled fire;

Sur weepon is the whip of words,
And truth’e all-teeching ires;

The blow it gives, the wound it makes,
Lite yet unborn shall sec,

And ghmlke 4, Jike 2 whip of snales,
£t unbery Yillaing -
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Iv.
bhat ia Bod CGovornmant?

What ie bad government, thou slave?
fhem robbers represcut? '

¥hat ie bad govermment, thou lmave,
¥ho lov'at kad govarmant?

It ie the deadly will, that takea
Whet labour ought te keep;

It is the deadly Power, that makes
Bri:d dear, snd labour cheap.

.
Praston Mills.

The day wae fair, the sannon roartd,
Cecld blew the brscing north,

And Presten’s mille by thoupends pourad
Thelr 1ittls aeaptives forth.

411 ir their best they peced the atrest,
111 gird that they wore frec;

4nd Bung a seng with voices swest -
Thoy sung o Liberty!l

But fromw their lipe the ross had #led
Lize "death-in-1ife" they emilod;
snd stil] as each papssd by, I eaid,

Alea! 18 that s child?

Mlegs uaved, and mon - & ghaatly crew -
Marched =ith thom, side by aide:

Vhile hand in hond, and two by *wo,
They meved - o living tide;

Thousante and thousnnds - all so whitel-
#ith cyss so glazed and 4ull!

Ok, God! it gae lndeeé a eight
Toe sadly boautifuil

Ard, ch, the pang their volces gave
Refusse to depart!

"This is a wailing for tho gravel®
I vhisver'c to my heart.
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It wer B8 if,; whers roases blueh'd,
A sudden Tleoiipp pale

Oter 7islds of bloom had rudely rush'd
And turned the roses pale.

It was ag 17, 1n glen and grove,
The wild blrds sacly sung,

ind evary linnet meurn'd its love,
snd svery thrush its young.

It was as 17,in dunpesn gloom,
Whare chein d despeir reclined,
i sound semo frowm the Tiving temb,

And hymned the pesaing wind.

ind, while thay BANE and though they emiled,
Wy poul groaned heavily,-

Oh, who mould be or have = nhl;qi
i vother vhao mould wet

¥i.
Evmn written for wie Shelfisld Political Unien,

Honds and henrts, and minds are cuTaj
dhail we bow Lo beatial zowara?
Tyrants, vaunt your ssorde and towars!
Reaaon is our citadel.

With what arma will ye surpriss
¥nawledga of the million syaa?
Wnat im mightisr than the wiset -
Fot the might o wickednaas.

Trust in foreel- 8o tyrants trustl
Wordas shall cruah ya into duat;
Yot wa fizht , if fdight we must -
Thou didat, Han of luntiagdont

What were they who prestrate laid
Far-farid hoats, whom daspote bade
Goal'e onfronohis'd ooil invads?
snewer, proudast historyl
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deirs of Pyml oan ye be baset
Locksl @hall Frenchmen scorn a raca
Born in Hanpden's dwelling-pluce?
Blush to write it, Infemy!

What we are, our fathers pere;
Vhet they derld, their sons can darej
Vulgar tyrantel hush! bewers!
Brivg not dovm the svaloneha.

By the jemth which Hampden died!
By appreseion, wird defisd!
Despota, we will tame your pride -
Stormily, or tronguilly!

VI
If he who kille the body
A marderer's death shall disej
If he who alays the human scoul
Would nurl God from on highs
Then thay who malte our hopes, sur lives,
- Cur children's ssuls their prey,
UInf'orgiven
Loath'd of heswer
In lifa md death are they;
WMo K111 the body and the spul,
But firet the spirit slay!

VIIT.
Epiterh on Themms Muir.

Thy eavtk, Ckantilly, bomsis the grave of h‘[uirll
The wise, the lov'd the murderad, and the yure!

$hile ir his native lond the murdereres sleep,
Yhars marble forme irn mockery o'er them weep;-
His mad memorials, telling “uturs times

How S8eotchmen honour worth, and gibbet erimee.

IX.
The Triumph of Refarm.

© could the wise, ths brave, the lust,

fihe euffersd - died - to bresk our chaina;

Jould Muir, could Palmer, from tne dust,

Ceould murdered Gereld hesr our strsine;
Ther. would rartyre thron'd in blies
See all spes hleseed ir thie.
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X.
Judes.

