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'tHE 

BLACK MA1''S LA!'t1EN'l'. 

TUI PETITION FOR ADOLISHISO TllE 8L.\\'C·TRA0£. 

CoMi::, listen to my plaintive ditty, 
Ye lender hearts, and children dear! 

And, ~hould it move your souls to pity, 
0 h ! try to end the griefs you hear. 

• 
• 
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'fllE BLACK )IAN'S LAMENT , 3 

There is a beauteous plant•, that grow~ 

In "'cslcrn Inrlia's sultry clime, 
Which makes, alas! the Black man's \voes, 

And also 1nakes the \Vhitc n1an's cri1ne. 

• "A ftdd or canes, wben atandlng in the moolb or NoYember, 
when it is in utor or full blostoln, C,.y1 Bed-font, in hit dt-tnipti,.e 

account oftho- l•land ot Jamaini.) W one of the m0tt bto.util'ul pro­

ductions that the pen or pencil can ~bly de9Cribe. It, in com~ 

mont riK".i front thn..-e to ~igl1t f1.-et, or n1ore, in height.; n ditlCren~ 



.f THE RLACK MAN'S LAllENT. 

For know, its tall gold stems contain 
A sweet rich juice, which '\Vhitemen prize; 

And that they may this sugar gain, 
The Negro toils, and bleeds, and dies. 

Dul, Negro slave! thyself shall tell, 
Of past and present \vrongs the story; 

And would all British hearts could feel, 
'l'o end those wrongs \Vere B1·itain's glory. 

Negro ttpeaks. 

Fir~l lo our own dear Negro land, 
His ships the cruel White man send~; 

And there contrives, by armed band, 
'l'o tear us frmn our homes and friends; 

or fr"O•lb thail irery a.ttonglT mub the clitrerence ot toil, or Uit va· 
rittia of eul\ul"(!. It. is, when ripe, of a bright and ROldC11 7cllow; 
nutl, where obvious to the sun, is in ma111 i-ru vcr1 lx•utif1.1lly 
ttrt1lted with rod. The top is of a darkiiih gree'lll l1ut tho nlOl'CI dry 
It l1«on1e.i ((rom either an excess of ripen4?lls, or a ooul.l11\1anct l)f' 

drought,) or a nt!ltet yellow, with long and n11miw l CllYCI depending 1 
fron' tl10 ccntf'e of wl1ich, sht><>t.s up an arrow, liko a tll\•Cr ¥r1U1d1 l'ro1u 
two lo slx fett. io IK>ig11t; and, from the •o•nmit. of wbicb, growl oot 

a rlu111e or while featbeni, which are deliC"atcly fringed witll ft lillc 

dJ"• 1.nd indeed is, it' it.3 appearance, oot much unlile tl10 tun. tl1at 
adunll lhil partic:u.l&r and t>legant trtt ... 
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THE BLACK )IAX'S LAllEXT, 5 

TOllS PROM BIS FRIE~D". 

Fro111 parents, brethren's fond e1nbrace; 
Fro1n tender \vife, and eh ild to tear ; 

1'hcn in a d11rkso1ne ship to place, 
Pack'cl close, like bales of cotton there. 



6 THE BLACK )!A.,.,'S LA)IEST, 

A SLAt"E-$111P. 

Oh I happy those, \vho, in that hour, 
Die fron1 their prisou's putrid breath! 

Since they escape fro1n ''Vhitc n1nn's pow'r, 
l•'ro1n toils and stripe;>, and lingering death! (!~ 



TllE BLACK MAN'S LAMENT, 7 

TJIE LAXDIS'G 01' SEOROES. 

For 'vhat a'vailed us on shore, 
Soon as the ship had reach' d the strand, 

Unloading its degraded store 
Of frec1neo, forc'd from Negro land? 

II 



THE BLACK )fAN'S LAMENT, 

.GU\'ING !\EGROES FOR SLAV£$1 IN Tlll MARKET. 

