To Toussaint L’Ouverture

TOUSSAINT, the most unhappy man of men!

Whether the whistling Rustic tend his plough

Within thy hearing, or thy head be now

Pillowed in some deep dungeon's earless den;--

O miserable Chieftain! where and when

Wilt thou find patience? Yet die not; do thou

Wear rather in thy bonds a cheerful brow:

Though fallen thyself, never to rise again,

Live, and take comfort. Thou hast left behind

Powers that will work for thee; air, earth, and skies;    
10  

There's not a breathing of the common wind

That will forget thee; thou hast great allies;

Thy friends are exultations, agonies,

And love, and man's unconquerable mind.

To Thomas Clarkson, On the Final Passing of the Bill for the Abolition of the Slave Trade, March 1807

CLARKSON! it was an obstinate hill to climb:

How toilsome--nay, how dire--it was, by thee

Is known; by none, perhaps, so feelingly:

But thou, who, starting in thy fervent prime,

Didst first lead forth that enterprise sublime,

Hast heard the constant Voice its charge repeat,

Which, out of thy young heart's oracular seat,

First roused thee.--O true yoke-fellow of Time,

Duty's intrepid liegeman, see, the palm

Is won, and by all Nations shall be worn!                   10

The blood-stained Writing is for ever torn;

And thou henceforth wilt have a good man's calm,

A great man's happiness; thy zeal shall find

Repose at length, firm friend of human kind!

September 1st, 1802 [1807]

We had a fellow-Passenger who came
From Calais with us, gaudy in array,
A Negro Woman like a Lady gay,
Yet silent as a woman fearing blame;
Dejected, meek, yea pitiably tame,
She sate, from notice turning not away,
But on our proffer'd kindness still did lay
A weight of languid speech, or at the same
Was silent, motionless in eyes and face.
She was a Negro Woman driv'n from France,
Rejected like all others of that race,
Not one of whom may now find footing there;
This the poor Out-cast did to us declare,
Nor murmur'd at the unfeeling Ordinance. *

* In version published in The Morning Post on 11 Feb 1803 as “The Banished Negroes,” these last two lines read “What is the meaning of this ordinance ?/ Dishonour’d Despots tell us if ye dare.”
September 1, 1802 * [1827]
WE had a female Passenger who came

 From Calais with us, spotless in array,--

A white-robed Negro, like a lady gay,

Yet downcast as a woman fearing blame;

 Meek, destitute, as seemed, of hope or aim

She sate, from notice turning not away,

But on all proffered intercourse did lay

 A weight of languid speech, or to the same

 No sign of answer made by word or face:

 Yet still her eyes retained their tropic fire,              10
That, burning independent of the mind,

 Joined with the lustre of her rich attire

To mock the Outcast.--O ye Heavens, be kind!

And feel, thou Earth, for this afflicted Race!

* Among the capricious acts of tyranny that disgraced those times, was the chasing of all Negroes from France by decree of the government: we had a Fellow-passenger who was one of the expelled. [WW note]
