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PREFACE.

I= presenting here together, so far as they could
be found, the writings of one of the most estima-
ble poets and men among us, the Publisher feels
that he i3 meeting a wish, that has been for a
long time. and on all mides, lowdly expressed.
He commenced his undertaking, panly o onder
that the public might be no longer withheld
from their desire, and partly also with the view
of anticipating a similar design from another guar-
wer; which he leamed to be already enteriained,
and which was not likely to be accomplished in a
manner to satisly the friends of so favorite an
Author. He has carmed it through, only not
forbidden by the Author himself; — who, he
hopes, will look with some complacency on the
task, which he would do nething to promots.
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In one respect only can he seem consumble to
any. It may be thought that he is thus pre-
eluding the hope of receiving a more copious col-
laction, some time hence, from the original hand.
If such an objection should oecur, he would reply
to it by saying, that, on the contrary, he thinks
he may thus draw his Author out a little from his
rather shy mtiroment, and, by reprosenting thus
much of him, provoke him 1o show moee

At leasy, he will give utterance to the hope, in
which multitudes join, that the Writer may live long
enough to make this volume but a small part of the
productions of his graceful and eanast pon.
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POEMS.

CURIOBITY.
Ibsbiwwrnsl ffary lba Fia Beis Kapps Seciavy of Hervaed Cwisvmaiy. 1859

It came from [lesven —its power archangels knew
When this fair ghobe first rousiled to their view ;
When the young sun revealed the glorious scene
Where ocenns gnibered and where lunds grew green ;
When the dead dust in joyfal myriads swarmed,

And man, the elod, with God's own bresth wns wormed.
It reigned in Eden = when that man firss woke,
s kindling influence From his eye-balls xpoke ;
No roving childhood, no exploring youth

Led him along, till wonder chilled to truth ;
Full-formed a1 once, his subject world he trod,
And guzed upon the lubors of his God

O all, by turns, his chantered glance was cast,
While sach plaased bost a8 anch appoarsd the lnst s
But when She came, in nature’s bameless pride,
Bane af hkis boae, his Hiaven-anoknted bede,

All meaner objocts fhded (rom his sigla,

And sonse turned giddy with the new delight ;
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These chonmed his eye, but this entranced his soul,
Apather sell|, quesn-wonder of the whale !
Rape at the view, in cestosy he stood,

And, like his Moker, svw that all wos good.

It reigned in Edon —in that keavy hoar
When the archaempler sought car mothor's bower,
Its thrilling charm ber yielding beant nssailed,
And oven o'er drond Jobovali's wonl prevaibed,
There the fir tree in fund eauty grew,
A bung its mj‘ﬂ;lll:. apples 1o her view :
 Eat," breathed the fiend benenth his serpeng puise,
* Yo sholl know all things; gother, ond be wise! "
Bweet on her ear the wily falschood siole,
And roussd the Ruling Passton of her soal.
“ Vo shall beoms like God," — transeandont fie 1
Thar God's command forgot, she plucked ond ate
My and her pariner lunsd to shore the erime,
Whose wosr, the logend sith, must live throagh Gme.
Far thia they shrank before the Avonper's [hee
Far thisa He drove them from the ssened place ;
For this eumse down the univoers] Lot
To weep, o wapder, dic, and be forgot.

Tt came from Hesven =it reigoed in Eden's shados —
It roves on earth —and every walk invades ;
Childbsood and age aliko its inflsencs own
It haunts the bogpar's nook, the monareh®s throne ;
Hangs o'er the cradle, loans above the bier,
Gozod en old Babel®s tower —nand lingers hene.
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To all that's lufty, all that's bow it tums,
“’H:.h:rlnrq.uﬂh.,andwllhﬂpnmhm;
Now fecls a seraph’s throb, now bess than man's,
A reptile toriares and o planet scans ;
Now idly joins in life's poor, passing jars,
Now shakes croation off, and soars beyond the stam,

*Tia Coztosary—who hath net folt
Its spirit, and before i altar knel ?
In the plessed infan soo s power expand,
Wheen first the cosal fills his Fele hand ;
Thronod in his mother's lap, it dees each tear,
As her sweet legend falls upon his ear;
Mozt |§ assails him in his top’s simnge i,
Breathes in his whistie, echocs in his drm g
Each gilded toy, that doting love bestows,
e longs i broak amd every spring expose,
Placed by your hearth, with what delight he pores
¥er the bright pages of his pictured stores !
How oft bo steals upon your graver task,
O this o tell voi, amd of that to ask |
And, when the waning hour to-bedward bids,
Though gentle sleep sit wailing on has kds,
How winningly he pleads o gain you o'er,
That he may read ono linke sory mare !

MWar yet aloss to toys and tales confined,
It sits, dark brooding, o’or his cmbryo mind :
Take him betwoen vour kneoa, porass his face,
While all you know, or think you know, you trade ;
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Tell him who speke ereation inso birth,
Arched the broad heavens, and sproad the rolling sanh,
Who formed a pathway for the obedient sun,

And bade the scasoas in thoir circles ran,

Who fillod (he air, the forsst, nnd the flood,

And gnve man all, for comibrt, or for food ;

Tell him they sprang st Ged's crealing ned —

He siops you short with, * Father, who made Ged # ™

Thus through life's stoges moy we mark the powes
That masters man in every changing hour.
It bermpes him from tho Bandishments of home,
Mouninins po climb, and (rozen seas 0 noam §
By pir-blown hubbles buoyed, it bids him riss,
Apd hamg, anstom in the vaslied shies
Lared by its chorm, he sits and leams 1o tmee
The midnight wanderings of the arba of space ;
Boldly be knocks at wisdom”s inmest gneo,
Wilk |u:|.'l.|.|m-i.‘|:|1.m1l.-ﬂ.nd communes with flilq
Bolew, above, o'ar all he dores g0 rove,
Im all finds God, and finds that God all love,

Turn 1o the woerdd — it euriows dwellers view,
Like Poul's Athoninns, secking Something New,
B¢ it a bondfine’s or & city's blaze,

The gibbet's victim, or the nation’s gaze,

A female aheist, or a learsed dog,

A monstrois pumpking or 8 mammoth bog,

A murder, or a mauster, "3 the sama,

Life's follies, glories, griefs, all feed the flame.
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Hark, where the martiol trumpet. fills the air,
How the roused mulitude come roand o stane
Spart drops his ball, Teil throws his hammer by,
Thrift breoks a bargain off, 1o please his oye ;

Up fly the windows, even fnir mistress cook,

Though dianer burm, must run to ke & ook,

I the thronged souart the ruling passion resl,

Where Btary dooms, where Wirt apd Webster plead ;
Yet kindred minds alone their fights shall trace,

The herd press on 1o see a cal-throat's faee.

Arcurd the mllows® foot Behald them demw,

When the lost villain answors (o the law ;

Bolt souls, how nnxiows on his panzs w glost,

When the vile cord shall tighion round his throst !
And ah! each hard-bought stand to quit bow grieved,
As the =il rumor nans et The nmq"n'rl:pﬁ:rd!"
Beo 1 the chunch the ploas myriads poar,

Bqueese throagh the nisles, nnd jostle mund the door ;
Doea Langdon preach ? — (1 veil his quict name,
Wheo serves his God, and canno! stoop 10 fhme ;) —
Nao, "tis some reverend mime, the lnwst mge,

Wiho thumps the desk, that should have trod the stage;
Cani's variest rapler crms & house, il new,

When Paul himself, oft heard, would hardly fill & pew.

Lo, where the Siage, the poor, degraded Sage,
Holds s warped mirror to & gaping sge ;
There, where to mise the drmmas's moml tone
Feal Harlequin usurps Apollo’s ihrone ;
There, where grown childrn gather round to praiss
The new-vamped legends of their pursery days ;
g2
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Whore one lese scene shall torm mare souls 1o shame,
Than ten of Channing’s lectures can reclaim ;
There, where in idiot raptare we adore

The herded vagabonds of every ahore ;

Wiarnen unsexod, wha, los to wonsan's pride,
The drunkard's stagger ape, the bolly’s stride ;
Prrt, lisping girls, who, sl in childhood’s fosers,
Babbie of love, yet barely know their letters ;
Neatjointed mummers, mocking nature’s shage,
To prove how nearly man ean maseh an apo;
Viaulters, who, rightly served a home, perchance
Had dangled from the rope on which they dance ;
Diwarfs, mimies, jugglers, all tha: vield comont,
Whore Sin bolds eamival, nnd Wit keops bont
Whore, shoals on shoals, the modest million rush,
Oac sex to laugh, and one 1o try 1o blush,

When mincing Ravenot sparts tight pantaleties,
And tums fops’ hends whils turning piroocttes |
There, at each ribald sally, where we hear

The knowing giggle and the scurrile jeer,

While from the kntellectaal gallery firs

Holls the base ploudit, boudest 01 the worst.

Goda ! who can grace yoa desecrated dome,
Whan he may turn his Shakspears o'er ot home ?
Who thero can group the pare anes of his mee,
T sow and bear what bids him veil his faoe ?
Ask yo who can? why, I, and you, and you ;
No matter what the ponscase, i “tis pow,

To Dector Lagic's wit our sons give car ;
They have no time for Hamlet, or for Lear;
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Oher datighters tumn from geatle Jubat's wos,
T count the teids af Almaviva's b,

Not theirs the bBlame who farnish forth the treat,
But oars, who throag the board and grossly eat.
We lamd, indeed, the virme-kindling S=ge,

And prate of Shakspears nnd his desthless page ;
Hut go, anpounce his best, on Cooper aall,
Conoper, * the noblest Roman of them all ;°
Where are ihe crowds so wanl 1o chobie the doar ?
Tis an old thing, they've seen it all before.

Pray Heaven, i’ vet indeed the Stags must sand,
With guiltbess mirth it may delight the land ;
Far bener elee cach scenie wmple fll,
Ard one mpproving silence curmin all,
Despots to shame may vield thoir fising vouth,
But Freedom dwells with parity and tneh ;
Then make the offort, e who rale the Stage —
With novel decency surprise the age ;
Even Wit, 20 long forgo, mar play s par,
And Natre vot have power 10 melt the hear
Perchance the liseners, to their instipet woe,
May fancy common sense —"twere surely Something New,

Turn 10 tee Press — its teeming shoets survey,
Big with the wonders of each passing day
Rirths, deaths, and weddings, forgeries. fires, and wrecks.
Harmagoes amd hail-starme, bmwls and broken necks ;
Where balf-fedged bards o feeble pinbons seek
An immormlite of pear 8 weel |
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Where cruel eulogists the dend restore,

In maudlin praise to martyr them coce more ;
Where ruffian slanderers wreak their coward spise,
And need no venomed dagger while they wrils.
There, (with a quill so nolsy and so yain

W almost bear the gooso it clothed complain,)
Where cach hack scribe, as hate or imterest bamns,
Toad or toad-pater, sinins the page: by turms ;
Enacts virth, usurps the eritic’s chair,

Lauds a mock Guida, of a mouthing player §
Viecroys it o'er the ronlms of prose and rhyme,
Now puffs pert * Polhom," now ¢ The Courss of Time ;"
And, though ore Christmas both may be forgot,
Vows this beats Milian, apd that Walter Scoat ;
With Samson's vigor fecls his nerves oxpand,

To overthrow the nobles of the bund ¢

Soils the green gorlands that for Cuis bloom,

And plants a brier even an Cabot's toanb ;

As wurn the party coppers, heads or ails,

And now this festhon s Bow that prevails,
Applnads to-day what yesierday he cursed,
Lampoons the wisest, and extols the wors ;
While hard to tell, 8o coarse & daub ha lays,
Which sualfics most, ibo slandor or the praise,

Yot, sweet or hitter, hense what founiaine bumst,
While still the more we drink the mare we thirst |
Trade bardly deems the busy day begun,

Till his kcen eye along the page has run ;
The booming daughier throws her necdle by,
And reads her schoolmaie’s marriage with a sigh;
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\Thﬂuﬂnp\flﬂw_rpkhtgbmq
And gives a tear 1o some old croay gone ;

The preacher, too, his Bondny theme bays down,
To know what lnst puew fodly fills the town 1
Lively or sad, life's meanest, mighises things,
The fate of fighting cocks, or fighting kings ;
Nought comes amiss, we take the nauscous staff,
Varuico or oil, o libel or a poifi:

*T'is this sustaing thar conrs, licontisas tribe
O tenth-rale typo-mos, gnping for o bribe;
Thas reptile race, with all that's good ai strife,
Whao trall their slime through every walk of Life ;
Stain the white tablet where o gront man's rame
Siands prowudly chiscled by the band of fume,
Nor round the saered fAreside fear 1o cmwl,

But drap their venom there, and poisan all.

"Tis Curiosity — though in its round,
Not one poor dupe the ealumny has found,
B1ill shall it live, apd still gew slandors broed §
What though we ne'er believe, we bay nad rond @

Like Scotland’s war-cross, thrown from hand to hand,

To rouse the angry passions of the land,
Ba the black Mbsehood flems from ear o sar,

While goodness grieves, but, grieving, still must hear.

17

All nre pot such? O no; there are, thank Heaven,

A mobler troop to whom this trust is given ;

Wha, all unbribod, on Froedom's rampans stand,

Frbihfol mnd firm; bright warders of the land,
-ﬂ_i
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By them sill lifts the Press its arm abroad,

To guaide all.curious man along lifi's road ;

To cheor young Genius, Pity’s toar lo siart,

In trath's bold cause to rouss cach fonrless hoort ;

C'er male and female quacks 1o shake the rod,

And scourge the unsexed thing that scorms ber God |
To hunt Corruption Trom his ssaret don,

And show the monster up, the guze of wondaring men,

How swolls my theme! how vain my power, [ find,
T trmck the windings of the cursous mind |
Let maght be hid, though useless, nothing boots,
Btrnightway it musi be plucked up by the roots,
How oft we lay the volume down 1o sk
O him, ihe wictim in the Iron Mask
The crusted mednl rob with painful care,
To spall the begend cut— that is ot thare |
With dubicus gnze o'or mossgrown tombsiones bend
To find & name = the hemld never penped |
g through the Inva-delaged city’s breass,
Loarn all we can, and wisely gocss the rest !
Ancient or modern, sacred or profane,
All misst be known, and all obscure maide phain
I "twas a pippin tempsed Eve bo sin,
If gloricus Byron drugged his muse with ging
If Troy e'er stowd, il Shakspeare sicle n deer,
Il lernel's missing fribes found refages hero 3
IF Eike o villnin Copeain Henry lied,
If like & martyr Captain Morgan died.
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Iis sim oft idle; lovely in its end,
We tumn to look, then linger (o befriond ;
The maid of Egypt thus waa led to save
A nafion's future leader from the wave :
New things to bear when erst the Gentiles ran,
Truth chosed what Curiosity bogan.
How many n noble art, mow widely known,
Ohwres its young impulse to this power alone !
Even in i slightest working we may irsce
A deed that changed ihe fortanes of o mce ;
Brues, lanned and hunted an his native sail,
With curious cye surveyed o spiders toil ;
Six timees the listke climber strove and fuiled ;
Six timwes the chief bofere his fors bad quailed ;
“ Once more,” he cried, # in thine my deam | read,
Ooee more | dare the fight, i thou succeed ; °
*I'was done — the insect's fate he made his own,
Oooe mone the batle waged, and guined a throne,

Behold ihe sick man in his casy chair ;
Barred from the busy crowd and bmeing air,
How every passing infle proves its power
To while pway the loag, dull, lazy hear!

As down ibe pane the rival min-drops chose,
Curious he'll walch to see which wins the mee ;
And let two dogs beneath his window fght,

He'll shut has Bible to enjoy the sight.

8o with each new-born nothing, rolls the day,

Till soene kind neighkor, stumbling in kis way,
Draws up his chair, (e sofferer to nmuse,

And makes him happy while he tells— The News.
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The News! our moming, noon, and evening ery |
Day unto day repeats it till we die.
For this the cit, the eritic, and the fop
Dally the bour away in Tomsor's shop ;
For this the gossip takes her daily rowe,
And wears your threshold ond vour patienes ot ;
For this we leave the parson in the lurch,
And pause to prattle on the way to church;
Even when some coffined friend we gather roumd,
W sk, “ What news f ™ then lay him in the ground ;
To this the breaklhst owes its sweeiest zest,
For this the dinner cools, the bed remains anpresssd.

Whas gives rach mie of scandnl o the street,
The kiscban's wonder and the parlors treat ?
See the pert houspmaid 1o the kevhole fly,
Whon hasbard storms, wife frets, or lovers sigh;
Bee Tom your pockets mesack for ench note,
And read your secrets while he cleans vour coat ;
See, ves, to [sten, see even Madam deygn,
When the smug sempatress pours ber ready strain.
This wings the lie thay malice beeeds in fear,
Ko tongue so vile but finds & kindred ear ;
Bwifl fies each e of laughier, skame, or folly,
Caughz by Pael Pry and carried bome io Polly ;
On this esch foul ealumpintor leans,
And neds and hints the villany he means ;
Full well he knows what lntent wildfire lies
In the cloas whisper mod ke dark sarmise ;
A muffied word, 8 wordless wink, has woke
A warmer throb than if & Dexter spoke ;
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And he, o'er Everett’s periods who would ned,
To track a seerot haif the town has trod.

0 Thou, from whose mnk breath por sex cap save,
Mor sacred virtue, nor the powerless grave,
Fuolon unwhipped ! than wham in yonder cells,
Full many & groaning wreich les guilty dwells,
Blush = if of honest blood & drep remains,
To steal its lonely way alang thy veins
Blush — if the bronze, long hardenced on thy cheek,
Has left & spot where that poor drop can speak ;
Blush to be branded with the Slanderer’s name,
And thoagh thou dread'st not sin, ai Jeast dread shame,
We bear, indoed, but shudder while we hear
The insidious falsehosd and the hearless jeer ;
For ench dark libel that thous lick'st to shape,
Thou mayst from law, but oot from scorn escaps |
The poinied finger, cold, averied eye,
Insulted virhae's hiss — thou canst nob fy.

The chirl, who holds it beresy to thiak,
Wha loves no music but the dollar’s clink,
Whe langhs to scom the wisdom of the schools,
And deema the first of posts frset of fools,
Who never found what good from schence grew,
Bave the grand truth, that one and cne are twa,
And marvels Bowditch o'or a book should pore,
Unless to make those two furm inbo four ;
Who, placed where Cotskill's forehead greets the sky,
Grieves that soch quarries all anhewn should lie ;
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Or, puring where Niagara's oeremts thnll,
Exclaims, “ A menstrous siream — 10 tum & mill ;™
Wha loves to feel the blessed winds of boaven

But oy his freighied borks are porward driven ;
Even he, across whese brain scarce dares o crecp
Aught but thrilt's paren: pair— o get, 10 keep;
Wha pever leamed lifo's real bliss w0 know —
With Curiesizy oven he can glow.

Go, seek bim cut on von dear Gotham's walk,
Where traffic's ventirers meet o trde and ik ;
Where Mammon's votasies bend, of each degres,
The band-eyed lender, and the pale lendes ;
Where rogues insolvent stinat in white-wmsbed pride,
And shove the dupes who trusted them aside.

Hew through the buszing crowd be threads his way,
To catch the fying rumons of the day ;

To keam of changing ssocks, of bangakn crossed,
Of breaking merchants, and of cargoes lost ;

The thousand ills that tmifbe’s walks invsde,

And give the bearmche 1o (b sons of trsde !

How cold e hearkens 1o some bankrupt's we,
Nods s wise bead, and cries —* [ wnld vou so
#The thrifiless Fellow lived bevond his means ;
“He must buy brants—1 make my folks en: bemns ;™
What cares b for the knave, te koave's sad wife,
The Blighted prospess of an anxious e >

The kindly throbs tha other men contrel,

Ke'er melt the broa of the miser’s soul ;

Through lifes dark road his sordsd wav e wends,
An incarnation of i dividends ;
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But when 10 death he sinks, ungrieved, unsang,
Buoyed by tho blessing of no monal wogee,
Mo worth rewarded and no want rednessssd,
To scatier fmgrance round his place of rest,
What shall that ballowed epitaph sapply —
The universal woe when good men die ?

Cold Curicsity shall linger there,

To goess the wealth ke leaves his tearless heir ;
Perchancs to wonder what mizt be his doom,
In th Ear band chat Lies beyvond the tomb ; —
Alns! for him, if; in i swill plan,
Heaven deal with him as be bath dendt with man.

Child af romapes, tbose work-day scepes yoo spum,
For loftier things your finer pulses bum
Through namre’s walks your curious way you take,
Gaze on her glowing bow, her glivering finke,
Her spring's first cheerful green, ber sutumn’s lest,
Born in the hresze, or dyving in the blas ;
You climb the mountain's everlasing wall,
You linger where the thunder-waters fall,
You love 1o wander by old coenn'y side,
Ard bold eommunica with it sollen tde ;
Waoshed fo your fool some {rogment of & wresk,
Faocy shall build again the crowded deck
That trod the waves, 61l "mid the tempest's Trown
The sepulchre of living mea went down,
Yei Fancy, with ber milder, tenderer glow,
Biit dreams what Carbesity would koow ;
Ye would smnd lisening, s the booming gun
Proclaimed the wark of agoay halfl done ;



] CERIOSITY:

Theee would you drink esch drowning seaman’s cry,
As wild t0 Heaven he cast his frantic eye ;

Though vain all aid, though pity's blood mn cold,
The: meortal havoe ye would dare bebold ;

Biill Curicaity would wait sand wesp,

Thll all smank down to slumber in the deep.

Nor yel appeased the spirit’s restless glow,
Yo would explore the glocmy woste below ;
Thore, whers the joyful sunbeams never fiell,
Where ocean's unmeonded monsters dwell ;
Where sleep earth's precious things, her rifled gold,
Hones beached by ages, bodies handly cold,
OF those who bowed to fate in every form,
By battle-strife, by pirate, or by storm
The saflor.chief, whe freedom’s foes defied,
Wrapped in the sacred flag for which he died ;
The wrelch, thrown ever 1o the midright foam,
Stabled in his Moessed dreams of love and home ;
The mother, with bor fleshless arms still clasped
Hound the scarcd infant that i death she gmsped ; —
On these, and gights fike these, ye long lo gnze,
The marmful trophics of uncousted days ;
All that the miser deep has brooded o'er,
Bince its first billow rolled to find a shore.

Omce more the Pross — oot that which daily flings
lis flesting my acroas life's Beoting things —
Bee tomes on lomes of theey and of power,
To cheer moan's heayviost, warm his holiest hour.



CURIDBITY. 28

Now Fiction's groves we tread, where young Homance
Laps the glad senses in her sweoobest iranoe

Now through earths cold, unpeopled realms we range,
And mark cach rolling contury’s awful change ;

Tum back the tde of ages o (s head,

And hoard the wisdom of the honored dead.

Twas heaven to bounge upon & couch, sid Gray,
And read pew novels through a miny day.
Addd bt the Spanish woad, the band was right ;
*Tis heaven, tha uppor hesven of calm delight,
The world forgot, to sit a1 cose roclined,
While rounsd soe's head the smoky perfomes wind,
Firm in on hand the ivory folder grasped,
Scort's uneut |test by the other clasped,
"T's heaven, the glowing, gmphic page 1o turm,
And feel within the ruling pession bam ;
Mow through the dingles of his own blenk Blo,
And now through lands that wear a sunpicr smile,
To follow him, that all-creative one,
Wiso mever found a * brother near his throse. ™

Look now, directed by von candle’s blaze,
Where the false shitier half its trost betmys —
Mark that fuir girl reclining in her bed,

Its curtain round ber polished shoalders spread.

Dark midnight reigas, the storm i op in power;

What keeps her waking in that dreary hour ?

