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On the wretched lot of the Slaves in the Isles of Western India.




In the highest Assembly Jul. 3. 1792

O Death, leaving the gates of darkness, come
hastening to a race yoked to misery; thou

wilt not be received with tearings of cheeks

or with lamentation, but, on the contrary,

 with circles beating out the dance and with the
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joy of songs: thou art Fearful indeed, but still thou

dwellest with Liberty, hateful Tyrant. Raised

on thy murky wings, through the rough swell of

the vast Ocean, let them fly to the dear

resorts of pleasure, and to their fatherland.
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There, verily, beside the springs

beneath the citron groves, lovers tell to their

beloved what terrible things, being men,

they suffered from men. Alas! Islands

full of murderous excess, abounding in
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evils ill to look upon, where Hunger is

sick, and a bloody blow roars,

woe for us; how often a mist has come over
the tearful eyes, and how often at the same time

the heart has groaned! For I grieve deeply
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with the race of slaves suffering dire ills,

just as they groan with unspeakable grief,

so they circle round in eddies of loathsome

labours, children of Necessity.

Since burning Heat, and Plague, and insufferable
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Weariness rage round them on loveless days, and

the relentless phantoms of baneful Memory.

Alas! the watchful Scourge drives them on
Exhausted, before Dawn wakes the sun; and the

sweet-looking star of Day sets, but griefs
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blossom for ever: for midnight terrors smite
the soul, breathing wrath; the eyes of the 

wretched ones never fall asleep, but Fear never sleeps.

And if they seek after any sweet delusion with the

shadows of hope that appear in dreams, as they
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are roused they are promptly driven mad with

the torments of wanton violence.

O you who revel in the evils of Slavery, O you
who feed on the persecutions of the wretched,

wanton children of Excess, snatching your
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brother’s blood, does not an inescapable Eye

behold? Does not Nemesis brandish fire-breathing

requital? Do you hear? Or do you not hear?

Because winds shake the earth from its foundations,

And the recesses of the earth moan, and the



45
depths bellow terribly, guaranteeing that those

below are angry with those who slay!

But what sweet-voiced echo, what throbbings

of the Dorian lyre, hovers toward me?

What soft voice lets fall a sweet whispering?
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O! I see a Herald of Pity, his head shaded

with branches of olive! O! the golden joy of 

thy words, Wilberforce, I hear! ‘Holy spring

of Tears, now [there is] enough of thy drops:

smitten with the stranger-helping lightning
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of Justice, the misery having been quelled

shall die. And the abominable thankless Favour of

Gold shall no longer fall upon African shores,

as the breath of Pestilence rides with

parching winds. Far from fatherland
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and kinsfolk, old age shall not wrestle with

lawless labours, breathing out wild cries, ah! ah!

when life is setting.

No longer with prophetic fear shall the Mother

take her grimy babe to her breast: no; because
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the Day of Slavery has already been stretched

too far. You who, Slaves of puffed-up Masters,

have never, wretches, seen a tear moisten Pity’s

cheek, [though] suffering things shattering to

hear, for you, your Children taste of [?] Justice,
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gathering the roses of Tranquility, and surely the holy

reverence for Liberty, mother of prizes.[’]

Such [words] the breezes sent, more desirable

than the shouts of the multitudes round the

delayed chariot of Victory, on the day of
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delightful Triumph. Hail, thou who guidest

well the rudder of Compassion! Love, setting

laughter within her tears, shall honour thee

with the wings of good deeds. And the Muse,

attendant of Virtue, shall love to remember
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thee continuously: and with the blessings of

the sufferers thy name shall dart to heaven.
Samuel Taylor Coleridge, Scholar of Jesus College

