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AT a Special Meeting of the “WasnixNcrtox
BENEVOLENT SocCiETY OF PENNSYLVANiA,
neld July 20th, 1814,

RESOLVED,

That the President be requested to coni-
municate to our fellow member Dr. CHARLE:
CarpwkeLL, the thanks of the Society, for the
Oration pronounced by him before the Socicty
on the 4th instant, and to ask of him a copy for
pt.blication.

Extract from the Minutes.

JOHN BACON,

Recording Secretars




To the Members of the Washington Bene-
volent Society of Pennsylvania,

GENTLEMEN,

As a disposition on my part to comply, as far a.
practicable, with what was communicatcd to me as the ge-
neral wish of the Society, could alone have prevailed with
me, to prepare and deliver the following Oration, so nothing
but the same motive induces me now to consent to its pub-
lication. I am too well acquainted with the character and
fate of anniversary addrcsses to regard them as even a pos-
sible source of lterary reputation. The very nature and
end of these productions forbid the expectation of such a
result. They are intended chiefly to produce effect at the
time of their delivery—to conduct the mind to a suitable
train of sentiment and thought, and to heighten the glow
and enthusiasm of the occasion. Unfortunately the qualities
of composition best calculated to subserve these purposes,
are not such as are mest likely to secure to the orator per-
manent renown.

You will accept this hasty production, therefore, written
in the midst of many interruptions and distracting avoca-
‘ions, not as an offering of vanity or ambition, but as ar.
evidence of my devotion to your wishes and what you are
pieased to consider as the interest of the Society.

{ am, Gentlemen,
very respectfully,
ycur friend and fellow membe:,

THLE AUTIIOR.
:U]y 21, 1814.




ORATION.

FELLOW-CITIZENS,

THE age in which we iive 1s without a parallel
in the history of the world. Singular and striking
in many other points of view, it is, in a particular
manner, replete with moral and political prodigies.
But few of the national occurrences of the times
are of ordinary dimension, shape, or character.
In their general aspect they exhibit, with scarcely
an exception, the novel, the bold, the cxtraor-
dinary impress of the epoch that has produced
them. Setting at defiance the maxims of all
experience, baflling the results of all calculation,
and directed, as 1t were, by thc¢ immediate and
visible hand of Heaven, they surprisc by their un-
expectedness, astonish by the unexampled rapid-
ity of their succession, and overwhelm and con.
found by their grandeur and magnificence. They
are, 1f not in their nature, at least in some of their
disiinguishing attributes, as cssentially different
irom the events of former times, as any oue spe-
~1cs of physical bodies 1s from another. The
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records that shall transmit them to distant pos-
terity, will be hereafter considered as resembling
morc the fictions of fable and the exaggerations of
romance, than the sober and legitimate page of
history. It would even seem, as if to comport with
this new and unprecedented condition of affairs,
that the very qualities and temper of the human
mind, and the texture and disposition of the hu-
man heart, had largely participated in the revolu-
tions of the day.

At one of the most momentous conjunctures of
this most eventful and extraordinary period, are
we now assembled 1n this place—the solemnized
temple of patriotism for the occasion—to comme-
morate the anniversary of our NATIONAL INDE-
PENDENCE. Happy, if properly improved, thrice
happy occasion! sublime employment! august
and magnificent object of the gratitude and devo-
tion of a liberated people! While engaged in con-
templating the birthday of our country, the past
breaks on us, in retrospect, bright with the rays
of our revoiutionary glory, the present appears
clothed in fresh and augmented lustre, and the
future rises to view 1n all the charms and allure-
ments of hope. At such a time and under such
circumstarnces, the soul erects itsclf in renovated
strength, and walks forth in the array of its no-
blest aftections.  Rejecting, as unworthy of itself
and the occasion, whatever is low, contracted o
selfish, 1t soars to the region of loftiest sentiment,
swells beyvond the sphere of its ordinary desires.
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and becomes insensible to all but the most pub-
lick concerns. Born along in this current of ge-
nerous emotion, its love of country e¢xpanded to
gencral benevolence, and its benevolence widening
to universal philanthropy, its inclinations would
lead it to embrace, as confederates in its rejoic.
ing, the whole family of the human race.

