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SO M E  O F M A N Y

T E S T I M O N I A L S
I N  F A V O U R  O F  M R .  H A M I L T O N ’S W O R K S ,  W H I C H  A R K  N O W  B E I N G  

R E P R I N T E D  I N  A  P O U N D  E D I T I O N ,  F O R  S U B S C R I B E R S  O N L Y .

I n  an age o f  g rea t  political an d  polemical exc item ent,  it  was no t easy to 
avoid th e  giving of offence, by th e  consc ien tious  expression  of one’s own 
opinions, n o r  w as i t  very easy to  avoid creating  b i t te r  adversaries when 
engaged in th e  zealous advocacy o f  th e  ca lum nia ted  or the in jured, yet 
numerous tes tim onia ls  of th e  m o s t  honourab le  n a tu re  have been fu rn ished  
by individuals o f  all r a n k s ,  p a r tie s  an d  religious professions, as to Mr. 
Hamilton’s benevolence, usefu lness  an d  ta len ts .

B y  the R ig h t  H onourab le  S ir  George W h ite fo rd , L o rd  M ayor o f  D u b lin .

“  I t  appears by th e  Jo u rn a ls  o f  th is  City, an d  by o th e r  docum ents ,  that  
Joseph H am ilton ,  E sq . ,  o f  A nnadale  Cottage, D ublin, h as  been  th e  Author 
of several usefu l W o rk s  ; th a t  he h as  received public  addresses, votes of 
thanks, an d  in n u m erab le  te s tim onia ls  from persons  of different ranks, p ro 
fessions, sec ts  an d  parties ,  including  the P rince ,  th e  Viceroy, th e  Field 
Marshal, and  th e  P relate ,  w hich  tes tim onia ls  are  highly honorable  to 
him, as a  ‘ C hris t ian  P a t r io t , ’ a ‘ P h ila n th ro p is t , ’ a  ‘ W r i te r , ’ an d  a  
‘ Gentleman.’

“  As those d o cu m en ts  are too num erous  for im m edia te  examination, by 
persons unacquain ted  with h is  efforts in the cause  o f  V irtue an d  H um an ity ,  
and as several of th e  h ighest  public  func tiona ries  conceive th e  circulation 
of his W orks  may be a ttended  w ith  considerable advantage to  society, the 
present Testim onia l is given, to  certify his claims on general  co-operation 
and support .— D ublin , 18th  N ovem ber , 1833.

[City Seal.] “  G E O R G E  W H I T E F O R D ,  Lord Mayor of D ublin .”

Copy of a L e t te r  from A lderman W e s t ,  L o rd  M ayor of Dublin in 1830.
“ M y D kar  S i r ’,— I  r e tu rn  you m any thanks  for th e  books you have 

been kind  enough to p re sen t  to m e, which I es teem  as greatly  enhanced in 
value by th e  n a tu re  o f  th e  co n ten ts ,  and  the charac te r  o f  the au thor.  I 
am anxious to  ass is t  th e  designs o f  one whose zeal an d  efforts have been 
so disinterestedly exerted , an d  with so much success, for th e  benefit of his 
fellow-citizens.”

E xtrac t  from th e  N ote  of Sir T hom as W h e lan ,  who was Lord Mayor
o f  Dublin, in 1832.

“ The Lord Mayor p re sen ts  his compliments to Mr. H am ilton , and will 
feel gratified by M r. H .  having his nam e added to the list of those who 
approve of his benevolence.”



In a L e t te r  f rom  A lderm an A rcher,  th e  L o rd  M ayor o f  D u b l in ,
fo r 1833, h e  says ,—

“  D e a r  S i r , — As far as m y  know ledge fo r m an y  years  enables m e to do, 
I can with t r u th  asse r t ,  t h a t  y o u r  m o s t  a n x io u s  w ish  h a s  been a t  all t im es  
to  prom ote  th e  h ap p in ess ,  com for t  a n d  w elfare  o f  y o u r  fellow co u n trym en , 
an d  th a t  you  h ave  received  th e  ap p ro b a tio n  o f  all c lasses  o f  every religious 
an d  politica l p e r s u a s io n .”

In  1819, S ir  T h o m as  M ’K e n n y ,  th e  th en  L o rd  M ay o r ,  certified u n d e r  
th e  City Seal, th a t  M r. H am il to n  was a g en t lem an  o f  verac ity ,  an d  of 
irrep roachab le  cha rac te r .

“ M r.  J o s e p h  H a m i l t o n ,  of A n n ad a le  Cottage, h a s  long  an d  zealously 
laboured  to  correc t Prevail ing  Vices ; a n d  th e  ex tens ive  c ircu la tion  of h is  
R eflections m ay be  a t te n d e d  w ith  considerab le  advan tage  to socie ty .”  
JACOB W E S T ,  L o rd  M ayor of D u b lin .— G E O R G E  H O Y T E ,  H igh  
Sheriff of D ublin ,  1830.—R O B E R T  H A R T Y , L ord  M ayor o f  D u b l in .— 
J O H N  M A L L E T  & G. A. F .  H A L A H A N , H igh  Sheriffs o f  D ublin , 1831.— 
T H O M A S  W H E L A N ,  Lord M ayor of D ublin .—J O H N  S E M P L E ,  j u n . ,  
an d  J O H N  K .  T A Y L O R , H ig h  Sheriffs of D u b l in ,  1832.—C H A R L E S 
P A L M E R  A R C H E R , L ord  M ayor o f  D u b lin .— G E O R G E  P R E S T O N , 
H igh  Sheriff o f  D ublin , 1833.— D. J .  D I C K I N S O N ,  Hign Sheriff of D u b l in ’ 
1834.—J O H N  F . H Y N D M A N , High Sheriff  o f  D u b lin ,  1835.