Bee whare the volume on her pillow lies —

Claims Radeliffe or Chapone those frequent sighs ?
a3



6 CURIGEITY.

"Tis some wild logend — now her kind eye fills,
And now cold serror cvery fibre chills ;

Sull she rends on— in Fietion's abyrinth loat,

Of tyrant fathers, and of troe bove crossed ;

O clanking fetters, low; mysterious groans,

Pale, gliding ghosts, with fingers dropping gore,
And blue Aames dancing round & dungeen door ; —
Bl she: resds on — even though o read she fears,
And in each key-hole moan strange voices hears,
While every shadew that withdmus ber look,
Glares in her face, the goblin of her book ;

Sl o'er the leaves her craving oye b cast,

O all she feasts, yet hungers for the last ;

Coants whai remain, now sighs there are ne mare,
And now cven those hall tempicd 1o skip oer;

At length, the bad all killed, the good all pleased,
Her thirsting Curiosity appeased,

Bhe shuts the dear, dear book, thay made her weep,
Puts out her light, and lams away to sleep.

Her brght, ber bloody reconds 10 unrcdl,
Zen History coma, and wake tbe ingaining soul,
Haow bounds the bosom ot eseh wondrow dosil
Of these who founded, nmd of those whso (roed ;@
Thee gocd, tho valinnt of eur own loved olims,
Whose pames shall brighten through the clouds of time!
How mpt we lager o'er the volumed lore
That tracks the glores of each distam shore |



CORIOBITY. i

In alll tkwir grandour and in all their ghoom,

The throned, the thrulled, rise dimly from the tomb ;
Chicfs, sages, bards, the giants of their moe,
Earth's mosarch men, her greainess and her grmee.
Warmed ns we read, the penman’s page we spum,
And io esch near, sach far arenn tum ;

Haure, whoere the Pilgrim's alinr first was bile,
Here, whore the patriot™s life-blood first was spilt ;
There, whore new cmpires spread along cach spot
Where cld ones fourished but to be forgot,

O, direr judgment; spared to Gl & page,
And with their errors warn an aflor ago.

And where is be, apon that Rock can siand,
Nor with their firmmess fisel his heart expand,
Wha & new ompire planted whers ihoy trod,
Ard gave it 1o their children and their (God 7
Who yon immorin! mouninin-shrine bath prossed,
With suntlier relics storod than pricst oer blessed,
But feht each gratefil pulss more warmly glow,
In vobooless reverense for the dead below ¥
Wha, 100, by Curiosity lod on,
To tread the shores of kingdoms come and gone,
Where Faith her mariym to the fagod led,
Where Freedom's champions on the seaffold bled,
Whore ancient Power, though stripped of anelont fune,
Curbed, but not crushed, stll fives for mailt and shame,
Bt prowder, happier, turns on home to gaze,
And thanks his God who gave him botter days ?



a5 EERIDFITT.

Crelrmw von cunun, keok snbin tat room,
Where all is splendor. yet where all is gloom.
Why weeps tha: mather ! Why, I pessive mood,
Grocp oowseless rouml, that lisle, lovely brood
The bazledoor i mill, laid by emch bosk,

And the harp sluznbsry o s cusomed peok.
Who bath doe this ! What cobd, unpiceieg fise
Hath made this house the dwelling.place of woe &
“Tis be, the bushand, father, lost in cure

er that wweet follow in ks crndle there.

The gaflant bark thas rides by yooder sramd,
Bears bim so-morrow from ks mtive land,

Why turns be, hali unwilling, froen his bome,
To wmps the ocean, and i earch o roam /
Wealth bo can boast & miser’s sigh would hosh,
And bealth is lsughing in that ruddy blush;
Friends spring wo groet him, and be bas o for —
S0 bopored and so Blessed, what bids him pod—
His eve muet see, his foof eoch spot most tread,
Where slocps the doit of earth’s meconded dead ;
Where rise the moouments of xpeicol tme,
Pillar and pyramid in 2ge sublime ;

The pagan’s temple and the chunchman®s iower,
War's blpodicst plain and wisdom's greenest bower
All thay his wonder woke I school-bov theowes,
Where Socmies once mught be thinss 1o stray,
Where Homer powned his evertasting lay ;

From Virgil's 1omb be longs to pluck one flower,
By Avon's stream to live ope moonfight bour |



CCRIDEITY.

To pause where Eugland * garsers wp ™ ber greas,
And drop & patrien’s tear to Miloa's faze,

Fame's living masters, too, e mas boheld,
Whose deeds shall blazos with the bess of old ;
Nations compare, their laws and cumoms ssan,
Ard read, wherever spread, the book of Man,
For thisse he poes, selfcbancatud froan 28 bearth,
And wrings the boarts of all be boves on anh

Yot sy, shall not pew jor shoee heans umspare,
When grouping roasd the facorr wimer fine,
To hear the woanders of the world they bam,
And lose bis sbseoce in his glad retam F —
Retirn 7 alas | ke shicl] peturn o more,
To bless his own swect bome, bis own proud shore.
Look once again = cold in his cabin mow,
Death’s fimper-mark i on ks pallid brow ;
No wile stood by, her patien: wasch o koep,
To smile o kim, then um swey 10 weep;
Kind woman's place roagh marmers supplied,
And shared the wanderer’s blessing when be died.
Wiapped in the miment that it long must wear,
His body 20 the deck they slowly bear.
Even there the spint that | sing s tnse ;
The erew look o with s, bert eunous veew ;
OFer the broad ceean not & mipple plavs ;
How cloquent, how awful in s power,
The silent lecture of death’s Eabbath-hour!

Hl-



b ] CURLGSITY.

One voice that silepce breaks — the prayer b sid,
And the last rite man pays 1o man is paid ;

The plashing waters mark his resting-place,

And fobd him round in one long, cold embmes ;
Bright bubbles for & moment sparkie o'er,

Then break, to be, fike kim, beheld no mone 5
Down, countless fulboms down;, bhe sinks to sleep,
With all the nameless shapes that haunt the decp.

* Alps rise on Alps ™ =i vain my mise esays
T kay the spinit that she darel 16 mise.
What spreading scencs of mupiure and of woe,
With rose and cypress, lure me as [ gol
In every question and in every glonce,
In folly's wonder and in wisdom's trance,
Im all of life, nor vet of life alone,
In all beyord, this mighty power we own.
We would unelasp the mystic book of faie,
And trace the paths of all we love and hate 3
The faiber's heart would leam his children’s doom,
Even when that heant i erumbling in the tomb ;
IF ihey must sink in goilt, or soar o foms,
And leave a hated or o ballowed name ;
By hope elated, or depressed by doubt,
Even in the doath-pang he would find it out.

Whar boots it te your dust, your son wens born
An empire’s idol or & mbble’s scom ?
Think ye the fmmnchised spirt shall retom,

To share his triumph, his disgmce o moum ?



CURIOSITY. a1l

A, Cariosity | by thee impired,

This trath to know how oft has man Engquired !
And is it fancy all # can reason sy

Eanh's loves must meulder with eank's mouldering clay ?
That death can ehill the fuher's sacoed glow,
And bush the throb that none but mothers knew ?
Mus: we belicve those tones of dear delighs,
The moming welcome and the sweet good-night,
The kind moaiticn and the well-parmed praise,
Thai won snd warmed us in our earlier days,
Turned, as they fell, to cold apd commen air f —
Bpeak, proud Philssophy | the trath doclars |

Yet po; the fond delusion, if no mare,
We would not yield for wisdom"s cheerless lore ;
A wonder erecd thoy hold, who dare balieve
The desd roturn, with them to joy or griove.
How awest, while lingering slow on shore or hill,
When all the pleasant sounds of canth are stll,
When the round moon rolls through ibe unpillared skies,
And st look down as they were angels’ ey,
Hew sweed to deem our lost, ndored ones migh,
And lear their voices in the night wind's sigh !
Full many an idle deeom that bope bad broke,
And the awed heant to holy poodness woke |
Fuall many & folon’s guilt in thought bad died,
Feared he his father's spirit by his side ; —
Then let thas foar, tht hope, coatrel the mind,
Bl led us question, still e enswer find ;
Lot Curicsity of Heaven inquire,
Ner carth's cold dogmas quench the ethereal fire.



= CURIOSITY.

Nor even o life, bor deah, nor tinve confined —
The dread Herenlfier fills the exploding mind :
We burst the grave, profase the cofin’s hid,
Unwisely ask of all so wisely hid;
Ezemicy's dark record we would read,
Myweries, unrnvelled vet by moral creed ;

O lifr 1o come, unending jov amd woe,
Ard nll that boly wranplers dovam below ;
To find their jarring dopmas ot we long,
Oy which is right, or whether all be wroag ;
Things of an bour, we weald invade His thrope,
Asd fisd ot Him, the Everlasing (e !
Fesh we may boast, undarkened by o doubs,
We thirst to find sach awful sccret out;
Hope may suenin, snd inpocence impan,
Her smvet specific io the frarless hean,
The inguirine spisit will mot be coctrolled,
We would mzke cermin all, ced oll behold.

Unfatheaned well-beod of the boundless: sou] !
Whese living warers lune ws a8 they roll,
From thy pare smve one cheering bope we daw—
Mam, man, sl eest, skall spum prowd Namwme's lnw.
All et bave bremb, but be, lic down content,
Life's purpose served; indeed, when life is spont;
Al pe in Purndise the mme ane foond |
The beast, whose footsien skakes the solid groond,
The mseet, living on a summer spire,
The bird, whose pinkon coarts the sunbeam’s fire ;
In lair amd pest, i way end want, the same
As when ibeir sires sought Adam for o name ;



CERIOSITE. =

Thair be-all and their end-all ki bilow,

They nothing need bevond, nor seed o know |

Eanh and ber bonrls their every waat supply,

Ther rovel, rest, then fearless, hopeless, die,

But Man, his Maker's likeniss, lord of sanh,

Who owes io Namire listls b bis binh.

Shakes down ber puny chains, ber wans, and woes,
Ume world sulslues, and for anotbor glows.

Bee him, the feebles, in his cradle buid ;

Sea him, the mightiess, in his mind armyed

How wide 1be gull be clears, how bold the fight

Theat bears him wpward 1o the realms of Gghs !

By restiess Curiosiry inspired,
Through all his subject world he roves untred |

Leooks back and scans the infant days of vore,

O 1o the Gme when Sme shall be no more ;

Ewen in life's parting throb its spint boma,

And, shur from carth, 0 beaven more wanply ms

m_:.luﬂthhl{nﬂmt?

Less favored than a worm, shall his sem doom

Lock up these seraph longings i the tomb > —

0 Thew, whose fingers mised us from the dus,

Tl there we sleep ngaim, be this our trast ;

This snered hanger marks the immmoresl mizd 5

By Thee "twas given, for Thee, for Heaven desigmed :
There the rapt spirit, from earth's grosmess freed,

Ehall see, and know, and be like Thee indeed,



- COEIOBITY.

Here let me pause — po further | rebearse
Wha: claims & lofer oul, » sobler verse ;
The mommmin's foof | bave bngt loitered pound,
Not dared 1o scale its highest, holiest ground ;
But ventured on the pebbdy shore 10 stmy,
While the brond ocean all before me iy —
Hﬂmhbmﬂ.hnp:upmﬂmmmﬁlh!
How rich the pearls thar here all hidden lie !
But not for e — 1o 1Hes coarse servies sold,
Where thought lies barren, apd nought breods but gold —
*Tis yours, ve favored ones, af whose command,
From the cold world | vemtured, here o gmnd
Yo who wers lapped in Wisdom's murmaring bowers,
Wheo #zill to bright improvemsent vield your hours ;
To vou the privilege aed the power belong
To give my theme the grace of living song;
Yours be the Bapping of the eagle's wing,
To dare the lafiiest cmg, and heavenward spring |
Mine the light sk o hop from spray to spray,
Bless if | charm one summer hour away,

O sammer hour — it polden sands bave rum,

Ard the poor labor of the bard is dooe —

Yet, ere | fing ande my hamble lyre.

Let cae fond wish i trembling strings fnspire ;
Fancy the task w0 Feeling shall resign,
Ard the heart prompt the wanm, untiored line.
Peace 1o this ancient spot ! bers, a8 of oli,

Mar Learning dwell, and all her sores unfold ;



CCORIDSITY.

Baill may her priests arcand thess altams stand,

And imain o trnk the children of e land ;

Bright be their paths, within these shades who resr,
These brother-bands — beneath bis guidance blessed,
mmﬁrmmwwﬂmiwl
Who comes 1o them the Btatesman and the Sage. —
Pruiss be his portkon in his labors bere,

The priss ihat cheersd a Kirkland™s mild carcer ;
The bove that finds in cvery bresst a shrine,

When zeal snd gentlencss with wisdom join.

Here may he sit, while mee suceceding race

Go proudly forth his parent care to grace ;

In bead and heart by him prepared 1o rise,

To take their smtions with the good and wise :

This crowning recompenst w0 him be given,

To see them gunnd on carth and guide 10 beaven.
Thus in their tlents, in their vinees blessed,

O be his ripest years his happiest and his best !



SHAKSFEARE ODE,

Dlivwred wi ibe Beon Thewse o 59, ao che Eshibition of & Pageast s
[T S ——

Gon of the glarious Lyre!
Whose motes of obd an bofty Pindus rang,
While Jove's axubling choir
Caught the glnd echoes and responsive sang —
Come ! Bless the servies and the shrine
We consecraie io thee and thine.

Fieree (rom the frozen sorls,
When Havoe led his legions fonbh,
D'er Leaming's sunmy groves the dark destroyers spread ;
[ dust the sered statue slep,
Fair Science roand her altars wepe,
And Wisdom cowled his head.

A length, Olympian lord of morn,
The raven veil of night was torn,

When, through golden clouds descending,
Thou didst bold thy radian flight,
or Nature's lovely pageant bemding,
Till Avon rolled, all-sparkling, to thy sight!



SHAKSFEARE ODE. a7

There, on s bank, beneath the mulberry's shade,
Wrapped in young dreams, o wild-eyed minstrel strayed.
Lighting there, and lingering lang,
Theou didst teach the bard his song ;
Thy fingers strung his sleeping shell,
And round his brows a gurland curled ;
Om his lips thy spiriz fell,
And bade kim wake and warm the world !

Then Bhakspeare rose |
Across the trembling strings
His daring hand he fings,
And lo ! & pew creation glows |
There, clusiering round, submissive to kis will,
Foin's vassal train bis high commands: fulfil.

Madneas, with his frightfal scream,
Vongeancs, leaning on his kance,
Avarice, with his bade and beam,
Hatred, blasting with a plance,
Remorse that weeps, and Rage that roars,
And Jealousy that dotes, but dooms, and murders, yet adoses.

Mirth, his fece with sanbearms [,
Wiaking laughter's merry swell,
Arm in arm with fresh-syed Wit,

That waves his tingling lash, while Fally shakes his bell,

Duspair, that hnurts the gurgling stream,
Kissed by the virgin moon's cold beam,
4



a8 SENAKSFEARE ODE,

Where some lost maid wild chaplets wreathes,
And, swandike; there ber own dirge breathes,
Then, broken-heartod, sinks 1o resi,

Beoeath the bubbling wave, that shroeds her manine broas,

Young Laove, with eye of tender ghoom,
Now drooping o'er the hallowed 1cmb
Where his plighted victims lie—
Where they met, but met io die;

And now, when erimson buds are sleeping,
Through the dewy arbor pecping,

Where Beauty's child, the frowning world forgoe,
To Youlh's devoted tabe is listening,
Rapiure an her dark Insh glistiening,

While fairies leave their cowslip cells and guard the
happy spot.

Thus rise the phantom throng,

Osdiont to their Master's song,
And lesd in willing chain the wondering soul along.
For oiher worlds war's Greeal Ono sighod invain —
Ofer other worlds see Shalspenre rove ond reign |
The rapt magician of his own wild lny,
Esrth and hor tribes his mystio wand obey.
id Ocenn trembles, Thusder crucks the skies,
Air teemna with shopes, and teliinle spectres rise ;
Night's paltering hags their foarful orgles keep,
And faithless Guilt unseals the lip of Sheep ;
Time yields his trophies up, and Death ressores
The mouldered victims of his voiceless shores.



BHAKSFEARE OBE,

The freside legend and the faded page,
The criime that cursed, the deed that blassed an nge,
Al all come forth — the gesd 1o charm and ahoer,
T scourge bald Vice, and start the generous iear
With pictured Folly gazing fools 1o shame,

And guide young Glory™s foot along the patly of fume.

Lol band in bapd,
Hell's jugpling sisters sinnd
To greet their victim from the fight ;
Grouped on the blasted heath,
They tempt him to the work of death,
Then melt in sir, and mock his wondering sight.
In midnight’s ballowed hour
Ho seaks the fatal wwar,
Where the lone raven, perched on high,
Pours to the sullon gale
Her boarse, prophetic wail,
And ereaks the dreadfil mement nigh.
Hew, by the phanom dagger led,
FPale, gailiy thing,
Stowly he steals with silent tread,
And graspa his coward steel to smite his sleeping king,
Hark | *tis the signal bell,
Btruck by that bold and unsexed one
Whose milk is gall, whese heart is stone ;
His ear haib cought the knell —
*Tis done ! s done |
Behold him from the chamber rashing
Where his dend monarch's blood is gushing ;



A0 EHAKSPEARE ODE,

Lowk whers he trembling smnds,
Sadl gazang there,
Life"s smoking erimson on his hands,
And in his felon heart the worm of wild despair.

Mark the seepared tmitor slumbering !
There fit the slaves of conscience meand,
Wik bodiag tengia foul mardenems nambering |
Sleop's leaden porinks caich the sound,
In his drean of blood for morey quaking,
At his own dull scronm behold him waking!
Boon that dream to fate shall tum,
For him the living furies barm ;
For him the valiure sits on yonder misty peak,
And chides the lagging night, and whets her hungry beak.
Hark | the trumpet’s wnrming breath
Echoos pound the vale of death,
Unharsed, unholmed, disdaining shéald,
Vengeance | he meets thy deoming blade !
The scourge of earth, the scorn of Heaven,
He falls | unwept and unforgiven,
And all his guilty glories Bada.
Like a crushed reptile in the dust he lies,
And Hate's bast lightning quivers from his eyes !

Bohaold yon crownless king—
Yon white-locked, weeping sire —
Where heaven's ungillared chambors ring,
And burst their sireams of flood nnd fire |



SHAESFEARE ODE.

He gave them all — tbo dsughors of his love ;
Tt recreand pair! they drive him forib to rove ;
In such & night of wos,
The cubless regest of 1 wool
Forpets to bathe bor fangs in blood,
Aond caverns with her foe |
Yot one was ever kind §
Why lingees she bekind 2
0 pity ! — view him by her desd forma kneeling,
Even in wild frenzy boly nature feeling.
His aching ¢ye-balls strain
T s (bt curtained orbs unfold,
That beautecus bosom heave again ;
Bt all & dark and eold,
In ngony the fathor shakes ;
Swells in his throat,
Each withered hoari-siring fugs and breaks |
Round her pale neck his dying arms e wreathes,
And on bor marbdo lips his bast, his death-kis broakes.

Down, trembling wing | — shall inssct woakness keep
The san-defying eagle's awosp ?

A moral sirike colestin] strings,

And fechly echo what o seraph sings ?
Who now shall grace the glowing throne,
Where, all unsivaled, all alone,

Beld Shakspeare sat, and looked creation through,

The mizstrel monarch of the worlds he drew ?

_"



] BNAESFEARE ODE.

That whirone is cold — that lyre in death wnstnamg,
Un whese prowud pote delighied Wonder hung,
Yet old Oblivion, as in wrath be sweeps,
One spot shall spare — the grave where Shakspears slecps.
Rulers and ruled in comman gloom may lie,
Buat Natare’s laurcaty bards shall sover die.
An's chiseled boast and Glory®s trophied share
Must live in numbsers, of can live no more.
While seulpiured Jove scms namcless waste may elaim,
Bull rolls the Olympic car in Pindar's fumo ;
Tl.'n:,r": ﬂm.l‘hﬁ'ul“ﬂli.nlﬂ:ﬂpu.-:du.nh
Yet frown on Greoce in Homer's deathless lny ;
Rome, slowly sinking in her crumbling fnnes,
Stands all imanaortal in her Mano's strains
B0, tooy, Yoo giant empress of the isles,
On whese broad sway the sun forever amiles,
To Time's ursparing rags one day must bend,

And all ber trumpha in ber Bhakspeare end 1

O thow! to whese creative powor
We dedicsts tba fostal houar,
While Graee and Goodmess round the altar stand,
Loaming’s ancinted train, und Boauty's rose-lipped band —
Realms yet unborn, in accents pow unknows,
Thy song shall leam, and bless it for their own.
Deop in the Wist; as Independenee roves,
His banners planting round the land he loves,
Where Nature sleeps in Eden's infant grace,
I time's full bour shall spring a glorious e,



FEAESFLAEE GEL. 3

Thy ssese, thy verse, thy lenpospy sball ey bewr,
And dock for thee the veohed wmple there.
Cror Roman-beared fechery beoke
Thy parest empire’s galling yoke ;
Bt thon, barmoniocs master of che mind,
Areund their sus » pentier chnm sha bined ;
Oeoe more i thes shall Alson’s scepioe were,
And whas ber Mosmerh st ber Mopmerh.Bard g mve



ODE,

Fresosmmed w1 e Conimmusl Crlvbraios of b Boilemeuy o Fawten,
Sapremter, TN

L
Kot to ihe Pugan's mouni [ turn
For inspiraiion mow ;
Olympus and its gods | spum —
Pure One, be with me, Thou !
Thoa, in whose pwiul name,
From suffering aod from shame,
ur Fatbers fied; and braved a pathless sea ;
Thou, in whese holy fear,
They fixed en empire here,
And gave it to their Chaldren and o Thee.

In.
And You! ye bright asoended Dead,
Whe scorned the bigot's yake,
Come, round this place your inflence sbed |
Your spirits | |aveke.
Come, as ye came of yore,
When oo o unknown shore



CENTENNIAL ODE.

Your daring hands the flag of fuith unfurked,

To Avat sublime,
Through fisture Gme

The beasor-banner of apother warld,

1.
Behold ! they come — those sinted forms,
Unshaken through the sinfe of siorms ;
Heaven's winter cloed bangs coldly down,
And carth puts on its rudest frown ;
But colder, ruder was the hand
That drove them from their own fair land 3

Their own fair land — refinement’s chosen seat,
Art’s trophied dwelling, leaming’s green retreat
By valor guarded, and by victory crowned,

For all, but gemle charity, renowped.

With streaming eye, yel steadfast heart,
Even from that land they dared 1o part,
And burst each tender tie ;
Haunts, where their sunny youth was passed,
Homes, where they fondly hoped st last
I pemecfil age 1o die.
Friends, kindred, comfort, all they spurned ;
Their fashers’ hallowed graves ;
And o s world of darkness turned,
Beyond o world of waves.

Iv,
‘When lsracl's race from bondage fed,
Signs from on high the wanderers ed ;
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But here — Heaven hung ne symbal bere,
Their steps 1o gaide, Hheir souls 10 cheer |
They saw, through sorrow’s lengibening nigha,
Nought bat the fagot's guilry light;
Thehdﬂ-rpudﬂmlh.ﬂ:
That rousd their murdered brethren broke,
Nor power above, nor power below,
Bustained them in their hoar of woe ;

A Tearfisl pah they mod,

And dared n fearfisl doomn ;
To build am abnr o their God,
And find a quiet tomb.
X,

But pot slone, not all unblessed,
The exile sought & place of rest ;
(g dared with him o burst the keot
Thnt bound ber w0 bher native spot ;
Her low, sweet voice in comfort spoke,
As round their bark the billows broke ;
She throwgh the midaight wuich was there,
With him 1o bend her knoes in prayer
She trod ibe shore with girded heart,
Through good and ill to claim ber part;
In life, in death, with him to seal
Her kindred love, her kindred zeal.

YL
They eome ; — that coming who shall well ?
The sye may weep, the beart may swell,
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Bua the poor tengee in wain essays

A fisting pole for them to rise.