Yielding, then, my fellow citizens, to that en-
nobling impulse which would turn us from self-
1ish to social considerations, let us look around for
companions in those present joys and future an-
ticipations, which the anniversary of our freedom
1s calculated to inspire. No sooner do we com-
mence a survey so interesting, than we behold
with delight, eight millions of our compatriots
zealously engaged in the same ceremonials,
which, at this momen?, give employment to our-
selves. Obedient to a common call of national
fceling, and conforming to the practice long since
established by the usage of our country, they
are gratefully tendering, at the shrine of patriot-
1sm, their offerings for our emancipation from a
foreign voke.

Widening still the scope of our researches, let
us extend our views to the nations of Europe, in
quest of associatcs in the joys we experience. No
sooner do we dircct our eyes towards that quarter
of the globe, than our attention is arrested, as if
byawondcr-working powerfromabove. We gaze
with astonishment, on beholding, as realities,
scenes which, to the most intrepid imagination,

b
w




10

had never appeared in vision even as distant pro-
babilities—~such scenes as the sun, most assuredly,
in his circuit round the heavens, has never wit
nessed on carth before.

Ill Conthn]ahnn- an nl‘\-an(- s esemonmm e — — -1 __-3
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stupendous—mth JllSthC might I add, sc truly
miraculous—for without the aid of superhuman
agency its achievement would have been impos-
sible:—in contempilating such an object, amaze-
ment becomes mute, beecause language 1s impo-
tent. 1.urope, extended Europe—even from the
Pillars of Hercules to the waters of the Euxine,
from the Mediterranean to the Frozen Ocean—
Europe is now one mighty altar, smoking with
incense, offered by the hands of adoring myriads
tc God the protector and deliverer of nations.
Coextensive with that wide spreading region of
the globe, behold kingdoms and empires the most
proud and powerful, differing i language, religion
and laws, and separated trom each other by
mountains, seas, and immeasurable distances—
behold that mighty mass of heterogeneous na-
tions, bending simultancously i the attitude of
devotion! And hark! what means that universal
shout, which breaks, in imagination, with such
thunders, on the ear! It 1s the full-toned accla-
mations of gratitude, the loud and confedcrate
pewans of joy, poured forth from the tongucs of a
libcrated continent. It is the voice of Europe aud
her thousand 1sles, rejoicing in the accomplish-




11

ment of their political salvation—exulting at the
downfal of NaroLecN THE DESTROYER.

That name, rcalizing the fabled powers of a
talisman, excites in the mind, at present, and
wili conunue o excite ior centuries 1o come,
an unusual assemblage of incongruous emo-
tious. As spirits of darkness obcy the conju-
rations of the magician and the call of the sorce-
rer, so at the repetition of the word Napoleon,
rush forth to light, as if obedient to a kindred
sound, evil thoughts and foul imaginations. Ha-
tred, revenge, cruelty, falschood, perfidiousness,
abhorrence, detestation and contempt, associate
themselves with it, by an aflinity as natural,
as that which gives the needle 1ts direction to the
pole. Like the moon bursting through the stormy
clouds of night, wonder and admiration, called
forth by fertility of genius and splendour of
achievement, will also occasionally, though reluc-
tantly, assert for a moment their empire over
the mind.

‘That baleful Meteor of Europe, whose fiery
gleam had become the terror of the world, and
whose exhalations had spread pestilence and
death among the nations, has now tumbled from
its sphere, with the fate of Lucifer, never, [
trust, to show itself again. It will not, there-
fore, I flatter myself, be considered by you as
time altogether mispent, should we pause for a
few minutes, to contemplate, in his character and
unprecedented carcer, that wondcerful being, that
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unhcard of combmation of talent and crime, te
whom the name of Napoleon is appendant.

