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FO R EV ER consecrated, in the annals of A4-
merica, be that auspicious day, which divotced her
- from a tyrant, burst assunder her shackels, and envellop-
- ped her name in a blaze of unquenchable glory* On
. that day,LiserTy achieved her brightest exploit,and per-
- fefted her most illustrious conquest. On that day, K)‘ur"
. millions of people, attracted by her beauty, and smitten’
- with ker charms, flew, at once, to her chaste and aftec.
| tionate embraces, and, there, scaled the vow of eternal
' donstancy., Thus €nlisted in her train, the sacred spirit

. of a holy chivalry seized and animated them, and they
" arose, in the .awful terrors of inspired courage. The
- onset was héroic—the issue, glortous !—They drove
from their shores her inhuman persécutor; and an ad-
i miring world hailed her the fair empress of this beauti-
ful domain! Dreadful,” however, was the conflict,
: through which, this triumph was obtained. The out.
| ragesy:which make up its character, almost challenge
; computation. ~ Patience, oppressed by insult! inno-
. cence, butchered by cruelty !' and distress, the most sup-
{ pliant, mocked and buffetted by despotism, the most
| brutal, form only a part of the horrid catalogue !

I - Frow scenés, like thes¢, shall the imagination be
permitted to-retire ?-- Over scenes, like these, shall the
" memory be permitted to slumber? No : Forbid 1t,
' patriotism ! forbid it, virtue ! forbid it, nature!

* Nor poppy, nor mandragora—

Nor all the drowsy sirups of this world,
Can ever medicine us to such wile sleep !”’

The injuries of our foe are still fresh before us, in
culors, deep and unblotted. They have nct yet be-
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come the forgotten property of oblivion. Tweniy
eight years have not extinguished *hose mnoblmg emo-
mms, which, once, apltated every .z “ansoul, at the
name of Wakgen.. Surely, there is not suci. magic in
so bricfa date, that we can now calculate, with the cold,
phlegmatic, temper -of a Dutchman, the drops he .shed
end the groans he uttered. Suwlv, grief and mdlgna- |
tion have not, already, ceased to mingle their complain-

ing voices round his grave. -:Surely, it has not become,

so soon, an unobserved scéne of st obscuuty ! “No:
By all that is dear to us as, freemen, we swear' never to
be t:cacherous to the memory of our valiant wasriors !

“Perhaps, ¢ven now, their injured spirits have burst their

ccpuichral” imprisonment, -and staik, in awful ‘majesty,
around our crowded tgmpl—as, the invisible spectators of
this triumphant jubilee ! {Perhaps, event now, they ad-
monish U3t remember them ! - Yes, ye risen shades ! -
0¥ We will remember YOU’ While meniory b°ld3 o

A seat in thisdistracted glebe, remember you N

Yea, from the tables of onr memories;.

We'll wipe away all trivial, fond, records,
PR B 3 ST N N L I A

And your bnght virtues all dlon€ shall live,
Within the beok and’ volume of our minds,
Unmix'd with basct master .--ch, by Heav’s I"*

