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THE matter cont: foll
pages, was hastily thrown together and firss
p“‘ntgd in a newspaper, on the spuar of 1}10
oceasion: It is therefore, in point of met
'd execation, very defective. But
dered as an historical scrap, it bids defiance
to contradiction, and may, perhaps be useful,
as it exposes and reprobates the niost scan-
dalous proceedings which ever disgraced our
cuu-.:tz'y.
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THE
COSSACK CELEBRATION,

AT

SHEPHERD’S-TOWN.

PART THE FIRST.

R ]

1,[’1% done—the celebration’s o’er,*
The like was never seen before—
No, never since La Mancha’s knight,
Bestrode his nag the mills to fight:
Since “pulpit drum ecclesiastic,
““Was beat with fist, instead of a stick,”
Orsince those heads were fill’d with crotchets
Which generated lathing hatchets.+

"Tis done—’tis done—ah! well a-day!
Why should the Muse in simplest lay,
Expose each fool—each knave deride,
And lash hypocrisy and pride ?
Because her country’s greatly harmed,
The task therefore, must be perform’d

* In imitation of G. Morris's legitimate
Oration—:Tis done—ithe long agony isover.
t Alluding to a circumstance connected
with the riots in Charles street, Baltimore.
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THE COSSACEK CELEBRATION. b

The time arrived—the plan display’d,
In order all things ready made;
Grave Instigators—pious men,
Resolve to go to Church, and thon
With solemn faces join in praye'r,
To make the gaping vulgar stare:
Turn God’s house to a den of thieves,
And then go chuckle in their sleeves.

A motley mixture crowd the place,
¢ A servile, mean, degenerale race:

“ Hirelings who valued nought but gold,
¢ * By the best bidder bot ght and sold :
“"Truants from honor’s sacred laws,

* Betrayers (‘/'(/1(‘1'/‘ coun
"'l"xﬂ dupes of party, tool
“ Slaves to the mi mo 15 of an 1. ar—
«« Lackies who watched a leader’s nod,

«« And took a puppet for a god.”
PE g

pow

I

The prayer done—they pe n'w, they smile,
Iscariot like, are full «
With joy each subtile head is full,
Because they hope “ the herd” to gt

* Nothing could have been more disgust
ing than the mockery of marching in pro-
cession solemn music, slow step, and
‘ sad countenance,” (lile the hypocrites when
they fast,) to and from the Church; and the
scenes of intovication and rioting w

among themselx

ich took
s aféer feasting, were

more dsgraceyas ana agominaele,
o v




1) FHE COSSACK CELEBRATION. "

Next the Ora’ion—child of promise,
15t be pronounced by Jokn H. Thomas
Not being there, wecannot tell,

it a:“.-‘n.v.n!_} all his periods fell;
Norcan we now say what was in’t,
But Lepe' to see it soon in print;

And then, if health our Muse retain,
" perhaps you'll hear egain.*

mbug at the Church now o
They wish to wallow next in clover;
elings Fr'-'nv to disclose,
Away they march to Colonel Joe's.

(N this oration it may be Qniu’,
was delivered,
i The rema
to ha

ains a 5 ind-of apolo;
e omission, in the words 7:)(10 Wwing.
¢ ter the conclusion ( f }z‘;n 1 "homas's writ-
ke took a luminous and com-
view, tn an ‘f-!’,i.n'wmr/ ad-
“half an hour's ’\:1 gth, of the cha-
yolicy of the miserable creatures,
nisrule our country has been
» brink of ruin and degrada-
rreal cause to regret that
1:\si:mcus prevented  him
re oration to writ-

St




"L COSSACK CELEBRATION. ¢

"Phe board was there with viands crown’d,
¢ And plates and knives and forks resound.
‘They eat, they drink—the servants run,
f 2 fire had just begun.
)W niourn ye geese—ye turkeys mourn,
e hens for chickens from you torn:
¢ Ye beeves and sheep, your fate lament,
<And groan ye hogs with one consent;
<« How brav cl\ were your limbs attack’d,
And by the foe in pieces hack’d!
¢ Amid the busy work of death,
<At first no mortal paus’d for breath,
¢ So long indeed had been their fasting,
petites seem’d everlasting.
h when they had cram’d their fill,