We bear the after-shout that nings

For them who smote the power of kings ;

The swelling triumph all would share,

But who the dark defent would dare,

MEMI mnell]'lq:ﬂﬂh.:d woe,

That wait the unsuccessful blow

It were an envied fabe, we doem,

To live o land's recorded thema,

When we are in the tomb ;
We, too, might vield the joxs of home,
And waves of winter darkness poam,
And tread a shore of gloom =—

KEnew we these waves, through coming fime,

Should roll our names w every clime

Felt we that milllioss on that shons

Should sand, our memory o adore,

But oo glad vision burel in Hght

Upon the Pilgrims' sching sight ;

Thair hears no proud hereafler swelled ;

Deep shadows veiled the way they held ;
The yell of vengeance was their wrump of fame,
Their momummeeni, n grave withouw a name.

ViL
Yet, strong in weakness, ibere they stand,
On yooder ice-bound rock,
Stern and rescived, that faithii] baod,
To moet fate’s rudest shock.
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Though angwish rends the fither's brexse,
For them, his dearest and his bess,

With him the wnste whao trod —
Though tears that freeze, the mother sheds
Upon ber children's houseless hesds —

‘The Chrstian mms 1o God |

VIIL
In grateful ndoration now,
Upon the barren sands they bow.
Whar 1ongue of joy e'er woloe such prayer
As bursts in desolnnon there

What arm of strength e’er wroaght such power,
As wals 1o erown that feeble hour ?

There imo life an infsn empire springs |

Thers falls the iron from the soul §
There litersy’s young sccents roll

Up 1o the King of kings !
T fair ereation’s farbes botind
That thrilling summons yet shall soand |
The dreaming nations shall awnke,

And to their centre earth’s old kingdoms shake.

Pontilf and prines, your sway
Mus erumble (rom thas day ;
Before the loftier throne of Heaven
The hand is reised, the pledge is given —

One monarch o ohoy, ane ereed to own,
That mouarch, God; that crend, His word slana,
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IX.
Bpresd out sarik’s bolsest records here,
Of dnys and deeds to reverenoe dear
A zeal like this what pious legends wll 2
On kingdoms built
In blood and g,

The warshippers of vulgsr tfumph dwell—
Bat what explol with theirs stall page,
Who rose to bless their kind —

Wha left their nation and their age,
Man's spirit to unbind ?
Who boundless seas passed o'er,
Aad baldly met, in every path
Famine, and frost, and heathen wrath,
To dedicate » shore,
Where piety's meek trin might breathe: their vow,
And seek their Maker with an unshamed brow |
Where libersy's glad race might prowly come,
ﬁ.tﬂll'lt*lh‘:m mﬂm‘hq'q.; home ¥

X

O, many = time it hath been told,
The siory of those men of old,
For ikis fair Poetry hath wreathed
Her sweetest, porest flower ;
For this prowd Elsquenes hath breathed
Has strain of lofties power ;
Devation, too, hath lingered mound
Each spol of conseemted groand,
5
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And hill snd valley blossed ;
There, where cor banished Fathers simyed,
There, where they loved, and wept, and prayed,
Thore, where their askas rost,

XL
And never may thoy rest unsung,
While Bberty can find a tonguoe.
Twine, Gmiitude, a wreath for thom
More deathless than the disdem,
Wha, to lifes noblest end,
Giave up lile's noblest powers,
And bade the leguey descend
Down, down to us and ours,

XL
By centuries now the glorouws bour we mark,
When to these sharea they steorod their shattored bark ;
And still, as other comburies melt awny,
Bhall ciber ages comn to keop the doy.
When we are dust, who gather roursl this spot,
Ohar joys, our gricfs, our very names forgol,
Here shall the dwellom of b land be secn,
Ta keep the memary of the Pilgrims groon,
Wor here nbono their prafses shall go round,
Mor here nbomo their virues shall oboand —
Broad as the empire of the froe shall spread,
Par as the foot of mon shall dare to tread,
Where oar hath pever dipped, where human tongue
Hath never through the woods of sges rung,
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There, whers tbe eagle’s scream and wild wolls ery
Keop coascloss day and night through earth ond sky,
Even thero, in sfler time, s toil and inste

G forth in gladness o redeem the waste,

Even thore shall rise, na grtefil myriads throng,
Fnith's holy proyer and freedom’s joylul song ;
There shall the flamec that finshed from yonder Rocx,
Light up the land, 61l nature's final shock.

XHL

Yet while, by life's endearmenis arowned,

To mark this day we gather rour,

And o our mation's founders rajse

The voice of gratitude and praiss,
BHall nol one lieo Inmeond that lion mee,
For us struek cat from sweet erention®s fies §
Mlns ! alas! for them — those fied bands,

Whose manarch tread was on these broad, green lands ;
Dar Pathers called them sovage — them, whose bread,

In the dark bour, these famished Foibers fied 3
W call them savage, we,
Who bail the strugghing free,
Of every clime and hoe
We, wha would sve
The branded slave,
And give him liberty he never knew ;
We, wha bt now have eaught the tale
That turns cach |stening tyrant pale,
And blessed the winds amd waves that boro
The tidings to our kiodred shere ;
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The trumph-tidings pealing from that land
Where up inarms insulled legions stand 5
There, gathering round his bold compors,
Where He, our own, our welcomed One,
Riper in glory than in years,
Down from his forfeil throne
A eraven monarch hurled,
And spurned him forth, o proverh to the warld !

XIv.

We eall them savage — O, b just |
Their cutraged feclings scan ;

A woice comes forth, "tis from the dust—
The savage was & man |

Think ye be loved not?  Who stood by,
Ard in his twils 1ok part ?

“'wunmihumhﬂmhhm—
The savage had o bhean !

Think ye he pruyed not?  When on high
He heard the thunders mall,

What bade him look boyood the sky ?
'Ih-?ﬂizhﬂumhl]

XV.

1 vemornle the PHgrim's causes,
Vet for ihe red man dore o plead —
Wi baw o Heavin's rocorded laws,
He turnod 0 mpabure for o crooed ;
Bm-ﬂﬂiﬂ'upuhlﬂl&ur‘
We seek cur Ged in prayer;
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Througl buandless woods lie bved e roam,
Al the Great Spidt worlipped there,

But one, one fullow-ihrob with ws ho folt ;

To coe divinity with us be kel g

Froedom, the solf-same (reedon we adore,

Bods him defend his vislnied shore,
He saw the eloud, endained to grow,
And burst upon his hills in woe ;
He saw his people withering by,
Beneth the invader’s evil eyo

Barunge feet wore trampling en his fberms® booes ;
At midnight hour he wolte b0 gaze
Upon his happy cabin's blaze,

dind listen to his childmn's dying groans
He saw — nnd mnddening ot the sighe,
Gave his bold boscan to the fight
Ta tiger e his soul was driven ;.
Merey wns pot — nor scught ner given ;
The paby man from his lands must fy ;
He wouald be free —or he would die,

XVL
And was this savage ? say,

Ye amcient :I'ﬂllr1
Who struggled through
Young fresdom’s trinkdny —
What first your sleeping wrath awoke ?
O your awn shores war's lansm broke §
What tursed e gall even hindred biood #
Bound your awn homes the Of pIEESOr e 1
5*



1] CEXTEXNNIAL DDE-

This every warm affection chilled,
This every hean with vengeance thrilled,
And strengthened every hand;
From meousd to mound
The wond went round —
“ Death for our native bund 1

XVIL
¥e mothers, ioo, breathe e po sigh
For thesn who thus could dare io die ?
Are all vour own dark hours forgo,
O soul-sick suffering here !

Your pangs, as from yon mountsin spot,
Death spoke i every booming shot,
That knelled upon your ear ?

How oft that gloomy, glonoos tale ye t=ll;
As round your knees your children’s children hang,
Of them, the gallant Ones, ve loved so well,
Who to the conflie for their country sprang !
In pride, in all the pride of woe,
Ye tell of tbem, the brave laid jow,
Who for their birthplace bled ;
In pride, the pride of trivmph then,
Ye tell of them, 1he matchless men,
From whom the invaders fled.

XVIIL
And ye, this boly place who throng,
The ansual theme o hear,
Bound their great names. from year lo yea,
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Yz, wheo imvoke the chisel's breathing grace,
Ini marble majesty their forms o trmes ;
Yo, who the sleeping rocks would miss,
To guard their dust nnd speak their prmase ;
Y, whe, should some cthor band
With hostile foot defile the land,
waﬂlclbummﬂnh,
Like theen the yoke of bondage break,
Nor loave a battle-blade undrawn,
Though every hill & sepalchne shoedd yawn—
Bay, bave not ye one line for those,
O brotber-line to spare,
Wheo rose bt as your Fathers ross,
And dared o8 yo would dare ?

XIX.

Alas! for them — their doy = o'er,
Their fires mre cud from hill and shoee
Mo mare for them the wild deer bounds 3
The plough is on their hunting-grounds ;
The pale man's axe rings throagh their woods,
The pale man's sil skims o'er thoir Roods,
Their pleasamt springs are dry ;
Their children — look, by power oppressed,
Beyond the mountains of the west,
Their children go— to dae.

XX.

O doably lost] obdivion's shadows close
Around iheir triumphs and their woes,
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On other malms, whose suns have set,
HRefleeted mdinnee lingers yot ;
There sage and bard have shed o light
Thay pever shall po down Ia night ¢
There time-crowned columns sinnd on high,
To tell of them who connat die ;
Even we, who then were nothing, kneel
In komage there, and join carth’s gesemnl poal,
But the dosmed Indian leaves bebind no trace,
To save his own, of serve another moe |
Wiih his firail broath his power has passed awny,
His deseds, his thoughts are buried with his clay ;
Nor lofty pile, nor glowing page
Blhall link him to a finare age,
Dr give lam with the past o rank ;
His heraldry is but o broken bow,
His history but a tale of wrong amd woe,
His very name must be a blank.

XXL
Cald, with the beast he slew, he sleeps ;
(Per him no f#ial spiri weeps ;
Mo erowds throng roumd, no anthem-notes. ascend,
To blesa his coming and embalm his end ;
Even that ke lived, is for his conqueror’s tongue ;
By foes alone his death-song must be sung ;
Mo elironicles but theirs shall tell
His meouraful doom to fiture tirmes ;
May tbcse wpon his virues dwell,
And in his fate forget his crimes.
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XXIL
Ponce 1o the mingling dead §
Benoath il tusf we irend,
Chief, Pilgrim, Patriot sloap —
All gone! How changed | and yot tha same
As when fuith's hamll-bark first camo
In sorrow o'er the deep.
Biill from his noondny height
The sun looks down in light ;
Along the tmekless realms of space
The stars still run their midnight meo 3
The same green valleys smile, the same roagh shore
8aill echoes 1o the sume wild ccean’s roar ; —
But where the bristling night-wolf sprang
Upon his startled prey,
Where the fierce Indian's war-cry mng
Through many o bleody fmy,
And where the stern old H.I.Erimlu'l!'qd
In solitude and gloom,
Where the bald Patrict drew ha blade
And dared & painiot's doom —
Behold ! in liberty's unclouded blaze
W lift our heads, a mce of other days.

xxm.

All gone! The wild beast's lair is trodden out ;
Prowd temples stand in beauty there ;
ﬂd.rnl:iﬂrﬂnrli-rlh'l.rmcrrjﬂmlt
Where once the death-whoop vexed the akr ;



55 CENTENNIAL ODE.

The Pilgrim — seek yon ancient place of graves
Bementh that ehnpel’s boly shnde ;

Ask, where the breeze the long grss waves,
Wha, who within that spot are lasd ; —
The Patriot — go, 1o fme's prowsd mount regsir ;

The tardy pile, slow rising there,
With tongueless eloquence shall tell
OFf them who for their country fell,

XXIV.
All gone | "Tis ours the goodly lnnd —
Lock round — the heritage behald ;
Go forth — apan the moamaing stand,
Then, if ye can, be cald,
Sea living vales by living waters Hessed,
Their wealth see sarth’s dark coverns yield,
Bes ocean roll, in glory dressed,
For all & treasure, and round all o shiold.
Hark to the shouts of praiss
Gage on the spires thal risa
To point them to the skies,
Unfearing nnd unfeared ;
Then, if ve cen, O then forget
To whom ye owe the sacred debt —
The Pilgrim ree revered !
The men who set fith's baming lighs
Upon these everdasting heights,
To guide their children through the years of tme |
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The men that glarious lnw who tight,

Unshrinking liberty of thought,
And roused the nations with the trnk sablime.

XXV,
Forget? Mo, pever — pe'er shall die
Thesss pames & memary iear
I read the promise in each eve
That beams upan me here.
Descendants of a twicedaeconded mee,
Loag may ye here your lofly lineage grace ;
"Tis mot for you bomo's wmder 15e
To rend, and brave the waste of waves ;
T pot for you to rouse and die,
Or yield and live a line of slaves;
m&uﬁnfhnpuﬂﬂdnﬁlmdm;
Upheld by inward power alone,
Unhomored by the world's loud ongue,
"I's yours io do unknown,
And then 1o die unsang,
T'a aiber days, to other men, bobong
The pemman’s plandit and the poet’s song ;
Enough for glory has been wroughs ;
By you be humbler pmises sought ;
In pesce and truth life's joarney ran,
And keep unsullied whas your Fathers wan.

XXV

Take then my prayer, Yo dwellers of this spat —
Be yours o noiseless and a gaililess lot
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| plead not that ye bask
ln the rank beams of valgar fume ;
T light your steps | ssk
A purer and a holier fame.
Mo bloated growth [ supplicais for you,
Mo pining multinude, no pamipered lew §
"Tis not alone 1o colfer gold,
Nor spreading borders to behald ;
*Tis nat fast swelling crowds 1o win,
The refise-runks of want and sin—
This e the kind decres ;
Be ye by goodness crowned,
Reversd, theagh not renowned ;
Poor, if Heaven will, bat Frea |
Froo from the tymnts of the hour,
The clans of wealth, the clans of power,
The coarse, cold scomers of their God 3
Free from the @int of sin,
The leprosy that feeds within,
And free, in merey, from the bigot's rod.

XXVIL
The sceptres might, the crosier’s pride,
Ye do not foar ;
No conquest blade, in [ifeblood dyed,
Diaps terror hem —
Lt thero not lurk o subiler snam,
For wisdom's footsieps to beware.
The shackle and the stalka,
Char Fathers fled |
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Ne'er may their children wake
A fouler wrath, a deeper dread |
Be'er may the craft that feans the flesh to bind,
Liock its bard fotiers on the mind ;
Quepched be the fereer fume
That kindles with & name ;
The pilgrim"s faith, the pigrim’s zeal,
Lt meace than pilgrim kindness seal §
Be purity of life the test,
Lemve 1o the hearm, to Honven, the rest.

XXV

S, when our children tum the pape,
Tﬁﬂlﬂll-lﬂ'hmphlmrhdﬂﬂrlF.
What we achieved to challenge profse,
Through the long line of fiuture days,
Thes let them read, and heoce instruction drw | =—
“ Here were the Many blessed,
Here found the virtses rest,
Faiih linked with love, and hberty with law ;
Hers indestry to comfort ked,
Her book of kight here leaming spread
Here the warm heart of vouth
“’u'mdhw-dmm;
Here hoary age was found,
By wisdom and by reverence crowned,
No great, but guilty fame
Here kindled pride, that should have kindled shame;
‘Tugsz chose the better, happier part,

That poured s sunlight o'er the heart ;
]
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That erowned their homes with peace and bealth,
And weighed Heaven's smile beyond enrth’s wealth;
Fﬂ.rrrurl'ﬂ::lhpmjr'pﬂnnl’lu{fe
They siood; o living lesson to their roe,
Rich in the charities of life,
Man in bis stremzh, and Woman in her grace
In purity and love TRE® pilgrim road they trod,
And when they served their peighbor, felt they served
their God,”

XXIX.
This mav not wike the poet’s verse,
This seuls of fire may ne'er rehearse
In crowd-delighting voice ;
¥ed o'er ihe record shall the pairiol bend,
His quist praise the monlist shall lend,

XXX

This be our story then, Ia that far day,
When others come their kindred debt to pay.
In that far day ¢ — O, what shall be,

I this domision of the free,

When we and osrs have rendered up oar thast,
And men unharn shall tread above our dass ?
0, what shall be # — He, He alage,

The dread response can make,

Whe sitteih en the only throae
That time shall never shake ;
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Before whose all-behelding eyes
Ages swoop on, and empires sink and rise,
Then kot the seng, to Him begun,
To Him in reverence eod ;
Lok down i bove, Etemal Oae,
And Thy pood exuse dafend ;
Here, late apd long, pui forih Thy hand,
To geard and guide the Pilgrim's land,
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Wz, from the mitred churchman's power,
Pilgrims sought o land of rest,
Here proudly mses, in blissfisl hour,
Freedom's empire in the west
To Him whao saved, the God most high,
Sweet Piety ber alinr raised ;
Ieventian came, with eagle eye,
And Science smiled where savage war-fires blazed.

Here, where the tnwny Indian roved,
Tenant of a Aowerless washe,
A magic power bright Genius proved,
Faresta bowed 1o Art and Tasto.
‘Toll swung the sledge with sturdy hand,
In chiseled groce fir domes arose,
Improvement moved upon the land,
And Froedom's Press saved all from (eeedom's foes

Mechanic skill | the tar by thes
Siema the ware, and mocks the mle ;
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By thee tbhe yecman, blithe and free,
Plenty reaps from every vale,

Earih vainly hides her coverned ores ;
To thee the treasured heard is given ;

And clements obey thy powars,
And Science prasps the quivering flash of heaven.

Nor yet alone in peacelal 108
Gonius here shall bo renawned ;
Should bald ipvaston tread the soil,
Art's firm sons shall mily round.
Great Archimedes on the foe
Drew burning vengeance from the sun
And they, at Franklin®s nnme who glow,
Shall rowse af thine, immortal Washington |

O, favored land ! ibe exile's rest,
Charity’s long-hallowed seat ;
By science, warth, and valor blest,
Al that's good in thee shall meet.
“ Bg JUST, AND FEAR WoT ™* earth combined ;
The seabs and blade, the test and doom,
Thy sons shall bear to all mankind,
And clustering ghories rousd their names shall bloom,

® Bowo of tka Sociaty,



ART.
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Waex, from the sacred garden driven,
Man fed before his Maker's wrath,
An Angel leff ber place in beaven,
And grossed the wanderer's sunbess pash,
Tums An! sweet Arnt! new mdiance broke
Where her light (oot flew o'er the ground,
And thus with seraph voice she spoke —
& The Curse o Blessing shall be found.”

Where noontide gunbeam never blaged §
The thistie shrank, the harvest smiled,

And Nawre gladdened as she gazed.
Eanh's thousand tribes of living things,

At Ar''s command, 10 him are given ;
The village grows, the city springs,

And point their spires of fuith to heaven.

He rends the oak —and bids it ride,
To guard the shores its beauty graced ;
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Hre smites the pock = uphoaved i pride,
Ser towens of streagth and domnes of waze.

Earth's teeming caves their wealth reveal,
Fire bears his lanner on the wave,

He bads the mortal poison heal,
.'qﬂ‘l.l.'npq t'imq:l!nﬂ.n'ﬂrlh:s‘r:l.m

He plucks the pearls that stud the deep,
Admiring Beauy's lap o fill ;

He breaks the stubborn marble’s sleep,
And mocks his cwn Creator’s skill,
With thoughts that swell his glawing soul,
He bads the ore illume the page,
And prosdly scorning Time's control,
Commerces with on anborn sge.

In fields of air he writes his namne,
And treads the chambers of the +ky ;
He reads the stars, and grosps the fame
That quivers roand ithe Throne on high,
la war resowned, n peace sublime,
He meves in groaimess and in gmee ;
His power, subduing space nad time,
Links realm to realm, and mee o mee.
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I xxew that we must part — day aller doy,
I zaw the dread Destroyer win his way ;
That hallow cough frst mng the fial knell,
As on my ear its prophet-warming fell
Feelde aml slow thy ones light footstep prow,
Thy wasting cheek put on death’s pallid hoc,
Thy thin, kot hand 1o mine more weakly clung,
Each sweet # Good night ™ fell fainter from: thy tonpue ;
I kpew that we must parl — no power could save
Thy quict goodness from an eary grave ;
Those eves so dull, though kind eoch glance they cass,
Locking a sister’s fondness to the lnst
Thy lips so pale, that gently presssd my cheok,
“Thy vaice=—nalns | thou couldst but iry to speak;—
All wold thy doom ; 1 felt it a1 my heart,
The shaft had struck —1 keew thal we must part

And we have parted, Misy — thoa ant goge !
Gone in thioe innocence, meck, sullfering one.
Thy weary spiril brenthed itself 1o sloop
S0 peacefully, il seemed n sin o wesp,
In those fond woschers who around thee stood,
And felt, even then, that Ged, even then, was good.
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Like stars that struggle through the cloads of ight,
Thine eves one momont caught o glorsous Bght,
As if b0 thes, in that dread hour, “twere given
“Ta know on earth what faith believes of heaven ;
Then like tnd breesos didst then sink to rest,
Nor one, one pang the awiid change confessed.
Death stole in sofiness o'er that lovely fce,

And touched ench feature with a newsbom gmen;
On choek and brow unearthly beauty lay,

And iold ikt life"s poar cares had passed avway,
In my last howur be Heaven so kind to me |

I ask no morm than this —io die like theo.

But we have parted, Maxy — thow art dead !
On its lnst resting-place | laid thy head,
Then by thy coffinaide keeh down, and wol
A brother's farewell kiss and forewell loak ;
"These marble lips no kindred kiss returned
F‘mﬁuﬂcﬂnﬂnﬂﬂhmﬁn:ﬂ:ﬂ m-pﬂun'.ﬁ H.h‘ﬂbﬂl,
Ah! then I felt that thou hadst passed away,
Thai the aweet fice | gazed on was but clay ;
And then came Memaory with ber busy throng
Of tender images, forgotten long
Years hurried back, and as they swiflly rolled,
I smw thoe, heard thes, as in days of old ;
Bad and more sad each sacred feeling grew,
Maphcod wos moved, nnd sorrow claimed her duo g
'['Iﬁ:l;, thick ond fmsg the l:unﬁni H:n:l‘-dm]xl dlrh:h
| tarmed away = and fielt that we had parted.
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But pot forever— im the silent tamb,
Whore thow art baid, thy kindred shall find room ;
A little while, n few shart years of pain,
And, one by one, we'll come to thoe wgain §
The kind old Father shall seck out the plase,
And rest with {hee; the youngest of his mee;
The dear, dear Mother, bent with age and grie,
Shall lay ber head by thine, in sweet reliel';
Sister and Brodher, and that feithfis] Friend,
Troe from the first and tender to the end, —
All, sl in His good time, who placed us here,
To live, to lave, 1o die and disnppear,
Shall come ard make their quict bed with iboo,
Beneath the shadow of ibat spreading treo ;
With 1hoe o sleep through denth’s long, dreamlom night,
With ihee rise wp and bless the morning Fight
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] pached bt i U coradie,
Hendd lnbd b iy Romdb, Bhe wes ihe gespeon
Wit Srenids circle bath mod il the chars
Of ikak wwsei ida ! The yousgesi ra'er groe ol
Th et eoubonrmenti of it sarked days
Wa keng alive in them, and whes Uy dis
Dar yosthilsl jeyn we Ty with tim,"

I sex thee saill 5
Remembmnee, faithful 1o her trost,
Calls thee in beauty firom the dust ;
Thou comest in the morning light,
Thou'nl with me through the gloomy naght
In dreams | meet thee as af old ;
Then thy soft arma my neek enfold,
And thy sweet voiee is in my ecar;
In every scene o memory dear,
1 see thee still,

I see thee sill,
I overy hallowed tokon round §
‘This l1itle ring thy finger bound,
This bock of bair thy forelesil shaded,
This silken chain by thee was braided,



| SEEE THEE ETILL.