Onx this da) ,sacred to the mcm,ory of our Sovereign-
ty, e ought, if possible, tc revive, in'al their purity,
that fervent enthumasm, that proud magnauimity of
wind, that sublimity of sentimcnt, that ardent admira- -
tion of leerty, which led us to seek, and enabled us
to obtain, this bicssing. Let not the security of posses-
«ion lull every noble passion to repose, by which it was
wcquired, and without which, it may, hcrealter, be lost,
sud lost, forever. ‘Even the Tigress, whose den is in- -
vaded, and whosc whelps are vavished from her, neve
ils to do justice to the only virtue, wit whlch, naturv
s ennobled her.  She not only turns upon her foe, in
dTesolute @ nd delencel upostmx, she pmsues* him, cven
0 ey ond the confines of the forest 3 and then, when
Lorvad ans i wooty dowain i leli free from the incur-
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sor, she howls out her full heart to'the unheeding winds,
and yells, for sympathy, from the flinty rocks of the des-
art.—Tell me then my Countrymen, ve, against whose
very vitals, the dagger of a traitorous King was lifted !
‘Shall we not, on this day, look back upon the pasty
with indignani recollettion ? : Tell .me, Citizen Sold-
zers ! . Ye brave and bloodless band !—Ye, whose blue
and scarlet are .of. your own voluntary purchase!—the
honorable badge of xalorous freemen !—and not the ig-
nominious livery of beggar'd and brutal hirelings.—Telt
me—do you not, on this day, fcel your hearts beat and
swell, with a new-and sublimer, courage ? Docs not
.4 a fiery instinct lift you from the ground,” and tighten
‘the grasp, and qujcken the lightning of your impetuous
swords P—Yes : Already does imagination pencil out to
you the glowing scenes of our revolutionary drama.
Already is. your attention fastened to the interesting
picture. Already are your distended veins chafed by
the red current that hurries. through them, as you view
the reeking soil of Bunker, and the piteous piles. of
slain, iindeér which, it bleeds and shrieks and groans.
Already do your eyes almost leap from their agonized
sockeis, asthey watch the devoted ruins of Cuarcres-
TOWN, ascending, in flaming volumes, tothe heavens!
Already have your tongues a thousand impatient curs-
es, for the mingled barbarity and cowardice, which
butchered, and took flight across the violated fields of
LzxineTon !  Already does grief sit enthroned on your
visages, at the heart-rending scenes of State-Street ! On
the other hand, your’s is the thrill of purest transport,
of divinesf rapture, in gazing on the scattercd lighty
which embellishes this picture of contrasts! Your's
are the accents of undissembled joy, in surveying the
glorious spectacle of SaraToca, where the uplified
sword of a Burgoyne fell heavy and nerveless to the
earth, and, with it, the arms of kis tiousands of follow.
ers ! Your’s are the generous, the cnviable, feelings of
virtuous pride,over the illustrious heroism that ¢ fought
a2nd conquered” at Yorztown !—that gave the last, the
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expiring, blow, to the hopes of British vengeance,’and
stunned, even to the stiliness of death, its more than
Hydra-cruelty !t .~ oo o0
i Bur, alas, into what exquisite tenderness is your
sensibility awakened, at the recollection of your mili-
tary father?; Howdo your finest heart strings tremble
and vibrate at;. the mention of his name ?" W asuing-
toN |—He “smiled at the tempest, he.defied the storm,”
conjured up by the. black .incantations ‘of ministerial
witchcraft, and ;hurled upon. our devoted "country, by
the dreadful machinety. of. parliamentary furies ! ... No
proud Abbey boasts the.exclusive honor of his precious
relics, ... His solitary grave is. hallow’d from the pro-
phane trelid of curious and. trowding spectators:,, In
this consecrated spot, the poppy shail never fix its drow-
8y root, nor the wormwood thtivé; nor the thistie shoot
fts bearded and unsalutary stalk. « No : this holy soil is
conigenial only to those eéternal laurels, ‘that, there,
spring up and bloom dnd flourish, in thick and'emu,
lating clustets! There; genius hds often knelt, in
humble annd fervent devdtion, and tendered up his va-
ried and rival offerings. But how imperfect | how un-
worthy ! how vahit! are his best and brightest gifts.
The historian has sat down to his record—but how
cold are his facts—how inanimate; his reflections !
The sculptor has plied his chisel-—but; what art can
mould the reluctant marble into the representative of
that form and those featurcs, ¢ where every God did
seem to set his seal.” The painter has spread his ¢an-
vass—but, how faint the résemblance !—what an k-
ward mimicry of the onginal !—S8o, would it still have
been, though—a Raphacl had sket-hed the designy, 4
Titian had shed his colors, a Guido had lavished his gra-
ces, a Salvator had accumulated his sublimities ! The
poet has poured s verse—but how far below the subjeé&k
would have been even their powers, though—a Pindar
bad thrown his bold and heedless hand amidst the®
strings ; or, the pathetic muse had trembled out the ten:
derest note, that ever faultered from her melancholy
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lyre ! But stop! Here, my Countrymen, the full
heart is arrested. 'WasmingTon ! that venerable name!
How has it been prostituted to party purposes ? How
has it been quoted, with the odious ostentation of a
pharisce, merely to give sanction to principles, which
that great man never avowed, and, probablysnever con-
| cenvcd > 1tlas been belched up and bawled out, in our
Coffce-houses, on our Exchanges; and in our Market-
Places, amidst a rabble of obscene and vulgar language,
blasphemously huddled by oaths; and even buffctted by
the vilest and most groveling passions. It has beeri
prophanely ravished into the service of aspiring and
dangerous ambition ; and almost distorted into ndi-
cule, by the ignorance and folly of puny and doltish
politicians.

