Anna MeQueen,

Tallahassee,lla.

THE CRY OF THE SEMINOLE.

{The tribe of indians who still live in the Everglades of Florida.)
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The white man saw our land was good; to the north and east
and wast,

g left no place for the Seminole where the sole of his Toot
might reat.

But he nointed south to the vast lagnons and the marshes dank
' and wide,

ihere the saw-gra:zs stings,and the swamps are dark where the
deer and otter hide.

Far south,to the marsh of the Sverglades,and he said: "Red
brothargson-=

The lands of the north are good for us,and the swamps of the
south for vh."

They we pitched onr tents in the Lverglades,and Tished
wide lagoons;

Te ept our fathers' Teasts and Tasts,and danced in the Creen
Carn Moons.

We trapped the otter,amd shot the deer,and hoed the corn 1in the
S5un=-= -
'he Seminole's heart was glad in hils breast that his
journeying was donel

But the white man looked once more to the south,wherd: the
swamnps and marshes liea,

And Torgot the words his fathers' spoke in the days that are
long gomne LY.

Forpot the words his fathers spoke,for he said: "The land
iz fair,

And 1t is not good that the Seminole should have it Tor his
lair!

We will dip us ditches;deep and wide,till the lakes run down To
Ty £ T

hat the marshes r‘rpfzihﬂ' tHidé cane shall prow where the deer
and otter be.




nd the Syvepslades shall yieldd ws rold-—we will nlant all
the swamplands low?

But in tke swamps the Seminole dwells,aml where shall the Semi-
nole Fo?

Thite brother! Few are the braves of our tribe,and the
squaws anl chlldren woal:

tur eves are dim,and we cannot see tha lands that vou bid us seek.

I'o build in the swamps and bide in-the swamps that hold the
hones of our dead,

To trap the otter,and catchg the fish,and plant the corn Tor
our bregf=m-

Ihis only asks our tribe of you,white men of the north and west--

A 1ittle pnlace For

ole,where the sole of his oot
A