1

n order next, the wine they ‘4\\']'11;

¢ And many a toast preps red with
¢ Was drank amidst a thundering peal
« Of loud huzzas—less loud the !m" 5
¢ When ravening liwns raise their voice;
Less loud thosavage Indians :,L‘llm”'

‘Or stormy oceans JOH(L)O 15 SWe Um

* The seventeenth toast ewhibits a curious
u*m,lr ul mock piety an ;/pd(z,‘ngg ng cant.
‘ Peace— When our bleeding uf,um
“co 'mlr y evehanged the N»'A‘.\/, g8 of peace
“ for the horrors of War—she was under
« duress, and cheated in the bargain—DMay
“ heaven's H1GH CHANCELLOR lésten to ou?

¢ prayers and set aside the contract.”




8 THE COSSACK CELEBRATION.

“Which beats upon the rocky shore—

¢ Liess loud the drunken sailors roar,

‘Than did these Celebrator’s sound
‘Thecheers with whicheachtoast waserown’d.

¢ Now full of wine, our friends of order,
¢ All left the table in disorder;
« Nor need we toll how some were drunk,
¢ Some pious men in kennel sunk;
¢ How carefully the streetsthey scour,
¢ Tho’ rainy was the eventing hour,
¢ How some with drinking not content,
¢ To revel at a tavern went.’*
The truth however must come out,
No matter who may wince or pout.t

While peace these men are celebrating,
Aw are of their own creating,
is rising fast'among themselves—
As wolves will ofien snarl at wolves.
Atlength it fairly comesto blows,
Cossack with Cossack strives to close:

* The Globe.

} We are indebted to the pen of a gentle
wnan of Richmond for about 30 of the pre-
ceding lines, who wrote them, on @ perticw-
lar occasion, some years ago—and, as we
Jound them so admirably suited to our pur-
pose, we took the l{/’;".vti/ of using theg abk
mast verbatin,
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THE COSSACK CELEBRATION.

"The trump of Mars, now rends the air,
Muse tell us who the suff’rers were.

Tirst down came Col. John 3 Pherson,*
As flat astho’ helay a hearse on;
By Emberson’s rude hand he fell,
But why, or wherefore, could not tell
He cars'd the scrape that he was led in,
"Twas something like an Trish wedding:
And now (sad tale) away he goes,
With sable eye and bloedy nose.

O’er turn’d too, in the mud and mire,
Lay wallowing a courtly squire—
A leader staunch, well known to fame,
AvrreD or some such thing, his name.
Alas! could not his public station—
The place he holds in legislation,—+
Exempt him from plebean blows,
¥From batter’d ribs and dirty cloaths?
Ah no! ’twas fate decreed those thumps,
Which sent him home, in doleful dumps.

With such dread scenes before our eyes
Let’s pause a while and moralize.

Trust not, O man! to well laid schemes~
To fairy fields—to golden dreams;
Mishap alas! may lurk below,
And bring forth plenteous crops of woe
This moment we may laugh and sing;
* Of Fredericktown. Mayland.
t+ In the Senate of Virginia.
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tfis mind by sage reflectio 1 d,
Remember'd 'ix:zt}xccmc had read:
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Bnt he whois in battle slain,
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*or when his dearest f
‘z'o bring him on, to hr"zp them out,
With their untoward mobbing bout,*
Where friends inneed, were friends i
His letters only, came good speed
His person cot uld not budge an inch-
4 ‘Ln) was sick—FHe sc orn’d to flinchi—

¢ Bat then he hoped to be excu 1sed,
< As he their foe | }
« Leonidas came from his 10 Y
< He wish’d tlac*n well—would »
< His absence made b L"iille odds'—
Andthus he left them hes

With speed, let us

Profan’d, as we t
Vith mockeries th

All order now had left t!
Of tongues was heard a
Some roar'd for thron
For whisky some voe
Some rais’d, for Churc 'h and .‘wlux ,abreez
Some gave their loaded stomachs ease;
Some would not stay, yet could not go:
And many stagger'd to :.x;.] fro.
3ut others ma I(‘ of stuff more stérn,
¥ hose intellects could now discern,

{ffront in ev’ry look or w ord;
l- or battle fierce, themselves pre

pa

% Charles stre et, Baltimore.
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Whilst thus encreas’d the gen’ral bustle,
None bluster’d more than Arthur Russel ;
But on the near approach of fight,

He fairly took himself to flight.
Accus'd of cowardice by Trail ;

Full well he knew his warp was frail,
And dreading evils dire to come,

An effort made to stagger home.