At an Aggregate M eeting, h e ld  in D ublin ,  in 1830, to  cons ider  th e  bes t  
m eans of p reven ting  th e  b reach  o f  cou r te sy  a n d  w as te  o f  l i f e ;  i t  was 
u nan im ously  resolved—

“  T h a t  th e  thanks  o f  th e  m eeting ,  an d  o f  th e  public ,  w ere  ju s t ly  due  to 
M r. H am ilton, for h is  b enevo len t ,  zealous an d  effective exertions, to in t r o 
duce a sys tem  which w ould  ten d  to  p ro m o te  h a rm o n y ,  g en tlem an ly  con- 
duct,  an d  m u tu a l  fo rb earan ce .”

Subscrip tions fo r  th e  P o u n d  E d itio n  o f  h is w o rks  m a y  he addressed to  
A nnadale C ottage, D u b lin ; to  th e  B a n k s  o f  M essrs . H errie s  and  Co., 
S t .  Jam es's S tre e t, L o n d o n  ;  L a to u c h e  an d  Co., C astle  S tr e e t, D ublin  -, 
or, to the  P rin te rs .
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“ Thou a r t  n o t m o rta l,—thou  d idst come from  H eaven!
S p irit o f  P a tr io tism , thou  a r t  d iv ine .” *

T h a t  generous quality which the world calls patriotism, 
is equally common to civilized and savage states, and has 
been equally eulogized by Pagan and Christian Authors.

The Ethiopian thinks his burning sands were made by 
the Alm ighty, w hile beings o f  an inferior nature formed 
the remainder o f  the world. A  tribe o f  the Arabians say, 
the sun and other planets were created solely for their 
deserts. The inhabitants o f  M alta denominate their little  
rock “ The flower o f  the U niverse.” The Carribeans con
ceive their land alone deserves the name o f Paradise. The 
Chinese consider theirs as the celestial territory, for which 
all the heavenly constellations were created ; and it was in 
vain, that their liberal Emperor Canghi recommended them

* N o  co n tro v e rsy  h e r e  we hold,
O n  politics o r  c reed ,

S uch  th e m e s  as th ese ,  a las ! h av e  m ad e  
T oo  m a n y  n a t io n s  b leed .

B
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to leave a few o f  the stars for the benefit o f  less favoured 

nations.*  

Thus, we see, th e ’couplet in  one o f  our N ational M elo 
dies is justified  by facts, for

“  Th e  savage loves his native shore,
T hough  rude the  soil, and  chill the air.”

And thus, we find with the celebrated author o f  The 
Traveller , that a man’s first, best country, ever is a t home.

“ There , every good his native wilds impart,
Im plants the  patriot passion on his heart.
T h e  shudd’ring tenan t of the frigid zone,
Boldly proclaims th a t  happiest spot his own,
Extols the terrors o f  his stormy seas,
And his long nights of revelry and  ease.
The naked  negro, panting a t  the line,
Boasts of his golden sands and  palmy wine,
Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid wave,
A nd  thanks k ind  heaven, for all the good it  gave.”

M ontgomery has given us his valuable testim ony on 
this subject.

“  There is a land, of every land  the  pride,
Belov’d by I leav’n o’er all the world beside;
W here  brighter suns dispense serener light,
A nd  milder moons emparadise the n ig h t ;
A land of beauty, virtue, valour, truth,
T im e-tutor’d age and love-exalted youth ;
T he  wandering mariner, whose eye explores 
The wealthiest isles, the most enchanting shores,
Views not a  realm so beautiful and fair,
Nor breathes the spirit of a purer air.

* I t  is also said of the Chinese, th a t  before their intercourse with. 
Europeans, they believed China was the centre of the globe, and 
that all the other kingdoms, which amounted to seventy-two, were 
dispersed around their empire in the form of little islands, as satel
lites to decorate their planet.
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In  every clime the m agnet of his soul,
Touch’d by remembrance, trembles to that pole.
Oh ! thou shalt find, howe’er thy  footsteps roam,
T h a t land thy  country---------------- ”

Again,

“ Home, kindred, country! these are ties 
M ight keep an angel from the skies.”

