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2 JTomuaTa Ao T CLAAOYT)

ITomuata tave o€ dSrapopa Oepata,
Opnokevtka ko nOwa (1773)

«'Htav eAenuoovvn mov pe epepav
QUITO TNV TTAYAVIOTIKT) LOV YN,
AiSa€av v adan ypuyn Hov

yla va kataiafaivel

OT1 vVITapyelEvag Oeog,

OTL LITAPYEL EVAG TWTNPAG ETTIONG:
Kamote v ADTpwon

oVLTe (nTovoA OUTE NEepaL.

Kastolol BAETovV TV Havpn pag QuAn
LLE TTEPLPPOVITIKO PAEUUQL,

"To ypoua Touvg elval

Stafoikn o@payida .

Ouundeite, xprotiavoi, Neypor,
Lavpotl Otwg o Kauv,

LLITOPOVLV VAL EEEVYEVIOTOVV KAl VA
evtayOoLv otV ayyeAikn kovotwdoia.

Twas mercy brought me
From my Pagan land,
Taught my benighted soul
to understand

That there's a God,

that there's a Saviour too:
Once | redemption neither
sought nor knew.

Some view our sable race
with scornful eye,

"Their colour is

a diabolic die."
Remember, Christians, Negro's,
black as Cain,

May be refin'd, and

jointh" angelic train.
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Q, Kopte,
A1aBalovTagTovgoTiyouguov,

10W¢ VA avapmTIECAL ATTO TTOVV
avapAdder n ayamn pov yia edevbepiq,
o oL mnyadet 1) embovpia

yla T0 Koo ayafo

JTOL HOvVoegvaiodNTEQYULYES

LITOPOVV VA KATaAdfouvv

Eyw, véa ot (wn,

QIO HOipa OKANP)

Eeptdowbnka asmo Toug EVTUYEIS TOMTOVG
g A@p1kng 0Ttov yevvnOnka./

T avumogpopn odvvn

JIPETEL VA YTV OE,

T1 OABepo popTio

oTa 0TNON TV YOVIRV LoV,
AtodAvn 1) tav kelvn 1) Yoy,

ITov Siywg ixvog eAéoug,

Apmale amo TNV AYKAAIA TOL TaTEPA
To ayasmnuévo Tov pwpo

Tetola, TETO1A YTAV 1| TUXN LOV.

Ko extote Tt AAAO asto TO VA TPOCEVYOUAL

AM\O1 TTOTE VA PNV yvwpiocovv
TETO1A TUPAVVIKT EEOVOIAL

Should you, my lord,
while you peruse my song,
Wonder from whence
my love of Freedom sprung,
Whence flow the wishes
for the common good,
By feeling hearts alone
best understood,
I, young in life,
by seeming cruel fate
Was snatch’d from Afric’s
fancy’d happy seat:
What pangs excruciating
must molest,
What sorrows labor
In my parents’ breast?
Steel’d was that soul,
and by no misery mov’'d,
That from a father seiz'd
his baby belov'd:
Such, such my case.
And can | then but pray
Others may never feel
tyrannic sway




