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An Oration.

war gt 4 Guwen:a

VYELLOW-CITIZEN'S,

WE are this day assewabled to celebrate
the anniversary of our Independence ; to
commemorate,. with rational festivity, the
birth of our Republic. The story of our
Revolutionary struggles is still a grateful
theme, although the harp of our national free-
dom has been so often swept.

Millions are this day uniting with us in
prateful remembrance of its blessings, and
consecrating, on the altar of their country,
the purest affections of the heart. And well
may this be a day of joy and triumph: swell
may this be a day of proud and pious com-
menoration.

But for this day, my countrymen, we had
all been slaves.  DBut for this day, we had
been without rank, without power. Our com-
meree, that covers every sea, whose sails
brighten beneath every wind of heaven, would
still have erept along our shores ;~—our navy,



beneath whose thumlers the deep caves of
ocean shake, and bheneath whose prowess
Britons bow submission, would still have
been the humble auxiliary of their ambition,

We should have been a poor, despised,
oppressed, degenerate population :—want of
spirit would have succeeded the want of inde
pendence, and like the Grecian Republies,
we might have been laid bare, for centuries,
to the arm of tyranny.

Greece, once the cradle of the arts, is
now their tomb.  Despotism staiks abroad
over her fertile fields, armed with the scythe
of desolation, that touches only to blight, and

rests only to destroy. Look at the descend-
ants of Pericles and Leonidas ! What are

they ! They are Greeks but in name, with-
out a spark of Grecian spirit.  Tliey breathe
the same air with their ancestors, but it is
no longer the air of freecdom. 'They tread
on classic ground, without the enthusjasm of
genius, or the inspiration” of courage,

Such had been the fute of cur own coun-
try, had not the heroes of the Revolution
been as magnanimous as they were patriot-
1¢, valiant as they were wise : had they not
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resisfed the encroachments of tyrannic usur-

pation, and upheld the infant Republic with
their swords.

By the fiat of the Almighty, the Ameri-
can nation was ushered into existence, free
and independent. Our forefathers launched
their bark amid the waves of many waters,
committing their fortunes to Providence, and
treasuring up their hopes in posterity ; ani-
mated by an impulse that patriotism excit-
ed, honor applauded, valor consccrated.

Our sires were poor, but their virtues made
them rich. They were without arms, but
not without resolution ; what they wanted in
numbers, they supplied by courage. 1hey
staried forward in defence of their country,
with a high heroic ardor, with a gallantry of
spirit, which realize the visions of Roman
intrepidity.

If the enemy had repulsed our ancestors
from the sea.board, they would have failen
back into the country. If they had been
driven from thence, they would have retired
to the mountains. Here they would have
made a last desperate stand.  Ilere they
would have fought with the valorous fury of



Martyrs, defending a violated sanctuary.
Britain could not have subdued the spirit of
America but by destroying her population.
If she had triumphed, a wilderness would
have been her empire,

Other revolutions have been conducted
with sanguinary violence ; ours with a spirit
of dignified moderation, worthy of the cause,
and characteristic of the nation. The patri-
ots of the revolution were as humane as they
werc brave. They displayed merey where
vengeance alone was expected, and where re-
taliation would have been lawful, the unsul-
lied lustre of forgiveness,

In those days, every base and selfish inte-
rest was forgotten: cvery ignoble and timid

sentiment trodden under foot. Heroes were
formed not in the sun-shine scenes of prospe-
rity and aflluence, but in the cold bleak shade
of poverty and suffering. Their virtues were
of thie noblest kind, the virtues of adversity
met and resisted, of adversity encountered
and vanguished. Amid toils and perils, (hetr
spirit; were trained to independence. Amid
hardsi:ips and calamities, they executed therr
lofty conunission. Fired with mdignation,
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they rushed to arms, and fearlessly breasted
the storm.  They nobly dared and nobly
trinmphed. 'They rose upon the wreck of
tyranny and the nation was emancipated.
'The Republie, that was cradled in tempests,
never wanted a heart to love, and an arm to
defend it.

The heroes who achieved our independ-
ence, have left us the rich inheritance of
their glory, the proud monuments of their
courage. ‘T'licy have left us nobler trophies
than were ever bequeathed by Egyptian va-
nity or Grecian fame. Sucl, my country-
men, are the blessings it is the business of
days like these to commemorate. Such are
the triumphs itis the business of history to
record. Such arc the virtues itis the busi-
ness of freemen to emulate.