Conway, speaking o f  the Norw egians, says, “ It lias 
been my lot to visit many lands,— som e o f  them celebrated 
for nationality ; but in that enthusiastic love o f  country 
which is unrestrainable when countrymen are assembled 
together, every nation m ust yield  to Norway. A Norwegian 
loves, reveres, all that belongs to and distinguishes his 
native land;— his m ountains, his rocks, and his forests, he 
would not exchange for the richest plains o f  the south. To 
a Norwegian, the words Gamlè N orgé  (o ld  Norw ay,) have 
a spell in them  im m ediate and powerful ; they cannot be 
resisted. ‘ Gamlé N o r g é 1 is heard in an instant repeated  
by every voice ; the glasses are filled, raised and drained ; 
not a drop is left ; and then bursts forth the simultaneous 
chorus ( For N o r g é / 7 —  the national song o f  Norway. 
Here, and in an hundred other instances in Norway, I have 
seen the character o f  a company entirely changed by the 
chance introduction o f  the expression e Gamlé Norgé.' 
The gravest discussion is instantly interrupted, and one 
might suppose, for the m om ent that the party was a party 
o f patriots, assem bled to commemorate some national anni
versary o f  freedom.”

Had Ireland been amongst the countries visited by 
Mr. Conway, he m ight ju stly  have given as strong a testi
mony in favour o f  her children, when toasting “ The 
Land we Live in," “ E rin  go  Bragh!"  or “ Ireland as she 

ought to be.”
“  Great, glorious and free,

The first flower of the earth,
And first gem of the sea.”
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D eakm an asks

“  W here  is the heart tha t will not beat,
M ore proudly on the m ountain  wave ;

Nor feel the life-blood back re treat 
In to  the mystic crimson cave,

W hen  he th inks  on his F ather L a n d ?

O ur F ather L a n d !  who names the nam e 
O f F a th e r  Land, without a  tear?

The voice of love, the  voice of fame,
The voice of all we hold most dear,

Tell us to love our F a th e r  Land.”

And Carrington exclaim s,

“ W hence is th is  wondrous sym pathy, which draws 
O ur souls to home by its mysterious laws,
W h ere ’er we w ander ; and  with stronger love—
Sways the touch’d heart m ore d is tan t as we rove ?

Ask o f  the soldier, * * * *  *
* * * * * * * *  
* * * * * * * *  
* * * * *  * * *

’ Tis the sweet wish once more to view the  strand,
Far ,  far away, his own-r-his native land ;
To live again where first he drew his breath ,
A nd sleep at last, w ith  those belov’d, in death.
Blest home, wherever seated— sweetest— best 
O f all on earth, to him his hope, his rest.”

“ You call this weakness !” (says a noble poet,)

“  I t  is strength,
I say,—  the parent of all honest feeling.
H e tha t loves not his country can love nothing.”

The Chinese assert, that he who sincerely loves his 
country, leaves behind him the fragrance o f  a good name, 
even to an hundred ages; and S c o t t  has branded, in im
mortal language, the reputation o f  that being, who is 
unconscious o f such a truly generous passion.



T H E  LOVE OF COUNTRY

“ Breathes there the man with soul so dead,
W ho never to him self hath  said,

This is my own, m y native land !
W hose heart hath not within him burned,
As home his footsteps he hath turned,

F rom  w andering o’er a foreign strand ?
I f  such there breathe, go, m ark  him  well,
F o r  him , no Minstrel raptures swell ;
H igh  though his titles, 'proud his name,
Boundless his wealth, as wish can claim,
Despite those titles, power, and pelf,
T h e  wretch, concentred all in self,
Living, shall forfeit fair renown,
A nd doubly dying, shall go down 
To that vile dust from whence he sprung,
Unwept, unhonor’d and unsung.”

“ D o what we w ill,”

“  T he  time will come,
W hen  we shall drop into the tomb,
U nw ept, unhonor’d, undeplor’d,
Or lov’d, lamented, and ador’d.” *

In that accounting tim e to God and to our nation, may 

it be said,

“  F ar  dearer the grave or the prison,
Illum’d by one patriot’s name,

T han  the trophies of all who have risen 
On liberty’s ruins to fam e/’f

The scenes o f our infancy are singularly dear to us, and 
our youthful imaginations are capable ot impressions, 
which can never be effectually removed.

“  The maid of India, blest again to hold 
In  her full lap the Champac’s leaves of gold,
Thinks of the time, when by the Ganges’ flood,
Her little play-mates scatter’d many a bud 
Upon her  long black hair, with glossy gleam,
Just dropping from the consecrated stream ;

* Power. f  Moore.
B 3
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Sees call’d up round her, by  the magic scents,
T he  well, the camels, and  h e r  fa ther’s te n ts ;
Sighs for the home she left with little pain,
A nd  wishes ev’n its sorrows back ag a in .”  *

1 he Abbe de L ille  assures us, a Banana tree at Paris  
has been bathed by the tears o f  an Indian, who appeared to  
have been m entally transported to his native so il, by the  
unexpected presence o f its indigenous production. W e  
know that Irish clay has been carried into England, P ales
tine, Italy , and South A m erica; and we have seen it  kissed  
w ith  great enthusiasm  by an Irish soldier, when his regim ent 
was in L iverpool.

Som e stones from the venerable w alls o f  Jerusalem , and 
clay from the l lo ly  Land in its v icin ity , w ith  o live, v ine, 
and fig trees, which we recently received, have excited  a 
strong feeling am ongst the m ost learned and pious o f  our 
Hebrew brethren, who have no country except P a lestin e.