Let us, for this purpose, direct our attention
back to the commencement of that most 1wiul
and nortchitous spectacle, the French Revolution,
at the convulsions of which the whole Continent
of Europctottered on its basis, as a thing that was
mfirm. We there behold, like the Pytlion emerg-
g from the corruptions of the Nile, a being of
frightful aspect and fierce demcanour, arising out
of thc icrmenting aad agitated elements of sceicty.
Its form 15 human; but not so with its appctites,
propensities and passions: they scem to apper-
tain in common to the cannibal and the fiend. Its
aliment 1s blood, 1its breath is contagion, the only
sounds that sooth it arc the groans of the dying,
and it is rocked to its repose in the whirlwind of
the Revolution. Increasing rapidly in stature and
strength, but trebly so1n the scope of its intellect
and the fellness of its disposition, and actuated by
a burning spirit of ambition, which nothing can
either suppress or satisfy,—It scon outstrips, in
cvery attribute or greatness 2nd depravity, the
busy and namerous hosts of its compeers.

After toiling and figuring in various stations.
where profligacy and meanness were aiways con-
joined, this being was at length found, from its
love of carnage and its mexhaustiblec means and
rcsources for promoting 1t, to exhibit, in cvery
mstance, the most perfect aptitude for theremorse-
Jeew and sunguinary deeds of the time. It stood
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confessed, at once the child and demon of thg
Revolution—born of its throes, and calculated to
deepen its horrors and direct its terrifick and o
solating tempest. It was, accordingly, clevated
with rapid promotien, to the command of a divi-
sion of the revolutionary army, and, in that capa-
city, soon became known to fame and the world,
under the name of Napoleon Bonaparte.

Possesscd of ampler means of satisfying the
cupidity of his soul for slaughter, and of calling
forth, for his gratification, a louder chorus of
human groans, he appearcd, for an instant, to be
contented with his lot. But his contentment
was as fleeting as the gleam from the thunder
cloud, and, litke that, was but the harbinger
of the all-destroying bolts that were to foliow.
Potent as was now his arm, and extensive his
resources for carnage and devastation, they
were still surpassed by the increase of his de-
sires. From this period may we date that wiid,
determined, consuming carcer, which ultimate-
ly embroiled the world in tumult, consigned to
flames and utter extinction many of the noblest
monuments of industry and art, and deluged
the land and the ocean 1n blood.

With slaughter, rapine, and every military
crime 1 his van, and all the horrors of desola-
tion in his rcar, Bonaparte, with the glare of a
comet, scts out on his march. Italy ishis object.
From the summit of the Alps, we behold him
surveymy, with fcll delight, like Satan gloating
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en the bowers of Eden, the fertilc arnd Leautiful
countrics beneath litm. Armed with evesrv en-
gine of destruction, like a whirlwind or an ava-
lanche, he descends on the plains. Welook again,
and the work of devastation is alreadv complete.
The products of nature and the monuments of
art are nowhere to be fourd. All that had be-
fore delighted by its beauty or astonished by its
grandeur, has vanished at the touch of the magi-
cal destroyer. No object now meets the eve
but is polluted with blood; nor does aught
strike the ear, save the shouts of victory and the
shrieks of distress. Italy, but lately for its beau-
ties the boast of Europe, the paragon of thc
world—Italy, the country of the Gracchi and
the Scipios, the Pompeys and the Casars—the
once fabled birthplace of demigods, and where,
in ancient story, gods themselves condescended
to dwell—TItaly 1s now but the hide~rs reposi-
tory of her own ruins. The legions of Bonaparte,
like the locust and the palmer worm, have swept
throughout her borders, and withered at oncc
her glories and her hopes.

