AR 1N REMEMBRANCE
The HORRID MA § SACRE!
Perpetrated in King-ficeet, Boston,
New-England,
On the Evening of March the Fifth, 1770,
‘When F1ve of-your fellow countrymen,
Grav, Maverick, CALDweLL, ATTUCKS,
and Ca
Lay wallowing in their Gore!
B:mz ol 3nd. it inumany
KDERED
And SIX othen badly w cosal
By s Pary of the XXIXth Regimen,
Under the command of Capt. Tho. Prefton.
REMEMEER]
That Two of the MurperERs
Were convicted of MANSLAUGHTER |
By a Jury, of whom 1 hll
NOTHING,
Buanded in he hand!
i,
QUITTED,
“PENSIONED !

oy
And their C:pl:

e
That on che 2ad Day of February, 1770,
‘The infamous
EBENEZER RICHARDSON,
And ool o Minfecil

rbaraufly

Tnformer,
elings,

CHRISTOPHER SEIDER,

uth |
Of which crime he was found guilty
is Countr
On Friday Apel soth, 1770
cmained Unfenten
on Saunday the s2d Dey o[hhnmy, 1772
e GRAND INQuEST

Then lay before bis MajEsTY.
Therefore fid Richardjon

et bt e ld l'uﬂcn(y'
And handed dowr
Froca Geoeeton 15 Generaton,
“Till Time fhall be no more !
Forever may AMERICA be preferved,
From weak and wicked monarchs,
Tyrannical Minifters,
Abandoned  Governors,
‘Their Underlings and Hirclings !

And may the
Machinations of artful, defigning wretches,
Who would ENSLAVE THIS People,
Come to an end,

Let their NAMES and MEMORIES
buried in eternal oblivion,

5

And_the 3
For a SCOURGE to Tyrannical Rulere,
Remain F RE E.

A MONUMENTAL INSCRIPTION

ON THE

Fifth of March.

On the Enlargement of
EBENEZER RICHARDSON,

Convited of MURDER.

AWAKE my drowfy Thoughts ! Awake my mufe!
Awake O earth, and tremble at the news !
In grand defiance to the laws of God,
The Guilty, Guilty murd’rer walks abroad.
That city mourns, (the cry comes from the ground,)
'Where law and juftice never can be found :
Oh ! fword of vengeance, fall thou on the race
Of thofe who hinder juftice from its place.
(O MURD’RER ! Ricuarpson ! with their lateft breath|
Millions will curfe you when you fleep in death !
Infernal horrors fure will fhake your foul
When o’er your head the awful thunders roll.
Earth cannot hide you, always will the cry
Of Murder ! Murder ! haunt you ’till you die !

To yonder grave ! with trembling joints repair,
emember, SEIDER’s corps lies mould’ring there 3
There drop a tear, and think what you have done !

Then judge how you can live beneath the Sun.

A PARDON may arrive ! ! You laws defy,

But Heaven’s laws will ftand when KINGS fhall die.
Oh! Wretched man ! the monfter of the (1mes,
You were not hung « by reafon of o/ Lines,”

0/d Lines thrown by, ’twas then we were in hopes,
 That you would foon be hung with zew made Ropes 3
But neither Ropes nor Lines, will fatisfiy

For SEIDER’s blood / But GOD is ever nigh,

And guilty fouls will not unpunifh’d go

Tho’ they’re excus’d by judges here below /

You are enlarg’d but curfed is your fate
Tho'/Gufbing’s cas’d you from the prifon gate

The :ﬂ‘Brtrlge of Tories, it has borne you o’er

Yet you e’er long may meet with HELL’s dark fhore.
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