¥hile retribution o'er thee hangs,
Tory, thou cem'st - but bid'ss tay fangs -
To aid, w=ith hollow, bass haraggues,
The hated sausa of Libharty.
But revermore pale Freedom's rout,
Blaves, Peterlocod with shriesk and aheut,
Or whipi 111 drop sheir bowsls out,
Skalt thou banold in scatagy!l
Cf Freedom's champione now ars thine
Yio ehipments o'er the hurning line;
Gler trempled righte ns yell divine:
He hangings, burrings, messecres!
Thy scourge is dry, but stiff with blood;
It drirke ro mere, theugh fain it nould ;
Ne zibret moite the wise and gocd
Thy prisecn ship is eictinloss!
rustralis o'er the desp complaina
That patriots come not now in choine,
To tell amid her weods and vlaina,
The tales of Britieh Liberty.
Then praise be thine, Iacariot's son,
#ho, when our fight wae fought and WO,
Mith mater in a sisve didet ran,
To shear ths vietor vetersn!
Sut let the patriot's memory rotl
wong sufferinge - woes smre heat forgott
VYith Gerald, Muir, and Hargarot,
iInsul ted miscreantt) bury them.

‘2. EEEWEZER JONEE

From Uave of Reserd,

Slaves! braothers! mre we
tlreedy thus oursed? Daomred are we 4o endurance,
To aequicecavicn, toc contentrent? Oh! not so!

Tha hakit of shadiensce hath nat alain ye'l
irisel Sweke cut the fettora Frow Jour eoula,
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Ard thay will leave yeour limbal 411 ig act lost.
Hear ma; ok hear me! "We no mora ars alaves:-

Heve wme not hesrts like man? do we not fesl

The woice of kindness, contemplats with pleasure
The joys of lit'e? are not our senees human?

Own we no Tove; can e not love returnt

Ohl being wmen, thoy who would hold you slaves,

Do marder you aiivel They blind your minds

With writhing toil, and pay you have no eight;

They bresk you from the majcsty of man

Inte gaunt nonsters,; orooked miadrics ,

ird call you bhrute-like,- ftrawple down your hearts,
dard sey you have nene,~ baniah from your souls

The light of kmowledge, BEnd procimim you aculless,-
Rond you from God, saying you arg not men....

Fot that they ,iclate sur wivea Ffor sport,

And lsugh st our unnstursl enduranes,-

ot that they tesr our childéren Prow fheir mpthars,
Orippling thedir limba, extinzuishing their minds
%ith ondless toll,— the only thinge that love us,-
Hot that our food ie gorbage; that our babss
Droop ot the milkloss teatu....

Butl beczuss thet they have so dammed ue

Trat me've endured these shames!

ar is eternal; tyrants and slavery

Are Bt lke tricks of times.. . Al1 thair boasted cerder,
Thelir lawe unbrolen, 2311 the desp submisglion

af thelr whipped sinves,- is territles diascorder;
Lisorder of the univerps erd of the heart.

They =hall know anarchy is ehrosd, more dread

That her wild atep is noiseless, that her ferm

Ie updistinguiskable, asva Bt timse

By the red fires that in the yards of law

turl round rebellicus serfe; shile then her bsaring
Heth rot the nodle fiercensss of & storm-ped,

But with mesmgsin calmnese ker cold emile

Measures 8 eccret dagger.  They outery,

"The ratior flourisham, its power is vast,

Ite uealth supreme." Ch idiot knaves and liars!
Sy, is a fiag 2 wation? is an amy!?
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%o kalf a million tradzrs wpake an nation?

L theusand lards?  The pesple is the nation;

I7 they ba slovas, i they be suffering,

The poner, ths majesty, the wealill you bpast,
Ie tinsel "iding tis rattennese you ordaine... :
They counpel - 1T your slave szem foand of Trocdon,
Sterve nir, till he ba glad to Ligk your foob
Lnd then get zrumba; if ha wpould fain be wisse,
Ware nim until the writning of his body

ghall suffosats his mind: if he would love,
And hushand wowanhcnd,let famished children

a2 others terrify: even from bl birth

Paisy his heart with fear , darkesn his soul,
Defile his body. Yesl this mutilation

Phey do advies,whsn smilingly theéy eay,

Ee sloveno so edueate, that to tneir atatisne
Their rsturas mey be fitted. "Educstal

fea villnino sacrelégious, who would rob

God's bumen templs of its majeaty,

that ye may stable thers in barbarcus pomp!