Frou the deleterious vindication of such cham.
pions, it is time that the memory of our Wasuixcron
was rescued.  To cover the nakedness of their own de-
formity, and to give a little artificial light to their be.
nighted cause, they invoke his radiance, and claim sanc-
tuary in his gloty. But how meﬁ'ectual how pitiful the
subterfuge! Like a black and tc'mpestuous cloud, that
draws its sullen shadow over the sun, they may, for a
- time, obscure his splendor, and give his beams a tempo-
rary eclipse ; while they remz2in undecked by his smiles,
and untinged by his brightness. But this cloud soon
passes away, and is succeeded by a sublimer and more
gorgeous eifulgence.  Let these pretended friends, these
boastful admirers of our Wasurncron, step forth, and
cxplain to usy if they can, that conduct, which is every
whuL mar..cd by the most fatal inconsistencies. Do
they rcally love his precepts >—Are they engraven on
tueir very P-arts 7—And do they form the code of
their political faith,—the laws of their political and
moral coinduct # Indeed ? Is all this possible ? Did
Wasuivcron  draw his defensive sword against the
throne of one tyrant, merely to sheathe it at the foot-
stool of another ? Did he shield his Janguish-
mg couairy from the pestiferous glare of a British
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rrown, merely to escort in triumph a diadem, spark:
ling with prerogatives, to the ambitious head of some
American voyalist?  Did he profess himself the anx-
ious, the benignant guardian of the lower classes of hu-
manity-—and yet was he jealous of their humblest, their
most inoffensive rights 7 Under the shallow, the hy-
pocrmcal pretext of preserving, them from a perm-
clous freedom-——-of rescuing them from their “worst ene-
Ries,” did he invoke the massy and stvpendous columnn
of aristocracy to rise on their devoted aecks, and there-
by press them still lower to the earth?  But I forbear!
The enemies of our Repubhc may still go on to mis-
represent  the principles of its most illustrious parent
and benefacter. They may still continue to imagine the
swinish multitude fair game for deception, and the le-
gitimate subjects of stooping falshood-and deep-plot-
ting treachery. Yet the swinish multitude have both a
mind and a spirit to perceive and to resent those g8w-
ky and blundering artifices, which are forged for thexr
creduhtv and administered for their delusion. Nature
has not fashioned them in a mould so rude and i Imper-
fect, as to rénder them stupidly dull to the suggestions
tven of common sénse ; nor are they to be made the
ductile dupes of a counterfeit too unskilful not to be
detected even by ordinary eyes. W retched, and even
Lontcmpuble would be their condition, were they capa-
ble of being cheated by professums, which have not so
much asthe <emhlanre of sincerity, and which are shame-
fully contrasted by the very practice which follows them.
I.ct us not wonder then, if they refuse all confidence to
that DUPLICITY, which is at never-ceasing variance
with itself. At one moment, it proffers the incalculable
blood of our citizens, as the cheap price of a neighbor-
ing province——at thc next, it curses the prudent and
honorable negotiation, wlncl secured to us this territory,
while it sparcd us froman mglonous and .mm,mnawpur~
chase, At one moment, it vchemenily declaims against
the defective morals of the infidel, and the destructive li-
ventiousiess of the demociat,—at the next, it outsirides
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both, in their extremest depravitv, and then vaunts of its
own rare virtue. It solicits the imagination for ob.