See! eager White men co1ne around, 
To choose and clai1n us for their slaves; 

And make us envy those \Vho found 
In the dark ship their early grave!i. 



r. 
TllE BLACK, MAN1S LAMENT, 9 

STA~OJNO lN LINES, '''JTJI THS DRll'Ek Bl11IND. 

They bid black men and \Vomen stand 
In lines, the drivers in the rear: 

Poor Negroes bold a !toe in hand, 
But· they the \Vicked cart-,vhip bear. 



10 THE RLACK )IAN'S LA,!F.NT, 

CL.EARING AWAY TH£ \\""££OS. 

'fhcn \Ve, in gangs, like beasts in droves, 
s,vift to the cane-fields driven arc; 

There first our toil the \veeds removes, 
And next we holes for plants prepare. 

t 
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THE BLACK )IAN
1
S LAMENT. J l 

TJle EXHAUSTED SLAVE \VJllPPBD. 

But woe to all, both old and young, 
'\-Vomen and men, or strong or weak, 

\V om out or fresh, those gangs among, 
That clare the toilsome line to break I 



Nt.:GROES llOLL.'\G TllE C.o\NE·flELD. 

As hole:; n1ust all at once be 1naclc, 
Together \Ve 1nust work or stop; 

Therefore, the whip our strength 1110.~t aid, 
And lash us when \Ve pause or drop! 



• 
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'fllE BLACK MAN'S LA)IENT, 13 

PL:\STI~G . 

When \Ve have dug sufficient space, 
The bright-eye top* of many a cane, 

Length\vays, we in the trenches place, 
And then \Ve trenches dig again. 

• The top tboo .. are/lllloj',,,.,,or _., u thc1 an called. 



14 THE BLACK MA:-1'5 LAMENT, 

?IJANVRING. 

We cover next the plants 'vith mould; ~--
And e'en, ere fifleen days cornc round, 

W e can the slender sprouts behold, 
Just shooting greenly from the ground. 



Tin; BLACK )IAN'S LA)J ENT. 15 

HOEING. 

The \vecds about them c\ear'd a\vay, 
Then 1nould again by band \Ve thro'v; 

And, at no very distant day, 
Ilel'e Negroes plough, and there they hoe. 



16 THE BLACK lIA:S'S LAllEST. 

CUTTL.'{G DOWN TBt: SUGAB.-CAN!. 

But \Vhen the crops are ripen'd quite, 
'1'is then begin our saddest pains; 

For then \Ye toil both day and night, 
'l'hough fever burns \vithin our veins. 

• 

t 



TllE DLACK MAN'S LAMENT. 17 

TIT& BRUl&ING·~llLL. 

\Vhen 18 months complete their gro,vth, 
Then the tall canes rich juices fill; 

And we, to bring their liquor forth, 
Convey them to the bruising-mill. 

That 1nill, our labour, every hour, 
l\1 ust \vilh fresh loads of canes supply ; 

And if we faint, the cart-whip's po,ver, 
Gives force which n.ature's po,vers de11y. 



18 • THE BLACK )JANS LA\!El>O'T. 

BOlLIXG A:SD COOLtXO TRE ~t.:O.\a. 

Our task is next to catch the juice 
In leaden bed, soon as it flo,vs; 

And instant, lest it spoil for u~e, 
It into boiling ves;;els goes. 

Nor one alone: four vessels 1nore 
Ileceive and clear the sugar-tide. 

Six coolers next receive the store; 
Long ves.-;els, shallo\v, "'ooden, wide. 

+ 
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THE BLACK )!AN'S LAMENT. 19 

J'ILLl:SG AND llP..\Ol:SG CASKS. 

' Vhile cooling, it begins to graia, 
Or form in crystals white and clear; 

Then \Ve re1nove the whole again, 
And to the curing-house \Ve bear. 

Molasses there is clrain'd away; 
1'be liquor is through hogsheads pour'd; 

'l'he scu1n falls through, tbe crystals slay; 
The casks are clos'd, and soon on board. 



20 THE BLACK '.\IAX'S L.\llENT. 

SP.fPPJ~G THE CASKS. 

'l'he ships to English country go, 
And bear the hardly-gotten treasure. 