The war of the Revolution was succeeded
by a struggic not less glorious to the nation.

Groat-Britain jealous of our growing pros.
perity and anxious to erush the power which
was destined to humble her, sought every op-
vortunity of insult and irritation that could
animate o free and generous people to resist-
anee,  Our nattonal character had been so



- 3 ’ B <
fong degraded in the eyes of the world, by
our domestic as well as foreign enemies, that
war became nccessary to support our claims

to that intrepid resolution which adversity
cannot subdue, nor prosperity disarm.

America indignant at the arrogant preten-
sions of Britain roused from the torpor of
commercial prosperity to vindicate her vio-
lated attributes. 'T'ke nation reposed, but it
was the repose of the eagle; The nation
slumbered, but it was the refreshing slumber
of the lion that wakes to new terrors.

Public spirit was the foundation of our
strength, the basis of our suceess, the pillar
of our glory. Public spirit animates a free
Peoplc tu exertions and sacrifices, from which
the subjects of kingly government bascly
shrink. Public spirit collects and combines
the scattered courage ofindividuals and grap -
ples it to the commonwealth.  Public spirit,
is the bulwark of a nation’s greatuess, its
power and vitality.

It was this spirit which led the inhabitants
of our western frontier to expose themselves
hips, perils, and death, to an inhospi-

table climate and a ruthless foc. to anenemy
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among whom mercy is deemed a crime and
revenge the attribute of gods. Those who
fall beneath the hatchet and the tomahawk
perish without a grave, without a memorial,
without a tear. It was this spirit that shone
with such unsullied lustre at New-Orleans.
Tt was the lightning of this spirit that flash’d
upon the veteran troops of Wellington---and
they were annihilated.

The war in which we have been engaged,
my fellow-citizens, was neither a war of am-
bition, nor of conquest ; but a struggle for
our indisputable rights, our commereial pros~
perity, our national honor. War was appeal-
¢d to, only when our appeals to justice had
been rejected with supercilious pride.  We,
at length, entrenched ourselves on sacred
ground, and made head against the usurpa-
tions of Britain. Not on us shall alight the
curse of having trampled on the law of na-
tions. Ours was a righteous cause---it was
the common cause of mankind. The liber-
ty of the world had taken refuge under our
banners, and our gullant herves fought its
batties with thie desperate valor of men de-
fending their children from slavery 5 their
wives und daughters from dishonor,
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War, my countrymen, is not always &
curse ; it serves to develope and illustrate
the capacity and destiny of a {ree people.--
After a long interval of peace, it is that re-
suscitating power which calls from inglori-
ous sloth the proudest energies of a nation.
And although it 1s not without its evils, they
are like those of the storm, which, whilst it
destroys, it fertilizes---whilst it blights, it in-
vigorates---1tself the source of desolation and
abundance,

If it be asked, what benefits have resulted
from the war? 1 answer, it has roused the
military spirit of the country. It has given
to the world a Jackson and a Brown, with a
long line of illustrious herocs, who, in many
an age of glory, will be remembered to he
revered.  Et summoned from the haunts of
commercial ease and lettered indolence, the
youth of the nation, to actien and enterprize.
It awakened the lofty remembrance of how
many battles their fathers had fought---of
how many fields their fathers had won; und,
at the animating recollection, they surpassed
the achicvements they admired,

'The trophies which have been erceted in
sommemoration of eur vieforics, may soon
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perish beneath the mouldering touches of
time ; but the consequence of these victo.
vies, the remembrance of the valor that
carn’d them, willbe immortal. They encir.
cle the American name with a ray of glory
which can only be extinguished in the ruins
of civilization.

Our navy has displayed to the universe, g
lofty gallantry, an invincible courage, a chi-
valrous spirit, that wins when it frowns, and
attracts admiration where it inspires terror.

Enthusiasm with a wing that never tires,
and an eye that never winks, pursued the
path of glory. Enthusiasm is the hero’s
virtue. It is attracted by difficulties-.-ani.
mated by obstacles---incited by peril. It is
imagination exalted by sensibility. Itis en.
ergy of passion enited to lofliness of senti-
ment, It is the triumph of genius and cour-
age over imbecility and cowardice. It is
the clastic spring of a great mind intent up-
on a noble object.