¥igname not thua your wmardercus reduction

Of beauty inko braesness, men to brute.

Man has no station: he musot upward soar

Towerds hright-winged deities, or sink down towsrds flends;
Wapn ceannut pauss .-

Bo bld the sun to rot within ite heavens!

Arrest the wmerching melodies of stars!

chill every river into stagnency!

Deragirate the fruitful earth of growthi

Though infinits spece grow dark, the soul of man ¢

ghell egar triuvmphaastly. Within this cavern :

srs theusandas,sworn *o rise from cut the mirs,

thereto you damn them 3 they will rise,- mill riase
Theniph war way hew their pathway, theugh their merck

Pe in plecd to the arppite! Ch thet 1t were wine

T land them hlcodlees conguercrsal...

2
A Cewdng Try.

The few to whom %%e law hath piven the earth fGod gives to all
Sa tell us tEat for them alope ite Pruite insresee and feil;
They tell us that by labour we may edrn our daily treed,

Tut they toks the labour for their erngines that work on unfed)
hrd an wo plarve; =nad now the few hsve published s deores,-
Starvo on, or aat ir workhouses the crumbs of cherdty;
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Perhapa it'e better than eizrvatlon,- once wa'll ovray, and

Waill a11 zo wuilding workhousee, millicn, million memn

T

Bong apf the Gola-Gettara.

Oh! 4ruth mway heve suite? the knights of old,

ind have Tovally crowned the bharbarizn's brow;

ing the Heottenzes's wmother his grave mey have serciled
Wi+h"He never once 1isd"; but Utopla now,

In our sivilised worid, is She enly land

Wkere truik could be worshipped, where truth could livej...
Pruth now etarves in garrete, or rote in 2 gaol,

Vhete'er may kave heen in Lhe timen gone by...

5. THOMLS WADE.

England! that in thy cortidence of noner

Neet lla like guarded aleepr — kesn wide thine ayes!)
Tima or hig gray wing hesrz a whirleind hour,
That shall meke chaff of all thy vanities:

But of that acattoring, whether smlles or sighs
Shall be the isaue, doth dopond on thes—
awake, pld Tounbryl from thine azsathy;

Aag, geible Wothar! make thine offapring blost
With more of sgusl plenty and sweet rast

Than is their deowry agom, that they may fesl

A [Milial heart-beat for their Fareat's weal:
Leh not & few wax gross with luxury,

While theousands fawiah on ene geanty meal —
Old Parent, wako! mnd hear thy Children's ery.

then
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4. GBRALD MASSEY

I
Little Willie.

In the day we wandersd foodleas,
Little Willia eried for bread;
In the aight we wandersd homelese,
Little Willie ecried for bed.
Parted at the werkhouae door,
Mot & word we said:
fh, so tired was poor Willis,
snd so smestly sleep the dead.

Ingae in the dead of winter,
‘Weo leid him in the earth;

Tna world trought in the new yeer,
Uocking wo with mirth;

[t for loot 1itile Willie,
Mot @ Leer we Gravc}

gold erd Munper cannot wale bim
In “ie workboussc grave.

II.
Jur Lend.

What do we lagk, thet the ruffian Wrong
should starve us 'mid heaps of gold!
%o hmve hraina ss brpad, wc haye arms as strong,
#a havs hearts as big and bold!l :
9411 a thousand years more of meck suffering acheoal
Dur lives to a starner bravery?
¥o!.down and down with their rebber rule ,
. lnd oup from the land of alaveryl
For. our-rare o.d Land, our dear old land,
Pih i%e memoriee bright ana travel
ind. sing hey for the hour ite eonp
To fres it of Tyrant aﬁﬂ Rlava.

IIT.
The Cry of the Unemployed.

llgawan drappots desv with monn atill I ;&g a golica ehower,

ind feods the leaves with fraprant breath, mith silver dew tha f1osar.
Phors's honsysd fruit for bes and bird, with bloom laughs out the tresa,
snd food Cor all God's happy thinge; but none givee food teo me-
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Ferth, deckad with Plenty'e garlsnd-erovn smiles on my aching eye,
The purac-prous, awathed in luxury, disdelnful psse me by:

I've eager henis,and serncet heerd - but mey not work for bread !
God of ths wretched heer wy prayer: I would thet I were dead!