Oh! that goorl Englishtnen could know 
ll<•w Negroes suffer for their plea;ure ! 

• 



THE BLACK MAN'S LAllENT, 21 

Five months, we, every \veek, alas! 
Save when 've eat, to 'vork are driYen : 

Six days. three nights; then, to each clas~, 
Just twenty hours of rest are given. 

But when the Sabbath-eve comes round, 
That eve 'vhich White 1nen sacred keep, 

Again \Ve at our toil are found, 
And six days 1nore we \vork and \veep. 

" But, Negro slave, son1e 1nen must toil. 
The English peasant \vorks all day ; 

Turns up, and sows, and ploughs the soil. 
Thou 'vouldst not, sure, have Negroes 

play?" 

" Ah ! no. But Englishrncn can \vork 
'Vhene'er they like, and stop for breath; 

No driver dares, like any Turk, 
Flog peasants on alsnost to death. 



.22 TllE BLACK MAN'S LAb!ENT. 

" \Vho dares an English peasant flog, 
Or buy, or sell, or ~tt>al away? 

Who sheds his blood? treats him like dog, 
Or fetters hitn like beasts of prey? 

" He has a cottage, he a wife ; 
If child he has, that child is free. 

I a1n depriv'd of n111rriecl life, 
And n1y poor child \vere slave like me. 

"Unlike his home, ours is a shed 
Of pine-tree trunks, unsqunr'd, ill-clos'd; 

Blanket we have, but not a bed, 
\Vhcne'er lo short, chill sleep clispold. 

" Onr clothing's ragged. All our food 
Is rice, dried fish, and Indian meal. 

Ilarcl, scanty fare! Oh, would I could 
l\1ake \Vhite n1en Negroes' miserie, 

feel!" 
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'flit: BLACK MAN'S LAMEN'r, 2,'J 

" But could you not, your huts around, 
Raise plant~ for food, and poultry rear? 

You rnight, if 'villing, till your ground, 
And then sorne wants 'vou\d disappear." 

" ' Vork for ourselves and others too? 
\Vhen all our master's 'vork is o'er, 

Ho,v could 've bear our own to do? 
Poor, \veary slaves, hot, scourg'd, and 

sore! 

" Sometirncs, 'tis true, '"'hen Sabbath-bell 
Calls White 1uan to the house of pray'r, 

And makes poor blacks 1uore sadly feel 
'Tis thought slaves have no business 

there: 

"'l'hen Negroes try the earth to till, 

I And raise their food on Sabbath-day; 
But Envy's pangs poor Negroes fill, 

That 've n1ust work ,vhile others pray. 



24 THE BLACK AIAN'S I.AlIENT, 

" Then, 'vhere have 'vc one legal right? ·~"" 
\Vhite 1nen may bind, whip, torture llif 

~1~. I~ 
But oh! if we but strike one \Vbitc, N !iii 

Who can poor Negro help or save? 

"There are, I'm told, upon some isles, 
1\-lastcrs \vho gentle deign to be; lill 

And there, perhups, the Negro s111ilee, lri~'tlmf 
But s111ili11g Negroes few can sec. 

" \Vell, I 111ust learn to bear n1y pain; 
And, lately, I am grown more calm; 

For Christian men come o'er the 1nain, 
To pour in Negro souls a bahn. 

" They tell us there is one above 
Who died to save both bond and free; 

And 'vho, 'vith eyes of equal love, 
Beholds \Vhite man, and humble me. 
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THE BLACK MAN'S LAMENT. 25 

" They tell me if, with patient heart, 
I bear my \Vrongs from day to day, 

I shall, at death, to realms depart, 
Where God wipes every Lear a\vay ! 

" Yet still, at times, \vith fear I shrink ; 
For, 'vhen 'vith sense of injury pre!it, 

1 burn with rage ! and tlter' I think 
I ne'er can gain that place of rest." 

He ceas'd; for here his tears 'vould f!o,v, 
And ne'er resum'd his tale of ruth. 

Alas ! it reuds my heart to kno\v 
He only told a tale of truth. 

THE END • 

• 

A. OPIE. 