These flowers, all withersd mow, like thee,
Swoet Sistr; thou didst cull for me
This book was thine ; here didst thou read ;
This pieture, oh! yes, bore, indoed,

I s thee still,

1 son thee still ;
Here was thy sumaner noon's retreat,
Here was thy favorite fAreside seat ;
This was thy chamboer — here, esch day,
I =it nnd waiched thy snd decny
Heera, on this bed, thou lnse dide le,
IHore, on this pillow — tbou didsi dio.
Dk hour! ance mors its woes unfold ;
As then | saw thee, pale wnd cold,

I soe thee still.

I soo theo sill;
Theou art not in the grave confined —
Death cannod claim the immoreal Mind ;
Let Earth close o'er its sacred trust,
Bl goiddness dies not in the dust ;
Thee, O my Sisres, "= pot thee
Bencath the coffin's 1id [ see;
Thou to o fuirer lnnd art gone ;
There, let me hope, my jourmey dooe,
T sew thee sill 1



THE FAMILY MEETING.

| Thetsn linen wors wranan o0 eromtanal b bedeatnl mestiag of 1 ibe survl
el mnket#t 6 & Tamilp, the Tutbad and malleri af whick, oor oighly-bwo, b cibar
waghvly powey obd, b Terwd 10 (b oumes Bvns Blp-Lheres oo |

WE nre all here !

Father, Mother,

Sister, Brother,
All wha hold eseh other dear,
Ench chair is filled — we're all af boms ;
To-night let no cold stmnger comi ;
It is mod often ihus nroand
Owar ol fumiliar hearth we're found,
Bless, then, the mesting and the spot ;
For once be every care forgot ;
Let geatle Peace nssert her power,
Amnid kind Affection rudo the hour ;

We're oll —all here.

We're mot all here 1
Bame are away — the dead ones dear,
Who throaged with us this ancient heanh,
And gave the bour to gualiless mirth.
Fate, with a stem, relentless hand,
Leoked in and thineed our e band ;
T



T

THE FAMILY MEETING,

Some like & night-fash pamad away,
And somo sank, lingering, day by day
The quiet graveyard — some lie there —
And ervel Ocean has his shong —

Wie're ned all here.

Wa are all hire |
Even thoy — the dead — though dead, so dear.
Ford Momory, 1o her duty trus,
Brings back their foded forms to view.
How life=like, through ﬂ'umil.nf]"ﬂﬂ__
Each well-romembered e appoars |
Wa seo tham as in times long past §
From each to each kind looks nro cast g
Wea bear their words, their smilea bohodd,
They're round us us thoy wore of old —

Wa are all here.

W are oll horo |

Father, Motlser,

Sister, Brother,
You that | love with love so dear,
Thiz may not bong of us be sabd §
Boon mint wo join the gatherod doad ;
And by the hearth we now sit round,
Bomer other ginsle will b found.
0O, then, thay wisdom may we know,
Which yiolds n life of pence below !
B, in the world 1o follow this,
May each repest, in words of biss,

We're all — all here !



TO MY CIGAR.

Ye=, social friend, I love thes well,
In beamed docton” spite §

Thy elouds all other clouds dispel,
And lap mo in delight

What though they tll, with phizzes loag,
My years are sponer passed 7

I woald repl#,ﬁﬂimmm!.
They'ro swester while they last

And oft, mild frend, to me thou ant
A maoniior, thoeagh still ;

Theu speak'’st & lesson to my heart
Boyond the preacker’s skill.

Thou'rt like the man of worth, who gives
To goodness every day,

The odor of whoss viroes lives
When he has pamed away.

When in the lonely evening hoar,
Attended but by thee,

Oer history's varied page | pore,
Man's Mo in thine | see.



T

TO MY CIGARE,

(M 88 thy snowy column grows,
Then breaks and falls awasy,

1 trace bow mighty realms thus rose,
Thus tumbled o decay.

Awhile like thes oarth's masiers burn,
And smoke and fume nrownd,
And then [tke thee to nshes turn,

And mingle with the ground,

Lifs* but a leal adraitly rolled,
And time's the wasting breath,,

That late or early, we behold,
Gives all to dusty death,

From beggar's frieze 16 moaarch’s robe,
Ohne comman doom is passed |

Bweal nature’s works, tie swelling globe,
Must all burn out at lase,

And what is he who smokes thoe now F —
A Intle moving keap,

‘That socn like thes 1o e must bow,
With thee in dsst must shoap,

But though thy ashes dewnwarnd go,
Thy essence ralls on high ;

Thus, when my body mast e low,
My soul shall cleave the sky.



“LOOK ON THIS PICTURE."

'I:I.,, ir iw lifc ! |!-|:-|:ru.r|.|:n|!| |:|-u.:|:

Fling back their bnghtness while | goze —
T Emma's selfl = this hrow so fair,
Half curtnimed in this glossy hair,

These eyes, the vory home of love,

The dask twin arches traced above,

These red-ripe lips that almost speak,

The fainter blush of this pure cheek,

The rose and lily's beauteous strife —

It is—anh no ! — "tis all but Lifa,

*Tis all bt bife = arl could not mve

Thy graces, Emma, from the grave ;

Thy cheek is pale, thy smile is past,

Thy love-lit eyes have looked their last ;
Mouldering bencath tbo cofin’s [,

All we adored of thee & hid;

Thy heart, where goodncss loved to dwell,
Is throbless in the narrow cell ;

Thy gestle voice shall charm no moe ;
Tow baest, basf, joylul mobe is o%ar.

Oft, oft, indeed, it hath been sung,
The requiom of the fhir and young ;
1 L]



LooE OX THIS FICTUEE-

Thie theume bn-obd, ales 1 Tow oid,

Of grief that will mot be controfled,
Of sighs that speak & fiber's wos,
OF pangs that pone but mothers know,
OF friendship with its bursting bear,
Doomied from the idal-ooe 1o part—
Buill iy s b st feeling pay,
Till feeling, ico, shall pass nway,

O say, why age, and grief, and pais,
Shall long to go, but long in voin ;

Why vioe @ lefl 10 mock &l time,

And gray in yeurs, grow gray in ciime
While vouth, that every eve makes glad,
And beauty, all in mdasee clad,

And goodness, cheering every heart,
Come, but come only to depart ;
Bunbeams, to cheer life's wintry day,
Sunbeams, 1o flash, then fade away,

"Tis darkpess all ! black lanner ware
Bound the cold borders of the grove ;
There when in ageny we bend

Fer the iresh sed that hides s (Hend,

DOae soly comibn then we know —

We, oo, shall quit this world of wee;

We, tos, shall find a quiel place

Witk the dear Josi ones of our race §

Ohar crumbling booes with theirs shall blend,
And life's s story fiod an end.



LOOE OF THIS FICTORE-

And is this all — this moumful doom ?
Beams no glad light beyoad 1be tomb ?
Mark how yon cloads in darkness ride ;
They do net quench the orb they hide ;
Suill there it whoels — the tempest o'or,
In & bright sky 1o bom omce mare ;
8o, far above the clonds of Eme,

Fuith can behald a world sublime —
Thore, when the stormas of 1ife are past,
The light beyood shall break at last



THE WISGED WORSHIPFPERS.

Addrsissd i3 we Beallews thit 5w jate Clasaip Made sburmb darisg S
[ee

Gay, guilless pair,
What seck ve fron the felds of heaven !
Ye have no noed of pmyer,
Yo have mo sans to be forgiven

Why perch ya hore,
Where mortals to their Maker kopd ?
Can vour pare spirits fear
The God ve nover could offomd ?

Yo mover knew
The erimes for which wo come o wacp.
Penancs ia mat for youa,
Blesscd wanderers of the spper derp,

Ta you "iis given
To wake swest nature’s untnught lays ;
Baneath the arch of heaven

To chirp away a life of praise.



THE WINGED WOHESHIFFERS. 81

Then spread each wing,
Far, far above, o'er lakes and lands,
In yon bus dome not reared with hamda.

Oy, il ye stny,
Ta neie the consecraied hoar,
Teach me the airy way,
And et me try youar envied power.

Above the crowd,
On upward wings could | but fiy,
I'd baihe in yon brght cloud,
Ard sock the stars that gem the sky.

"Twere Heawen indond
Through fields of imckiess light 1o soar,
On Nature's charms to feed,
And Naiure's cwn great God ndore.



THE FUNERAL.

Acarsst the wall o lovely picture hung,

Bo true o life, it wanted but & tonguee ;
T‘I’ﬂl'.ll‘l:lll:li g'irl"l—'lh: ﬂ!-lt:..ll'll.mgh]:-u-'mlﬁir.
Spoke mare of goodness than of beauty there.
Years, vears hod vonished since the limner's power,
Btealing the sworiness of & passing hoar,

Haod stamped it there, o lige circle’s gaze,

The fond memorial of departed days.

Yenrs, yenrs hod vanished — where waa she whese foce
Skl from that eanvass smibed in girlthesd's grmee ?

A colfin stood beside — | ruised the lid —

Alas! another picture there was hid ;

What bard, stern hand those pallid features drew #
‘That cheek, that brow — so false, and yet1 so troe #
*T'was she — the sarme — there in ber maiden blowm,
Here cold in death, ned waiting for the iomb,

A gray-haired man leaned o'er her where she elept,
Then to the living likeness tamed — and wept ;
Children, fosd, grieving children, looked within,

As if their love ooe answering look might win ;



THE FONERAL.

Yain hope ! the eye was dark, and dull the ear
That never, tll that bour, refised 1o hear;
Hushed, aven to them, forever hushed the tongue,
Dn whese sweet lessons thoy 50 loag had hiag.

Tuern, mourners, Trom that fsee; it tells of gloom ;
Arsund it dmw the purain of the fomb

Lok an this breathing picture of her youth,

Bex whore it smiles, in beauty and in truth;

Like this she [ves in ber otermal home,

That bright abode where sorrow ne’er can coms: ;
There, in the likeness thay ber Maker drew,

Yo weeping ococs, she waits 1o welcome you



DEDICATION HYMN.

Gon of wisdom, (od of might,
Father ! denrest pame of all,
Bow thy throne and bless our rite ;
1":[":Ehl",' children on Thee call.
Glorcas Osg! leok down [rom heaven,
Warm each heart and wake coch vow
Ueto Thee this Houss is given ;
With thy presence fll it now.

Fill it mow [ on every soul
Shed ihe incense of thy gmoe,
While cur anthem-echoss roll
Round the conseerated place ;
While thy holy page we read,
While the prayers Thou lov'st ascend,
While thy cause thy servants plead, —
Fill thia House, cur Ged, our Friead,

Fill it mow — O, 6l it long!
Bo when death shall coll us home,
Bl to Thee, in many a throng,
May our children's children come.



DEDICATION HYNMN.

Blosa them, Faiber, long and Inte,
Hiot their sina, ibeir sorrows dry ;

Make this place to them the gate,
Leading 1o thy courts on high.

There, when time shall be no more,
When the feuds of earth are past,
May the trites of every shore
Congrogaie in pesce ot [l |
Then o Thes, thou Oxe all-wiss,
Shall the gathered millions sing,
Till the arches of the skies
With their hallelujahs ring.



FIPTY YEARB AGO.

Fer tha Fourlh of July, 1508

Firry years have rolled away,
Since that kigh, heroic doy,
When our Fathers, in the fray,

Birack the conquering blow |
Praise to them — the Bold who spoke ; —
Prmse 1o them = the Brve who broke
Btern Oppressson's galling yoke,

Frrrr vEARS aso |

Pour the wine of sacrifice,

Lt the grataful anthom rise , —

Shall we o'er mesign the prige ! —
MNover — nover — o |

Hesris and bamds shall guard those rights,

Bought on Freedom's batile hei

Where he fixed his signal lights,
Frrry YEARS acol

Bwear it]l— by the Mighty Dead, —
Those who counsolbed, these whe lod ;—
By the blood your Fathers shed,

By your Mothers' woe ; —



FIFTY TEARS AGD.

Swenr il1—|:|:|r the li\'i.ng Few,—

Those whoss breasts were scarred for you,

Whan 1o Froedom's ranks they flew,
Firry vEims acol

By the joys that cluster round,

By our vales with plenty crowned,

By ouwr hill-4ops — boly ground,
Reseuod Mrom the foo,—

Where of old the Indion strayed,

Where of old the Pilgrim prayed,

Where the Patriod deow his blade,
Firry years acol

Bhould again the wardramp peal,

Thare shall Indian rmpess seal

Pilgrim faith and Patriot 2sal,
Prosngt 1o strike ihe blow 3—

There shall valor's work be done ;

Like the Sire shall be ke Son,

Whars tha fight was waged and won,
Firry vEans acol



THE BROTHERS.

WE ike prT Two—the others sleep
Through death’s untroabded night ;

Wo are bus two — O, let us keep
The link that binds us bright.

Heart lenps to heart — the sacred food
That warms us is the same ;

"That good ol man — his hanest blood
Alike we fondly elaim.

We in ope mother's arms wene locked —
Long be her love repad

ln the same cadle we were rocked,
Bound the sune heanh we played.

Onr bovish sports were all the same,
Each liitle joy and wes ; —

Laet manhood keep alive the fame,
Lit up so loag apa.

We anE BT TWo — be that the band
To hald us @l we dis ;

Bhoulder 10 shoulder let us stand,
Till side by side wa e



LINES TO A YOUNG MOTHER.

Yorse maother! what can feeble friendship sy,
Ta soothe the anguish of this mournful day
They, iliey slone whoss hearts [ike thine have bled,
Enow how the living sorrow for the dead ;
Esch tatared veice, that seeks sich griel o cheer,
Bwrikes cold upon the weeping parem’s ear
I'vw felt it al] — alas! 100 well | know
How vain all earthly power o hush thy woe |
Ged cheer thee, childless mother! s not given
For man to ward the blow that falls from Heaven,

Ive feli it all— =8 thou an feeling now ;
Like thee, with saricken bean and aching brow,
["r:-ll.:ﬂ walched Er_'rﬂ}'ll!l.* ‘hnﬂl_!r'l hc:!..
And burming tean of hopeless angubsh shed ;
Pve gazed upon the sweed, bist pallid face,
And vainly wied some comior thers o tage
I've listened io the shon and simzgling breath ;
I've soen the ehark ove grow dim in death ;
Like thee I've veiled my head in speechless gloom,
And Inid my firss-bora in the sileai lomb.

'-l



ORDINATION HYMN,.

Ove fathers, Lord, to seck & spot,
Where they might kneal 1o thoe,

Their own fuir heritage forgot,
And bmved aa unksown soa.

Here found their pllgrim souls repose,
Whare loag the heathen roved,
And hiere their humble anthems mose,
To bless the Power they loved.

They sleep in dust — but where they trod,
A feoble, fainting bamd,

iGlad millions catch the stmin, O God,
And sound it through the land,

Come, Lond, to this new temple now,
‘Thy servant here behald ;

In thy dread pame e beeathes his vow,
To guard this linke fold.

Long may he stand thy herald here,
Thy lessons 1o imparn ;

From every eye to wipe the tear,
The stain from every heart { =



OEDINATION BYMN.

I paihs of pesce 1o bid them tresd,
Where no vain feuds arise,
And from his life o lustre shed,
To light them 1o the skies.

S0, when the last, long night shall go,
The last, glad moming break,

When all that walked in iruth below,
In jow above shall wake, —

Thers may thy servant, Lord, be found
The chosen of thy Soa,

And hear from him the glorious sound,
4 Well dooe, beloved ape ! ™

91



EDWIX BUCEINGHAM.

Eriny bim one lisle week, Almighty Power!
Yield to his Father's house his dying hour ;
Ooce more, once more let them, who beld him dear,
But sce his face, his falsering voice but hear ;
We koow, alas! that be is marked for death,
Bat let his Mother waich his parting beeath ;
0, let lem die at home !

It could not e
A midoighs; on & dark and stormy sea,
Far from his kindred and his pative land,
His pangs unsocthed by teoder Woman's band,
"The patient victim in his cabin lay,
And meekly breathed his blameless Life away.

“ Wrapped in the mimesi that & loag must wear,
His body o the deck they slowly bear
How eloguen:, hew awiul in its power,
The silent lociure of death’s Sabbaih-hour !
Ome voice that silence breaks — the: praver & smid,
And the last rite man pays to man i paid ;



EbWIN BUCEINGHAN.

Tho plasking waeers mark his resting-place,

And fold lim round in ooe long, cold embmee |
Bright bubbles for 8 moment sparkle o'er,

Then beeak, to be, ke him, bebeld no mare ;
Dewn, countless fuibhoms down, he sinks o sleep,
With all the nameless shapes that baunt the deep.™ ®

- - " - . - -

Rest, Loved One, rest — bencath the billow's swell,
Where tongue ne'er spoke, where sunfight never fell;
Rest =il the God who gare thes 1o the deap,
Rouse thee, triumphant, from he loag, loog sleep.
And You, whose bearts are bleeding, who deplom:
That yo mast see the Wanderer's foce oo more,
Weep — be was wonhy of the purest gref;
Weep — i such sorrow ye shall find reliel;

While o'er his doom the bitter tear ye shed,
Memaory shall irace the virtues of the dead ;
These cannot die — for you, for him, they bloom,
And scatter fragrance round his ocean-tomb.

* Csismity,



MOUNT AUBURNM.
= Thetn wua w gunken, sl in U psdes & rw sepulchon, ™

Wiat myrisads throng, in prowd srry,
With songs of joy, and flaps unfirled,
To consecrte the glorous day,
Thot gave & mation to the world !

We rnise no sheat, po trumpel sound,
Ko banner io the breere we spread ;

Chilldren of clay | bend humbly roand |
W plant a Cay to the Dead.

For man a garden rose in bloam,
When yon glad sun began 1o burn;
He fell —and leand the awiis]l doom —

O dust thow an —to dust retam ! ™

But Hz, in whose pure fasth we come,
Wha in o gloomier garden lay,
Assured us of o brighter bome,
And rose, and led the glomows way,
His ward we trust!  When life shall end,
Here be oar long, long stumber passed ;
To the first garden's doom we bend,
And Hess the promise of the fast,



PRIZE PROLOGUE.

Bsciind ad the Oposing of e Faik Thasire, New Yook, 821

Waes mired Zeal, in wild, unholy days,
Barod his red arm; and bade tbe fagot blaco,
Chur patried sires the pilgaim sail ualfuded,
And Freedom pointed 1o o rival world.

Whare prowled the wolf, and whoro the honter roves,
Faith mised ber oltars to the God she boved §
Toil, linked with Ari, explored cach savnae wilil,
The lofty forest bowed, the deson sanileal
Tha sinriled Indian o’cr iho mousinies fow,
Tho wigwam vanisbed, ond the village grow
Thaste reared her domes; fair Sckence sprosd ber page,
And Wit and (Gealos gatherod it the Stage

The Stage | — whore Fancy sits, creasive qucen,
And wores bor scoplng oor life's mimio seene :
Where young-cyed Wonder comes 1o feast his sighe,
And quafl isstroetion while he drinks delight, —

The Biage | = that threads rach labyrinth of the scal,
Wakes lnaghtar®s poal, and bids the tearilrop roll 5
That hoots sl folly, meeks proud fashion’s slove,
Uncloaks the hypocrite, and brands the knave.



a6 FAIZE PREOLOGOE.

The child of Genius, catering for the Singe,
Rifles the wealth of evory clims and nge.
He spooks ! the sepulchre resigns its proy,
And crimson life runs throagh the sleeping clay.
The wave, the gibbet, and the battle-ficld,
At his command, their I.'utrlng lenants ,’II:H-
Pale, Wooding Love comes weeplng from the tomb,
‘Thai kindred softness may bownil hor doom §
Murder's dry bones, reclothed, desert the dust,
‘That after imes may own his sentence just ;
Forgotien Wisdom, reed from denth’s embrace,
Rewds awiial lesons to another mee ;
And the mad tyrant of some ancient shore
Here worna a workl thai be can curse w0 more.

Muy ihis fnir Dome, in clasic beasty reared,
By Worth bo honored, and by Vice bo foared ;
May chasiencd Wit here bend fo Virioe's coose,
Rofloct bor imoge, and repeat her lnws ;

And Guilt, that slimbers oer the ssored page,
Hate his own likeness, shadewed from the Sige.

ere led the Guordian af the Dirama sit,
In righteous judgment o'er the realma of wit.
Mot his the shame, with servile pen to wail
On private Friendship, or o priveie hate ;
To Aader fools, or Satine's jovelin dart,
Tipped with o lie, at proed Ambition's hean ;
His b the nobler task to hemld forth
Tnl,rr!, h‘lmlﬁng Mo, and uﬂ.ﬁlﬂmﬂ “"nr'lhi
To brand the page where goodeuess finds a sneer,
And lash tho wretch that breathes the tresson here.



FRIZE FROLOGUE. a7

Hare shall bright Genius wing his eagle fight;
Rich dew-drops shaking from his plumes of light,
Till bigh in mental worlds, from vulgar ken
Ha soars, the wondor and the pride of men.

Codd Coreure here to decent Minth shall bow,

Amd Bigotry unbend his monkish braw.

Here Toll shall pause; his posderows sledpe thrown by,
And Beauty bloss each strain with melling ey ;
Giriel, top, in ficticn kost, sholl coase 10 woep,

And all the warld’s rode cares be Eidl.ullup.
MFH!IIHMMTMIM!MINM
And the Beage triwmph in the people's love,



PRIZE PROLOGUE,

R o1 ihe Tiprmeng of U sre Pl plelphos Thesi, T2

Wae leaming slumbered in the coavent’s shade,
And boly craft the groping satioas swaed,
Br dulness banned, the Muses wandered long,
Each Iyre peglecsed, and forgot ench soag ;
Till Heaven's bright balo wreatbed the Drama's dame,
And great Apollo called the pilgrims home.
Then their glad harps, that charmed odd Greece, they swepl,
‘Their almrs theonged, and jox’s high Sabbath kepe.
Young Genius there his glorioas baaners mamd,
To foat forever loved, forever feared,
The cowls deviee, the clsister’s lepend known,
Old Seperrition tumbied from his throne ;
Back w kis cx!l the king of glosm retired,
The buskin triumphed, and the warld admined !

Simce tha: proad hour, through ench unfettered age,
The sons of Eght bare clustered round the Emge.
From FicSon's realms ber riches: spoils they bring,
And Plensure’s walls with Rapture’s echoes ring.
Here bermit Wisdom lays his mantde down,

To win with smiles the henrt that fears his frowm ;



FRIZE FROLOGUE. o9

hnirﬂi'lrrruhqbchlklmwm&wm
And Grandeur listens to 1he siranger, Truth.
Beauty, with bounding heart and tingling eor,
Mickis at the tale o bove and fecling dear,

Their sacred bowers the sons of learning quin,

To rove with fancy, and 1o foast with wit,

All come to gnze, the valint and ihe i,

Virtue's bright treop, and Fashion®s glittering train ;
Here Labor rests, pale Grief forgets her woe,

And Viee, that prints his slime on all below,

Even Vice looks onl—For this the Stage was reansd,
T secusge the hemd, so scormed and yob a0 feared.
The kalls of judgment, as the moral school,

His foot defiles, the bronsed and reckiess fool
God's lovely temple shall behald him there,

With eye upturned, and asperd fnlse as fair;
Even at the aliar’s very homs he stands,

And breaks and blesses with polluted hands,

Then hither bet the unblushing villain roam,

Batire shall koot its whip and strike it home,
Tﬁ:ﬂhﬁ:nﬁn gm.'nrmm his dark soul I‘I'u:.]tdm.
That mocks religion, and that ugks o1 law |

To grce the Smpge, the Bard's carooring mind
Sonks other worlds, and leaves his own bebind ;
He lares from air its bright, unprisoned forms,
Breaks ihrough the tomb, and Deaths dull reglon Eorma.
C'er ruined realms he pours creative day,
And slumbering kings his mighty voice oboy,
From its damp shroud the long-laid spirit wolks,
And round the murderor’s bed in vengeance stalks.



1060 FRIZE PEOLGOUE.

Poor maniac Beauty brings ber cypress wreath,

Her smile & moonbeasn o'er o blnsted beath ;

Hound some cold gmve she comes, swest flowers to strew,
And lost 1o Reason, siill 1o Love @ tre.