A  H ottentot boy, after being reared by the French  
colonists in  A frica, and successfully engaged in several 
commercial voyages to India, becam e desirous o f  revisiting  
the spot on which he first had breathed.— The sheep-skin  
clothing o f  his countrym en, and the great sim plicity o f  
their lives, possessed such charms for him, that he deter
mined to abandon the more polished circle o f  his European 
friends, and addressing h im self to the Governor a t the Cape, 
he said, « I have returned from the tents o f  m y relatives, to 
acquaint you, that I have determined to abandon the mode 
o f life you have so kindly taught m e. I w ill follow  the 
manners and religion o f  my ancestors until m y death. I 
will preserve this collar and sword, which you have given 
me, as a mark o f my imperishable gratitude; but all the 
rest o f  my property I shall leave behind m e /’

Several Greenlanders were brought to Denm ark, where, 
by an order o f  the king, they were treated w ith distinguished

* Moore.
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marks o f  kindness ; but neither favourite food, costly  
apparel, nor ever varying am usem ents, could abate the 
melancholy which preyed continually upon their health. 
Their country was ever uppermost in their thoughts, and 
the North was the attractive point on which they firmly 
fixed their tearful vision. Three o f  them very speedily 
expired, and tw o continually pined away with sorrow, 
as i f  high H eaven had

“ Doom’d them  never more 
(Ah ! men unbless’d !) to touch their native shore.” *

After several endeavours to escape, one o f  them, at last, 
succeeded in getting out to sea, where it was supposed he 
perished. Speaking o f  those m en, a D anish M issionary 
says, “  the huts o f  the aboriginal Greenlanders are con
structed o f  the lam ina o f  slate, branches o f  trees, m oss, and 
turf. This people, so miserable according to our ideas, 
carry their attachm ent for their country to an excess. Every 
indigenous native will say, with the fierceness o l an old 
Roman, “ I  am a K a l a l i t the name which they give 
themselves as a nation. The Greenlanders brought to 
Copenhagen, and treated w ith the m ost particular attention, 
always are known to sigh after their paternal abodes. 
“ There is n ot,” say they, “ enough o f  sky in Denmark ; it 
is not cold enough ; no fine ice, no sea dogs, no whales ; 
with these exceptions, your country is alm ost as good as 
ours— but,” they add, “  you have a great many poor among 
you. W hy do not the rich assist them ? You have servants 
— slaves— should a man serve his equal? Should a man 
be treated like a dog? Y ou dread your robbers and 
assassins— Ah ! reform all these things among your country
men, which do not exist among us, before you undertake 
our reformation.’’f

* Pope’s Homer.
f  The Court of Russia could never prevail upon a single 

Samoiede to leave the shores of the Frozen Ocean and settle at 
St. Petersburgh.
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The story o f  these G reenlanders justifies D e lta ’s beau
tiful lines in B lackw ood’s M agazine.

“ T he  halo round  the seraph’s head 
Too purified for th ing o f  earth,
Is not more beautifully bright 
T h an  th a t  celestial zone of light,
W hich  N a tu re ’s magic hand  ha th  shed 
A round the land  which gave us birth.
Oh ! be tha t country beautified
W ith  woods tha t wave, and  streams tha t glide ;
W here  bounteous air  and  earth  unfold 
T he  gales of health, and crops of gold ;
L et flowers and  fields be ever fair;
L et fragrance load the languid a ir ;
Be vines in every valley there,
And olives on each m ountain’s side :
Or, le t it  be a wilderness, w here heaven an d  earth  oppose 

in gloom ;
W here  the low sun all-faintly glows 
O’er regions of perennial snows ;
Still ’tis the country, not the less,
Of h im  who sows w hat ne’er m ay  bless 
His labours with au tum nal bloom.
Y es! partial clans in every clime,
Since first commenced the m arch of time, '
W here ’er they rest— w here’er they  roam —

All unforgot,
H ave still a spot,

W hich memory loves and  heart calls home !
From  where Antarctic oceans roar 
R ound  Patagonia’s mountain shore,
To where grim  Hecla’s cone aspires,
W ith sides of snow and  throat of fires !”

Mr. W alker, a Scottish gentlem an, connected with the 
press o f  Liverpool, says, in a poem which he recited on 
St, Andrew’s D ay,

“ Our native land ! what words so well 
Can bid the generous bosom swell ?
O ur native land ! that sound can bring 
A world o f  thought on m em ory’s w ing;



T H E  LOVE OF CO UNTRY. 9

Thoughts round the heart tha t fondly twine, 
Rem embrances of ‘ Auld lang syne.’
O ur native land  ! there first our eyes 
Beheld the glorious earth ,— the skies ;
T here  first we poured, with infant tear,
O ur woes into a m other’s ear.
Soft tears, shed like an April shower,
T ha t brighter left the sunny  hour.
’Twras there, ‘ about the braes we ran ,’
E re  worldly toil and  care began.
’Twas there  ‘ we paddled in the burn,’
N or deemed ‘ that m an was made to m ourn.’
’Twas there tha t reason’s heavenly light,
F irs t burst upon our m ental sight,
A nd taught our riper years to scan 
‘ T he  wond’rous ways of God to man.’
’Twas there our earliest friendships grew,—
O ur earliest loves, still strong and  true ;
Or, if one link be broke, we’d fain 
Renew  with warm er love the chain.
L and  of our sires !
O ur hearts will turn where’er we roam,
To thee, our loved, our earliest home.
T he  love of home, all tribes m ay claim,
O f every land, of every name.
W hen  wandering south, the Esquim aux 
Will languish for his fields of snow.
I f  traveling in a milder land,
F rom  tropic plains and burning sand,
T he  Indian, with a love as strong,
W ould for his native thickets long.
T he  English w and’rer joys again,
To see his native fertile plain,—
The mansion proud, the cottage neat,
W ith  ivied porch, and woodbine seat;—
A nd we, for Scotia’s healthy hills,
H er glens, her w'ild woods, and her rills,
Proud of our birth on such a land,
So purely left by N ature’s hand.”

