Tammany Seciety, or
COLUMBIAN ORDLER-
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ORDER OF PERFORMANCE

AT THE

METHODIST CHAPEL, IN NEWPORT,

ON TIIE

12th of May, 1810.

SN R R R Sa——

1.

QOde on Science.
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2.

Tune—Liberty.

AS when the morn through eastern skics,
Beums forth his golden rays,

His bright effulgent glories rise,
His majesty displays.

All nature wakes, and rapt’rous strains,
In grateful pans roll,

Wiile pop’lous citica—peaceful plains,
Respond from pole 10 pole.

So Frecdom bids the sou! expand,
It feels the rising flame,

By patriotick ardour funn’d,
Thrills through the morwal frume.

Justice, with broad eternal base,
. Supports the cherub brizht,

SOt OoCODeOOOO0eSD

@
Je

L

\\ hlle \ irtue throus:h unbounded space,
Emits the sptendid lighe.

Our Order stands on this Gem ground,
Which faction can't destroy ;

Which tyrants never can confound,
Nor dump the putriot’s joy.

But drawn in union’s firmest bonds,
Low purty we dischim ; '
This truth {rom heart, to heart respends,

Who feels the sucred flume.

While all our beautious fuir are dress’d
Tu viretue's pleasing smiles ;

Qur rich reward is there oxpress'd,
Ihat sweetens all our tojls.

Prayer—by the Rev. Mr. Webb.
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4.

Long Talk—by N. Hazard, Esq.
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5.

Tune—A ssociation.

TN day in 2 fum bond of union we join,

While Justice and ‘Truth, in our causce shail combine ;
Wihile Wisdunds bright canopy, widely unturl’d,
Her sphendid cliulgence cmits twough e world.

The banners of rreepost wloftin the air,

Fovahingly waves buth umm;.h.a 1 and fair;

Sublinady thoy oo I, o« [.u.uul tw y hl_,.g..-

Aud diszic e v |, withs tir s b, it s ;rklm;: riuys.

‘Themgh Arcturs ninl toants m Mubal Ay join,
Aiol swear wyr d' sirutlinn at discurd’s diak sluing,
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We scurn to be ruld by a despot or clave,
We'll shew to the world that concspia is brave

Our JEASHINGTON s nutue to our hearts is most dear,
i maxims and precepts wo ever revere.

CoLunnia, aitend to lns lust diing eall,

United you stund—or dividd you tall.

Those Patriots and worthies, wio el i aur canse,
Domand & just share of our vt pphase

Our tears siadl il o’or thop—tta i wonds wet proclaing,
And ages unborn, shiull relicarse ther brig e fore.