Such is the enthusiasm of our naval he.
roes. Their activity knows no repose. Their
valor dreads no danger.  Buccessfully have
they vindicated the character of the nation.

e e e it et
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Triumphantly have they refuted the calumny
of their foes. ‘1he dieam of Great-Britain’s
naval omnipotence has passed away. Ir
vain does she strive to crush our maratime
orowth—as well might she hope to reverse
the current of the ocean.

FEre this haughty nation came in contact
with a people us brave and high spirited as
herself, her maratime supremacy was undis-
puted, ¢« Her march was on the mountain
wave, her home was on the deep.” She was
unawed by superior foree, unaccustomed to
yield, and unacquainted with defeat. 1t was
veserved for America to humble her arro-
gance, reveree her hopes, and to turn the cur-
rent of her pride into huiliation.

Our success on the ocean surpassed our
most sanguine anticipations.  Victory fol-
lowed victory ; achievement succceded a-
chievement : the pulse of national valor beat
Ligh, and the British flag that was so oft
raised in exultation, was. as oft lowered in
dishonor ; whilst our own waved triumphant
in all the winds of heaven.

Our naval victories are not only calculat-
ed to produce a momentary sensation, not
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only to wreath the Liuvels of glory around
the brows of ocean’s sons, but to destroy the

maratinme supremacy of a jealous and impe-
rious rival ; » vival that knows no law buft

its own will, and acknowledges no right that
is not enforced at the cannon’s mouth., To
such an enemy resistance was a duty ; sub-
mission would have been the grave of nation.
al honor.  Our struggle with the naval force
of such a power was hevoie, for it was hope-
less ; it was sublime, for it was successful.

But whilst we pour forth the iribute of
praise to those illustrious heroes who sur-
vive to enjoy the laurels they have won, let
us not be unmindful of those on whose valor

the tomb has closed. W hilst the voice of
mirth and of festive gratulation resounds, let

us not forget that there i1s a note of sorrow
heard through the land. mingling with the
song of trinmph.  Whilst we rejoice there
are mourners wiio weep. Whilst we exult
there are widows sand orphans lamenting the
fall of their brave protectors, “in helpless,
hopeless, brokenness of heart.”” Whilst we
speak of the hero, they think only of the
husband and the father, whom their prayers
vainly followed to the field of battle. ‘Lhe
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wreath of victory is bedewed by the tears of
connubial love and of filial piety. Whilst
the heart of public exultation is warmed by

their glory, the eye of private friendship 1s
dimm'd by their loss.  Peace to the ashes of

those whose grave is the bed of honor. Let
the harp be tuned to the memory of the de.-
parted brave. May the cypress twined with
Iaurel bloom in cternal verdure over their
hallowed remains., ‘1here cannot be a no-
bler monument erccted te their mmemories
than the gratitude which springs from the
hearts of freemen, mindful of their valor,
and jealous of their fame : the successors
of their virtues and the heirs of their renown.

Who does not exult when he reads in a
nation’s eye the spirit thiat lights it to victo«
ry? Where is the tongue that does not dwell
with rapture on the prond therae of our na-
tional triumnphs ?  Where is the American
vwho docs not revere the valor which won the
honors, we this day commemorate ? If there
be one such in this assembly, let him retire.
Lot not the solemn rites of this great festi-
val be polluted by his unhallewed commun.-
itn,  The wretch that does not sympathise
vith his country’s fortunes is sunk below the




level of humanity. He should be excluded
the society of honorable men. He should

be driven by the united execrations of a free
people from that altur he violates, and from,

that sanctuary he profares.

Long, my countrymen, have we enjoyed
those blessings which a Republican govern.
ment alone can bestow. Gifted with an al-
most boundless extent of territory, a hardy
and enterprizing population, and political ine
stitutions founded on the basis of equal
rights, America bids fair to outstrip the moss
sanguine hopes of the founders of its govern-
ment. The proud promises of national
greatness, which our infancy gave, our man-

hood has realized. Peace has again shower-
ed its bounties on our land. Joy and comfort

again smile upon the cheek of labor. The
sounds of industry are once more heard in
the wilderness. 'The ocean echoes anew te
tie song of the mariner. 'We have passed
the ordeal of adversity and we still are pros-
perous. We have passed the ordeal of war
and we still are free. 'We have passed the
ordeal of faction and we are still united.