The Medical Adviser  relates a m ost interesting case o f  
Nostalgia, or pining for home. W hen the British troops w eie
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in the South o f  France, a soldier o f  the fifty-third regim ent 
was am ongst the patients in  the M ilitary H osp ita l. H e  
was a W elshm an, w ho, at the age o f  n ineteen, had recently  
enlisted, during a m om entary fit o f  inebriety * From  the 
m om ent o f  his em barkation for Spain, he w as seized with  
a profound dejection, from w hich no efforts could  arouse 
him ; he was carried to the shore at Passages, in  the pro
vince o f  B iscay; he scarcely took any nourishm ent for the 
support o f  nature, and was continually talking, sighing, or 
weeping about hom e. The hills o f  San Sebastian reminded  
him o f  his native m ountains, and he w ished that he had 
died before he had abandoned them  so rashly. H e grew  
worse upon the m arch, and, previously to the battle o f  
Orthes, was taken to the M ilitary H osp ita l, from whence he 
was speedily transm itted to Bourdeaux. H e seem ed tota lly  
indifferent respecting all that passed around him ; he 
w ould answer no question, or even open his m outh. H is  
eyes were fixed, in one unm eaning stare, and even his eyelids  
were not seen to tw inkle. H e scarcely appeared to breathe, 
or m ove, and the stroke o f  his pulse was not to be d istin 
guished. After rem aining eight days in this distressing  
state, w ithout the use o f  nourishm ent, a little  warm brandy 
was adm inistered, which had no influence upon his pulse. 
A  cup o f  chocolate was placed in his hand at ten o ’clock in 
the morning, and in nearly five hours afterwards, he was 
found holding it  undiminished, in the very same position. 
Six soldiers, w ith buckets, were ordered to throw cold  
water over him, and on receiving the fourth, he fell in 
convulsions from his chair. After a repetition o f  this treat
m ent for six or seven days, he at length began to speak a 
little , and shed tears. Three weeks elapsed before he was 
recovered, when he was found to be totally unconscious o f  
all that happened when in Spain. So great was the sym 
pathy which his case excited, that the officers gave him a

* 1 oo many become soldiers under similar circumstances.
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generous assurance he should sp eed ily  rev isit th at dear 
n ative country , to  w h ich  h is a tta ch m en t w as so  great. 

T upai and P o ta v er i, w ho cam e to E urope, w ith  H aw k s-  
w orth and M . de B ou ga in v ille , ev in ced  a sim ilar anxiety , 
and frequently ascended  the rigging, to  look  ou t for hom e,

“  A s slow, o u r  ship  the  foamy trac k  
A gain s t th e  w ind  was cleaving,

H e r  t rem b lin g  p e n d a n t  still lo o k ’d  back  
T o  th a t  d e a r  isle ’tw as leav in g ;

So lo th  w e p a r t  from  all w e love,
F ro m  all th e  l in k s  th a t  b ind  u s ;

So tu rn  our h ea r ts ,  w h e re ’er we rove,
T o  those  w e’ve left beh ind  u s .” *

A  young M idsh ipm an, departing from  E ngland , says,
“  T h e  s tubbo rn  an ch o r  qu its  th e  g ro u n d ,

T h e  vessel g a th e rs  w ay ,
T h e  sw elling  gib-sail sw ings a round ,

A n d  bears  her  h ead  to s ea :
B u t  oh ! w h a t p an g s  m y  bosom swell,

■While th u s  I ’m  to rn  from y o u !
F arew e ll ,  m y  friends, a  long farewell—

M y  native  lan d ,  adieu !

B low fair an d  fresh, thou  s teady  b reeze  !
I n  m an h o o d ’s early  prim e,

T h o u ’l t  w aft m e o’er the  foam ing seas 
T o  In d ia ’s su ltry  clime.

T h e  ris ing  gales o u r  canvass swell,
A n d  curl the w aters  b lu e ;

F arew ell ,  m y  friends, a long  farewell 
M y  native  la n d ,  ad ieu  !

As, s toop ing  to th e  b reeze, she  flies 
Swift o’er h e r  w a t’ry  way,

T h e  d is tan t cliffs, before m y  eyes 
R eced ing , fade a w a y ;

Y e t fancy still delights to dw ell 
O n  each d ear  scene I k n e w  ;

Farew ell ,  m y  friends, a long farewell
M y native land , a d ieu !  ___ __________

*  M o o re .
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Pope says, “  I should hardly care to have an old post  
pulled up, that I remembered when I was a ch ild .”