Behold in the embattled ranks,
With pond’rous fist, stood Clement Banks
Boldly his foe upon him sprung,
Like bull dogs they together clung.
Or—as we're to.d n anment story
Sometimes a Greek, a Greek would worry,
These Bruins grappled one another,
*Twas Asax this—Urysses t'other:
Fortune awhile would play her pranks,
But victory declared for Banks.

Now chaos howl'd and shook the crowd,
Wild anarchy responded loud;
(,mzfusmn stalk’d from front to rear;
Wings, right and left, were flank’d ly Fear.
Pale Horrnv chill’d the vital blood,
On tiptoe Zzpectation stood ;
Whilst Conscience rais’d chimeras dire,
Gluttony snor’d in filth and mire.
Decorum to the winds was toss’d—
Hypocricy her mask had lost,




THE COSSACK CELEBRATION.

And sad Dismay, with brow o’ercast,
Saw Terror ride the howling blast.

Thus matters stood—when in the routé,
Sprain’d was the leg of Daniel Krout.
This incident with chymic pow’r,
Made sour Krout—aye, made Krout sour.
Sweetness it could not be for him,
"To limp with dislocated limb.
Louder than Stentor’s was his roar—
He yell’d—he blasphem’d, cursed and swore..
His wrath, he knew not what to fix on,
But bellow'd forth Gots donder un blizen.

Night now enshrouded what was done,
Yet reeling came a hopeful son
Of Calvin’s kirk—a pious elder—
Whom Bacchus now must veeds bewilder
So that he scarce could find his way,
To where Jake Hains's pavement lay.
Thrice he essay’d the sill to gain,
Thrice hem’d—took snuff, then hem'd again:
And being well with wine supplied,
Sapported and confirmed by pride,
Poor Jacob’s terrors to beguile,
¢« Grin’d horribly a ghastly smile—
« Features so horrid, were it light,
« Would put the devil himself to flight.”

Here all who list, may plainly see,
The works of rank bypocricy.
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he \,.mmLA present state compare,
With his Church look and morni;x:* pray
And then, we think, that candour mus
Be almost poisoned. with disgust.*

or

In the face of all this rioting, fighting,
shouting, gluttony and dru nkem‘ms,\\ xtness—
ed by the ‘whole town and neighbourhood,
the Editor of the Winchester Gazette (who
vas himself in the midst of the revel) had
he modesty to state that ¢ The utmost or-
s obhserved by me company throug
rhaps, on no occasion where
‘‘the same number of people were assem-
‘bled, was a day spent inmore perfect har
nony and good, humor ! But it is suffi-
‘‘cient to say, it Was a FEDERAL celebration:
“ Good m{ff' is ever the concomitant of Fr-
ERALISM Nevertheless weshould be glad
to know, huw the }nrc‘tv pair of black eyes,
hich I;'r friend Colonel M’Pherson carried
th him from the ¢ !uwu.‘, ibilee,” may have
Sll‘Unth(. at this good humoured and orderly
paragraph?

“der wa
‘out—and pe

* The Cossack editors have since told the
world that «* The solemn servi
was concluded by prayer” They ought ra-
ther to have said beastly debauchery.

e of the da 7]
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AT
PYa r1- R XXTAT
SHEPHERD’S-TOWN.
PART THE SECOND.
s
*T'is hard—'tis pa sing hard forsooth,
To !m ODIerd the naked truth
To tel |u.n as the measure flows,
g h ting rhyme, half verse half prose;’
Bat :h( n dﬂ’Hﬂ——X) ) one can doubt it

{Though awkw ardly we go xlu)vvt it)
ity

Phat in fair FrRerpom’s vindication,
We're bound to

M

s Lo'clna\i( n.
l'o give our mite in times like these,

A most imperious duty y is.