¥rom the centemplation of our domestic
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goneerns, let us cast our eyes on the great
theatre of Kurope, to witness the struggle of
tyranny against tyranny, and the wars of am-
bition and of canquest, which promise no end
but with the extinction of the human race.—

Oft has Furope turned pale at the signals
which have roused her to battle.  Oft has
she bowed in ignominous terror at the frown
of usurpation. Oft has she bled beneath the
sword of exterminating conquest.  Starting
from the slumber of ages she attempted to
throw off the yoke of inglorious servitude.—
Bur ¢he mareh of reformation was checked
b- tiie sword of crime. Revolution succeed-
¢s cevolution in almost endless succession.
‘i e opinions of the closet, like the faith of
Mahiomet, were armed with steel, and Na-
tions were made ecither converts or victims.
The false lights of philosophy whicii were to
illumine the world, glittered for a time over
the corruption they created, kindling it in-
to a blaze of faction that consumed the throne
and the altar,--the palace of oppression and
the sunctuary of freedom. "The Universe
quaked with fear and consternation before
the great anarch that threatened its subjuga-
tion. The sun of liberty rose in tears, and
sat in bloeod.

‘\
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~ ‘I'ne events which pass before our eyes are
like a fitful dream. We are lost in a night
-of political ignorance, in which philosophy af-
fords no light, nor history instruction. 'The
weakness of human presumption is rebuked
by daring to follow that wild and erring spirit
whose flight like that of a meteor dazzles
with the rapidity and brightness of its course.

Bonaparte is restored to the throne of the
Bourbons.  Yes! my countrymen, he who
was but yesterday an exile, is to day the mon-
arch of France. He who was but yesterday
the lord of a peity island in the Meditteran-
ean, is to day the arbiter of the destinies of
Europe. 'The splendor of legitimate monar-
chy fascinated for a while, but the angry spi-
rit of the storm arose and the charmn #as dis-
solved.

Ronaparte entered France, not as he had
so often done at the head of conquering are
mies, and with the spoils of vanyuished na-
tions ; but in secrecy aiid silence, as an outs
law and a traitor. Without allies, with but
a handful of men, and with no resources,
save those of his own inexhaustible mind, a

second tine he carved his passage to a threng-
s.
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Trusting to his genius and his fortune, ob-
stacles were but a stimulus to his ambition,

and a splendid immortality the reward of his
daring.

When he met his countrymen, he appeal-
ed not to arms but to the genevosity of
Frenchmen. The appeal was irresistable,
and Napoleon was not only permitted to live
but to triumph. The gates of Paris, which
had so lately admitted the allied sovereigns,
were now thrown open to receive the soldier
of fortunc. A high minded and gallant na-
tion resolved that the'.r country should no
longer be subject to a pensiones of KEngland ;
but to a monarch of their own choice ; a
monarch who had so often led them to vie.
tory ; who had collected and confederated
the resources of France to humble the pride
of Europe.

Wihen we analvze the zhiaracier of the
mun, 1t fessens owr astonishment at the des-
tiny whieh has awgited him, s genius,
ardent, penctrating and sublime, darts into
futurity, and from the knowledge ot his own
resources, derives the certainty of suceess.
In his march to power he uctsy where others



deliberate.  He waits not for favorable op-
portunities to advance his fortune, but seems

to controul destiny and create conjunctures.
No man was ever more strongly tempted to

ascend the heights of ambition than Bona-
psrte.  Power invited him---fortune wooed
him---courage crowned him. He won an
empire as he won bis battles, by that eagle-
cast of the eye which sees every thing and is

dazzled by nothing.

His intrepid mind appears invincible 1In
action alone he seeks for repose. He throws
hLis soul with alacrity into scenes of peril.---
The dauntless temper of his mind, and a ne-
ver shrinking constancy, lead himn to the ex-
ecution of deeds from which irresolution and
timidity shrink appalled.  His physical na-
ture is a proud ally of his intellectual ; the
former, fatigue cannot subdue ; the latter,
fortune cannot depress.