"  The horrid  plough has razed the g reen ,
W h ere  yet a  child I s tray ’d ;

T he  axe has fell’d the haw tho rn  screen,
T he  school-boy’s sum m er shade.” *

Suetonius informs u s, that the Emperor V espasian  
always passed the sum m er in  a sm all village near R eate, 
where he was born, and to which he never would add the 
least em bellishm ent.

Robertson, the historian, asserts, that w hen the 
Emperor Charles the Fifth w as on his way to the M o
nastery o f  St. Ju stu s, he stopped a few days at G hent, to 
indulge that tender and pleasant m elancholy w hich is so 
natural to the mind o f  every man in  the decline o f  life , on 
visiting the place o f  his nativity.

“  Teach m e,’’ says Seneca, “ to love m y country, m y  
wife and parents, and to overcom e every obstacle which  
may im pede the discharge o f  those d u t ie s /’

Cam pbell declares that, u  an attachm ent o f  this descrip
tion is, generally, the characteristic o f  a benevolent mind ; 
and that a long acquaintance w ith  the w orld cannot 
always extinguish it .”

“  As kindred objects k indred  thoughts excite,
T hese , with magnetic virtue, soon unite ;
A nd  hence, this spot gives back the joys of youth,
W arm  as the life, and  with the m irro r’s tru th  :
Hence, homefelt pleasure prompts the patriot’s sigh ;
This  m akes him  wish to live, and  dare to die.”

To the la test hour o f  life, we remember with a peculiar 
feeling, the bower which we knew in childhood, and the 
field in which we gathered the first flowers o f the spring. 
After a long absence from our native village, the sight of

* Logan.
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its humble steeple, its ivy-covered turret, or its “  harbour 
fort,” awakens sensations which cannot be easily described; 
and to whatever quarter o f  the globe either business or 
pleasure may transport us, our minds w ill cast “  a linger
ing look behind,” fondly anticipating all those pleasures 
which are generally attendant upon m an’s return to his 
country.

Goldsm ith says,

“  In  all m y griefs------------------------------------
I still had hopes m y  latest hours to crown ;
To husband ou t life’s taper  a t the close,
A nd  keep  the flame from wasting, by repose :
And, as a hare, whom hounds and horns pursue,
Pants  to the place from whence a t first she flew ;
I still had hopes, m y long vexations pass’d,
H ere to return , and die a t home a t last.”

In his beautiful little  poem o f  the D eserted V illage, we 
find a number o f  its m ost interesting features associated  
with peculiar taste.

“  Sweet Auburn, loveliest village of the plain,
W here health and plenty cheer’d the labouring swain;
W here smiling spring its earliest visit paid,
And parting sum m er’s lingering bloom delay’d.
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease,
Scenes of m y youth, where every sport could please;
How often have I loiter’d o’er thy green,
W here humble happiness endear’d  each scene !
How often have I paus’d on every charm,
The shelter’d cot, the cultivated farm,
The never-failing brook, the busy mill,
The decent church, tha t tops the  neighbouring hill,
The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade,
For talking age and whispering lovers made !
How often have I bless’d the coming day,
W hen toil remitting, lent its turn  to play,
And all the village train, from labour free,
Led up their sports, beneath the spreading tree ;
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While m any  a pastime circled in  the  shade,
T he  young contending, as the  old survey’d ;
A n d  m any  a gambol frolick’d  o’er th e  ground,
A nd sleights of art and  feats of s treng th  w ent round ;
A n d  still as each repeated  pleasure tired,
Succeeding sports, the youthful train inspired.”

Lord Byron speaks o f  the scenery, in w hich he spent 
his youth :—

“ Yet, Caledonia ! beloved are th y  mountains,
R ound  their white summits tho’ elements war,

T h o ’ cataracts foam ’stead o f  smooth flowing fountains,
I  sigh for the  valley of d a rk  Loch n a  G arr.

A h ! there  m y  young footsteps in infancy w ander’d,
M y cap was the bonnet, m y cloak was the plaid ;

On Chieftains long perish’d my m em ory  ponder’d,
As daily I strode through the pine-cover’d glade ;

1 sought not my hom e ’till the day ’s dying glory 
Gave place to the rays  of the bright polar s tar ;

F o r fancy was cheer’d by traditional story,
Disclosed by the natives of dark  Lock na  G arr.”

Again,
“  Oh ! land of m y  fathers, and  mine !

The noblest, the best, and  the bravest!
H eart-broken  and lorn, I  resign 

The joys and  the hopes which thou  gavest.
D ear m other of Freedom , farewell !
Farewell to thee, land o f  the brave !

Farewell to thee, land of m y birth!
W h en  tempests around thee shall rave,

Still— still m ay they homage thy  worth.”

Campbell informs us that—

“  A t the silence of twilight’s contemplative hour,
H e has ‘ mused, in a  sorrowful mood,

On the  w ind-shaken  reeds tha t unbosom the bow’r,
W here  the home of his forefathers stood.’