1080 ¢

By her own sois—almost dc

3y vermin which herself has t
tish scoundrels by her fed:

ans who wish old (lm//m to re r-ru
e |

nd g

give the an “his own again.

Yet some pretend to &1~-0 with those,
Vho wouald tI e factious feast oppose::




16 THY COSSACK CELEBRATION.

But whether they were quite sincere,
A matter is, that’s not so clear:
Forstill they go—they join the host,
And gulp each lathing hatchet toast.*
« An open foe may prove a curse;

« But a pretended friend is worse.”

While Justice sanctions all our hate,
She bids us to diseriminate,
Between the foul, and fair intent—
The guilty and the innocent.
The sacred law then let us keep,
And seperate from goats the sheep.

* The 18th toast may truly be classcd
with the order of lathing hatchets. 1t is as
JSollows: * The present anniversary, whichre-
calls to our grateful remembrance the tmage
of the martyred Lingan, and the patriotic
devotion of the distinguished band of Charles
street, in defence of principles of right,
whose triumph we this day celebrate.” Here
the instigators ncarly unmask themseloves,
since it appears from this toast that all fo-
reign events were forgotten, and that they
were actually celebrating the anniversary of
a domestic occurrence of an odious character,
viz. The Baltimore riots. Ko difficult it ¢s
Sfor dissimulation long to preserve the ap
pearance of consistency.
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Some honest federalists we know,

Who scorn’d to join the Blue light show:*
They knew it sprung from evil root,

And clearly saw the cloven foot.

They saw the British tyrant’s train,

By myriads wafted o’er the main:

They saw the hostile preparation,

For murder, theft and con flagration:
They felt as men must ever feel,

Who have at heart the public weal—
Who, like their néighbors, interested,
Well knew the danger must be breasted;
And willing were, their blood should flow,
Or drive far hence the brutal foe,

Not so the lathing hatchet crew,
Who took of things 2 different view:
All love of country lost in hate,

With spite prepense, they meditate,
How disaffection to foment,

How thwart the acts of government.
The law on treason—how evade,

Yet give the foe substantiel aid.

With hearts carv’d from the flinty rock,
They saw th’ uplifted tommahawk,

Nor molified, tho' well aware

The foe, nor age, nor seX would spare.

* Alluding to the signals made by certain
traitors unknown, at New London.
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Without emotion too, could gaze on,
The murd’rous ssenes at river Raisin—
Could (dead to manly feelings) seo

At Mims’s fort the massacree,

And what was worse—could paliate®
Deeds which the damn’d must execrate
Deeds not by us to be narrated,

But deeds at Hamerox perpetrated
Infernal projects could devise,

The public arm toparalize:
Then calmly view the land’

s distress,
And celebrate the foes suc

cess!!!

It is no wonder then at all,
That we should dip our pen in gall
Jr that the classic course we take

And solemn invocation make.

HURCHILL! condescend
ant thy aid—thy vigour lend:

* We could name an old man who public-
ly affects the utmast religious
who has a wife, and is the father of several
daughters—and who nevertheless could say,
that what was recently done ai {amproOnN,
was nothing uncommon—Nothir
than might have. been expected.— That al
armies did so,—%} Vhy we would do the very
same thing ourselves | 1”

aevotion:

i sl

N RS v



TiIE COSSACK CELEBRATION. 19

On this occasion We require

A spark of thy peculiar fire.

O lend us Satires keenest sCOUTEE,

And thy Herculian arm to urge
Correction home, without delay,

In order that just vengeance may

Upon their naked backs be hurl'd

And « lash the scoundrels thro’ the world.”