scene lies and then adopts, for their hero, the most il-

lustrious personage in out country. It huddles toge-

ther discordant and indelicate rhymes, or the frail chasti-
ty of an African female, and then triumphs in the cxe-

crable wit, which has put modesty to the torture. 1t

throws into confusion the shameless face of the prosti-

tute, and forces her to conceal the strange crimson that
riots there, = At one moment, as if shook by a holy par-
oxism, it kneels and seizes the white robes of: Religion,

and, in supplicating accents, beseeches her not to wan.
der a friendless exile from our shores—at the next, it
rises, an inexorable rebel against her most venerable de-

crees. It invades the sanctuary of the church—and
rushes to the summit of the altar—and there claims, for
the secular power,—a Turone and a Canory. With
arms outstretched,with eyes uplifted, it implores the mer-
cy of heaven, on ¢ the worst of sinners ; "—vet for our
President, it deigns not to bestow so much as a bricfand
muttered prayer, lest—some watchful spirit, bending
from the ‘skies—some cherub, smiling, benignant, and
interceding, should catch the tardy and regretted bene-
diction, and cherish it forever. Such is the character

of that DUPLICITY, againft which it becomes the
swinish multitude to be upon their guard.

' Burt, my Countrymen, our Republic has encmies.
qfanothef class ;—enemies, more open, more avowed ;

—enemies, who, so far from deserving the imputauon

of hY'pqcrisy, do not hesitate to expressthe most unqual-

iied conternpt for the form and features of our con-

stitution, These ,'enth'usiast's of -monarchy dwell with

emphasis on the parties, by whicl free states 2re con-

vulsed, and the factions, by which they are agonizcd.

Greece and Rome, two nations the most illustrious in

the annals of gncicnt Europe, are adverted to as aftord-

ing incontestible evidence of that speedy and mevitable

d}ssolUtiOﬂ, which awaits the most enlizshtened and o'

¥ous Republics.  HHistory is industiiously expioi
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eloquence is prodigally lavished, to arraign and con-
demn the absurdities and vices of popular dominion.—
The Phil o(ophy of;he Old-School mumbles outht,r -
solent and impertinent dogma*,, which she would fain
impose upon us for lucid deductions of reason and cleal
demonstrations of truth., Even the Muses have  been
bribed to desert their happy and independent seats, their
groves, their hills, and their fountains, their Parnassus
and their Helicon, and to bmcome mere house-hold
drudges, in the venal service of oppression.

Tus monarchist, though he preserves a sullen and

unbroken silence, on the subject of those thousand
miseries incident to his’ favorite system, is nevertheless
loud and incessant in reprobating the corruptions, and
deploring the infelicities of democracy, = He exercises his
happiest art in selectmg such topics,asare best calcutated
to allure the passions, and seduce the understanding. He
paints, with all his skill, exaggerated pictures of human
wretchedness mﬂ;c;ed by some {ranticrabblesorsomejeal-
ous demagogue. ' He successively presents to us, scenes
of infatuated perscuu;mn,msanatccarna,ge,andremorse-
less murder, which' tear, up "the very “heart, and make it
bleed at every pore. Now we shudder at the ignominious
fate of Socrates. " He ¢harmed down Phalosophy from
the skies, and enuccd the celestjal visitant to fix her re-
sidence upon earth.” " Yet ‘what a miserable security did
this afford him against the malice of his accusers! He
was the d1vme patron of morality. Yet the woful doom,
~that crowns the convicted infamy of the felon, was his
accursed recompense.” He was the pious adorer of his
God. Yet sacerdotal cruelty marked him for its vic-
tim, and glutted on those pangs, which robbed lis coun-
try of its brightest ornament. Now’ we execraie the
popular fury, which cxcrcised itself on " Phocion, and
hurried to his lips the odious and fatal hemlock.
Now we blush at the retrcat of Demetrius Phalerius,
and sigh over the prostrated statucs, which had been ercct-
cd 1o his fome. Now wc are «lmcLCd by the curses of
\jmza on Alcibiades, who @t that very mowent, was
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lavishing magnificent services on his ungrateful coun-
try. Now we lament the abuscs of the OStracism ~—
and now, the despotism of the Decemviri—and now,
the jealous cabals of the Trilunes. But here, even
here, the heart of sensibility is not exhausted of all its
emotions. No : it iurns, with redoubled agony, to
those scencs of desolation and horror, which are spread
around us by the ambitious and exterminating hand of
sceptred authority. In comparison with these, the
frenzies of democracy fade and disappear. The causes,
which produce the one, only aggravate their atrocit
inflame our indignation, and harden us against the r{r-
vine temper of forgiveness. The causes, which pro
duce the other, often centain some latent apolog),
which either pleads their excuse, or extenuates their
crimipality. The cold crimes of a tyrant admit of no
palliation, and appeal in vain to the most flexible and
versatile charity. Poor and pitiful was the effort of
Clovis 1o expiate his villanies by a gloomy affectation
of religion, and the splendid endowment of monasteries.
History, always faithful to her trust, has preserved
them umimpaired and undiminished, and they now
stapnd on record, at once to reproa:ch and immortalize
him. ‘