T ha t w and’ring, he found, on his ruinous walk 
B y  the dial-stone, aged and green,

One rose of the wilderness left on its stalk,
To m ark  where a garden had been.”
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And Sm ollett says—
« On Levcn’s banks, when free to rove,

A nd tune m y  rural pipe to love,
I envied no t the happiest swain,
T h a t  ever trod  th ’ Arcadian plain.
P u re  stream ! in  whose transparen t wave 
M y youthful limbs I wont to lave :
N o torrents strain thy limpid source ;
No rocks impede thy dimpling course,
T h a t sweetly warbles o’er its bed,
W ith  white, round, polish’d pebbles spread :
While, lightly pois’d, the scaly brood 
In  myriads cleave the crystal flood.
Devolving from thy paren t lake,
A charm ing maze thy waters make.
Still on thy banks, so gaily green,
M ay numerous herds and flocks be seen ;
A nd lasses chaunting o’er the  pail;
A nd shepherds piping in the dale ;
A nd ancient faith, tha t knows no guile ;
A nd  industry , embrown’d with toil.”

D r. Stanier Clarke, when on the continent, spent much
o f his tim e at the Court o f  Baden, where the Margrave
having asked him which o f  the countries he had seen he 
would like to spend his life in, said, “  I  believe there is but 
one H eaven and one England.” * In the concluding part

* Mirabeau, who was present, exclaimed, « C'est 
bien, A n g la is ! ” and after dinner, the Prince acknowledged to he 
Doc or tha t if he could choose his lot in  life, he would be of the 
first rank of English Nobles, ra ther than  of any class of sovereign.
elsewhere.

“ T hen  must the  Briton, though he strays 
O’er distant seas or earth,

F ÍTdher land that g a l e ^ m Album.
“ A fairer isle than Britain, never sun 

Viewed in his wide career: a lovely spot,
For all that life can ask. Salubrious, mild.
Its hills are green, its woods and prospects lair ;
Its  meadows fertile, and to crown the whole,
In  one delightful word,—it is our home,
And native l a n d . ” - T H O M S O N .
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o f his travels, he makes the follow ing apostrophe to his 
native country :—

“ Oh, England ! decent abode o f  com fort, and clean
liness and decorum ! Oh ! blessed asylum  o f  all that is 
worth having upon earth ! Oh ! sanctuary o f  liberty for 
the whole civilized w orld! I t is only in view ing the state 
of other countries, that thy advantages can be duly esti
m ated. Oh ! land o f  happy fire-sides, and cleanly hearths, 
and dom estic p eace; o f  filial p iety, parental love and 
connubial jo y  ! The school o f  sages, the tem ple o f  law , 
the asylum o f innocence, the bulwark o f  private security and 
o f  public honour !

“  W here’er I roam , whatever climes I  see,
M y heart, untravell’d, fondly turns  to thee.”

C ount Oxenstiern, and m any other foreigners, have 
justified the native eulogists o f  E ngland; and w hile we 
deplored the long neglect o f  Irish interests, by her 
rulers, our m use could not w ithhold the follow ing little  
tribute to the virtues o f  her peop le:—

“  W hile Britain’s faults we strive to mend,
H er  virtues we m ay boast,

And hope k ind Providence m ay  send 
Each slave upon her  coast.

The N egro’s foot-mark on her  sands 
Is speedily remov’d,

A nd he, erect, a F reem an  stands,
By citizens belov’d.

“ W hen  freedom’s sons in exile roam 
From  any foreign land,

T hey re sure to meet with m any  a home 
On Britain’s friendly strand.

W hen foes are sinking in the wave,
Before her  wooden walls,

And not one plank remains to save,
I  o m an the boat she calls.
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“  W h e re  fam ine  rages ,  th e re  sh e  sends 
H e r  seasonable  a id ;

H e r  w ea lth  to  heav en ,  th ro u g h  m a n  she lends ;
A n d  m a y  she be repa id .

W h i le  B r i ta in ’s faults  we strive  to  m e n d ,
H e r  v ir tues  w e  m a y  boast,

A n d  hope  k in d  P ro v id en ce  m a y  send  
E a c h  slave u pon  h e r  coast.” *

C ow per is  eq u ally  im passioned  on th e  subject.

“  E n g la n d ,  w ith  all th y  faults, I  love thee  still —
M y co u n try  ! and , w hile y e t  a  nook is left 
W h e re  E ng lish  m inds  a n d  m an n ers  m a y  be found,
Shall be co n s tra in ’d  to  love thee . T h o u g h  th y  clime 
B e  fickle, a n d  th y  y ea r  m ost p a r t  deform ’d 
W ith  d ripp ing  ra in s ,  o r  w ith e r’d  by a  frost,
I  w ould  no t y e t  exchange  th y  sullen  skies,
A n d  fields w ithou t a  flower, for w arm er  F rance  
O f  golden  fruitage, a n d  h e r  m y r t le  bow ’rs .”