As i destined by Providence to be the scourge
of every celebrated spot on earth, we next find
the despoiler of Italy deluging, with the blood
of theiwr children, the once famed countries of
the Pharaohs and the Maccabees. In Egypt
and Palestine, where, at the present day, man
appears to be constitutionally depraved—where
crime, under every shape of deformity, 1s pam-
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pered and ripened as well by ph\'sical as by ma.
Ya: Causls, il wiikit CAluss iii guill espeaks
the most consummate capacity for sinning—cven
there, the enormities of Benaparte spread terror
and dismay among those who had been born t5
hereditary turpitude, and successfully disci-
plined in the vices of their fathers. The cold-
blooded butchery of his prisoners at Jaffa—the
suborned assassination of the disunguished Kle-
ber, and lhis profligate apostscy from the Chris-
tian faith, bear ample tesumony to the truth of
these rernarks.

Clandestinely deserting his companions in
arms, whom he left to perish by the climate of
the countrv and the havock of war, the renegade
chieftain, after a narrow escape, arrives 1n safety
on the Gallick coast. Notwithstanding the deep
depravity of his soul, his well known ambition,
which would stride to power over a desolated
world, and his accumulated guilt of every des-
cription, which had rendered his character an un-
variegated blot: Notwithstanding this, such was
the necessity of suppressing faction, and such the
general exigency of the times, that he was haiied
by the people of France, if not as a deliverer, at
least as a favourite, on whom the hopes of the
naticn reposed. Nor was he either slow or re-
luctant in turning to his account the current and
bearing of publick sentiment. By the combined
operation of fraud and force—the intrigues of
his associates and the terrors of his sword—he




16

1s clevated, 1n a short time, to the rank of First
Consul. With this cominences a new era in the
history of his darings and the catalogue of his
crimes.

In despite of the most solemn pledges to the
contrary, and in violation of every principle of
honour, honesty and good faith, he first lays his
blood-red hand on the sceptre of France, and ex-
changes its Royal for an Imperial title. To
maintain himself in this daring usurpation of the
throne of St. Liouis, and to perpetuate the dynas.
ty of his own house, crime was yet to be added
to crime, and every species of atrocity perpetra-
ted, from the very recital of which the soul re-
coils with horror and dismay. But Napoleon
was formed of difterent materials. To every
tender and compunctious visiting of nature he
was as callous and insensible, as the rock to the
raving of the waterv element. To his hardened
eonscienceremorse hadneveryecfounda passage,
nor compassion an avenue to hisiron heart. Like
the tiger, the most fell and ferocious monster
of the desert, he was tractable only when surfeit-
ed with gore. In him, thercfore, the assassina-
tions which ensued produced no emotion: or if
thev did, it was a glow of satisfaction, or a thrill—
a horrible thrill, of delight!

Having established himself as the Imperial
despotof France, the Empire of Europe was next
to be usurped. Yor the attainment of this ob.
ject, numerous and overwhelming armies were
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.» be levied. Hence was established that mos:
execrable and Moloch-like engine of state immo-
Iation, the Code of Conscription-—a system
which, by corrupting to the very core, and drag-
ging off at an carly age, a sacrifice to ambition,
their sons and their brothers, was destined to
wring the heart of every parent and sister in
France. It converted, as by some infernal spell,
every field into a Gelgotha, and the whole em-
pire into a house of mourning.

That the surrounding nations, by being thrown
oft tixeir guard, might be unprepared to meet
the meditated attack, England was appzrently
threatened with 1nvasion, while, 1n reality,
chains were forging for the continent of Europe.
Italy, Switzerland, Holland and the Netherlands,
had aiready received the Imperal yoke. Even
Spain herself, who has since exhibited such an
unparalleled example of heroism and fortitude,
although dignified—I should rather say, insult-
ed, by the denomination of an ally, had surren-
dered up both her independence and her conse-
quence, and was, in reality, a subjugated nation.
‘The empires of Austria and Russia, and the
kingdom of Prussia, were the only powers of
any consideration that remamed unsubdued.