Uron what section of the giobe, or in what age of
the world,shall we fix the distracted eye for the blessings
of regal government ? Does not an inhuman waste of
innocent blood every where moisten and defile thercek-
ing paths of princes ? Shall we hail the nation from which
wadescended, as illustrious for the wisdom 2nd elemency
of her Kings ? Alas, by what arithmetic shall we count
the tyrannical enormities of the eighth Henry—the de-
tested barbaritics of the third Richard—the sanguinary
cruelties of the first Nary ? Intouching onthe atrocitics
of royal power, where shall we begin ?—-or where shall
we end ? Shall we bestow our first glimpsc on the self-
created ju‘risdicticm of the Star-Chamber ; where iniqui-
ty usurped the authority of justice, and 1multcd, with
disdaintul mockery, the sacred rights of mankind ? Shall
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we next turn to the tortures of the inquisition ; where
science has been made to stoop submissively to faith ?

where philosophy has been arraigned and ‘tried and
condemned by a stupid and ignorant conclave ? anr
where virtue has ‘shricked, under the gory fangs of a
deadly and devouring ° superstition ? Shall we' next
revert, in sad and painful recollection, to the patient
miseries of the Bastile ?. 1t was in this dreadful theatre of
sufferings, that the tyrant found no mortifying llmns to
the malicious delight of torturing his fellow men. The
bare thought of a lingering and protracted wretchedné'ss,
without so riuch as a single ray of hope to soften und:
relieve it, furnished him'with 4 perpetual feast of infernal
epjoyment. This sullen pleasure would ‘not forsake him
so much as for a moment, nor be unfaithful to him, even
in his dreams, No; The deep-embosomed groans of
his captive ‘and dgspalrmg subjects soothed with therr
music his serenaded slumbers ; and their’ heart-Wrung
tears refreshed with theirdew his enchanted visions of the
night. From the iron chambers of the Bastile, from
those dismal abodes of unalloyed. sorrow, “with' what
transpart would their maddened tenants have leaped to
greet the merciful jaws of the guilloune. "Around the
ravenous axe of this revolutionary engine, no countless.
swarm of sharp-stinged miseries play their hcllish gambol,

and threaten the worn-down spirit of its vmt;m, with a
never-ceasless round of interminable horrors. * These
buz and wound only in the guilty service of an unfeeling
wonarch. These reserve their festering voison for the
pining and emaciated sacrafices of royal cruelty. Ui
happy subjects! What eloquence can utier your dis-
tresses 7 Language, indeed, becomes a naked and una-i
vaiiing beggar, when it attempts 1o describe them,” E-
ven the sorry grace of a brief and expeditious deith is.
denigd you. Between you and the peaceiul dominiens
of the grave, there is a long and dreary way, through
which you are destined to ove, in fearful and sorrow-
ing pilgrimage. There the excresceni bramble winds
across your path, and picrces your veins at every foot-
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stecp.  There the tripple-tongued adder hisses, on her
warm nest of an hundred young. There the melan-
choly cypress dispenses its thick and pestilential gloom,
through which no solitary sun-beam pceps to gladden
you. There the constant raven croaks out her tribu-
tary dirges to despair, and screams her anguish along
the affnghted shades !