Leréivhst right havo the poor to wed? Love's for the gilded great:
Lre they not formod of neblor clay, who dine off golden plate?
"Tis the worst curss of Povorty to kave a Zoeling heart:

Why evar T not,vith dren-grasz, itear out tho tonder part?

I gerrot slave in yor Bestille! ah wno, 'twerc bitterer pain,

To weer the Peuper's iron within, then dreg the Convict's chainm.
I'd woric ut carrohk, etarve I mey, bubt will not beg for bresd:

God of the wraiched, henr my prayert I would that I were dead!

Iv.
Berg of the Bed HBspublican.

Fling cut the red bacrer in mourntain and valleyl

Let ewarth fecl the tread of the froc omec asgming

Vouw esgcldiers of *recdeon, for love of God, rally,

01d Earth yoorrs e know thet her children are Nen.

We arae rerved by s thousand wrorngs, burning end bleeding,
Bpld Theughte leap to birtk, Wt the bold Decds wmust come
Ard wherever Furanity's yearning end pleading,

Ore battle for Liberty strike wo heart-home.

¥ing out tho red kenrer!l schievemente immortal

Hawve yat tc be wen by the harnde labour-hrewn;

ind few, fow way ocnter the proud prewmise-porial,

Yot wmear it in thowght like a glericus erownt

0 jey af the enastl sound trumpat, srray us;

True hearte would leap up werse all hell ir our path;
Up, vup from the 8lave-land; »ho atirreth to elay ue,
Snall fall,as of old, in the Fed 8sa of wrath.

Fling out the red barmsr, 0 sone of the morningl

Toung spirits abiding to Ywret inio wings, -—

We =tand ehadow-crowned, tut sublime is the warning,
411 heaven's grimiy husht, end the Bird of Storm eings!
Th11's wall', eaith tho sewtry on Tyranny'e tower,
iitile dops by hie wateb-Fire is grey and tear-blind;
Ly Bil'a well!l Freedom's altar kurns, hour by hour,
Live kronds for the firs damp with which ye are mined.
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Fling cu’ tho roé hemwer! tho yatriots perieh,

But where whoir koncs whiten the sesd striketh root:
Thoir hleof heth rum rei the grest harvest teo cherish:
Then gaiher yo, rcopers; sad garner tho fruit.
Vietory: victory! Tyrants are juaking!

The Titer of Toil from the blocdy thrall starte;

The slaves are nwoking, the dawn-light ie brealing,
The foat—fzll of Fresdom basts quick at our heartal

Va
Tha Tamine—smitten.

Tha-r haard ast, ner haadaed
Trz aourda off 1ife olsr them!
Tasy fald nol;, nor needed
Tha heot Leors wept for them!
But carth-"loyers were springing
Glor lmman Tlowers! grave,
ind, ¢ (oi. whati heart-wringing
"heir tender looke gavel
fhey dica! dicd of hunper—
E¥ bitter went blaoted.
Yhile wealth for the Wronger
Ban sver uvntasted...
“hev Gied waile wer hesarded
Theg froo giftas of God:
“hnev died! tiz recorded
In ietterns of blcod...
Eark now! nall aad malsce,
Pirg out, dowe and rafter!
fr, Taugd or.ye cA-Lous.
Tr Fell there 1l be loughfor:
But Srewmble. hell-makers
The shorr Gmong e —-
The gwier_d’s jwmage-brealers
Grov mighiy agnln se.
Cr: hosven, biool alall eall,
Tarsh quaks wish pent thunder,
And shacklc ang ohooll
Thalil he CLvch epundet.
It will come, it oghall some,
Impede 1% what ney:
Up, Peoplel and pelcomo
Tour zicricus dar.
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TI.
The Yen of Forty-Eight.

They rose in Yreedom's rare aunriss,
Like Giente rouged from wine;
And in their hearts and in thelr eyes
The God least ur divinel
Their scula flastt out naked an ewords
Unshesthed for fisry fatsl
Strength went like battle with their worde—
Tha ¥en 22 Forty-Blght,
Turrai!
Far the ifen of Forty-Zlght.