Whether we contemplate Bonaparte at the
bridge of Ledi, bearing with heroic confi-
dence the standard of his country o‘er the
bodies of slaughtered thousands---or on the
plains of Marengo, where fortune for an in-
stant frowned upon his daring, where valor

. —— e ——




paused and resolution Lxltnred,where oven the
hero was undecided, yet his indecision was

but momentary, for the man of genius soon
ﬂ“ie(l Lis llibh, uubun'lucrnble POWETS =

‘Whether we behold liim flying from his ar.
my in Hgypt, to enjoy the first civic honors
that awaited him at home.—Whether march-
ing over the Alps where Hannibal had
marched before him-.-whether conquering
the descendants of those who had conquered
Hannibal. Whetherat Jena or at Austerlitz
we witness the same decision of character,

the same resources of mind, the same fortu.
nate audacity.

Vhen Bopaparte was driven from the

throne, Europe vainly boasted that she had
shaken from her breast the night-mare of

oppression, as if despotism were to be in-
urned in the sepulchre of Napoleon. When
the allicd armies entered Paris a misjudg-
ing world exclaimed, why does not the fal.
len hero perish in the ruins of his greatness ;
in battle he gained an Kmpire, in battle he
should have lost it.  The cradle of his re-
nown should have been the erave of his dis-
honor---publie opinion would then in charity
have spread its wings over the errors of hig
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guilty life.  Such was the friendly advice of
his enemies, of those who augured their own

destruction in the triumph of his resistless
cnergy-

Bonaparte, though courageous was not in.
vincible ; though powerful, was not omnipo.
tent. Moscow witnessed his defeat, and Pa.
ris his humiliation. His attempt to control
the destinies of mankind was like that of
Phaeton to guide the chariot of the sun ;---
but unlike Phaeton he fell to rise witi reno-
vated power.

He now sits enthroned on the bloodless
car of conquest. He has been raised to ems
pire on the shields of his soldiers, and their
swords is the prop of his glory. 'The attach-
ment of his subjects is the pledge of his
safety, and the rampart of his strength.---..
Their valor is the servant of his will, their
energies is the instrument of his ambiticn,
Europe witnessed his fall with frantic de.
light.--she beholds his restoration with fear.
ful agony---she trembles at the energy she

cannot rival, and proscribes the spirit she
cannot conquer.

'Though monarchies crumble into dust,
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tyranny still survives.--it stili retards the

moral and intellectual improvemen: of the

$pecies---chills the ardor of manly enterprize
...represses the generous dilations of the

heart, and leaves to its wretched vietims on-
Iy wrongs to endure and insults to remem-
ber. Fanaticism is armed with the scepire
of power. Intolerance is leagued with per.
_secution.  Liberty, like the sensitive plunt,
shrinks from beneath their withering touch.

iIf genius, valor, and public spirit, entitle
their possesor to a charter of exemption from
the common calamities of our nature, then
should the Emerald Isle be prosperous, pow-
erful, independent, and happy. If talents,
patriotisin, and intrepidity, deserve the no-
Blest recompence, why should Irel.nd 20
unrewarded ? Has she not fought the bat-
tles of Fngland 7 Has she not sustained the
veputation of her arms? Has she not, when
the head of the British Empire was weak
and the heart sick, renevated her strength ?
{as she not been the parent of genius and
the nurse of courage ! Have not the laurels
that deck the brow of England been gather-
cd and twined into a wreath of glory by the
hard of Irelund? Yes ! Irciand has been
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the pillar of fire, that has led her armies
through the wilderness, that has lighted
them to Dattle,---to conquest,---to immortal-
ity.

And what 1is her reward? ask the poor
peasant who reaps a scanty and uncertain
harvest ;---ask the persecuted catholick who
is denied the privileges of an Englishman ;
ask the suffering exile who has been driven
from his native country, to form new attach-
ments in a foreign land, expelled by the
sword that should have gleamed only in his
defence. As a reward for his industry he
has received the stripes of oppression ;—for
his valor, contumely, for his religion, perse-
cution, and for his heroic and devoted attach.
ment to feedom, chains and banishment.