L.kt those, who are warm and loud in their denun-
ciation, of revolutlonary excesses, here learn the true
history of that spirit, by which they are engendered.
Leet them not rashly ascribe to an obvious cause, what
properly belongs to one more secret and remote. For
the dreadful enormities committed during the heat of a
.revolution, let them not cast too much blame on an
abject and 1ignorant multitude, whose passions have
been but too justly excited, and whose puny reason has
not efliciency enough for their control, Let them bes.
tow, at least, a portion of their censure on that diaboli-
cal despotism, which fostered this ignorance, which fet-
tered this reason, and kindied into a destructive {lame
~these ungovernable passions. It isthe shallow and un-
thinking politician only, who stops at immediate caus-
es. The philosopher goes further. He explorestheir
genealogy, and traces them up to their highest sources.
He scarches the rotten hearts of princes, and there
s¢es nothing but corruption gathering for the plague of
the human race. He passes over the vestibule of their
courts, ans there views more ignorance, more pride,
more hypocricy, than the incautious pen of Chesterfield
has recorded.” He next enters the recesses of the tem-
ple, and there obtains the precious arcana of the cabin.
et. There he overhears the ¢ treasons, stratagems, and
ineditated spoils,” by which the swinish multitude are
to b degraded to a sty, if possible, more dependent and
beasdy than that of their four-footed brethren, He

casts an eye to the church.—Therc hc beholds some
lazy and seifich blshgp fantastually tricked out in holy
lawn, and fattening ‘on the extorted tithes nf the peas-
autry.  Jsac surveys an idle and profligat — :
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rést of canker- -worms, who thrive on plants, hcy had
no agency in rcaring. Last of all; he bends beneath
the low-bowed roof of the vassal, and there sces its
wretched and dcluded tenant sweating under the cum-
brous service of some imperious lord ; or rendering
his ncedy shilling to the solemn mummery of a pncwt
When the philosopher has finished his survey of this
complicated spéctacle of oppressions on the one hand,
and distresses on the other, lie instantly foresees; W_lth
the promptitude of a prophet, those dreadful calamities,
which must soon desolate a kingdoin, dnd terrify a worl
His knowledge of mankind—his knowledge of causcs
and eﬁ'(:cts, teaches him, that 2 government, which re-
lies for its support on the ignotance and delusion of
the people, must one day tumble to'the ground, and
shake, in it fall, the deepest foundations of society.
It teaches him, thet the grievances, which flow from
this government, must one day be redressed, and that
the violence of the remedy will bear a full propottion to
the violence 5f the mischief, which demands this reme-
dy. If afterwards he hears of palaces prostrated, of
bastiles demolished, of guillotines erécted, of chur-
ches pilfered and overthlown, of a monarch conducted
to the scaffold amidst the bitrer and clamorous execra-
tions of his enraged subjects, he considers them as nat-
ural, and even nccessary events, resulting from causes,
with which he 1s well acquainted, and which have been
with him the subject of much previous meditation.
He now knows where to fix, and how to distribute hig
reproaches : And if there be one solitary eurse la.
boring in his bosom, he vents it, with his full soui, a-
gainst “that foul and audacious bplrit, which wouid fain
debase man to a reptile, or, what is worse than a reptile,
—a Stave !