Finding himselt, at length, in a state of com.
plete preparation, Napoleon is on his march, at
the head of his legions, panting for conquest and
burning for blood. The powers of the INcrth,
arouscd, when too late, to a scnse of danger,

¢
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await the shock on the plain of Austerlitz. But
they await it only to experience the most me-
morable and ruinous overthrow. In one fatal
day, their armies beaten, scattered, all but anni.
hilated, Austria is conquered and Russia dismay-
ed. The world stands amazed at the unheard
of event, of an empire lost in a single battle.
The august House of Lorrain is now, in name,
the ally, but, in reality, the vassal ot the emperor
Napoleon.

The armies of Prussia, powerful in numbers
and proud in discipline, are still in array. Eager
for the conflict, and flushed with the hope
of victory and glory, they are met on the san-
guinary field of Jena, and crushed in an hour,
like a shattered reed. The independence of the
kingdom is buried and lost amid the ruins of
the day. The throne of Frederick, and the dy-
nasty of the House of Brandenburgh, which had
not long since aspired to dictate to France,
if not to Europe, is now at the mercy of an
upstart of fortune-—at the mercy of one in whose
fliiity bosom the seeds of that attribute had never
taken root.

At this dark and melancholy hour—England,
struggling for a precarious existence, a long
night of barbarism and crime threatening again to
overshadow Christendom, and Justice and Free-
dom meditating, in appearance, their departure
from the earth—at this moment, Russia was the
only continental power in Europe, that assumed
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either the name or the semblance of Indepen.
dence. Yet cven she, protected as she is by her
remote situation and her iron climate, seemed
to retain of Independence but little else except
the name—the shadow instead of the substance:
for, without a formal! acknowl=dgment of the
supremacy, even the EMPIRE or THE NorTH
submitted for a time to the supercilious dictates,
and adopted the policy of the Court of St. Cloud.

Napoleon was now at the zenith of his renown.
By stratagem and force—the resources of his
genius and the terror of his arms, he had attained
to the very summit of human exaltation. In
power and grandeur, no less than in depravity
and crime, he stood, perhaps, alone in the annals
of the world. As the frightful Cotopashi among
volcanoes, surpassing in height and unparalleled
in fierceness: or as the terrible Condor among
the birds of prey, such was he in fearful preemi-
nence, among the despots and conquerors of
the earth. No mortal had ever before com-
manded the homage of so many nations, so abun.-
dant in inhabitants and so formidable in arms.
The sceptre of the Casars, though more extend-
ed, was less powerful; the Roman empire, though.
wider In circuit, was less populous and much
less warlike, than the empire of Napoleon.

But the possession of Europe with all her re-
sources was insufficient to satisfy his cupidity
and ambition. Though a continent was in his
grasp, the world was 1n his eve, and universal
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Jdeanmation had become the passion of his heart.
:n the hautiness of his soul he began to fancy
himsclf more than mortal, and, with a degree
of mmpiety and self-idolatry, of which modern:
::mus furrish no example, assumed even the lan-
guage a7 inenace of a god. That he might ex-
hibit himself under the character of a personage
of divine promise and mission, and thereby estab-
lish the mere firmly his ascendency over the
credulous, he aflected at onc time, a show of
arrangements for the restoration of the Jews to
the country of Palestine.

But his course was nearly run. The intoxicat-
ing bowl of prosperity and power, of which he
had partaken in siich maddening draughts, was
soon: to be exchanged for the cap of misfortune
and deer humihiation, which he was destined to
drzin to the very dregs. Itisreduced toa maxim,
that whom Ged purposes to destroy, he renders
insane. He marks, at least, his connsels with con-
fitlsion, and his measures with rashness. Such
was most signally the case with Napoleon. Tha
monarch, who had been hitherto as forinidable in
the cabinet, as he was overwhelming in the field,
appeared to be suddenly abandoned, not merely
by wisdom and policy, but by commen prudence
and ordinary sagacity,

