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It vas in fweet Senegal, Tliat my faes did me enthral,For tlie land ofVir.
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THE SLAVES LAMENT.

It was in fweet Senegal that my foes did me enthral, AH on that charming coaft is no bitter fnow and froft.

For the lands of Virginia—ginia O Like the lands of Virginia—ginia O j

Torn from that lovely Ihore, I muft never fee it more, There ftreams for ever flow, and there flow'rs for ever blow,

And alas ! I am weary, weary O ! And alas ! J am weary, weary O !
•

Tornfrom, (3'c. There firearns, i£c.

^he burden I mufl bear, while the cruel fcourge I fear.

In the lands of Virginia—ginia O

;

And I think on friends moft dear, with the bitter bitter tear.

And alas ! I am weary, weary O !

And I think, i^c.