Jark daye havs fallen, yet in the strifle
They bate no hopa s:hlime,

And bravaty worke the smiltant life,
Their hearts pulse through the tiva:

ha prasa is grespest itrodden down,

8o suffering makes ua greal,

ipd this dark tids ghall richly crown
The work of Forty-Eight.

0 when the world wales up to wmorst

The Tyrants once agein,

And Freedom's purmons-sheut eball buret,
fare music on the brein,-—-

A1l Truehesrts still, in wany a land,
¥e'll find them al? elate —

Brawve remnant of that Spertean-band,

The len of Porty-Eights...

VII.
To=Day and To=lorrom.

Qur tirds of song are silent now,
Faw are the flowers hlooming,

Yat life iz in the frozen bough,
And Trendom's aprinp ie coming;
And Treedon's tide creeps up alway,
Though we may =it i Aorros;

And our good hark esground today
2hell flost apein Lomorrow.

Tig wenry waiching wave by wave

Ard yet the tide heeves onwerd:

fle ¢limb, like corale, grave by greve,
Tkat rave a pathmay sunvwardd




Age

fio pre driven kecolt ., for our next fray
4 newer atrength to borrow,

fnd whers ths Vanpgusrd campe Lo-day,
The fear shall rest Lo—morrow!

Threug™ the long, dark night of years
The people's cry asesndeth,
And earth ig wet with blood and hears;
But our mealk sulferance endethl

. the faw shall oot for ever sway—
The wany moil in Borros;
Thy pewars of hell are strong to-day,
The Chriet sheli rise fo-morrow!

Though hearts brood o'er the past, gur eoyea
with smiling futures glisten!

fior In! our day wurste up the skies,

Lean oub your souls and lisien!

The morld ie rolling Freedom's way

ind ripening with her asorrow;

Take Meart'! who bzarse the Cross Lo-day,
Shali wmear the Crown to-morrow.

Puiid up nersic lives, mnd all

Be 1ilte & shcethen eobra,

Rsedy to flash out et God'e scall—

Q chivairy of Zabourl

Triumph and teil are twinaj though they
Be singly born in sorrow,

And 'tis the martyrdeom to-day

Brings victory to-morrow.

¥Iil.
The Patriot.

Weil for the hopas that have pore dewrlthe young life wainly spilt!
Th'eterral Murder still sits crowned snd throned in demning guilts

8t111 ir Ged's polder sun the Tyrant'e bloody barmere hurn,

Arnd Priemts, Hell's midnight Thups, to their soul-etrangling work return!
See how the oppressors of the peor with serpente hunt our blood}

Kear, fremw the darir, the grear and curse po maddening up to God.

Olbrothere of the bounding heart, I look throupgh tears snd smile,
The World ies rife with scund of fettere grsppirg'nesth the file;
I ley my hard cn England's henrt, and irn eagh life-throbh mark

The pealing thought of freedox ring its toceirn in the dsrk.
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Tho opirit of Oromwcllien might is stirring at thie hour,
And thought is burring 3in mun’a eyes with more than speschful power.

0ld England, ceare the mummsr's partlwake, Sterveling, Serf, and Glave!
Rovee in the malesty of wrong, great kinéreg of the bravel

Sreuak, and the werld stall snewer, with her wvoelces myried-Told,

And wmen, like Gods, sball grazples with the giant-mrongs of olc.

The weople's heart, witk sulsc 2f emnnon, penteth for the Ifrey,

And brothers, geileant hrotkers, mwe'll Dbe with you in thet day.

e
Tﬂ_E pre Wit Hiarts whila me Ensel.

T N A PR S L

Truet rot the Prissts, wheze teer:z are lies, and hearts are herd end cold:
Wha lead ye te smwzet pastures, where they fleece the foolish faldl

The Chursh and State geen linkt and sworn {0 deecslate the land.

Goad pecple,'twixt these Foxes' teils, we'll fling a fiery brandl

Tour boot-knco iz half-way to hell'Up, Servilss, from the dupt!

The harvest of tha frea rod-rirers for the eickle thrust.