Hate shuts his soul when dove-syed Merey pleads ;
Power lifts the axe, nnd Truth's bold servani bleeds ;
Bemaorse drops anguish from bis burning eyes,

Fecls hell's etermal worm, and, shoddering, dies ;
War's trophied minion, too, forsakes tho dust,
Grasps his worn shield, aml waves his sword of rast,
Bprings to the sloughier at the trampet’s call,
Again to conquer, or again to fall

With hemids fo censare, vet with souls o feel,
Friends of the Stage ! receive our fmnk appeal.
Ma I{IP‘]EIH‘I h_"r we fmme ncqu.i.l. your frusi j
The Drama guard ; be gentle, but be jost ]
Within ber courts, unbribed, unslumbering stnnd
Beourge Inwless Wit, and leaden Dulness brand ;
Lash pent Pretence, but bashful Merit spare ;

His firsilings hail, and speak the irembler fhir ;
Yel shall he east his cloud, nnd prowdly elnim
The loftiest siation amd tke brighicst fme,

8o from his perch, throagh sens of golden light,
Our mountain oagle takes his glosicas fAight

Ta heaven the monarch-bird sxulting springs,
And shakos the night-fog from his mighty wings.
Bards all our own shall yet enchant their age,
And pour redeeming splendor o'er the Siage.
For them, for you, Truth hoards a nobler thense,
Than ever blessed young Foncy's swestest dream.



FEIZE FROLOGUDE. 141

Bold busris shall kindle, and Lright eyes shall gaze,
When Gemiss wakes the e of ciber days,

Eheds life's own lustre o'er cach holy deed

OF Him wha planied, and of Him who freed.

And pow, Fair Pile, thou chaste and glorious shrnne,;
Our fondest wish, our wormest smile be thine ;
The hanss of Genius anil the coart off Taste,
In beawty mised, be thou by boany groced.
Within thy walls may Wit's adorers throag,
Thﬂri::'h:hmugin of the poet’s sang 3
w{ﬂ:ﬁllh_v“ulnn!}mhlndpnﬂn—dnw
From every soene a lootare or a law,

Eo bright 1he fane, be preest amd offering pare,
And friends shall bless, and bigot foes endure ;
Loag, leng be spared to echo trutha sablime,

And ik thy pillars through e storms of Time.



PRIZE ADDRESSE,
Fpmien a1 ke Cpmseng of Vi Balem Thewtrr, 80

To call past ages from the sleep of tme,
To rouse the dwellers of wach voceless clime,
And bid them #and as once oo Earh they mood,
To shake the puilty, and to charm the good ; —

To eaich be wabders of the preseat hoar,
New prace w fotion give, 10 truth pew power,
With mirth w0 cheer, with grief w mel the soul,
And hold each passion in sublime contrel ; —

For these the Dmma rose in anciest days,
Ared eaught ber Bards ondying straims to mise ;
Bade them anlock the treasares of the mind,
Ard spread & pew creation to mankind.

Twns glorious all | 1he Muses blewed the bour,
And poured their peocicst soags in dome and bower;
Bent might st lengd  came down ™ —the maght of doam,
That wrapped Eanh’s boghtest realm io starless gloom.
Round Wisdom's hausts the raven shadows swepr,
Arts lovely daughien veiled their boads, and wep ;
From their cold groves the Drama’s minstrels fed,
Apd [hiness brooded o'er the liedag dead.



FRIZE ADDEESS. 103

Bo tussless ages rolled —whon, lo! ooese mors
Radensming Ganius soaght 5 kappicr share.
Like Merey™s dove for one groen spot he Sew,
Nor paused till Ocean's empress eaught his view ;
There his bold aye beheld the promised res,
And Shakspeare’s Alleoa woosd him 1o her breast.

Then sang The Bard! ia grestness amd in groce,
The maichless One — th” ancinisd of his mee.
At his command once mom the Droma rose,
To shield fair Viroe, and 1o shame her foes.
Time bowed before him, Death resigned his trass,
Kingdoms came back, and Mosarchs left the dust;
All, m his bidding, burst Oblivion's grave,
To wam, i win, to chasten, wnd 1o v,

Proud was the |vee beneath it mastars kand,
And rapl the listenem ol oar Father-land,
Boon from the (B the MNew World caught the stmin,
And halled on Freedem's shores the Drama’s reign;
From spat 1o #pot the inspirmbon flew,
And reared at last This vaulied Dome — for You !

For you, ve gladeyed throngs, who clusser round
Where a new home the Duma’s soms have found, —
For vou, for vou snd voars, our fane is dressed —
By you and yours, O may our rites be blessed |
Pare be the verse that lingers on each tongue,

Meet for the wise, the beauteous, and the young;



104 FRIZE LOSEESS.

. B parest ove shall smile wpon the place,
And gather here the fond ones of hs mee ;
Fo al. w pleasarr hpped. or low in wor,
Zhall pure eefrarins, and wo@ineed o

Come, thea, 5 v mnad 10 yowrseives be pas,
And bid the Sage f2if] i gonoos tnee
To ths fair Temple as your feet ye tar,
Let oo mrange fire o shame [ alar bam
Dy the cherdh yoloe off soodors calls ;
Bse up ber clhampeons. asd peotect these walls |
Bo shall tear evhosy wake and wsom each bessl,
All i yabdoe. and all tat's pood mpart ; =—
So shall they smand. 1o boly Vinoe dear,
Abore af) batred, and ahove afl fear.



PRIZE ADDRESS.
B St gy of ine Prlaiebum Thess 558

Iz came from Heonven ! e reales of cove o tread,
And spmmon fors S bong-forpooes dendd ;
Their doeds of g=t and poodnes w0 ofed,
The purnered plores of e days of old

|k came from Hewven ! to sonr whese faacy regms,
And roaw the phaszoms of ber brich doomm ;
Ao lend man om, o wonder e edore.,

Geaios! e ot are thine ; "Ss S, yareed Powsr,
Wich these L sooche mud sway bie's shiong hot ]
Ta merve the son’. == wake voong Virtue's glow,
And bl e sy of Grad ead Rapem dow ;
T thine. with these. © rule ench cime and age,
Maskiad thy subjects, and thy throne the Suge |

The Peacd's bomi, the Chosed"s i, docay,
And Waadom's nobiest recond fdes away;
B bere, umtouched by Time's devoucios worh,
The pactased grocy pou oh amsecm] ¥ooli



10s PRILADELPMEIA ADBRESS,

Hore the bald deod that in the marble spoke,

Again revives, pew plaudie o provoke ;

And the proud truth that graced the mouldering page,
Buill phesds 1riumphant, echosd from the Smge.

Hero patharing round in losg-deparied days,
Earh's master minsirols pouged thoir denthless layvs
Descending down, through cach descending mec,
Suilll came the gifted o adorn the place;

With Love o soften, and with Wit 1o charm,

To mock with Folly, and with Guiln alarm ;
While o'er each scens, 1o sscred feeling dear,
Tasio smiled applasse, and Besuty dropped a war.

Loag, long for ihose may this foir temple stand,
The pride and promise of our happier land,
Chir happier land ! — forever live that clnim
On Virue's rolls, as in the blast of Fame ;
8o rival shores, while, saddening, they behold
Our young orb rising to eclipse the old,
May with our greainess find our goodness page,
To mark indesd & opew, & bettor nge

Within these walls, in some inspiring doy,
May native bords our native decds portry.
Shall foreign legends still go brightening down,
And cold Oblivion's mght-cloud veal our own ?
Lok pound the spot, to faith and firmpess dear ;
Finds mo rapt spint fit incitement bhere ?
Here, whert the Indian roved in noture’s pride,
And bulll kis fires, ond loved, and warred, and died #



FHILADELFHIL ADODEESE.

Here, where his holy fune the pilgrim ronsod,
And pve oo ompire 1o the God e Geared 2
Here, for that empire where the patrior blod 2
Here, where the foul immder tamed and fled ?
These are the hemes te stie vour fReng vouth,
Their fatbers’ valor, and their fathers’ traih
These be the themes 1o grace this swelling dome: ;
In Pleasare’s courss bet Freedom find a bome ;
Whils Vietso sits all radizn i her light,

The guiding pricsiess of esch plorioas risn.

And O, when ye whoe pow comptured gaze,
Shall yiekd to other throngs amd other days,
Bzl may this aline beam s parest firos,
T's eharm the childeen ns they chamod ihe sines |



PRIZE ADDREGSS,

Reciiwd ad ihe Oprumg of Ga Perlewesih Thesin, 1586,

*T'was Fancy's hour — uplifted on the blast,
Oer lamds and seas my chartered spint passed,
Till all In Eden's ancient beausy dressed,

A fair, stmoge clime my wondering vision blessed.

There, as | gazed, in natare's strength and groce
Roamed ike red warriors of a nameless moe §
Bwiit flew their barks along the rocky share,
Bright blazed their fires; load rose their battde roar;
Rude love and raler bate controllod ihe spo,
Tribes congquered iribes, and wore in tum forgat.

Years scemed to roll =—then all went fading by,
And where they stood, beneath the ssme bloe sky,
Lol a new rece —an iron-hearted band,

The Banshed wosderees from o distmng land 5
Thess awent Religion’s mered flag unfurled,
And bade it Aoat o bless another warld.

Squmtu.nhlhlﬂdﬂhlh:unmglﬂﬂ,'
And the old monarchs of the forest bowed ;



FORETANMOETH ADDEESS. 10%

An bailt ber domes in Noturo's silent bowers,

Bo nges passed — 1ill, at oppression's call,
Bold legions thronged, their brethren 1o imhrall ;
Then from each cliff the ery to battle mng,
‘Then from each hill to arms the patnot spramy ;
Then shouts and shricks rollod mingling 1o the sky,
As wronged and wrongers met, apd met to die.

1 loaked again — the avenging deed was done ;
Freedom's undaunted host the fight bad won ;
War's withering demon stayed his bloody band,
And one glad anthem shook the mnsomed land.

Behold the vision’s bright fulfilment bere !
This is the clime 1o faith and valor dear;
Among these hillls the red man's arraw e,
Along ibese shores e seered his Bght capoe ;
Thess are ihe vales the exiled Christdan trod,
Hero reso bis aler 1o the living God ;
*Twas here, for you, his blood the patriot gave ;
Here Freedom found o hame, and Freedom's foes a grave.

Here, 100, 03 bland Refisement marked the age,
Immontal fenius spoke, and reared the Stage.
Bee, where, to work their mastec’s high bebest,
His vassals throag, and thrll the human breast ; —
Leve, eherub watcher of 1he murmuring shada
Dark, scowling Hute ; Ambition with his blade ;

1o



FORTEMOUTH ADPDRESS.

Exnvy, coarse churl ; Joy, chanting 1o ibe gale ;
Pale Horror, qunkmg st his own wild tale ;

Hope, that in every clood o minbow sces,

And cownrd Fear, that staris af every browso ;
Ruthless Hevenge ; Romorse with amethored sigh ;
Anger uncurbed, snd Griel with streaming oy
All, all bring offerings at their lord's command,

To cheer, and charm, and humanize the kand.

O, ne'er this place while youth and besy trond,
May shame demand one sacred tear they shed ;
Beomn track the footpath of each trilor here,

Who dnres defile what Geniss dared ta rear.
Their kindred powers let Wit and Minth unibe,
To wake and wanm the hearts they would delight.
Thus shall the geod and wise approve the stmin,
Ard all the graces bless the Drama's relgn.



ADDRER®E,
Ewimsdad o ik Chpesing of e Thebine o No o Oyl

Wauen Gothic fury spoiled the realms of taste,
Amd Ruan sat, cold roven of the wasie ;
The Dmma’s minsirels bade their shrines farewell,
‘The eanvass mouldered, and the marble fell ;
Belioving man confesssd the crosier’s sway,
And holy dorkness round creation luy.

A1 length, bright Genius, starting from his sleep,
Morm's hernld angol, swept the maniling deep.
Then shrapk the Aced !— nguin the Stage wos reared,
And Dulness Aod, to curse the foe be feared.
From shore 1o shore the scenic dayspring played,
IElwmed the court, ond Aashod along the shade ;
Sweetly it glanced o'er Aroo’s funciul siream,
And Gallia's Inughing vine-hills eaught the beam ;
Round Albion’s eliffs i poured undying fire,
Apnd Notare's Bard bade Moture’s sons admine |

Time shook his plumes — yet sighed the Muse to gmce
A prouder empire, and o purer mee.
Ll from a fettored world she comes in |ig;|‘|1.,
And earth's young ronlm puts off its hesthen night.



112 NEW-DRLEANE ADDRESH.

Far Frewdom's ear the maiden strikes bor noics,
And seps in beauty where his banner foais,

Saill to the glowing West she moves 1o sing,

Where Rome's explonng bird ne'er bathed his wing,
“Till, sncwerowned hills apd sun-kissed valboys past,
Here, Gallis's offspring hails her sight nt last !

Child of Renown ! bofore whose infani kand
The wreathod invador withared from the land,
Thy Deed shall freshen on the pemman's page,
The shame and glory of n wondering age,
And sill reviving in the poot’s lay,
Thrill the young warrsor of some distant day.
In nrms supreme, come forth to greatness dear,
Protwect the lgrim and the Pairsol cheor;
Thy slumbering shield with alive gariands dressed,
Rise! erowned by Scienee, Mooareh of the West !
And thou, imspiring Dome ! o grest thy reign,
The Musc, cxubting, pours her prophet strin,
For thee the bard shall draw, from every clime,
The awelling trumph, and the curtainod erime ;
Death's moss-grown gaies unbar, ibe sloepors walia,
To charm tho good, and bid tlee puilty quake ;
Love's moonlight scene, War's erimsan deed unfiold,
And ol the legends of the duys of old.

Wisdom and Wit thy gunrdian pricsts shall sinnd,
And Tasta refine, ns Truth reforms the lasd ;
Rapiure and Griel their rose and cypress twine,
And every beart go mended lrom thy shrine,



NEW-ORLEANS ADDRESS, s

Here pranking youth sholl lemm, in Pleasure's scheol,
To hate the folly, and to shan the fool |

Vice, ssddoning here, shall live for purer days,

Amd Goodness sanction, while her childmen gaze ;
Learning shall close his page for thy white hour,

Al IIH'E-IIH:ui ﬂna.ni'_l,r leave ker ::'ﬂ:nins bower,

With soul all gladness, and with eye all light,

Ta bail thy ahar, and 1o bless thy rite,

Hara, toa, — O kindling thought | — whoen Time shall shed
His holy insorse o'er the mighty dead,
For ihoe the Sage shall burst his sacred grave,
To guide in death the renlm b lived 1o save ;
Far thes the Chiefl revive the battle™s roar,
And wako the som, whose sires he lod before,

Thus shalt thou triumph, decked with overy gmes,
To charm another and nnoibor mee ;
And, one long day of quenchiless splomdor paat,
Bessed by the beamy god, in glory go ot last !

e



ODE,

Fat Wes Founh ol My, B8N

T the Sages who spoke — to the Heroes wha blod —
To the Day, and the Decd —strike the harp-strings of
glory |
Lat the song of the Ransomed remember the Dead,
And the tongue of the Eloquent hallow the story.
O'r the bones of the Pold
Be that story loag told,
And on Fume's golden tnblots their triempls enrolled,
Whoe on Froedom®s green hills Freedom®s banner unforled,
And the beacon-fire raised that gnve light 1o the waorld.

They nro pone — Mighty Maon!—and they slecp in (heir
fhurmae §
Bhall we ever forget them { — O never | — no, never l—
Lt our Sons learn from ua to ambalm each great nasme,
And the anhoem somil down —* Isdependence forever,” ®
Woke, vake, beart and tongue !
EKeep tho theme ever young —
Lt their deads through the long line of nges be sang,
Who on Freedom's green hills Freedom's banner anfarded,
And the bencon-fire mised that gnve light 1o the wodd.

* Tha dyleg weeds of ihs veserbls Jokn Adswa, whos Steus wa s
July 4



BEONG,

‘Waniias Fer il Parilag Ihsoer given fa Lafliyeais by e SMasssech sewiia
Chisitalds Mrobaied Simmcpiiion s Sord sha daa

Waxe o deod of ather days ;
Bwell the seng of lolty praiso ;
Grntitude’s bright goblon mise, —
Pledge 1o Laraverrs! —
Him, wlo left bis own fair land,
By your fathers’ sides 1o stand,
When Oppression®s guilty brand
In thoir blocd was wot : —

Him, who shared their hoar of woe
Him, wha deali with them each Blow,
Till young freedom’s beaten foe
Tumed his back and fed.
Lol again bebold kim here | —
Ha, wha eamo the sins o choer,
Joins their sons the Filo 1o rear
Der the mighly dend,

That gray Pile shall melt away,

Tomb and tablet shall decay,

Yot shall glory's doed and duy
Maver sot in night.



116 EONG,

Where vour manyred heross sleep,

Children's children long shall weep ;

Thare shall pilgrim warriors keep
Vigila, ever bright.

Sone of An! the mble throng ; —
Swell your glad and petefol song ;
L&t its echoes, lood and long,

Up 1o Heaven ascend !
Never may your hearts forget
Freeman's duty — Freeman's debt :
Fill the cup to LaFAYETTE } —

Fledge your Fathers” Friend !



SE0ONG,

Fai & Fastisal i Fassel Mol — ol Lampr Bymt

Firy, broghors, il | — the brightest pour —
Ta them, the Great and Good,
Whe threnged this Hall, in days of yore,
And firm for Freedom siocd —
And firm, dée.

Mot iben the festive board was spread,
Those galiant men 1o cheer ;
Mot then its chanm the n'i:l:-ul.lp'lm
Like that which sparkles here —
Like that, &e.

From them wend up no marmy song,
When they this temple filled ;
Bat bold * rebedlion” fired each tongue,
And *war® cach bosom thrilled —
And war, &

*T'was for o prouder deed they met,
“I'hat shoald their sames adarm ;
They came & gloricas feast (o sl
For ages yet unbormn —
For ages, deoc.



EONG.

And pobly through their werk thoy went,
In wisdom amd in powar,
And down to us the blessing seal
That crowns this happy bour —
That erowna, dee.

Then, brothers, fill | — the brightest pour —
To them, the Great and Good,
Who reund this Hall, in days of yore,
For us and Freedom stood —
For us, &,



ODE,

For iha Awsizsriaiy Pritirsl of tha Waskiagiim Lijhs lalsiy. —
Midsmp and [Beriy

Thie bugle is husked, and the wor-blade is sheathed
‘Whose flash in the sunbeam 1o triumph directed
Tha olive’s green branch with tho laurel b wreathed,

And Cantent tills the valley that Courage protected,
Go om, lovely Peace,
Bl the war-empesi cease,
Tl the kales of the ocean thy kingdom inonose,
And ithe cnds of the carth swell thy chonms smiblime —
# Bleop, rod-armed Desiroyer, the stumber of Timo | *

Bound the festival board with full hearts we umito,
And pour to our fnthers fame's jparest libation j—
mhmnmrhpngp{tﬂ the foe in r.'l'u::l'l.ahLI
The bald ones who !pdtn.u.nd puve bame oo mason 1
T tha great and the good,
Wi For Libarty stood,
And iraged her prood charer in letters of blood §—
Then raisod iholr glad noles in the chorus sublime —
+ Bloop, red-urmod Destroyer, the slumber of Time1?



O Washingion | dearcst and best of our mee |
Thy decds through the might-cloud of ages shall lighten!
Thy name on his bannur the soldier shall trmeo,
To hallow his death, or his tnomph 1o boghten | —
Nor thee, Lafayeite |
Shall our anthem forget,
Vi'hoso mem burded the bolt where the baitle-clouds met
‘Then wha joined with our sires in the chorus sublime —
¢ Bloop, red-armed Destroyer, the slumber of Time | *

Now ihe bumpor-pledge dmin— for cursclves ot i fow]
May no arm the bright links of our brotherhood sever ;
With & heani for each frend, and a Bade for each foe,
Front face ! 1o the beard and the batile forever |
In mirth and in might,
Fellow-soldicrs, wnsic —
Hand 1o hand st the feast, kand to hand in the fight | —
In frecdom apd peace swell the chorus sublime —
" Bleep, Spoiler of notions, the slamber of Time!?



DEATH OF ANINFANT.

Og little basd ndomed my Eower,
And shed sweet fmgmpee round ;

It grow in benuty, bour by hoar,

T'ﬂL,.lh! lhnﬂpnﬂﬁrmhpﬂ.tr,
And crushed i fo the ground,

Yot not forever in the dust
That beautosas bud shall Te ;
Nal—in the garden of the jusi,
Beneath God's glarious aye, 1 trust,
*T'will bloom agnin on high



TO MONTAGUE,

AN Thisty- v,

O, wo, Il noa forget the day,—

It elairns, ai loasi, a kallowed bour,
A sparhling cup, an honest by,

Bacred 1o friendship’s soothing power.

*Tia nat all iee, this heart of mineg, —
Cieoy throb s warm and yoathiul sl

‘Thai threh, dear Moxtacur, is thine,
Near age nor griel that 1hrob can chill,

Heaw ofien sung, and you haw sweet
To dwell upon the days of cld !

Owar guililess plensures to nopent,
Ero in the world our bearts grew cold !

Faond mm'nuq,rmh‘.'l! Hcllpnllrb:l'tl]ﬁ_g]].;
Like some sweed tale past foys come o'er
The yonrs of ruin backward fly,
And I sm young ond gny once mone.



IO MONTAGUE.

Friend of my soul, in this poor verse
Let one untutored tribute live 3

Hare lot my tongee my love mebearse |
"Tis all, alas | [ have o give.

O, if, fromi timee’s wide-ynwning grave,
There's u.u;hl of mana that | could free,
Oae lime fram dull oblivien s,
"Twould be the lne tkat tells of thee,

Though to the busy world unknown
Each noble net that shrinks from fame,
Goodness its favorite son shall awn,
Aned orphan lips shall bess his name,

Thou'rt the small strenm that silent goes,

B_l;r earth's cald, plmH.ll:g crowil umseEn, —
Yet, all unnoticed 1hough it Sows,

I banks are clothed in living green,

Wi met in that bright, sunmy tlmea,
When every scene was fresh anound,

And youth's warm hoar and manhood’s primes
Have blessed the e that boyhood bound.

Theugh ol of valaod frirnds beni,
I bend, submissivo, 1o the doom §
For thou, the bt the best, ar lefl,
T'o cheor my joumncy e the loank,

123



TO MPNTAGUE,

And now, theo dear ones of cur mee
Have some 1o live oar plessares o'er 3
A Tovely troop, to fill cur place,

And weep for us when we're no more.

Ever, O ever may they keop
The boly chain of friendship bright,
Till, rich in ol that's good, they sleep
With us through death's lang, dreamless night



ORATIONS.

AMERICAN INDEFPENDENCE.
An Dritisn prossenced bekes (bn Tnkobitnts of Bowtsa, July 4, 1525,

‘Wav, on THIS day, lingers along these sacred walls the
sparitckindling anthem ¢ Why, on 708 day, wnits ihe
horsld of God at the aliar, 1o utter forth his boly prayer?
Why, on tHis day, congregate hese the Wise, and the
Good, and ibe Deauntiful of the land ? — Faihers | Friends |
it 8 the Sassarn Dav oF Freepom| The mee of tha
ransomed, with grateful heans and exuling voices, have
again come up, in the sunlight of peace, to the Jubilee of
their Independence |

The story of our country’s sufferings, our couniry's
trismpls, though often and cloquenily wid, is still & story
that cannol fire, and musl mot be forgolien. You will
lisien fo it recital, however unndorned ; amd | shall sot
fear, thercfore, even from the place where your chosen
enia have 0 long steod to dolight and enlightcn, — 1 shall
not fear to address you. Though 1 iell you no new thing,



4 AMERICAN INDEFENDENCE.

I speak of that which can never fall eoldly oo your ears.
You will listen, for voo are the sons and daughters ol the
beroic men who lLighted the beacon of *rebellion,’ and
unfisrled, by i blaze, the rumphant bamner of Ifberty ;
yoar own blood will speak for me. A fecble fow of that
intrepid band are now among vou, yet spared by the grave
for your venormtion ; they will speak for me. Their sink-
ing forms, their bleached locks, their bonarable scars ; —
these will, indeed, speak for me. Undaunted men! how
must their dim eves brighten and their ofd hears grow
voung with mpture, s they look mound oo the bappiness of
their own creation!  Long may they remain, our glad and
gruteful gaze, to teach s all, that we may tressure all, of
the hour of deubt and dagger; and when their God shall
summon them 1o 8 gloriow rest, may they besr 1o their do-
parsed commdes the confirmation of their country’s remown
and their children's felieiry !