Tn whatever country an Irishman wanders
his heart still recurs to home for tranquillity.
He cannot but remember that Ireland was
the seat of his infant gambols and his boyish
sports. He cannot but remember how fond.-
ly he loved her showery sky, her misty heath,
her golden harvests, and her smiling ham-
lets. Even the sullen song of her storms,
her caves, and her ocean, yield to memory a
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melancholy pleasure. Oft does he revisit in
fancy the hall of his aneestors, once the abede

of hospitality,---now the seat of tribulation.—
The harp ol Erin 15 nung . eha willow, —

Hushed are the notes of melody, and still is
the voice of mirth, where once the jocund
guest laugh’d over the sparkling bowl. 'The
exile weeps at the fond remembrance, for
now the associates of his infancy, the com.
panions of his riper years, of his toils and his
struggles, sleep together in the cold forget-
fulness of the grave.

Short is the period since Treland presented:
to the world, the grand, but melancholy
spectacle of an intrepid population rousing
at the great call of nature to vindicate their
insulted rights. ‘Their struggles were fruit-
Jess, their resistance vain. ‘Lyranny tri-
umphed o’er the wreck of innocence. Law
was the handmaid of revenge, and the foun-
tain of justice was poisoned at its source.
JIuiquity received the sanction of legislative
authority. A system of coercive and des-
potic energy was supported by the arm of
winisteral vengeance. "The looks of the
unhappy natives were watched, their groans
were numbered.  "The ininions of power



would have repressed their sighs and re-
strained their tears, If a murmer escaped
their lips it was the evidence of thois guily
and che signal of their ruin.

The heart of an Irishman eannot brook
the despots frown. 'The heart of an Irish-
manis brave, generous, sincere. Tt is sus-
ceptible and itloves ; it is open and it con-
fides : itis merciful and it forgives---itis loyal
and it yiclds obedience------itis free and it
spurns oppression.  Slavery plants a thou-
sand daggers in his heart: it is intolerable
to his spirit and repugnant to his nature.
An Irishman can encounter hardships and
smile at danger. He can grapple with mis-
fortune and rise triumphuant in the contest.
But he cannot endure the spectral image of
oppression that strides over his ill fated
country, rioting on the spoils of industry,
frowning upon the exhiliruting pleasures of
the gay, the festive and the social board,
mocking the misery it creates ard reviling
the victims it stabs: No! The spirit of an
Irishman groans in agony when he is com-
pelled to endure injuries he cannot redress,
insults he cannot revenge. o the pat.

riots of Trvelaud, life was an ocean i a storm.
po
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They struggled with the tempest, but thié
tempest o’erwhelmed them. They em-

harked upuvi tho wreank which was swept from
their country, and in a land of strangers they
sought and found a shelter,

Ireland stands not alone the vietim of des-
potism. All Kurope weeps tears of Dblood
at the calamities inflicted by the hand of
lawless power. Scareely a village from Mos-
cow to Paris that has not startled at the
sound of arms. Searcely a valley in Europe
that has not echoed to the death groans of
the brave. Her mountains have blazed with
the watchfires of battle, and her plains with
the conflagration of citics.  Iler luxuriant
ficlds have becn trodden under foot bya
brutal soldiery, and the hut of the peasant,
and the cottage of the goatherd, have been
made the abode of shricking horror by the
sword of desolation.

How few nations that beheld the strug-
sles of our infancy, survive to witness the
prowess of our manhood?  They have sunk
in the carthquakes of revolution, and have
perished in the wreck of sociul happiness.
‘They have been swept away by the flood-tide
of concuest, and 1w its sanguinary waves

e
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have been buried the wonders of art, the

prosperities of nature, and the land-marks
of nations.

~ whnere is Poland? Where is the Germa.

nic confederacy? Where are the Ttaliap
States ! And, what is more and most of all,
where is the Bepublic of Switzerland ! They
have all gone down in this wild tempest to a
premature gravs, and the monuments thaf
remain are but the sepulchres of their glory
and the index of their ruin,

The sanguinary conflicts which have de-
araded the character and desolated the fair.
est portions of the old world, originating in
the pride of tyrants and the lust of power,
should teach ws, my countrymen, to cherish
the political institutions of our own country
with increased affection. Here, war is the
~act of the people who fight. It emanates from
a souree that cannot guide it wrong. 'The
people who wield the sword will never direct
it against any but those who have trampled
on theu' rights or violated their honor.