Thoyiro quakiag nou,band shalking now,whe've wrought the hurtling sorrow,
To--day thea dﬂﬂﬂlat:rﬂ tut the desclate to-morrow!

Zoud olsr thoir murder’s merace wakes the watchword of the free:

They are t Glants while we kresi: Ore leap, and vy go Wel

¥ i
Cur Fathers are Fraying.

The tearlees are drunk with -ouy taare: Mave they driven
Tie (od of Mz poor wmean wadf?
For we me vy of woitimg ths belp of Heaver,
And the battle zooc 2idll with the had...
Fearleso and feown wsre the herosa of old,
e played the pra“meas part:
We are fifty-relid, Mt the gangreooe (old
Halh eaten out Iumrucn s heart.

For pur Fathers arc preying for Pauper-pay,
Qur Mothers with Deatn's kisa arc whito;
Qur sono arc the rish man's Berf's by day,
And our Daugnters hie Siaves by night.

xi.
IL will end in the Right.

het, bthough the dartyrs arnd TFrophetic have perishi?
The Angel of Life rolls ths stone frow thelr graves:
Immoria’l'es the foith. and the froedom they cherisht,
Their lers Trivmpfi-zoy rhive the spirite of slavasl
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nay nre gone— Tl & glory e lofl La our life,

Lo tne dav-pod!s last iwise en the darkness of Dven—

“one dawk on “ne dasp’ats gems ol thelr strife,

T oliwh Az esar-heacons up LY hersy's heaver.

Yhid BN e B5il7 Pelé on +— in the worlidi'sidesplue,

Furse the “sitk in Lhy kesrt, kaeap the lamp ol God bright,
Ard, my life Zar thipelIt shall end in fhe Ripht.

R |

Thirk of the wrongs that baye pround ws Por aged,

Thinlt of the §ronss we hove stiill to gniurel

Taink o owr btlasd, red on History's pages:

Taan wers Laat aur reci'ning be apesdy and sure.

lawesl ory unto Godl but be pur Ged raveal'd

Tn our lives, in our worke, in our warfare for man

And hearing — or borne upon - Victory'a shisld,

Let w3 fight battle harnsss’d, and fall in tie yan
Beold an—still hold an—in the world's desplte
Wuree the faith in thy heart, keep the Iamp of Ged bright,
And, my life for thine! It shall end in the Right.

¥TI.
Peace.

Yoz, Pence is besutiful; end I do yearn

For her to clasp tne morld'e poor tortured heart,

AB sweat epring wermth doth broed ¢'er cemirg Tlowers.
Tut pesse with these Leyistkane of bleod —

Yike pirate crimscr sees deveouring men?

Give thewm the hand of brotherhood — whose Jange

Ars in our hosrts with the grim 1l oodheound's gript
Weuldet assa fbaue, idiot~like, with emirk srd smils,
A-tlaniing flomers io corenal Truth's grave!

Pasce, merry-making round the funersl pyre

Shers Frosdowm, fiery-curtained,weds with death?

Peuwce wlth oppraselon, which doth tear dear friends
And ptrothara freom ovr side todey and comes

T ret G0R mgavta g delck SUR 503 and bo—merragrt

Cat orla!l T1 4z the Ferant's cunniap caut,

Tep orahe af alesw sluag 2'er 1ts readly deapers,

%ok stevt ta live, wheas'sr it hugs to dealh.

T ghorer,linr. ——way wilth tis cange ol par o—
Par witi our wlaery, sart, and arstchedneza—
War with surst Geld, which “a5 4h epdless war
fn Love, o5 224, and our Human® oyl ;
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Eorin's Burdens

Wiy groonivg so, Thou 80lid garth,
Thaygh errightly surmer cheera?

fr iz thire old heart dead to mirth?
31 =1t thou bowed hy years?'

Uar g I ¢gld te gummer's orime,
Moy kneows my hesrt fecslr

Hor am 1 bowsd by eountless tlme,
Theu ator of o day!

I loyed to list when tree and tide
Their gentle muaie wada,

trd lightls on wy sunny side
Te “ee” the ploug® and npade.

T Toyed to bold my ligquid way
Through floods of Living Light;

Is zizs the sun's Lrigat nand by day,
4nd scourt 38 stars by nigat.

I loved to hear the children's gles
Arcund the cottege door,
And pemsant's song Tight merrily
The glebe coma ringing oler.