Not content with an entire controul of ail the
military and naval resources of Spain, he resolves
on the usurpation o her sceptre and her throne.
Accordingly, 1n a moment of the incbriety of
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power, that kingdomis perfidiously invaded, her
fortresses and strong holds occupied by troops,
and the royal family dragged into captivity. If
any one act of the despot of France claim a decid-
ed preeminence in treachery, crime, and every
quality and principle which the man of honour
should detest and the man of honesty avoid, it is
this. Even the basest of his ministers and the
most profligate of his panders were shocked at
its enormity. Correspondingly ample and exem-
plary was the retribution which the Deity, in his
justice, had laid up instore. Under Providence,
that unprecedented violation of faith and hospi-
tality, proved the signal for the commencement
of the last and successful struggle of Europe for
her deliverance.

To her immortal honour be 1t recorded, that
this struggle had its origin in Spain. The high-
minded Castilian, proud of his birthright, and
glorying in the spirit and achievements of his
ancestors, determined to prove himself their legi-
timate descendant. As they had nobly extricat-
cd themselves from the dominion of the Moors,
he resolved to exhibit an example no less heroick
and worthy of imitation, in relation to the 1ron
dominion of the Corsican. He, accordingly, as
if awakened to wise and salutary counsels and
inspired with energy and enterprise, from above,
breaks from his long and dangerous repose, and
«xchanges for the armour of the wurrior, the
neaceful implements of the artificer and the hus-
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bandman. Like the soldiers of Cadmus, the
determined defenders of the soil of Spain seemed
to spring from its bosom prepared for battle.
But a few months, and the whole peninsula, from
having been, at leastdevoted to peaceful pursuits,
if not immersed in habits of sloth, is converted
inte a nation of warriors and heroes.

From this moment, humanly spezking, the
subjugation of Spain must be regarded as im-
practicabie. For, although the most powerful
army may be conquered and even annihilated;
yet a nation of soldiers contending for their rights
1s literallv invincible. Such is the voice of ex-
perience and history. As well may you attempt
to lay fetters on the ocean, as to subdue,in a
population of fifteen millions of determined free-
men, the spiritof independence.

Frcm the example of the intrepid Spaniard the
other nations of Europe learn, at length, this im-
portant lesson. From him, too, they learn, that
the legions of Napoleon are not invincible, even
when met on equal terms in the field of battle—a
truth which could scarcely fail to lead, in the end,
to the downfal of the tyrant. For, in sucha
case, whatever 1s deemed practicable will be
resolutcly attempted: and the attempt is the
earnest of eventual success.

By the beacon-lights, burning on the hills of
Spain, the Powers of the North are once more
awakencd, and aroused to the contest. Broke:n.
but not annihilated, dispirited, but not despond-
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ing, the flower of Austria is again in array. But
the plains of Wagram prove fatal to her hopes.
The House of Lorrain is there reduced to the
most unconditional submission, thankful to re.
tain, even on degrading sufferance, a powerless
sceptre and a humbled diadem.

Russia, perceiving now but too clearly that
the day of her trial is fast approaching, sternly
collects herself within her own borders, resolv-
ed, should subjugation be attempted, on the
resistance of valorcus and noble despair. Nor is
it long till her fears and apprehensions are real-
ized. With an army surpassing in nambers,
discipline, and all the terrifick enginery of war,
whatever of military array Europe or the world
had hitherto witnessed, Napoieon invades the
territory of the Czar. Determined on empire
and independence or death and glory, the virtu-
ous and highminded Alexander leads to the con-
flict his faithful subjects, and, by his own au-
gust and heroick example, animates them to
deeds of invincible courage. By the hand of
Heaven, too, are laid up 1n store all the horrors
of a northern winter, to be showered upon the
head, and to strike terror to the soul, of the
oppressor cf nations.