The object of our home bred foe,
Is not a secret—well we know,
That many of your celebrators,
Are nothing else but moral traitors.
They love the British, but in fact,
Dare not commit the overt act.
Plemocracy they cannot bear,
Because the ProrLe masters are:
Our laws and institutions mild,
Are ever by these knaves revil'd—
Besides all this, their guile they summons,
To welcome back king, lords and commons

Among such characters stands one,
Dear Monarchy’s devoted son:
Who cross’d the seas, 2n orphan boy
(From Britain’s Isle) ¢ his mother’s
Without or principles or merit,
He came a fortune to inherit;
But Citizen, would never be,
For he abhor’d Democracy:
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And very often did declare,

That when his viéews accomplish’d were,
To England quickly back hed hie,

And British Subject live and die.

But then, for mere convenience sake,
He scrupled not the oath to take,

Of a grand juror. What a blot!

Tho’ Citizen he then was not!!

Thus wicked men will often sport,
With sacred things in open court—
« And in the day’s broad searching eye”
Make heaven witness toa lie:
For which their forfeit éars should pay,
If JusTice could but have her way.

Now by impunity made bold,
To faction he is wholly sold—
Presumption, insolence and pride
(To upstart fortunes ever tied )

Propel him on, to aid such things,

As favour most the cause of kings.

A forward, busy, medling fool,

‘Who makes it still 2 constant rule,
To be at ev’ry public place,

With mighty nothings in his face.
‘Where—to hatch treason, has the wll,
But not the pow’r to do much ill.
Nature (his malice to restrain)
Gave him a mudled watry brain
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She gave him leave to brood on spite—
To shew his teeth, but not to bite:

And being drill’d in faction’s school
He’s now a paltry party tool.

‘Whilst thue of Celebrators writing,
Why should we overlook dwarf IWhiting?
A dwarf in mind—“a hoddy doddy,”
However huge may be his bedy.

This Cossack “form'd on doubtful plan,
“ Not quite a beast, nor quite a man,”
Was that day, on the g;vand parade

(Or rather in the Cavalcade)

Most gallantly observ‘d to ride,

With a black female side by side.
Perhaps with him ’twas not uncommon,
To be so near a Negro woman.

And next in order was espied,
The very pink of upstart pride:
An open votary of kings,
Whose soul aspires at noblest things.
Tho’ on a dunghill born and bred,
His mind’s by gaudy visions fed;
And therefore we may well suppose,
He spurns the dirt from which he rose.

When he was poor he was content,
(Nay, took it for a compliment)
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That mister did plecwe his name;

But now he snufls up other game.

(Such changes pelf will oft uu)r'(.\,

A lacky’s \' nost made a lord

This mushroom gentleman, I trow,
Maust be cal ld L()LO\ gL Hoplkins now-—
And thus his vanity be sooth’d,

Whilst common sense is much abus’d.

A man of parts he is, 'tis true,
As well as sense—for Lm/r we knew,
His int’rest -he could twist and turn well; 3
But who the devil made him Colonel 2
n dogs in modern phrase are,
“ Calld ‘,"J um:,«, Scipio and Cesar”
So pride and meanness oft presume
A lofty title to' assume.

ne

As mast

Well then-—this tinsel’d man of might,
Was fairly seen; before *twas night,
Link’d arm in arm with Stophel Veraer,*
And then again with Harry Turner!!

In @ certain village in Pennsylvania, i¢
is well understood that a stately matron cal-
led mistress Jusricn, would certainly have
made advances towards this young man,
had he nat baulked her intentions, by sud-
y decamping.
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THE COSSACK CELEBRATION.

Now here upon this apt connection;
Let's introduce a trite reflection.

Birds of a feather flock together,
As well in foul as fairest weather.
1f this be trae, then tell us pray,
Where was old Linthecomb that day?
Why did he:not, the good ¢ld soul,
March with his fellows, eheek by jowl?
This knotty point should be unravell'd
as he alone by conscience gravel’d?*
Did inward guilt his face o'er spread,
For huma d i

n blood his hands had shed ;
Whilst others who had done the same,
Vere there, without remorse or shame
And tho’theit consciences appear’d,
As with a red hot iron sear’d—
Yet did they strive with thin disguise,
To hide the worm that never dies?
Alas! dame Truth when most proio
Upon the surface can’t be found,
But sometimes doth, as sages tell,

Lie in the bottom of @ W ELL.1

)

a,

for the mur

* e had recently been tri
der of young Mr. Parret.