We meet to indulge in pleasing remimiscences. Owme
bappy household, we have come round the tmable of
memory 16 banquet oo the good deeds of others, and to
grow gued ourselves, by that on which we feed. Our
bope for remembrancs, our desire to remember friends
and bepefactors, are among the warmest and purest
sentiments of our natige. To ke former we  cling
stronger, as life iuell grows weaker. We know that
we shall forget, but the theught of being forgoien, is the



AMEEICAN [SNPEFENDENTE. ]

desth-koell o the spiri. Though our bodies moulder,
we wonild have our memones [ive. Whea weo sm oo,
we shall oof hear the murmering volee of affection, te
gratelal tribute of prsise; sill, we love o beliove that
that voice will bo mised, and that tribue paid.  Pew s
bumble, thay ey sink below, nose so exalied, thar ey
rise above, this common feelng of bumanhy, The
shipwreeked sailor, thmwn on a shore where buman eye
pever lightened, before be scoops in the buming sand
s last, sad resming-place, scmiches on o (mgment of his
shastered bark the recond of his fate, in the melancholy
bope that It may some day be repensed w e dear ones,
who bad long. looked out in vain for his coming. The
Bursled wurrior, whese foot has todden on crowms,
whose band has divided empires, when be sinks o
wictory's red Beld, and life Fies hunted from cach quiver-

ing vein, mrms his lam monal thought oo thar life w
come, his councry’s hoghtes page.

The mmembmnce we so andently desire, we reoder
anie others. To those who ame dear, we pay our deares
tibute. [t is exhibised in the mos simple, in the most
mublime forme We behold it in the child, digping a
finle grave for its dead favoriee, and marking the spat
with a willow twig and & tear. We behold it in the con-
gregued pation, seting up on high is mooumenml pile
1o the mighty. We beheld iz, lawely, on that green plain,

1
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dyed with freedom’s Emt blood;® an that prowd hill,
epnobled as freedom's first fortrest ;F when the  tongues
of the cloquent, wouckod with creative fire, scomed 1o
bed the dust bomenth them live, ond the bag-buricd come
forth. We behold it pow, bere, in ihis comsccrated
temple, where we have sssembled o pay our anmual
dob of gratitode, to talk of the bold deeds of car ances-
tars, from the day of peril, when they wresthed with the
avige for bis bahright, w the day of glory, when they
preclaimed o new chartor to mon, and gave o pew natson
to the world.

Bory back the tide of time: bow powerfully io us
applies the promise — “ [ will give thee the heathen for
un inboritanes ™| Not mony gonorstions ngo, where you
onow sit, circled with all ihat exalts and cmbellishes civ-
ilized lifie, the ronk thistle podded in the wind, and the
wild fox dig his hole onscared. Here lived and loved
ancther mee of beings.  Beneath the same sun that rolls
over your heads, the Indisn bumier pursued the pamting
doer ; gazing on the same moon that smiles for you, the
Inding bover wooed his dusky mate. Hers the wigwam
blaze besmod on ihe tender apd the holpless, the cpuncil-

fire giared on the wise and the daring. Now they dipped

* eiond Cabebiallon, Al 10 f Bumlicd LR Coleisiution, Jums I7,
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their nobde limbs in your sedgy lakes, and now they
paddied the light cance along your rocky shores. Hers
they warred ; the echoing whoop, the bloody grapple, the
delying death-song, all were here; and, when the tiger
strife was over, hore carled the smoke of pesce.  Here,
oo, they worshipped; and from many o dork bosom
went up o pure prayor bo the (iread Bpidt. He had nog
written His laws for them on tables of siome, but Ha
had tmced them on the tobles of ibeir hearis. The
poor child of nature know not e God of revelntion, bt
“Iﬂﬂlﬂﬂlh!uuihrmhuauﬁmﬂ'lﬂlﬁ:dinmr’rﬂﬁns
arcund. He boheld kim in the star that sank in beauty
behind his lowly dwelling, in the ssered orb that Aamed
on him from his mid-day throne ;—in the flower that
snapped in the moming breeze, in the lofty pine that
had defied n thousand whiflwinds ; —in the dmid war-
bler thar mnever lefl ks native grove, in the fearless
eagle whose untired piniom was wet in closds ;—in the
worm that crawled a1 his food, and in his own maichless
form, glowing with & spark of that light, o whoss myste.
s Soarce he bont, in hamble, though blind adorafion.
And all this has passed pway., Across the ocean came
a pilgrim bark, bearing the secds of life and death. The
former wera sown for you, the latior sprong up in the
path of the simple native. Two hundred years have
changed the chamcter of o great continent, and blovied
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forever from its face a whele, peculiar people, An has
wmrped the bowen of pofure, amd the ancinled children
of edueation have boen too poworfal for the tribes of the
ignorant.  Here and there, o stricken fow remaing bat how
unlike their bold, untamed, uninmesble progensiors!  The
ladias | of fulcoca glance, and lon bearng, the theme af
the touching ballud, the hero of the pathetic tale; is gome!
and his degmded ofspring ermw] upon the soil wheps he
walked in majesty, to romind us how miderable s man,
when the foot of the conquercr is on his neck.

As o reco, they bave witherod from the baed.  Their
arrows ane broken, their springs are dred up, their cabins
are in the dusi. Their council-fire has long sines gone
ot on the ahore, and dheir war-cry B fsat dying away o
the untroddes west, Slowly asd sadly hey climb the
distant mountains, and read their doom in the setting sum,
They wre shrinking bofore the mighty tide which s press-
ing them nway ; they must soon hear the roar of the las
wave, which will seeile over them forever. Ages hence,
the inquisitive white man, as be stands by some growing
city, will ponder om the strocture of their disturbed
remains, and wonder to what manser of person they
bedonged. They will live ooly in the songs and chroni-
cles of their extorminsiors. Lot these be faithful o
their rwde virwes as men, and pay due tribule 1o thoir
unhappy [aie &8 & poople.
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Ta the Pious, wha, i this descri region, built o ity of
eeflage, Little less than 1o the Brave, who round teat ciy
reared an imprognable wall of safety, we owe the blessings
of this day. To enjoy and 1o perpetuste religious frec-
dom, the sacred hemld of civil liberty, they deserted their
pative land, where the foul spirit of pemsceution was up
in it fury, and where mercy had lomg wopi ai the enor-
mities perpetruted n the abused nomes of Jehovah and
Jesug. Y Resist upto blood 1™ blind zealots had foind
in the Bible; and lamentbly, indeed, did they fulfil the
command. With * This saith the Lond," the engines of
creclty were sct in motion ; and many o manyr spint, like
ihe ascending prophet from Jondan's bank, essaped in fire
1o heaven.

Tt was in this night of time, when the incubus of bigotry
saf heavy on the human soud {—

et gowerm i Wpseir Tekicd & Fanrd muibl

Asd wemili] diibseis o'ei e sslioni coilel, —

Whets, wonpped 5 hesp, sara's eapid ehiddess lap,
Thagged ki 5o gleibin, Sonll dvamed there s wmny, =
Townn L, b5 Talil | poiled, by Feedon frnd,

By bapa supparted, mad by e g, —
m“mm“ﬂh Tailes 1" praves,

T vt |Deman Berppadl thr wmstey oof s |

Al it iy poid, 61 Pangh wad w sy, Weir,

Tty pwsilind dwvvima's soag, wad drogrped duvetion's low,

Can we sufficiestly admire the firmpess of this litide
bratherhood, thies self-banished from their country # ==une
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kind nad creel, it wos tree, but still their country | There
they were born, and there, where the lamp of life was
lighted, they had hoped it would go out.  There o father's
bamd had led them, a mother’s smile had warmed ihem.
There were the sunny haunts of their boyish davs, their
kirsfolk, their Triends, their recollections, their all, Yet
all was befl; even while their heartstrings bled al the pari-
ing; ofl was lefi; and a stonmy sco, & swage waste, and
& fearful destiny were encountersd — for Heaven, and for
You.

It is easy emough o prise when suecess hns sanctified
the act; and o fancy that we, too, could endure & heavy
trind, which is 1o be followed by & el roward.  But before
the decd is crowned, while the doers ame vl obout s,
beaning like ourselves the common infirmites of the Besh,
we sinnd aloof, and are not always ready fo discern the
spirit that sustnins and exalis them. When conturies of
experience have rolled away, we laud the exploit an which
wi might bave frowned, il we had fived with those who
left their age bebind 10 schieve . We read of empires
founded, snd people redeemed, of actions embalmed
by time snd ballowed by romancc; and our hearts leap
af the lofty recital ; we feel it would be o glorious thing to
snafch the Inurels of immortal famse.  Buot it B in the day
Ihﬁ,rhmhmﬂhhﬂknhcmmm
stands in every path, amd death is lurking in every comer ;
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— it s then, that the men who are born for great ocea-
gions start boldly from the workds wemlling multiide,
and swonr io fdo, or dic!®

Srca men were by who peopled ihese shores.  Such
men, oo, were thoy who proserved them.  OF these later
Eiul:piﬁtl.w]ln bakbed For ln:tepcnﬂ:m:u,mﬂ I:-u-'ll:c o=
mambmanco of whose deeds this day i3 peculiarly dovoted,
we nre to recolleet that destruction awaited defeat. They
wore “robels,’ obnoxious to the fale of *rebels® They
were tearing asunder tho ties of loyalty, and hazarding all
the sweet endearments of social mnd domestic 1ife. They
were unffended, weak, and waming. Going thas forth
apainst o pownrful and vindictive foe, what could (hey dare
10 hopa ! What had they not w droad?  They could not
Hlllillﬂ:llrmgﬂ.nﬂcmh”mﬂ ﬂtmdmrlndﬁmnr
hamg ita blnck scutcheon over thoir graves, They Jid oot
know that the angel of the Loerd would go forth with them,
and smite the invodors of their sanctsary. They did oot
know 1hal generaticn afler geseration would, on this doy,
nse up apd call them blessed ; thay the slecping quarry
wotild leap forib 1o poy them voiceless bomage ; that their
names would be banded down, (mm fGiber fo son, the
penman’s theme, and the poet’s inspiration; challomging,
thromgh countless years, the gratitude of an emancipated
poople; and the plasdits of an sdmiring wordd! Nol
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They knew, only, that the arm which should protect was
oppressing them, and they shook it off; that the chalics
presentod o their lips was o poisoned one, and they doshed
imwny. They know, coly, that o rod wos sireiched over
thom for their oodacity ; and boscath this thoy vowed
néver to bend, while a single pulse could beot the lnrum
o *rebellion.”  That rod must be broken, or iboy must
bleed | And it wos broken] Led om by their Whashing.
ton; the boroes went forth. Clothed in the panoply of o
rightcous cause, thoy went forth boldly. Guided nnd
guarded by o goed Providomce, they went forth triumph-
antly. ‘They lsbored, that we might find reszy they
Rosght, that we might enjoy peace ; they canquered, that
we might inherit frecdom !

Yoo will mot now cxpect o dewmil of the actions of
that eveniful struggle. To the annalisis of your country
belongs the plensing task of tmcing the progress of & reve-
Ingion, the purest in its origin, and the most stupendous in
its consequences, that ever gladdened the world.  To their
fidelity we commit the wisdom which planned, and the
valor which nccomplished ik The dust of every contested
mound, of every rescued plain, will whisper so them their
duty, for it is dust that breathed and bled ; the ballowed
dust of men who would be free, or nothing.

There, in ibe sweet bour of eventide, the child of senbi-
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ment will linger, and conjure up their martyr forms.  Herces,
with their parments rolled in blood, will marshal round
him. The thrlling fife-note, the drum's heart-kindling
beat, will again run down the shadowy rnks; the shor,
commanding word, the futal wolley, the dull death-groan,
the glnd burrah ! ognin will break on bis cheated ear.
The batile that sesled his country’s fate, his country’s
Frecdom, will rage before him inoall i dreadiul splendor.
Apd when the niry papeant of his fancy fades in the
gathering mists, ho will turn his foctsieps from the scred
ficld, with a warmer gratiade, and & decper reverence for
the pgallant spirite who resigned dear life in defence of
life's dearest blessing.

TaE *feclings, manners, and principles,’ which led ta
the Declamtion of the Fourth of July ™76, shine forth in
the memomable language of its great nuthor. Ho and hés
bald breahron procinimed that all mon were areated equal,
nnd endowed by their Creator with the right of liberty ;
that, for the security of ihis right, povornment was institused,
and that, whon it violaied its trosi, the governed might
nbolish i. That crisis, they declared, had arrived; and
the injurics and usarpations of the parent country were no
fangor 1o bo cndured, Recounting the dark camlogue of
aluises  which 'Ihﬂ_"' bwd nﬂ-':md., and u.prul!iug i iha
Bupreme Judge of the world for the rectitude of their ns

-
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tenticns ; in the name and by the authority of the Feople,
the caly foumain of legitimate powor, they shook off for-
ever their allegiance to the British erown, and pronounced
the united colonies an Independent Nation |

What their *feelings, manoers, and principles,’ Jod
them to publish, their wisdom, valor; and perseverance,
enabled them to establish. The blessings socured by the
Pigrims and the Poiriows have descended 10 ws In the
virtue and intellipoece of the inberitors we confide for their
dumibon. They who attained theem have lol us their ex-
ample, and bequeathed us their blood. We shall pever
forged the one, unless we prove recreant to tbe other. On
the Doric columns of religions and civil liberty o ma-
jestic temple bas boon reared, and they who dwall within
ils walls will never bow in bondage to man, il they forget
i berd in reverencs to God,

Tee schievement of Amercon Indspendence was noi
merely the separation of & few obscure colonies from their
parcal reslm ; it was fhe procticn] annusciation fo croabed
man, that he was ercaied free | and it will stand in history
the epoeh, from which to compute tbe real durmtion of polit-
fcal liberty.  Iniclerance and tyranony had for ages leagued
i keep their victim down., While the former could re-
main the pious guardian of his conscience, the lutier knew
it had npothing to fenr from his coumge. He wos theim,
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soul ned body. His intellectunl encrgios wore paralyzad,
that he might not bebold the corruptions of the church;
ond his physcal powers wore fettored, that he should net
rise wp agningl the alases of the state.  'Thus conturies of
darkness rolled awny.  Light, indesd, broke from time to
time ; bt it ooly served fo show the sarmounding clouds ; —
bright stars, bere and there, locked out § but they were the
stars of & gloomy night. At bongth, the morming dawnod,
when omne gencration of your ancostors wilbed that none but
their Maker should guide them in their duty o3 Christians ;
and ihe perfoct day shome forb, when onother doclored
that from pone but their Moker would they derve their
immunities ns Man,

Ir, in remembering the oppressed, you think the op.
F_trl'l HI.EH'I. sl 1 I'urﬂﬂl!r:ll.,l ITI:EIII urge that I]m
splendid result of the great struggle should fally reconcile
us o the medooss of ihese whe rendened that anaggle
necossary.  We may forgive the prosumption which  de-
clared * its right *1o0 bind the American Colonies,” for §t
wos wolully cxpinted by the humilintion which * ackpowl-
oidged” those swme * Amerienn Colomies” 1o by * Sovars
cign and Independent Swies.' The immediale workers,
mﬁﬂﬂpﬂiﬂliﬁquirfhnmpumlqmy. “The mildew
of shame will forever focd upen their memorics ;—n
brand bas boen set upon their deeds, that even Time's all-
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gnawing tooth can never destroy.  But they Aure possed
awny; and of ol the millicas they mEruled, the millions
ihoy wowld have misruled, hew fow romainl  Anciber
mce i there to lameat the felly, another here to magmify
the wisdom, thai cud the knotl of empire. Bhall these
inheent ond entail everlasting eomity 7 Like ibe Cartha-
giminn Hamélear, shall we come up hither with owr chil-
dren, amd on this holy altar swear the pagnn oath of
endying hate?  Even our goaded fathers disdnined this
Lot s fulfil their words, amd prove tothe people of Eng-
land, that, *in peace,’ we koow how to trenl them ‘os
friends” They have been twice told that, *in war) we
know how to meet them ‘s encmics;' and they will
hordly nsk apother lesson, for i@ may be, ihat, when the
third trumpet sholl sound, o woice will ccho along their
sea-girt clifi—* The Glory Aoy departed I’

Some few of their degesemio ones, iainting the bowers
where they sit, decry the grovwing greatness of a land they
will not love; and others, after eating from car bashet,
Mdﬁn}hﬁfmmmr@phﬂmhpﬂ.rfmﬁh
senseless libel agninst o people st whose fircsides they
were wormed. Bul o few pems dipped in gall will sot
retard cur progress: ket not & few tongues, fesiering in
Malsehoond, disturt our ropose. Wi have these omong us,
who are able both to pare ihe lalons of the kile and pull
owl the fags of the viper; who can Iny bare, for the dis-
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st of afl good men, the gangrene of the insolent reviewer,
and inflict such o cruel mark on the bock of the mortified
runaway, as will long take from him the blessed priviloge
af being forgosten.

These rude detmetors speak oot, we tnst, the feelings
of thair nation. Thmo, the grend correcior, is there (s en-
lighsening both raler and ruled. They are weading in our
sieps, cven ours, nnd are E‘lﬂmﬂr. Ihugh lhI"l}'. |:||.|1|ir|.g'
up tbwir ancient religioas and political landmarks,  Yielding
to the liberal spint of the age,— o spint born and fostered
bore, —they arc not only loosening their own fong-rivesed
shackies, bt are mising the voice of cncourmgement, and
extending the hand of assstance, to the *rebels® of ather
climes.

[q.*h u'dlﬂ'uhlpn-d,nmﬂqt!{qﬁlmmh;
nnid oven om this ocension, sinnding in the mids of my
proerous-minded countrymen, | may Ffearlessly, willingly,
ncknowledge the deb.  We owe England much ; == noths
ing for her maryrdoms; nothing for her proseriptions ;
nothing for the mnocent blood with which she has staiped
the white robes of religion and Eberty ; — these elnims our
fibers cancolled, awd bor monarch rendered them amd
fhwiirs & full soquitance forever. Bul for the living treas.
ures of ber mind, garoered up and sprond abroad for cen-
turics by hor great and gified, who that has drnk at the
lpﬂﬂmihrpuﬂrhwhlhlhldnwu from

E-
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the deep fountains of her wisdom, who that speaks, amd
reads, and thinks ber language, will bo slow to own his ob-
lizntion ¥  Ona ol vour purest ascended parricts, he who
compasscd seo apd land for Liborty ; whose cardy voice
fior hor echoed round yonder consccrated hall ; whese dying
seceals for ber wend upi:l soditude amd '-:ﬂ-':rina: from the
ooran ;= when he s down to bless, with the lnst foken of
o father's remombranco, (he son, who wonrs his mantls
with his name, — bequeathed him the reconded lessons of
Englapd’s bost and wisest, opd sealed the legey of love
with o proyer, whese full accomplishment we hve o wit
nees—‘thal ihe spirit of Liberty might rest upon him."*®

Wmie we bring our offerings for the mighty of our own
land, slall we not remember the chivalrous spirits of ofher
shaores, who shared with them the hour of weakness and
wor ! Pile o the clouls the majmte columns of glory ;
bt thae Tips of those whe con 4 spoak well, hallow cach spot
whero the boses ol your Bald reposo 5 but forgel ned thess
who with voar Bald went out io banbe,

Among these men of noble daring, there was One; 8
youang and pallant stranger, who lofl the blushing vine-hills
of lis delightful Prance. The poople whom be came 1o
piccor were nol bis people ; — he knew them oaly in the

* Hea Life of Josud Quirey, Ji., 5 s son, Tasiah Couleey, Mapst of Pomiss,
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wicked story of their wrongs. Ho was no merconsry ad-
ventarer, striving for the spoil of the vanquished ; — the
palsce acknowledged him For its lord, and the valley yield-
ed him its increase, He was po namcless man, sinking
life for ropumation ; — he mnked among pobdes, and looked
usawed wpon kings. Ho was no (riendless ouicast, secking
for a grave to hide o broken heart —he was ginlled by
ihe companions of his childhood ; his kinsmen were about
hifimi; his wife was bofore him !

Yet from all these he tumed away. Like a lofty tres,
that shakes down its green glorics, 1o batile with ke winter
storm, he flung aside the trappings of place and pride, 1o
crasnds for frecdom, in frocdop®s holy land.  He camo
—bist mot in the day of suocessful ® rebellion ;" wol when
the new-risen sun of independence bad burst the cloud of
time, and carcered 1o it placo i ibo heavens.  Ho came
when darkness curmined the hills, and the tempost was
abroad in its anger j=—when the plough siood still in the
field of promise, and bebors owmbered the garden of beauty.
He came when fathers were dying, and mothers were
woeping over them ; — when the wife was binding up the
gashed bosom of her husband, and the maiden wos wiping
the death damp from the brow of her lover. Ho came
when the brove begnn fo Foor the power of man, ond tho
pious to doubt the fuvor of Ged.

It was then ihat this Ono joined the mnke of o rovalted
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poople.  Freedom's litle pholanx bade him o groteful wel-
come,  With them he courted the batibe's mge ; with thains
bis nrm was lifted, with theirs his blood was shed. Leng
and doubtful was the conflict. At length, kind Heaven
m‘hdmlhqgnudmu-,luﬂlhhﬂmhrﬂmﬂ.
The profane were driven from the tomple of Liberey ; and
ol her pure shrine the pilgrim warrior, with his sdoroed
Commander, knel and worshipped, Leaving there his
offoring, the incemse of an uncorrapiod spirit, be ot length
rese up, and, erowned with benodictions, iurned his happy
foot towards his loog-desericd home,

Afer nessrly Gty yenrs, that One has some ogain.  Can
mortal tongee tell; can mortal beart feel; the sublimity of
that coming ?  Exuhing millions rejoizs in it, and their losd,
long, tramsporting shout, like the mingling of many winds,
rolls an, undying, to freedom's farthest moustnins, A cone
greguicd pation comes round him. 04 men bless him, and
children reverence hime  The lovely come out to look upan
him, the loarned deck their halls §o greet bim, the rolers of
the land rise up to do him bomage. How his full heart
lubors!  He views the rusting trophies of departed days, he
tronds the high places where his brethren moulder, bhe bepds
before the tomb of hés * Fother* ;—his words are tears
—the speech of sl remembrapce, Bul he looks round
upon o mansomod land and a joyous race ; ho bebolds the
blessings these irophics sceured, for which these brethren
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died, Ffor which that *Father® lived j=—and ognin his
words aro iears —ihe cloquence of gratitude and joy.