On cither side the preparations are immense,
and the civilized world is intent on the issue.
Moral Nature makes a pause of consternation,
like that which, 1n the physical world, precedes
the fearful yawning of the earthquake. The sinke
'n he contended for 1s, proximately, the fuic of
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Yurope; ultimately, perhaps, that of the human
race—the richest stake, beyond comparison, for
which the sword was ever drawn. In all re-
spects worthy of the occasion was the shock
which ensued. I will not, because I cannot,
describe it to you. It is no subject for either
the pen or the pencil—the powers of language
or the magick of colours. It leaves them both
at a vast, an immeasurable distance behind.
To those, and those alone, who witnessed and
survived it, can it ever appear in its true cha-
racter.

Since the war in Heaven of which we read in
the Book of the Apocalypse—the discomfiture
of the Rebel angels by Michael and his followers,
the universe has never beheld such a conflict.
"I o the earth-convulsing thunders, the fiery hor-
rors, and the smoking ruins of the field of Bora-
dino, the fiercest eruption of the ficrcest volcano
is a scene of tranquillity. In relation to the un-
parclleled tumults of that day, well might 1 ex-
claim with the poet, when describing the voicc
of the last trumpet:

“ 2! powerful note ! to which no equal sound,
Did €’er the affrighted car of nature wound,
Since rival ciarions first were strained on high,
Lo kindle wars immortal through the sky;
Since God’s whole enginery discharged, and all
The rctel angels bellowed in their fall.”

An iy of warriors lie immolated to ambition—
breathless :ud nale-—onthe dismal battle-ground.
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The world is now to be astonished by a new
zud unheard of offering at the shrine of national
independence and freedem. Enkindled by the
same sublime and magnanimous spirit of resis-
tance, the flames of Moscow break on the eye
like the general conflagration. Like that confla-
gration, too, they are the prelude to the irrevoca-
ble perdition of the wicked. That unparalleled
sacrifice—that holy burst of patriotick fire, con-
sumed 1n the bosom of Napoleon the last faint
and feeble relick of the hope of conquest. To
the dismay of his soul, it disclosed to him by the
fearful intensity of its brightncss, the inevitable
and ruinous issue of his campaign. From that
moment disaster on disaster, and disgrace on dis-
grace—the defeat at Wiasma, the overthrow at
Krasnoy, and the merciless carnage at the bridge
of Berezina—hung on his rear and haunted his
footsteps like a destroying angel. On no mortal
did the storms of war ever burst in such a torrent
of ruin. It was now, too, that the magazines of
Heaven were emptied on his head, in hail and
sleet, and frost and snow, and all that constitutes
a winter in the North. The sufferings of his fol-
lowers, from this cause, arc exceeded only by the
torments of the unrighteous 1n a state of retribu-
tion. No earthly torture can be devised to sur-
pass them.

Stript at length of the refuse of his forces, the
imperial homicide, a fugitive and alone, is spurned
like a hated and unworthy thing, from the borders

D
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of that territory, which he had so lately invaded
with the pomp of a conqueror. Here, more espe-
cially, commences that memorabie and tremen-
dous fall, which resembled not a little—1I speak
with reverence—the fall of Satan from the skies,
when stricken to the deepest abyss oI perdition,
by the thunder-clasping hand of the Majesty of
heaven. Like that fall it was great—hke that it
was sudden—Ilike that it was irretrievable—1like
that it was associated with the perdition of myri-
ads—Ilike that it was the fall of one of the most
arrogant and impious of created beings.

“ Him the Almighty Power
Hurl’d headlong, flaming from the etherial sky.
W ith hideous ruin and combustion, down
To bottomless perdition; there to dwell
In adamantine chains and penal fire,
Who durst defy th” Omnipotent to arms.”

Escaped from the thousand dangers which
menaced him, Napoleon is again within his own
empire. But even here he is no longer secure; for
his avenging pursuers are approaching like the
terrible tempests of the North. The polar blasts
which had proved so fatal to his followers and his
hopes, sweep harmless over them, and even seem
to accelerate their course. He whohad lately given
laws to Europe, and had awed half the world by
the terrors of his name, is now obliged to pre-
pare for a precarious defence of his own borders.
In justice even to Aim be it remarked, that his
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preparations and arrangements, at this crisis, were
worthy of a great captain, born to command and
struggling for empire. Had he never on any other
occasion appeared at the head of an army in the
field, his exertions and movements at this con-
juncture, would have placed him, as a military
leader, with the Scipios and the Hannibals, the
Pompeys and the Casars. In some points, an
impartial posterity will pronounce him their
superior.