+ The bottom of a well. In Jefjéerson
county this passage requires notinng  ev
planatory.
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The best way then, would be, no doubt,

To let these cronies draw her out;
And then she may each knot disjoint,
And clear up ev’ry doubtful point.

Here we could tell, had we the skill—
For true it is, we have the will,
But not the art, nor yet the time,
To class and to arrange in rhyme—
Such things, as once expos'd to light,
Your detestation would excite.

Here we could tell of men grown old,
Toothless and bald, in search of gold,
Who still (engross’d by-self alone)

No other God, but Mammon own,
Who never for their country fought,
Or deem’d her worth a single thought;
Yet here could shout, with hearts elate,
For principles legitimate.

To such the adage closely sticks—

Ye cannot learn old dogs new tricks.

Here we could tell of hypocrites,

Who regalate their shallow wits,

By outward forms, in which we trace
T'hejr morals, piety and grace.

T'o gddliness they seem inclin’d ;

Yet with these Judas’s we find,

A selemn oath, is but a joke—
Religion, a convenient cloak:

e gaee i BoG

o NN

-~
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For, when on fraud or mischief bent,
They go and take the sacrament;

Then think that white-wask’d thus they can
Impose on God, as well as man.

Here we conspirators could name,
‘Who hot from various quarters came,
To stimulate the ignorant,

To acts of treason But intent
Most cautiously, such means to use,
As to accomplish all their views;
Yet run no hazzard (as they hope)
Of dangling at the end of rope.*

* After it had been determined on, by
these political Incendiaries to ““rejoice,” @
pamphlet was printed at Winchester, entitled
“d correct account of the Baltimore Mob,
by gemeral Henry Lee” This pamphlet
was no doubt, struck off for the particular
purpose of being largely distributed gratis
amongst the credulous and ignorant, on the
day of feasting, which was accordingly done.
This circumstance: The selection of the
day: The inflammatory matter of the Ora-
tion and the intemperate tone of some of
the toasts, all taken in connection, speak @
language not to be misunderstood.
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Here public agents we n.:m)d trace,

‘Who on the Lmd rveflect disgrace:

Members of Congress—one at least,

Came on to share the guilty feast.

Has beens and would-bees too, were there

And m the throng, behold (;oo""e Baer

Quacks too, appear'd—some three or four,

And pettifoggers half a score.

ii ingry m(‘ Emnt they snuff the breeze,

TFor horse flesh rare, or legal fees;

Appearing ready to be sold,

For any thing like British gold.

ere we could name a bloated ape—
An odious brute, in human shape,

Who, when he l,a'.u'd that Pike .:.(J fell,
¥ixclaim’d 1 hope he is in hell—

(

44XC

'3

* Pf" Fredericktown, Maryland.
entightened Statesman, is now a ca
hat is to say—desirous. of becoming one
fethe governors «»;" the 7)4’()11/(’ ”  He sport-
ed a volunteer to which, whatever it may
have been, when delivered, was, when pr inted
as follows. *< Rejoice ye hills! Respond the
“joy, ye vallies! = For the destroyer of your
“inhabitants is overthrown ; and lh(’ finger
“pr:ouu ence points the governors o‘ tlw

‘“people to Peace—May our rulers mark
well the guiding hand.”




THE COSSACK CELEBRATION. “~d

“ He had no business—~ahd no rig
¢ In such _a cause to go and figl
* * * * * * * “

* * * * * * * ¥

Heroie shade! Immortal Pixs!

Here Satire would, but ¢annot strike:
She knows thy gen’rous soul ‘must smile,
T'o see this viper bite a file.

She knows when this poor wretch is rotten,
His follies and his name forgotten—
When party rancour lies becalm’d,

Thy memory will be e embalmed.

'l‘hy virtues and thy fame shall live,

Thy grateful coun ry flcou
The tx'xbhlc of her just qpp use
To him who died l/L such @ cause.

\)'

Now all this while (‘twas unexpect
The Hero has been quite nwledx
He who could shuflle, cut ar d quirk
Could do a world of dirty work!