But wan upes my back haa rolled
Sush heavwy loads of stone,

T searcs can grow the harvest pold;
I7in therefore that 1 groan.

And when tke evening dew sginle mild
dpon ny quiet breagt,

I Teel the tenr of the houselese child
Break burning on my rest.

oh! wherc ars =11 the hallowsé eweete,
The harmwless Joys I gave?

The pevement of vour serdid sirests
hvo stonss om Virhtue's grave.
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And thick and fasbt ws autumn leaves
Sy oehildren drop away—-—

A gatharing of unripsisd snsavas
3y Dremstures dasay.

Geunt miaery haolds the cottage deor,
bnd olden honour'a Mlaomng

dnd plaves are glaviah mors and morse:
I%ig therefore thet I groan,”

Il

Song of the Day-lLabourers.

Sharpen the elokle, the fielde ara white;
'Tis the time of the harvest at last.

Beaperc, be up with 4he morning-light,
Ere t™e bluseh of itz vouth be pasth.

thy stard en the highwer snd Zounge at tha pate,
With e svmmer dey'sa work to nerform?

If you wait for the liviap, '"tie long you may wait—
Till the kour of tha aipht and the aterm.

dharpen the sickle; how proud they stswnd
In the pomp of thuir galden graind
But J'm thinking, ere noon 'neath the sweep of my hand
Fow many will 1is on the plain!
Theugh the diteh be wide, the fence be high,
There's & spirit 4o cerry us o'er,
ter God never aeart his peonle to die
In egight of o rich a ctore.

Sharpen the sickle; how full the earal
fur children arc erying for kread!

And the fiold has heen watered with crphans' tears
And enriched mith their Isthers dead;

And hopes thet are buried, and hearts thet broks,
Lis deep in the treasuring sod:

Then swsep down the grane with a thunderstroke,
In the name of humanity's Godl

IIL.
Song of %t Factory Slave

The lang it is the landlorda';:
The tredcrs! ie the sea;

The ore the usurerse® ccffer fills,
gut iMat remaing Pfar me?
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I may for sl1 tholr learalnr,
I %pll Por ell their sase;

The rendsr beck, in coin for sein,
fort, igrorenco, dicessci-

I'oil— toil—and ther, a cgkzerleco homg,
Whare hunpgr; pAaccions crosa;

Bterval goian to %iem that pive,
To wme etarasl loss!

The hour of leisurs hepoiaess
The rich alons may ase;

The plovfal sbild,the smiling wife ——
But what rewains for mef

The coming howse, the future iay
“hen wrong to right shall bow,

Arnd hearts that have tas cournzs, wan,
To maita that future HOW.

They render beck, these righ men,
A pauver's aiggard fas,
“ayhap 8 oriacn— then = grave,
And think they're guits with meg
But net = rfond wife's heart that breaks—
A poortmar's child that dies,
Wa socre not on our hollow cheeka
ind In our sunken syaa;
e read it theres —whana'sr #e mest,
Ard as the aum we ses,
Each askA — "The rich have pol the earth,
dnd what remaina Tor met’
Tha conire “ope, the ‘uture dsy,
ihen wrong to right shall bow,
And hesrts that hoave the couraze, man,
Ta maka that future HOV.
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g hear the wrang in ailence;
fe ators 14 in our Erein;

They think us dull -— they think us dead:
ot we shall rise againi

4 trumpet threuvgh the lands will ring;
4 heaving through the mass;

A trempling througn their palaces,
tntil Lhey break lits glasa:

Wetll szampe to wasp by casrished zraveas,
From Consly asmas Lo flaa,

and etil” ae rolls sur milllon -marsi,
148 watownrd brave samrll be:-

“he coving Nops - tae Tuture day,
haen wrong te right ehall bow, -

And hearts that have the courapge,man,
To make that [utore J00.

IV.
In Prison-
Thay told me that my veins would flag,
iy ardour wowld decay;
Heavily their fetters drag
Wy blond'o youne strength away.

Out never a wish of basge retrent
Or thcught of roecont part,
While yat o single pulse shall beat
Prioud marghes in my haart.

They'll find me still unchanged and strong
Then bremks their puny thrall;

fiith hets [or nob one living soul =
And pity for them aid.
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