Witu what superlative contempt then must the
philosopher look down upon the prostituted Gazettes of
the presentday.  With a few shinigy exceptions, these
drivelling rvegisters of the times—thesc opposers of our
soverrLment and its wdmini istration, are COllde'tLd or
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Yather misconducted, by the nauseous vulgarity, and
unlettered ignorance *of dull and impudent Editoss.
These wretched paragraphists arrogantly assume the am-
bitious title of politicians. ,They deal outto the world,
through the ridiculous medium of perverted language,
and violated grammar, and abortive metaphors, and
confused sentences,the crude.result of impotent and un-
reflecting heads; and the fiothy ebullitions of nnsettled
and fermenting hearts. These knights of the ‘type talk
about government, as if its science were familiar to thet
as the game of push-pin.. Taey predigt the rise and fail
of empires, with such apparent facility, that we arc al-
most induced to believe,(how violent socver the paradox
may seem) that the soul of a- prophet rmay. sometimes
chuse its dwelling in the neighborhood ofidiocy. Like
the garrulous Gratiano, they ¢ talk.a wanderful. deal of
NoTHING.” - Their.*¢ reasons ave two grains of wheat, /iid
in two bushels of chaff :—You may.search .all day, ere you
find themy and, when you haue. found them; they are. not
worth the search.” . With character, both public and pri-
vate—but here indignation. becomes. painful, by the
severity with which it arises. ;, Here sarcasm would be
too gracious, and coatempt too charitable. ;Dctested
Caitiffs ! Has nature then been ta. youw such a nig-
gard—so -meanly sparing of her jmtellectual gifts, that
vou are obliged to.invoke. falshood to write her black
forgeries on your polluted colemns ?.. Arc your minds
so wretchedly destitute of all resoyrces—even of dirt it.
self—that you are compelled to travel off to Billing«gate
and 8¢,., Giles's—and there servilely beg for the very
scum. of their corruption? Is your malice, too, 5O
strangely. fastidious, that it .rejects every thing but the
fairest virtue, and the whitest.innocence ? Is the cause,
you madly and feebly. vindicate, become, at last, so
nopeless—is, it brought so nigh the iast perishing gasp
of dissolving life—that slanders, the most desperate
and unavailing, are caught at to preserveit 7 Abpject!

Jncm, : )
despicably abject, must be that cause, which shudders:
C

]



(18 )

and faints, in the presence of TruTH; and flies from 1ts
approach, as from an offended and formidable foe !
Mean ! pitifully mean, must be those wretches, who, by
the most corrupt and illicit arts, cherish and comfort this
cause l——who endeavour to skreen it from a trial, in
which it must be convicted,—to preserve it from a fate,
which must follow its condemnation !

~ Tuouven the Licentiousness of the press be a mis-
fortune, we cannot but bewail, yetits Liberty- is a bles-
sing, which has the hlghest claims en our gratitude.
Better would it be for us patiently to endure the worst
abuses of the former, than the slightest encroachment

upon the latter. So difficult is it to fix the boundary
line which separates them, so as to ascertain with any
tolerable precision; where the cne ends, and the other
begins, that some circumspection may be necessary in
our correction of the former, lest we thereby impose a
dangerous restriction upon the latter. This liberty
iorms the broad basis of that pyramid of freedom, which

iscs in awful grandeur to the heavens, the majestic
monument of our glory. Tearaway thlS and that su-
perb structure, now the wonder and envy of the world,
-must fall a heap of ruins to the earth. Be it remem-
bered, my Countrymen, that against this right, the ty-
rant has ever direct d _his eyc, with jealous vigilance.
Tkhe slavery of the mind forms t e black preface to his
voluminous despotism. So long as this remains, so
long may he sccurely riot in the miseries of his subjects.
He may ¢ steep them in poverty to the very lips,” and
bend, and chain down their captive and servile spirits to
the lowest deep of deliasement. Yet, how often have
we been teld of the kingly benefactions, to which liter-
ature 1s indebted ? How often has it been vociferated
in our ears, that the soil of Republics is unfriendly to
the growth of the fine arts ? This is a theme,upon which
many of our American scholars have dwelt with proud
satisfaction. They are welcome to the peevish pleasure
of such paltry prejudices. Ilave these men then
furgotten, that every Athenian was a critic in clo-
