* This legitimate Quirote was recenily
orced t/n“)r'n/z the * Common Sewer” upon
(/u’ public attention, and eulogized, because of
“!/ut pure and exalted enthusiasm which
‘¢nduced the venerable 1‘r Ro, in the midst
«of winter, to undergo a journey of a hun-
«dred miles to be presentat the last celebra-
“tion at Annapolis.”
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He who could dash through thick aud thin,
And wade in filth, up to his chin—

Whose zeal with Blue light ardor burn’d;
Whose brain had left no stone unturn’d,
To bring about this « joyful” farce,

And pat his kingly hobby horse,

Like ¢ Mipas now, neglected stands

“ With asses’ ears and dirty hands.”

Stop Muse :—His character’s well known,
So let the poor old dev’] alone.




As the Cossacks had procured a band of
music, and had moreover, among them-
gelves, several adepts in the art of Psalm
singing, the following paraphrase of Gover-
neur Morris’s notions was prepared for them
by a Demoerat, and published in a cotempo-
rary print. But we have not heard that it
was actually chaunted, either in, or out of
the Church, during < the ceremonies of the
o« day'”
A NEW SONG,

Set to music by GovERNEUR MORRIs.
Ye who are promoters of war—ye vile clowns

Who wantonly slaver out venomous things
Against all who wear legitimate crowns,

Come hitherand see those christian KINGS.

You tell us that sovereigns are just like wild
beasts,
For whose sure destruction all means are
most fair,
With blood thirsty tempers you hie to your
feast:
Approach now and see—tho’ you burst
with dispair.




{ 30 A NEW SONG.

Add thou too, Demoeracy, savage and wild

Who gladly wouldst humble the virtuous
and wise

Of envy and squinti

Behold how legitime

thou splenetic child,
te MONARCHS arige!

g;
(1¢’

<

See! tho' it thine eyeballs to atoms should o

blast—
‘ See, objects which call forth thine own
} deadly hate— k =
} See princes right lawful surrounded at last, =
:% By subjects most loyal well pleased with ]
their fate.

And thou my dear country, self murderd 3
indeed— A
Rejoice, since ’tis done—the Bourbons
now reign;
Retrace thy false footsteps—redouble thy q
speed: :
Join chorus with Britain, with France
and with Spain,

Restor'd are the Bourbons—uestor’d is that
line,



A NEW

SONG. 31

Of monarchs who govern by Grorar’s
permission—
Then turn to your Kine who with mercy
divine,
Will pardon your e¢rémes and receive your
Pt SUBMISSION.

Note.—Morris’s Oration is preserved in
« Niles’s Register, vol. 6. page 310, to which
the curious reader is referred,













	F247.J4C6_20190311_01
	F247.J4C6_20190311_02
	F247.J4C6_20190311_03
	F247.J4C6_20190311_04
	F247.J4C6_20190311_05
	F247.J4C6_20190311_06
	F247.J4C6_20190311_07
	F247.J4C6_20190311_08
	F247.J4C6_20190311_09
	F247.J4C6_20190311_10
	F247.J4C6_20190311_11
	F247.J4C6_20190311_12
	F247.J4C6_20190311_13
	F247.J4C6_20190311_14
	F247.J4C6_20190311_15
	F247.J4C6_20190311_16
	F247.J4C6_20190311_17
	F247.J4C6_20190311_18
	F247.J4C6_20190311_19
	F247.J4C6_20190311_20
	F247.J4C6_20190311_21
	F247.J4C6_20190311_22
	F247.J4C6_20190311_23
	F247.J4C6_20190311_24
	F247.J4C6_20190311_25
	F247.J4C6_20190311_26
	F247.J4C6_20190311_27
	F247.J4C6_20190311_28
	F247.J4C6_20190311_29
	F247.J4C6_20190311_30
	F247.J4C6_20190311_31
	F247.J4C6_20190311_32
	F247.J4C6_20190311_33
	F247.J4C6_20190311_34
	F247.J4C6_20190311_35
	F247.J4C6_20190311_36