As 1i an overruling Providence were conduct-
ing him to his ruin, thc counsels of the usurper
are still confounded. He refuses to treat with the
allied sovereigns on terms which would have
secured to him his sceptre, his power, and the
dynasty of his house. The armies are accordingly
again in array, and after various minor encounters,
meet in conflict at the brilge of Leipsick. That
fatal plain,which had often before been the theatre
of battle, never till now witnessed in all its hore
rors the shock of arms. Little short of the scenes
of Berezina were there renewed. Carnage, in her
fellest, fiercest mood, rioted throughout the battle
ground till she was sickened with gore, As the
result of that day, glorious to the allies, auspicious
to Europe, and eminently disastrous to her mer-
ciless oppressor, nearly half of the army of Napo.
leon 1s destroyced, and more than half of his de-

clining hopes buried in the blood-red waters of
the E“)t
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He precipitates his flight zcross the Rhine, the
determined avengers of the wrongs of naticns
pressing on his rear. ¥From this period the war,
on his part, becomes desultory and irregular. His
army both numerically and eifectually reduced,
his plans broken, and his hopes at length almost
annihilated, ke no longer fights for conquest, but
for safety. Like a tiger exhausted, chaffed, and
driven in the toils, he often turns upon his pur-
suers, and attacks them ferociously, but alwavs
feebly and without effect. He is now fast approach-
ing to the awful situation of a fallen tyrant, whose
pastime has been cruelty, and who has waded in
blood. In retrospect, nothing appears but a dark
and damning catalogue of atrocities and crimes;
in prospect, nought but sudden death, or a long
protracted and agonizing scene of abhorrence and
infamy—millions of curses both deep and loud
alighting on his head, without even the balm of
a solitary blessing—thousands of daggers thirst-
ing for his blood, and not a friendly hand to shel-
ter him from the stroke—a terrible lesson to the
lawless usurper, and a warning, memorable, so-
lemn and 1mpressive, to all abusers of delegated
power!

The allies arrive at the gates of Paris and are
hailed as deliverers by that ancient capital. To seal
the catastrophe of the sinking Napoleon, the
Senatc decrees that he be immediately dethroned.
But how will the tyrant receive the edict? He is
not yect entirely abandoned. An army of nearly
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forty thousand men, commanded by some of his
ablest generals, remain faithful to him, ready to
sacrifice their hives in his defence. Will he, then,
at the head of such numbers, tameiy surrender up
his diadem, the attainment of which he bas effect.-
ed by years of toil, and to which he has waded
throughrivers oi blood? Will he, without the last
convulsive struggle of despair, suffer to be wrest.
ed from him that sceptre with which he has but
lately awed the thrones and commanded the ho-
mage of the continent of Europe? From being the
haughtiest of monarchs, will he pusillanimously
descend to become the most degraded and des-
picable of men? From having commanded the
treasures of half the world, will he quietly con-
scnt to become a pensicner, and meanly subsist
on the bread of charity? From having been, in his
own estimation, but little inferior in dignity te
theIMmMorTALs, willhe, in the estimation of man-
kind, sink beneath the humblest dregs of morta-
lity? It cannotbe. Napoleon the great! the crea-
tor and dethroner of kings! he who but lately
declared, that ¢ God had given him power to
punish his enemies,” Napcleon wili surely be
worthy of himself! Cato, who had neverstalkedin
purple, and whose brow had never felt the weight
of an imperial diadem, chose to perish by his own
hand, rather than become the second man in the
world, even when Casar, that paragon of human
greatness, was the firsz. Macbeth, the usurper
of the petty throne of Duncan, would naot, when






















































































