I consequence of our Republican form of
covernment, our whole existence has heen a
series of brilliant and unparalleled improve-
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ments. Years of unprecedented welfare
and expanding prosperity, nave smiled upon

~w=national career Qur progress to great-
Ness Was, f|'0“1 lﬂJUPl(‘.‘S L0 arisso—FHomr avMm§

to freedom---from freedom to opulence ; few
were the steps from independence to power.

Should we not, therefore, be grateful to
those statesmen, who have raised us to this
eminence, by their steady attachment to Re-
publican principles? By the distinguished
talents and the watchful prudence of Jeffer-
son. we were enabled to keep aloof dur

“ing the prosperous administration of that
profound statesman, from the conilicts of
European ambition.

By the spirit and energy of our venerable
president. the nation wus roused to exertions
which astonished and confounded the ene-
my they humbled. His zeal and solicitude
for the public good have been unwearied.--.
His character as a statesman dnd a man, are
above the reach of vulgar eensure. Though
fuction deny his claims to pre-eminence, the
universe sud posterity will do justice to his
newoery,
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. The partners of his councils and the asso-
ciates of his labours, are alsc entitled to our

MR | g . .
gratitude. 'lhe commandinge islents «%-
Stern inecgeiey and Intlexible patriotism of

Jumes Munroe, have ever had the noblest ob-
jects for their exercise--the welfare, the pros.-
perity and the honor of his country. A life de-
voted to the public service, a combination of
qualities which f{it their possessor for the
highest political honors, deserve an enno-
bling recompence from that people whose
interests and whose glory have ever been
dearer to his heart than individual aggran-
dizement, '

The patriots of our own state are also en-
titled to the meed of nationalapplause. New-

York has stood like Atlas unmoved at the
storms of battle which have played around
her base. Her suges have resisted faction
in the cabinet and her heroes have withstood
the enemy in the {eld. He who guides the
destinies of our beloved state during the most
trying crisis of our political existence achiev-
cd all that duty required or patriotism claim-
ed. Whilst the factious leaders of the Kast re-
pressed every generous and patriotic emotion,
our worthy Governor gave wings to all hono-
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rable exertions. Whilst they \rejo'iced al
our humiliations and pined at our trinmplis,

v« wanaad the pride of National character
which should ever Play arvund ¢ha hagprty

of freemen and animate their warmest pulsa-
tions. By the aid of his talents, energy and
disinterested zeal for the public goed, New-
¥ork became the main pillar in the edifice of
our independence, 'The time ca: not be far
distant when the voiee of a grateful Nation
shall call im to a higher sphere of useful-
ness and a wider theatre for the exhibition of
talents and virtues which have not only
shed lustre upon his own admistration, but
which have conierred the meost signal bles.-
sings upon his native state.

Such are the men backed by the patriot-
ism and irresistable energy of a free people
-who have preserved inviolate the legacy be.
queathed to us by our forefathers. Nay
more, they have saved our honor from pollu.
tron,

ionor is the best pledge of a nation’s vir-
tue and a nation’s prowess. Itis the ally of
courage and the preeursor of triumph.—
Honor is a jewel that sparkles no where so
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Lﬂgl‘lt.ly as on the bhreast of f'reedom(—?-ﬁ

brave agreat and a proud people _,}v_il'!fi@ym
suffer its radic--- w wv vescured—1t5 Tustre

to be sullied.—A nation without honor, is a
nation without pewer---frown and it shrinks.--
threaten and it trembles--attack and it yields.

Let us thercfore my countrymen cherish
this sacred principle which has carried us
with suecess down the stream of prosperity,
which has born us in triumph on the temp-
cst of war-- Let us watch with a vigilance
that never slumbers the citadel of our liber-
ties---Let us cling to the union as the sheet
anchor of our salvation.

Other nations rocked and agitated by the
rough and restless hand of lawless invasion
have tamely yielded to conquest and have
‘heen shaken into dissolution hy the collisions
of conflicting tyrauts---But America has
built her foundation upon a rock ; the rains
have beat and the floods have descended yet
alone she has braved the elemental war---
United we are able to withstand the collected
{ury of the tempest. The storm may gather
and the thunder’s roll---hostile myriads in
all tle pride and plenitude of power may



darken ourcoasts and frown defiance ; yet the

qrovim shall pass unheeded by and the thun-

erbolt ur vy - .. . . .
: .. N wman gur invaders.
United we are invincible----United we Mty

defy the world,
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