Spread forth creation [the a map; bid earib's dead mul-
tisudes revive ;—and of all the pageant splendors that
evar plitbered o tho san, when looked his buming cye on s
sight like this? Of all the myriads that have come and
gone, what chenshed minion over maled an hoar lilke this ?
Many have struck the rodeeming blow for their own free-
dom ; bul whe, like this man, as baned his bosom in the
cause of grngers?  Others bave lived in the love of their
own people ; bt who, like this man, bas dmnk his sweetest
cp of welcome with another 7 Matchless chief! of lljnq."l
immorinl inblets, there B one for kim, for bim alone!  Oh-
livion shall nover shroud is splendor ; the everlasting flasme
of liberty shall geard it, that the generations of men may
ropeat tbe pame rocorded thero, the beloved wame of
Lafayette |

Trey whoe cndured the barden of the confliel are (s
poing 1w thoir rest.  Ewvery passng gale sighs ovor another
m’-m;mﬂ,em]mmﬂmhﬂ.m@;lﬁﬂmrﬂd
old soldier of the revolution, will be scen no more.  Soon,
1o soon, will you ssek in valn for even ooe, who ean poll
you af that day of stout heans and stroag hands  Yoa
Intcly beheld, on yonder glorious hill, & group of ancient
men, baring their gray heads beneath the blaze of heaven;
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but never more at sech & sight will your grateful beans
grow soft. These will never sgnin sssemble on earth.
Thoy hove sioed together in war, they have congregabed
in peace; thoir noxt meoting will b in the Bebds of
olomity. Thuy must shortly sleop in the bosom of the
band they redeemed, and 1o that land's rencwn will alone
ba their remembrnce.

Lat us chorish thoss who remain o link the living with
the dead.  OF these, let ono thought, to=day, rest on Him,
whose pen and fame this day has rendered immertal.
Wigh him, ioo, now that tho bider foeds of o hitter hour
are forgolten, we may sssockile Another, the venerabls
suceessor of our Woshington. Here broke his morming
railEnen, amd hero yel linger his ovening beams,

B e L o el bt ol sy b et
Nigha deww fall nsi mors penilp in ihe groasd,
Hor wenry, worn-aod winds oapire se el
Bokald him, 0 tha eves-lide of lile,

A L el it |
Py ipriveived digonr b wears vwn ),
Vit a1l Wi, Soems aper il kia wlag | ™

| kook round in wvoin for two of your cxnlied patricts,
who, on your lnst festival-day, sa1 here in the midst of
you j—Ffor him, who then worthily wore the highest hosors
you could bestow, who in your pame greeted your Nation's
Guest, and ook kim by iba hand and wopd ; for Bim, ioo,
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who devoted 10 your service a youth of cosmge, and an
age of counsel ; who long ruled over you in purity and
wisdom, and then, gently shaking off his digmities, retired
1o his mative shades, ladon with vour bove. ‘They have
both passed awny, and the tongues thot bade the * Aposile
of liborty " welcome, will never bid him farewell.

In the place of the Fathors shall be the children. To
the scal which Eustis and Brooks ndomed, the people of
this stale have unmibed o clevale one, whom they have
ofien delighted %o homor. He sits where they sat, who
ware laboring in the vineyard even before he was bam
His pame adds another bright stud i the golden scuicheon
of the Commonwealth. While his hoart warms with hanest
Fﬂtﬂﬂemﬁﬂﬂemﬁ]ﬁuﬂf umdin.him.'Iu
will wisely remember what that confidence expects from
hi, i the discharge of his bigh trust. Chosen by all, he
will govern for all ; and, thus sestaining his woll-camed
reputation, may he live long in the affection of a genercus
people !

I shall not omit, an this oceasion, o congratulate you
on ihe rosult of an election, which has recently mised w0
the highest staton in your republic omo of your most
dustinguished citizons.  While, however, the andent wishes
of se many have been crowned by this gratifying event,
it is not 1o be forgotien, thai there are those among
s, men of pure and patrotic minds, whe responded ot
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Amen 1 the geoeml voice, | should be ashamed of the
feelngs which would imsalt theirs by ma anworthy cxulia-
o,  ‘The illusmous odivedesl, whom the repressnbs-
tives of the naticn have promounced * most wonhy,' woald
be the G @ frown wpon it 6e be has ever been among
the first to acknowledge the merits of his exalied competi-
tors. To the high-minded fricnds of these, in commen
with us afl, this day omil i rivs befong; amd 1 canmot
violate (b tnest confided 10 me, | will nol subject mysell
o & pang of regret, by the indulgence of language, whach
should send o single being from this ploce, with & lesa joy-
o spirit than bo entered it It & safor to b doll than
batter; and | would rther 1o should all be willing 1o forget
the labor of this heur in charity, than that cne nmang you
gheald few] compolled o mmember it in unkindness,

I have alluded 10 this event, pot menely for the purpose
of obtroding upon vou the cxpression of peroaal gratifiea-
tiom, but beeause it offers anotber striking prool of the -
bility of our froe institulione.  Since the strife of 1500, we
bave pot witnessed so violens & coolest as this, through
which we have laiely passed ; vet now, how quiot are be-
come 1ho olements of discord | With & praisewonhby for-
bearmmcs, all, or nearly all, bave bowed to the expression
af the public will, and seem detormincd, in the wonds of
ane of his accomplished rivals, 1o judge the ruler of the
pation * by his messares.’
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While tis spirit triamphs, we have oothing to dresd
from the animasities of party. However turbulent, they
will b harmless. Like the commoions af the physieal
world, they will be necessary., Far distami be the day,
when it must be sid of this country, that it has no partes ;
for it must be alio said, iff any one be bold encugh to sy
it, that it bas no liberties. Let bawk-eyed jealousy be for-
wver on the alen, 1o waich the fotsteps of powsr. Lot it
ke courteous in language, but stern and unbending in prine
ciple. Whoever he may be, whererer be may be, that
wenld w2rike i the people’s rights, lei him. hear the peopls’s
woioe, proclaiming that ‘whom it will, it can st up, and
whom i will, it can set down.'

Feor pot party zeal — it is the salt of your exisience.
There are po parties uider a8 despotism.  There, po man
lingers round a ballot-box ; no man drinks the poison of a
leenlierus press; no mas phos tessen af 8 debating
motiety; no man distracts his besd about the science of
government.  All there is 0 calm, unrufled wea; —evena
dead sea of black and bitter waters. Bt we move upon a
living stream, forever pure, forever rolling.  les mighty tide
sametimes flows kigher, and rushes faster, than its wone, and
o it bounds, and fosme, and dashes along in sparkling vio
lemoe, it ow and then throws up s flesey cloud ; but thia
rises oaly 1o disappear, and, as it fades awny before the out-
hﬁihgiubﬂ.rﬂufpilrﬁhm._rnuh:hd:lupuqium

H]
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the minbow sigoal of roturning pesoe, arching up s declane
Ihil}uﬂahim'ilmr.

Anp now, il is no voin speech lo sy, the oyes of the
workl have beenlong upon us.  For neady fifty years we
have run the glorious mee of empire.  Friends have guzed
in fear, and foos in scoen; bul fear s lest in joy, and scom
i# turmang o wonder.  The great experiment has succeeded,
Hnuﬁdhchnlﬂlh:lpﬂ:tudeqflhﬂd,thq-: arowh 18
wisdom, whoss mitre i purity, whoss heraldry ia tnlend; o
land, whene public sentiment is supreme, and where every
man may orect the pyrmmid of bis own Gir fome.  They
behold, they believe, and they will imite. The day is
coming, when thrones can no looger be supported by
parchment rolls. It is not o leafl of writing, signed ond
scaled by three fril, mortal mes, that can forever keep
down suffering millions : these will fsey they will pant ©
another seroll; o that, of whoss bold signers our Three®
remain; our Three, whose ‘alliance’ was, indeed, a
‘hely " ome, for i mel the approving smile of & Hely
God |

Many must suffer defoat, and many must taste of death ,
bt froodom®s battde will yed bo fought and won,  As Heaven
unbinds the intellect of man, his oen fght arm will rescus

® foha Aduma, Charles Carrell, Thomas Befrren — tha imrvising sigeers of tha
Declarntivn of Tedopradente,
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hig body,  Liberty will you walk abrood in the gardens of
Europe. Her hand will pluck the grapes of the south, licr
eye will warm the snow.drifts of the porth, The crescent
will go down in blood, from that * bright clime of banle amd
of song,’ for which He died, that noble Briton, that warrar
bard, who, like the youathie] Lafnyotie, oplified his geoer-
o arm in defeace of a people Bot bis own,

And to this young land will belang the praise. The
sinuggling mations point 1o our exnmple, snd I their own
langues repeal the cheering language of our sympothy.
Already, when o masterapiril towers amoag them, they eall
hin —their Washingion, Along the foot of the Andes,
they breathe in grasitude the name of Clay ;— by the fvy-
buriod ruins of the Parthcoon, they bloss the eloquonce of
Webstor !

Fetrow Citizess, my imperfect sk is ended. [ bave
todd you an old @le; b you will forgive that, for it is ooe
of your country's glory.  You will forgive me that [ have
gpoken of the simple crentures who were here from the
beginning, for it was to tell you bow much had been
wrought for you by Piety; you will forgive me that | bave
lingered roamd the green graves of the dead, for Bl wos 1o
romind you how much had beon schioved for you by Pa.
triotim.  Forgive me, did [ say? Woald you have for-
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mivon ma, i [ had nel done this ? EMHLM‘M T
have wasted this happy hour in cold and doubtfidl specula.
tion, while your bosoms were bounding with the holy (hreb
of gratitude ? ﬂ'm—itmnﬂlfm’t!uywmup
hither. The groves of leamning, the holls of wisdom, you
bave deseried ; the crowded man, the chambers of beanty,
you have made solitnry——that here, with free, exulting
voices, before the anly throne i which the free can bend,
your bearts might pour forth their fll, gashing tribute to
the bepslsctors of your counlry.

On that country Heaven's highest blessings are descend-
ing. [ would not, for 1 peed not, use the language of
inflation ; bug the docreo bas gooo forth, ond 03 sure os the
blie arch of creation is in beauty nbove us, so sure will
h|m[hum?£h1hﬂﬂnmiﬁnp1hﬂtmnﬁnﬂ!ﬂtmﬂljr
Imagination cannod cutsirip realify, when i1 contomplobes
our destinics s & people.  Where Nature slepd in bor soli-
tary boveliness, villages, and cities, and states, bave smiled
inde being. A giguobic nation has been b Labor mmil
art are adomning, and science is oxalting, the lond that re-
ligion samctified, and liberty redeemed.  From the shores
to the mouniains, from the regions of frost to the valleys of
eternal spring, myrinds of bold and underssamling men are
uniting to strengthen o governmend of their own cholee,
nnd perpetuate the institutions of their own ercation.
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The germe wallod over the cocan bas strack its decp
reol in the earh; and mised is high head to the clouds.

Mk kridicdd ks #e®, il [leaktn bebel, asd Hemed
Fis brmchs glaiies, speeading o'er tha TV oL

Rt wismamar guide, thé mpmler o & diy,

Borm but Lo bloss, w5l Ui 1o s ey, =

A piant Oub, it lifle ile beftp form,

Orerar in L e, and MirerSens @ e fanm.
Lo i e obide abyull oibbren®s chibdsen come,
And webiiens Farth's o mssadeiem 6w hewr.
Lang wheisll [i liwe, wadk evimy bl doly,

Tl nimesy Lasn whinlwvind wasap tha vaulied aky.
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Al s drbrered brlee e Hosvichuirite Basirty Fot e Bapjerimies of
Islsnparnncy, 12

In discharging the duty which has been confided to me,
I shall use great plainness of speech. The themes that
lead to the pleasant ficlds of poetry; and tempt the wan-
darer io linger nmong the boaafiful creations of fancy, are
for other and happier semsona,  The purpose for which we
hove nsembled, awskoning, ms it doos, 50 many painfial
nesccintions, bolds no communion with the bright rogions
of romance —we troad the coll, gy wasie of reality.
The hour befare us is one of severe and fearful reflection ;
nnd it becomes him who hos boen selected to cosupy ity to
speak the words af truth and scbormes,

We have met io moum over o calamity which, like oo
of the plagues sent 1o curse anciemt Egypt, bas come * upon
1, and upon our peopbe, and indo our houses, and into our
bed-chambers,’ and is desolating the land, We have met
ta bear our testimony agninst Drunkenpess —and we call
upon all good men o siand forth, and cheer us with: their
influomes amd example. Wa implore them as Christinns,
as Patriots, o9 Philanthropists, 1o join in the labor asd
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ihe prass of oxtirpating o vieo that has mken devp root in
our nation, spreading to s remotest borders, and dropping
in its lovoliost paths the secds of misery, disonso, and death.

The speetncle before us is indecd appalling.  The vie-
tGms of intempempoe are wisting around us in Frightful
mumberE. Nﬁhrlﬂ,mup‘mmk,mhhﬂ,h
unsabdued by the subtle destroynr.  Man falls away from
his glorious destioy, and woman i degraded from her
mngel station ; the young bow their fhees i the beauty of
their promise, the matune are arrested in e pride of their
usefulness, and the white locks of the old seck the tomb in
disgruce ; the rich are overcome in their splendid mandons,
the poor in iboir dreary bosels; the arm of labor is pam-
lymed, the light of learning is extinguished ; genius is
siruck down in his cogle carcer, and the holy functicas of
piety are defiled in the dust.

Friends — we may not st in silence, while ths devasta.
lion is going on \Tuhlvnldnl]lhpﬂ‘f-nrm;lidihl
we woull do effectunlly, we must do unitodly, It is timo
for us to speak ;—the ear that would be deal 1o the kind
whisper of individuml remoastmnce, must bear the congre-
gated woices of on alormed commanity.  Above all, it &
time for s b act ;— the sin that shrowds sl in the broad
manile of custom, custom must expose apd dostroy. A
vt propartion of the cases of confirmed intemperance may
be tmoed, pot 30 much io any inpste deprovedness, as fo
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ibe crufly workings of the unrcproved wsages of scowety;
and we, who coatinue to follow these usges, even while
win laugh ot thom, are curselves mors of less chargeablo
with the evils we lament over, and are bound 10 exert cur
efforts for the alleviation of tbem. 1 say, our ofins — pot
maerely those which are exhausied in amcmbling to hear
ndinonilory addnesses, oo often anly erilieised and forgotien
—in showering sbroad tmeis, *that scem o pas off like
n ihick Mighi of anow, leaving no trece of ibeir posage,
and disappearing where they [l ; —ihese things, cor-
tninky, are nod fo be lef undone ; but if we would have
'ﬂ:ﬂdﬂrlnr:nn'll,mming mone muaf be done alsa
Loost of all can we rely on the ussssisiol amm of ou-
ﬁmﬁy. witnnr:inw:hu the lnws, but wa |n:|:|.'uwr.'ll im=
voko the dead,  Laws com only operato whon the mischiof
is dume. Prevention Is what we want— remedy utterly
loses s chamcicr.  lmdeed, though we very properly
puanish the thief and the murderer, for crimes against which
wi oll et pur fhoes, with whal consisicncy can wo punish
the drunkard, for an offence to which cor own duily prac-
tices noiurally losd bim? We do all bui the deed our-
#elvos — we iread an the borders of ibe forbadden ground,
and then angnly cry out for justice on him who gocs ono
step farther. * Enforce the lows!” exclaims some virue
ously-indignant citizen, as by behobds the low-born drunk-
anl shaming the fair faso of day — enforce tho laws|®
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and with thise words on his Hps, he coolly aranges the
evening club, from the carcusings of which i he rolires
unexposed, il is bocousy the shades of night do more for
him than his own prodense. *Suppress drinking-houses
nnd sodn caablishmens !’ cries the anvous father, who
shudders lest his son may drink thers of the waters of
death, which, kowever, b is nol ai all afrid to press upon
his friceds at bome. ' Why does not government impese o
tax on domosic spirits 7 * is the inquiry of one, who sis al
his leaded nnble, boasting of the age of his foreign liquoss,
and recouniing the verious voyages that have rendered
tbom so exquisite. Truly, there i 2 hinle absurdity in
those things. Besides, we may fioe and imprison o poor
wresch, now and then, for intoxsontion ; but it will go oaly a
Litde wuy to redoce the evil — it will not leach him tem-
permnce.  We may lessen the number of dmm-shops that
pour forih their steams of abomination from every bole and
camer; but we all know that many a man becomes a
drunksrd bofore be sots his foot within one— i will not
teach him temperance.  We may call upon our ralers to
iy beavy duties on imporied and domestic liquors; bt
should they even be couragecss onoagh 1o o so, it would
oaly tempt the importer 1o beoome a smuggber, and instract
the distillor 1o outwit the oxcisoman — perhaps it might put
money into the public treasury — bot it would met teach
men lemperance. No! we mast go beyond all this —we
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musst first minister 0 ourselves. Bofore we movive old
laws, we must abolish old cusioms.  Before we appeal o
the government, we must prove our sincerity by becoming
ﬂﬂ'ﬂ‘hh’*‘tﬂm The baw we nead in that which must
apeak in the unwritien majesty of Public Opinion. Tha
people’s wirtue mist enact it and the people’s practice
must be its enforcement.

Bt it sy be anid that misch which the friends of Tem.
perance would abolish, is harmless ; and that we nesd ot
debar ourselves from the innocent recreations of soeial and
convivinl [ife, simply becnuse some are weak onough is
pervert them. It B undoubtedly tnoe, that we are not re-
quired to copy ihe mecerafing susicrities of the monk's
aell, for fear men should become glettons, nor to dip our
cup ooly in the hermit’s spring, lest they should tumn
drmkarde. Our Croator has not sprend before us o boun-
ﬁm.ﬂﬂqmcrﬂyhufnrlﬁﬂmappmhhil. Eli“.rllf
we behold that there ore many, weak cnough to abuse
thess innocont recrentions, and o whom an indulgence in
them s med harmless — i our example serves 10 epcoamge
hud'm'li:l'nﬁnuﬂwlﬂuh,ﬂ cnnmal er,'in:ﬂ'mﬂ}'hud
to their destroction— we have ned the right, the moml
right, 1o make them constant stumbling-blocks in the path
of those who have more focling and less philosophy than
ourselves. It becomes us, if not, in common charity, to set
ibem entirely aside, oi least, o8 well-wishers 1o society, to
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inquite how far we are justificd n moking them, as oo
many of us do; the doily tost of hospitality, the unerring
touchstione of friendship, the universal oocompaniment of
all socisl inbepcourss.

I is truly astonshing 1o bebold bow completely the habit
of unnccessary drinking porvades the varous clssses of our
community. In one way or another, it s their morning
o evening devotion, their nosnday and midnight snerifice.
From the highest grade 1o the bowest, from the drwing-
oo 8o the kiches, from the gentemon to the laborer,
down descends the amversal cistom § — lrom those wha i
long st tho wine thai hos been rocked upon the sceon, and
ripeoed beneath an Iedian sky, down to those who soloce
thomselves with the fiery liqueor that bas cursed mo other
shores ihan cur own = down, till it reaches the misemble
abode, where the fathor ond mother will bave ram, tough
the children q.rr:l'nr lrad = down to the botbom, eves fo
the prison-house, the forlorn inmate of which hails him lis
bt friend, who is cunning enoagh to convey to him, undis-
covered, the oll-consoling, the oll-correding poison.

Young men must oxprss the warmsh of their mutual
regard, by daily and nightly Bbations o1 same fsbiosable
hotel — it is the custom. The mwore advonced ke fums
in finging open their own doors io each olber, and the
parity of their estoem is testified by the oumber of bottles
they can empty togother — it s the custom.  The husband
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e i baat cavil o commemanmte the secidemial visii of hia
sequaintancs by o gless of mocient spirt, and the wifie holds
it's duty o cebabrate the flying call of her companion with
o inste of the latest liqgueur— for this, also, i the custom.
The inieresting gosipry of every liba evening colerio
must be enlivencd with the costomary cordinl.  Custom
demands thal wlbe quarrels, porhops penemicd owver o
frendly cup, apother fhendly cup mu#t dmown,  Foolish
wagers nre laid, to be ndpsted o foolish drinking — the
rich citizen stakes n dozen, the poor ope 8 dmm,  “Tha
limsk minor panting for twenty-one,” baplizes his new-born
mnhood in the strong drink to which he intends training i
up. Births, mardages, nnd burinls, are all hallowed by
strong drink.  Anniversarics, civie festivifies, military dis-
pays, municipal elections, and oven religious ceremonials,
mnﬂﬁ.ﬂgﬁﬂmﬂ! strong drink. “':Pulil:inu] :pl'l.m
of n litike noisy doy, and the colmssus whose footsteps mil-
liena wait upon, must alike be apotheosised in liguor, A
magh-hown statesman is toostod of, and drank ot to his
twoe kn one plesc, while kis boisiorous  adversary sits
ﬁ'n:luﬂi the =mme mummery im another. Here, in their
brimming gheses, the ndberents of some sweoeslul candi-
inte mingle iboir congpratulaiions; and thers, in Gke man.
wer, the partisns of his defeated rival forget their chagrin.
Even ihe great day of nafional emancipation is, with too
many, only o great doy of drinking ; and the proud song of
1
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deliverance i trolled from the lips of those, who wre besd-
ing body amd soul to a viler thraldom than that from which
their ibors rescued them.

I need not swell the catalogue — it were o shorier sk
1o tell where liquors do nol abound, than where they do.
And all these rthings would enly wake n smile, bot ilat
their consequences maoke us sl and ought to moke us
wise. ls it not here thal the mischiel we moam evor
begns # —and if s0, cught not the reformation 1o begin
here alsa? Look back to the days of childhood. Call up
round you the litle groups thay made your young hours
bappy. Faollow them aloag, from year o yoar, o8 you and
they grew older. Hemember how this ome and that one,
the geperous and the gifted, dropped off from your sides
into the gmve. Did not intemperance dmg them down?
—nnd was it not amad the innocent recreations of society
that they were firsd cnsnared?  Connol many a paredt,
many n wile, many o husbamd, here fied the soarce of days
and nights of angaish?  May we nol select some youthful
victim of excess, and truoe him back, step by step, to these
harmless indulgences — these innocent recrentions ? - Hove
wa pol seen

*Tiyn yowng disass, tha mei wabdes oz bnph,
Girew with dhair prowib, ssd osghes s i ea sapk !

Could bhe repeat— alas! he cannot — his mind is sunk in
his body's defilement — but could be for 3 moment shake
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off his lethargy, and repeat to ua the siory of his errors, =s
fmithdally ns be looks their odious consqoences, e would
tell s that 1o the nmocent enpoyments of hospitality amd
festivity ke owes his ruin — that the warramied indulpenses
of comvivial life bed the way to the habitunl debasch, which
has finally set upon him ihe seal whereby all men may
know the drunkanl He would sell us that he was oeoe
worihy of o bappier destiny —that be stepped on lifes
potbway, rojoicing in purity amd bope—thai he was
blesmed wilh & frame for vigorows action, and o hear for
the world®s endearing charitics —that bis oye boved the
beasties of natupe, and his spirit adered the goodness of
nature’s God.  But he would tell os, that, in an evil howr,
he found be had follen, even before be know he was in
damger — that the cusioms of sociely bad first enticed kim,
and then unfiited him for its duties — that the wreaths they
had imsidiously ffung rownd him bardened 1o fetters, and he
pould pot shake them off. e would iell us that over the
first diseovery of his fatn] lapse his alarmed parcots wept,
and he mingled his team with theirm —that 2 he grow
meare angaarded in bis offence, thoy mised the nngry woice
af reproof; and he braved it in sullen silence —ibat o8 he
became still more vile and brotish, kindred and (Hend
turped their eold eyes nway from him, and his expiring
sbame feli a guilty relicf.  He would fel] ws, ibai, oi lengih,
just not hated, be has reached the lowest poat of living
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degradation — that in his hours of frenzy be s locked up
in the recoptacle for the nfamous, and in his lueid ntervals
let out, & moving beacon i warmn the viruoos. — Could he
anticipate the end of his unhappy story, be might tell us
ihat yet a Bobe while, and his shom and wrotched cansor
will be ended — that the fuiher who bung over his omdle,
wenving bright visions of his son"s future greatmess, will foel
n dreadiyl satisfhetion ns he gazes upon him in his coffin—
that the mother who lulled him (o sleep on her besom, and
joyed to waich his waking, will pot dare to murmur thay the
l]-np'l:l:mru:-npuu him, out of which on earh b will
nover awake —thai the grave will be glodly made ready 1o
receive him — that as, * while Gving,' he forfeited * fair re-
pown,’ 0, ' doubly dying,” be muost
 1Bsdews

T thes wils duan, fosdy whiases ha prsg,

e, mabomorad, sod sveng.’

But, deplambly as the frivolous usages of sociaty shaw, in
their effecss upan the yoang, the prospect is doably srrific,
when we behold their mvoages among the more mature.
The common calamitics of life may be endured.  Poverty,
sickmess, and oven death, moy be met — but thore & that
which, while it brings sll these with i, & worse than all
these together.  When the busband and father forgets the
duties he onee delighted to fulfil, and by slow degroes be-
comes tho cresiure of intempomnes, there enem ino his
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hﬂmﬂtmﬂ:ﬂmnﬂllﬁqlﬁzﬁ—ﬂqmﬂﬂh
allevinted, that will not be comforted,

It is bere, above oll, where she, who bas ventured every
thing, feels that every thing is lost. Woman, silent-suffir-
ing, devoled woman, here bends to her direst alfliction.
. The measure of her woe is, in truth, full, whese busband
ism drunkard,  Who sholl proieet her, when be is bor in-
sulter, her opprossor!  What shall delight her, when she
shrinks from the sight of his foce,and trembles at the
sound of his vosce ! The henrh is indeed dark, that bo
has made desodate. There, through the dull midmight
hour, her gries are whisperod 1o herselll, hor braised beart
bloeds in socrmr,  Thers, while the aruel author of her
distress & drowned in distont rovelry, she bolds her soliinry
vigl, waiting, yet dreading lsis rotum, that will only wring
from her, by his unkindness, tears even moro scalding than
those she sheds over his tmmsgresion. To fhng a deeper
gloom ocross the prosent, memory turns back, and broods
upon the past. Like the recollection to the sun-sincken
pilgrim, of the eoel spring that ke dmnk ot in the moming,
the joys of other days come over her, & iF only 1o mock
her [lu[lﬂ'nqd amd weary n'pi.ril Bhe recalls the ardent
lowver, whose graces won hor (rom the home of her infancy
— the enmptured father, who bent with such delight over
his new:bom children; and she asks i this can really be
he — this sunken being, who has now nothing for her but

,i L]
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the sot’s disgessing brutality — nothing for those abashod
and trembling children, but the so's disgasting example |
Can we wonder, that, amid these agomizing moments, il
tendor cords of vielned affection shoull snap asunder?
that the scorned and deseried wile should confiess, ¢ them s
no killing like that which kills the hoart® ? that though it
would have been band for her 1o kiss for the last lime the
cold lips of ber dond hushand, snd lay his body Forever in
thir dust, it is bandor o bobold him so debasing life, that even
his death would be greeted in merey 7 Had be died in the
light of his goodness, bequeathing to his family the inberit
nnce of an uwinrmshed pome, the cxnmple of virlues that
should blossom for his sons and daughiers from the lomb—
though she would have wopt bitedy indeed, the icars of
grief would not have beon nlso ihe tears of shame, Buito
behold him, fallen away from the station be oooe adormed,
ﬂcgrl.:lndrm miur_nnn I:ni;m:lnin:,f—ua. h-uml:,tnmh‘
hie dwelling to darkness, and its holy endearments to
mockery — abroad, thrust from the comparionship of the
worthy, o selfbmoded outlaw — this is the woo that 1he
wifa fecls s more dreadful than death, — that she mouwms
ower ns warss than widowhood,

There is yot another pictars behind, from the exhibition
of which 1 would willingly be spared. 1 bave ventured
in point 10 those who daily forco themselves before the
world; at thers la ‘ons whem [he workd doos ot know
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of — who hides hersell from prying eyes, even in ihe in-
nermost sanctuary of the domestic temple. Shall [ dare
i rend the veil that bangs between, and draw her forth? —
the priestess dying amid her unholy rites —the sacrificer
and the sacrifice 7 O, we compass sea and land, we brave
danger and death, to snuich the poor vietim of heathen
superstition from the burning pile—and it is well — buat
shall we pot also save the lovely ones of our own house-
bold, from immolating on this foal alar, not alne the
perabing body, bat all the wornshipped graces of her sox—
the glorous atributes of hallowed womanhood
Imagiration's gloomiest reverie never conceived of &
more revolting object, than that of & wife and mother, do-
fling in her own person the fhirest work of her Ged, and
setling of oought the holy engngements for which he
created ber.  Her husband — who shall beighien bis joys,
and dissipate his cares, and alleviate his sorrows ?  Bhe,
who bas robbed him of all joy, who is (he soarce of his
despest carc, who lives his sharpest sorrow ? These are
indesd the wilfe's dolights —but they are nol bems, Her
chiddren — wha zhall wateh over I'.'I'iu'rh.l.:ld.iu.sﬁmﬂ,ud
pluck up the young woeds of passion and vice 7 She, in
whose own bosom every thing beautifiul has withered, every
thing vile grows mak? Who shall teach them to bend
their litthe knees in devolion, and repent their Saviour's
prayer against ‘tempiation'? She, who is bersoll temp-
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nticn's fetered slave @ These ame truly the mother’s
labors —but they are not bers.  Connubdsl love and
matornnl tenderness bloom no longer for hor. A worm
has grawed into her beart, that dies oaly with is prey —
the warm Intempernce.

These are pot the imaginings of o boated fancy — you
who beur me know ihal they are net.  Nor are they dis-
torted ilustrabons of rame ond solitary cases, wlich oroas
= so seldom that they ore wondered of, even more than
they ore doplored.  Your own olservation will bear mo
witness, that ihey are dmwn sl random, from the too
miumerous clxsses, whose tnleets and virtues are anneally
bost 1o their friends by the basilisk chanm of the soeinl cap.
You pehold them at every turn— happy are you, if you do
ool discover m ibom onoo valeed compansons — thrica
Bappys if you Bave pover boen called io lamoat ever thom
by your own firesides,

But why are thoss ofious portroits hung up 10 the sick-
ening gaze 7 Hove the ongioaks come hither 16 ook upon
them, and grow ashamed of their own deformity 7 Can
oll the bomilies of the pulpit startde him wha has been
blind 1o the tears af nffestson, aml deal o the pryer of
friendship, and shrunk ot from the baming touch of
shame ! No—we dare not hope 1o recloim the drank-
ard = his reformation *comes imlocled for, I it comes
st gll." The monal wim is upen him, —in his bleod, on
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i bipnimy — mnd 67 o will, be must die, even in his drunk-
caness. But though many an ill-fated vessel goes o the
betitbain, it do mot forbear 1o light up the besson of eafoty
—there are you gallant barks in the offing, and for them
the signalfiro mist be sef oa high. ‘Thore aro thoss
about ue, now vibrting between right and wrong — they
may be snaiched from the woe that thresdens them ; thore
are those now happy in the sunshine of tempemnes —they
may live 1o cronn our exertions ; there ane the multiodes,
ot yer fallen, becauss nol assiled ; 1he sirong iodlers by
the waysile, the busy crmftsmen of life's middbo walks,
the lofiser nspirmnts for weatth nmd dstmetion ; parents,
vt the centre of domestic bliss 5 children, sifll the pride of
the paicrmnl boapd) there wee the pencratiors springing
aip around us, with passions uscurbed, and priociples un-
esinblishod =—those who are o come afler w, and 6l our
ploces, and hand down to dbeir posiority ke virioos and
'|"|::llh|':1'|I learmn of us— these call aloud for cur untiring
labors, and, by the blessing of Heaven, for some of these
e Inbores shall net be in ymin,

Avriwouen [ have not partieulardy alleded o the effects
of intempempce on the lower onders of society, it s by no
menns heenuse the intempernte with them are less numer-
aus than may be found among the higher closses —wi
knaw that the reverse is the case. Pemonnl observation
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and wellauthenticated documents too plainly prove, that,
1o the poor, drunkenness is verly the pestilence walking
in darkness, and the destruction wasting nt noon-day.  If
they can find maney for nothing elss, they can find §t for
the liquid fire that destroys them. He who is so destitule
that he can neither clothe nor food his mgged apd fumish-
ing children, is rarely so reduced that be camnot pay for
the guilty indulgences of the dmmahop. I have seen!
says one of my predecessors in this duly —*[ have seon
prdent spirits, more than once, form, with o seanty allow-
once of bresd and meat, the only meal of an almost per-
ihing family. | have seen a mother and her children,
hovering in the depth of wimicr over a fow dying embers,
hali naked and half starved, bread and water the only
neurishment of the children, bread nnd rum of the parents,
I have seen a linle child, squalid and filthy, pinched with
cobil nnd want, covered, bul not probesied from the inclem-
ency of winder, by o few wttered gnrments, ber bare feet
on the frozen eanh, sealing along with o broken pitcher,
to bring o her parents the liquor which was to serve for
the momning's ropast —whilst within their comforiless
dwelling, glnddened by no blazing hearth, they were
waiting in bed, with a drunkard’s longing, for that which
was to thom betier than food, elothing, or fire.'

I might wam the poor man of the inevitable conse.
quences of thess besotiing habite, | might tell him that
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they will stoal away all his homoly comforts, load him
with dobes, lead him 1o the joil, sireich him on the bod
of sicknoss, and finally press him down to an untimely
gmve, while his wife and children must be ket behind,
the shivering pensioners of 0 grodging world's cold bounty.
Buat ] am not now addressing the poor. 1 speak to you,
whom the poor are proud to copy. By portrying some
of the evils that nre thinping your own ranks, by tracing
them o what T beliove is their origin, ond pointing to what
I think is the only certain relief for them, | would incile
youl o & reformation, that shall not only reach those around
you, bul descend o these bolow, I the present mce i too
far gone, you may at beost sve some of that which is to
come:, Blap has Been troly termed the creature of imitas
tion, and it is equally troe, thot bis disposition 1o imitate is
samewhal aspiring. He will npe a lofly vies, mther than
emulaie a lowly virnue. This inclination, strong encugh
gvory whers, i poculinrly powerfal in e country the very
institutions of which serve 1o foed it The pleasant doc-
trme that oll men are frmn;ﬂuqm],'uﬂ:mmlalﬂrundw-
#ood, at leoat i ome sonso, by these whom it oaciting
gpirit pover roused bo grest and noble sction,

In this view our subject nssames & fenrful political ime
portance. The ruinows consequopces of wide-spread ine
lemperance o a people governing themselves, can hardly
ba overmted, I there be on eorth one notion more than



45 ON INTEMFERANCE.

ancther, whise mstitvtions must draw iboir lde-Glood (mm
the individual purity of its cilizens, thal malkon s our own.
Rulers by divine right, and mobles by hereditary successicn,
may, perhaga, iolerate with impunity those depraving in-
dulgrnoes which keep the greal mass abject.  Where the
many egjoy Litle or oo power, L wore & trick of policy o
wink af these cocrvaling viees, which would rob them of
both the ability and the inclination 1o enjoy it.  But in cur
country, where almost every man, bowevor humble, bears
to the omnipotent ballot-box his full portion of the sover.
eignty — where, ai regular periods, tho ministers of author-
ity, who went forth to mule, returm o be ruded, and by
down their dignities o1 the foet of the monareh misltitude —
where, in shori, public sentiment is the absoluse lever that
moves the politkeal world — the pusity of the people s the
reck of political mfety. We may boast; if we ploase, of
our exaliod privilegos, and fondly imagine that they will
be eiernal —but wheoover these vices shall abound, which
undenzably iend o dobssement, steeping the poor and thbe
ignorant still lower in poverty and ignorance, and thereby
destroying that wholesome memtal equality, which can
alone sustain a solf-raled poople — it will be found, by
walul experience, thai our bhappy systom of govemment,
the best ever dovised for the intelligend and good, is the
very warst 1o be intrusicd to the degraded and vickous,
The great majerity will then truly become o many-hended
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muomster, 1o be tamed and led at will The wemendous
power of suffrage, like the strength of the eyeless Nazarito,
so far from being their proscction, will but serve to pull
down upon their heads tho temple their ancestors reared
for them. Caballers and demagogues will find it an caxy
sk o delade thoss who bave deluded themselves ; and the
freedom of the people will finally be buried in the grave of
their virses.  Maticonl greatness may survive — splendid
tabonts and brilliant victories may fing their delusive lustre
abroad ;— these can illumine the darkness that hangs round
ﬂuﬁmﬂlﬂmt—htﬁeﬁ"liﬂﬂ will be like the
balefid fiame that bovers over decaying mortality, and tells
of the corruption that festers beneath,  The immortal spirit
will have pone—ond along our shores, and among our
hills — those shores made ssonsd by the sepulchre of ithe
Pilgrim, those hills hallowed by the uncoffned bones of
the: Potriot — oven thore, in the cars of their dogenemic
descopdants, shall ring he last knell of departed Liberty.

I would not, oven in antcipation, do my country injus-
tieo. 1 glory in my citizenship. With the exception of
the one hateful vice, which is spreading its ravages far
and wide; we may proudly challenge a comparisan with tha
dominions of the carth. The present, howover, is not a
time for the silken phrases of self-commendation. This
gross and bessting sim, the parem of so many others, is a
national blot; apd if it shows the darker on our scuscheon,

5
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that it polluies so fair o surfsce, it bocomes more bnpens
ogly the duty of every patriclic cilizon 10 assist in romev-
ing it Let not our glory and disgrace go hand in hand
When we exulingly proclaim to 1be decrepil communities
of the old world, how Bir we have cutiripped thers: fn
Ehn“.hl!hmnﬂthe-]:klnh:“uh!“hnlhn
ouistripped them in n viee which is Hbertys most dendly
foe. 07 hat be wrae, which we have been tald, let it seach
s bumility, and excite us to amendment = that though bat
two homdred voars o poople, but fifty vears o nation, we
have already, in this particular, attained a wicked pregmi-
pensn over kingdoms ket had seon contures come ond de-
part, long bofore the white sl of Columbias enught the
inspiring winds of our western sky.

I bave thes imperfectly touched upon some of the erils
of intemperance, as they affect man in the life that s — bat
bow much more unspeakable do they beoome, when wo soa-
sider him ns & being born to live forever! It has been re.
marked of other sins, that, i3 we grow old, if we do mot
leave them, at leasi they leave us. Time cools the hot blood
of youth, and philosophy assumes the reins that passion has
resigned. Bui this vampyre vice clings the closer as it
draws its captive nearer 1o the grave; and, when it has
destroyed the body, sends the supefied soul 1o its dread
accoant, all recking in Ws wnrepenied-of enormity.

Is it not wonderful, that & croature, glowing with the
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divinity of his Creator = rodowed with energies 16 control
ihe things of ooc warld, and with atiibutes thal capacitate
him for the joys of anotber —able w bind to his will the
elements that surround him, making the winds and the
waiers the ministers off his pleasare —rifling the covemns
ol the earth of tbeir unsuanc] wealth — iracing tbe sars ns
they cirche away to their biding-ploces — exploring the un-
bounded realms of ereation, till he smnds in speechless
bomazn af the fotsoal of creation’s Awlol Founder —is it
oot indeed wonderful, that such a being, so mrely endowed,
sheuld dare to quonch the sscrod Gre that hos descended
upon him —eumbering the eanh he wans bom 1o subdee,
and forfeiting the heaven be was ordained to emjoy #
Bt | am here invading the boly province of others
This @ your ficld, yo snointed minsters of Him who went
abouat doing good. Yo have the privilege, ye have tbhe com.
mand, to speak to man of his immortal destiny.  Is it ghori-
ous to away the human mind, and B @ nol mare glarsus 1o
resder it worth boing swayed # Is it important 1o make
meen belseve right, and is it not still more importan 1o make
them act well?  Is it your duty to point them to heaven,
and is it ned doubdy vour daty to 6 tbem for heaven's en-
joyments? Ye would throw light on the page that lnfinite
Wisdom has shrouded in darkness = enfores that, also,
which he who runs ean comprebend. Yo can shorpen and
burmish your weapons, and =21 yourmselves in baule-army
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agaimsi cach other, in defence of your vanous creeds—
umlte your conllicling powers, and overthrow the gant sin
'Ih!nrll'iﬁmr_fr:mmﬂ. Yn'-'dﬂqmtlﬂ:uf}'ﬂ-lf
the blind beathen, and sonich him from the blood-dripping
car af his idol — sirive also to convert the Chnstian idolater,
and save him from the wrmih of & demon whose touch is
worse than death. Warn kim of the vies that eats into the
soul. Declare upto him the doom prosounced upon the
druslkard. With you are the hearts of the old and the
young., On you men look with love, for you nre associsied
with their joys and their sorrows —to you they listen with
reverence, for you bear the delegated majesty of the Most
High. Be ye, then, faithful and foarless in this thing— in
what ye say — in what ye do.  *Thke the censer of fire in
your hands, and go forth into the camp, and stand between
the living and the dead, and stay this plagoe which mges
among the poople.’

Axp, now, is it  hard thing that we ask each other W
perform?  There are those who pever fear 1o do that
which they are conscious is wrong — shall we be afmid 10
do that which we koow to be rght? Maryrs have calmly
Inid their hends on the block, for opmions the truth of
which mamy will always deny — shall we besitate to protest
agninst hobits, the banofl comsequences of which alf ac.
knowledge ?  Men wasie timo, and inlent, and money, in
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schemes which, though successiil, end in vexstion snd
vanity — are we unwilling to make an effort for the happi-
ness of those aboutl os, which, even I upsiscoessful, will
bring as the reward of sell-approbation? 'We love 10 re-
member what our Fathers did and suffercd, in the ages
gone: by, and we extol the holy and the bold nchievements
which secured o us 8 lovely berimnge — shall our children
lock back to our day, and find nothing o reverence in us?
Shall we not at least bequeath them lessons of parity, ex-
amples of temperance ! Thess may mot win for us e
page of history — the ormior may not sound our praise in
high places — nor the pest remember us in his glowing no-
ibhem { —but the small, sweel voice of the mormliss wil]
iestifly of us—the bessings of them that were ready to
perish may rest upon ws—we shall have thai within
Let me then sgain press you (o the enforcement. of the
only remedy for this destraying sin.  If we would really
tapish inlemperance, wo must close the bundred secred
avenues through which it winds it way. We must furm our
eves from the pleasant shapes it nssames in its infancy, if
wi would not leok upon it in all its foll-grows blostedoess,
Wi must, in o word, give up drsking ps 8 Decessary
Tashion, if we would get rid of drunkenness os 3 necessary
vice. This, too, unkike some good deeds, must be daone
_ul
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befare men — in the sight of our families, sur friends, snd
the world, Our chiliren, who seldom think that can be
wrong which their parents indulge in, must no longer
behodd ihe stmnge fire an every-day hoosehold sacrifice.
Dur neighbors, who ane anxious 1o imerchange with us the
mfﬂlﬂhﬂpiﬂh}',mﬂﬁmﬂm|_mmﬂhﬂdnﬂ
enough to thrust the imsinuating foe from their tables and
firoeides. Wherveer our influence cam be febt, it misst ba
judiciously exerted. Tt must reach the young=—who ens
ter upon life with a blind deforence for their semiors,
and imbibe their habizs long before they are able to weigh
the tendency of them. It must descend 1o the poor—whe
are ever ready 1o copy the manners and practices of 1hoss
nhove them, Tt mst sproad round to the crowds of imitn-
tars, whose mest ancious e i, 1o live like other peoglo
— pnd who deem it a very important stady to find cut what
i# eusomary, without over troubling thomselves to ask
whether it be right.  n this way, in this way alone, can the
geod work commence —and if then there be any thing lefi
far the law, et thoss who sit in the sents of outherity look o
i They will mot fear to follow whore we dare 1o boad,

Elwmktmuﬁrnfnu‘t [atle h'dﬂ'!ﬂ'rml!l‘.':in
which his influence will be folt, his nctions imilted, Tt is
hers that evon the humblest may do much ; — not by ill-
timed and boisterous denunciations against all who may
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feel the imporinnes of the subject less deeply than himsslf
—but by & mock and uncetentatioes, yet firm and can-
siatant rojection of thoss dailly and nightly indulgences,
which lead to the msery we deplore.  He must remember
that they, whom he would gain over, are not so wicked s
they are weak | anid that it 18 not in the severs capacity
J:Hpﬂmhh hhpﬂmmquimd‘hnhlhum
andearing chameior of a firend,  His strongest perussions
monid be thoss of practies. There & *no boctums so elo-
quent as the stlent lesson of a spotless example.” He may
nod witness sudden and mirsculous conversions to his fith
—he may even sometimes hear the coame taunt of the
scomer, against both his faith and his works.  They whe
are unwilling io do pny thing, will tell him that nothing can
ke dome. They who fold up their arms in contanted
apathy, becauss the viper hos nol crawled into  their
bowers, will assure him that pothing need bo done.  They
who decm that the sum of human duty is merely 16 pro-
vide for one’s cwn houschold; and respoct tho Llaws of the
land, will try 1o convines him ihat nothing ought to be
done. But bot not all this shake the lover of temperance
from his purpose —there is muech that should bo done,
and if b will perssvere, sl length much may be dane.
By time and patience, it has been boautifully obsorvod,
the leaf of the mulberry-troe becomos satin. In goed
season be will behold the harvest of his labors ripeming
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around him. His gemtle cotreaties, his mild and judi-
cions weal
ek slnsses mbel ol wabs,
T e L1
TR e o i tiedy @ d e e AL e el
Amathan 4l nad 0T pascher ppesds |

Friamd, ldndrad, wrigiior, o i will smbruse,
Hir erwiry wral, ald saai oF bumas reee

My friends, be this loudable cpierprise ours. Apains
the common destroyer lel s siand boldly forth, in word
and in work. i is these, that, like the prophes’s prayer and
the warrior®s valor, must schieve the victory wguther, IF
there be any here, who are disposed to Jook coldly wpon
our obfeet, a8 unatininable, let them nsk themselves i all
ibe warious exhoriations of the pelpit am pol obhoxicas o
ibe same objection. We admit that there will ever be
drankands ; bt if, becauss wo may not bope 0 kesp all
men lempbrals, we must not therefors strive to preserve
any, then no loager let the semples of the Most High ocho
W (he voices of his servamts— close up the doors of the
mcred desk, for thore are thoss who would slumber in their
sins beneath, though an archangel should denounce them.
All human efforts, however pmisoworthy, musi bo marked
by imperfoction. Tt is the badge of earth, and of every
thing earthly. Tt is hung round the nock of man bafore his
Mirst ropose on his mother’s lap, and it muoss remain thers
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bl his bast wlecp om the lap of the common mother of all.
Wo canoot ontircly get rid of drunkenness— but we can
make it 50 ruro & crime, that the guilty ones shall siand oat,
like dark pillars on the road af life, w remind the inoccem
bow far, how very fir, they have lofi them behind.

Te yoa, whose eall | have cbeyed In coming hither, |
say — (G0 08, a5 you have begun, The health and happi
noss of individuals, the comfort of fsmilies, and ibe welfare
of society, call upon you, The fery serpema of imemper-
pnce are abroad in the land —le1 your example be the
symbol of healing, to which the afflicied may look up and
live. What ye say and do, others will imitate. They are
now imgating vou. Already there is & nusling among the
loaves of the forest, nnd i foretells the rising wind, that
shall come in is purity, o cleanse the suffocating atmos-
phbere. Reformation is beginning ia the right place —even
in Publie Opinion. Win but that 1o yoor side, and it will
do mare for you than all the laws that slumber in the dust
of your public archives.

Goon—apd may the prayers of good men accompany
you, and the blessing of Heaven seal your honomble Inbors.
Miﬁnﬂ:ﬂhﬂn.wlﬁ:hmmtmmhllﬂhlhﬂﬂm
0 each of you—when, lingering oo the coofines of life
and death, the awed and sebdued spirit looks back w b
soenes that have long faded in the distsmon— when the
bollow spplauss of the world dies away ffom the ear, and
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pothing reses up but the recollection of good and evil deeds
—when the weedy gurlands of ambition have po freshness
fiar the burning brow, no perfume for the fainting soul —in
that hour, if you con remember one fellow-travellor furned
from destruction by your inflsence — the image of that one
shall hover round your pillow of suffering, and be to you a

ministering saraph,