“  Can w e  ex p ec t,” says P o p e  G anganelli, “  an E nglish 
man not to  be an en th u siast in  favour o f  his country? +

* A lw ays a n  a rd en t  ad m ire r  o f  W ash in g to n ’s m oral an d  political 
character, we w ere  sincerely g rieved  on lea rn ing  th a t  the  k e y  or the  
Bastille, w h ich  h a d  been  p resen ted  to th e  L ib e ra to r  o f  A m erica  by 
G eneral L a  F ay e t te ,  was la tely  show n to some visitors a t  M ount 
V ernon by  a  slave. W e w ere  also grieved  on lea rn ing  th a t  the  aged 
negro w om an, from  w hose breasts he  first d rew  nourishm en t,  has 
recently  been h a w k e d  about from  tow n to  tow n th ro u g h  the  U nited 
States, like dwarfs an d  giants a t  a  fair. W o u ld  th a t  G eorge as 1 
ington had , l ike  Simon Bolivar, liberated  h is  own poor slaves w ith 
o u t a  price, a n d  become a n  influential advocate for th e  bondsm en ot 
his fellow-patriots. . .

f “  In  th e  wide w orld th e re  is no  co un try  sohapp ily  com bining the 
vigour o f  freedom  w ith  th e  o rn am e n ts  o f  civilization, t îe vir u 
m orality  w ith  th e  polish of ref inem ent,— th e  blessings o f  orde 
th e  blessings o f  liberty . T h e re  is no co u n try  w h e ie  ie ,
perfect security  for p roperty  ; no  co u n try  (bu t  one) w ei ,
is so well rew arded .  T h e re  is no coun try , except E n g la n d ,  whe 
t ru e  domestic com fort is unders tood , m u c h  less enjoye • ,
no  coun try  w here  the  m en  are m o r e ‘ndu^ ™ S; a „ 0 )and  which 
w om en  m ore  virtuous o r  m ore  beautifu l.  I h e r e  is , . n J us*rv
cultivation has  rendered  so perfect a  garden , or whic 1 ar   i f  one—
have so h igh ly  enriched. T h e r e  is no governm en itself an d
better com bining th e  e lem ents  o f  im provem ent,  o

c 3
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W e have been gratified by the perusal o f  a poem from  
the m use w hich left Sir John M oore in  a grave at Corunna.

the people, with the bulw arks of stability. B urdens we have, which 
I would fain see lightened,— abuses, which I  w ould fain see reformed, 
— national faults and failings, w hich m ay  never be wholly corrected. 
B ut we have within us the  springs of wealth, the guards  of safety, 
and  the m eans of advancem ent. M ay we learn to  prize our bless
ings, whilst we remove all tha t clogs o r  stains u s !”— Leeds M ercury.

To insure the pleasures of home, w herever th a t  home m a y  be, 
says Ram say, one m u s t  be content with it ;  e ither from having seen 
other countries, and  thereby  finding its superiority, or else through 
ignorance, and  know ing no better. This  tru th  has been well illus
trated by an English traveller in Sicily, who describes his arrival at 
the town of Caltagirone, w here his landlady, after some whimsical 
incidents, a t  last prepared his dinner. H e  says, “ W hen  I sat down 
to m y chicken, she very coolly took her  chair w ithin a  yard  of the 
table, and  on the opposite side sat a priest, who had  taken  up tha t 
position by the way of asking a few questions of the ‘ Cavaliere In -  
glese ;’ and  after m any  apologies for the libertv he was tak ing , he 
begged to converse with me upon the subject o f  England , which the 
people of those parts were very anxious to hear  about, and  the oppor
tunity  of inquiring so seldom occurred ; and  by the time I had  dined, 
I observed half-a-dozen people collected round the  door, w ith  their 
eyes and m outh open, to hear  the examination. ‘ A nd pray, signor, 
is it true  w hat we are told, th a t  you have no olives in  E n g la n d ? ’ 
(Olives and  bread form the principal part o f  the  food in Sicilv, and 
oil is a necessary of life.) ‘ Yes, perfectly tru e .’ ‘ Cospitto V  ( Cos- 
p itto  and Cospittoni are equivalent to zo u n d s!  an d  gadzooks / — how 
so?) ‘ Cospittoni!’ said the landlady. ‘ Our climate is not pro
pitious to the grow th of the olive.’ ‘ B u t then , signor, for oranges?’
* W e have no oranges neither.’ ‘ Poveretto !’ said the landlady,°with 
a tone of compassion, (which is a sort of fondling diminutive of ‘ po- 
vero !’ ‘ poor creature !’ as you would say to your child, ‘ poor little 
m anikin !’) « But how is it possible, signor,’ said the priest ; ‘ have 
you no fruit in your country ?’ ‘ W e have very fine fru it ;  but our 
winters are severe, and not genial enough for the orange tree.’ ‘ That 
is ju s t  what they told me,’ said the lady, ‘ a t  Palermo, tha t England 
is all snow, and a great m any  stones. But then, signor, we have 
heard what we can scarcely believe— that you have not an y  w ine?’ 
‘ I t  is perfectly true ,  we have vines tha t bear fruit; but the sun in 
our climate is not sufficiently strong, which must be broiling, as it  is 
here, to produce any wine.’ ‘ T hen  how the deuce do you do?’

I told them that, notwithstanding, we got on pretty  w ell; that 
we had some decent sort of mutton, and very tolerable beef; tha t our 
poultry was though t eatable, and our bread pretty  good ; tha t instead of 
the wine, we had a thing they call ale, which our people, here and there, 
seemed to relish exceedingly; and that by the help of these articles, 
a good constitution, and the blessing of Heaven, our m enwere as hardy 
and loyal, and our women as accomplished, virtuous and handsome, 
as any other people, I believed, under heaven « Besides, Mr. Abbate,
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The Reverend Charles W olfe (not the M issionary, but an 
Irish Protestant Clergyman, who was an honour to his 
nation), speaking o f  that patriotism  which fired his youthful 
heart, says—

“  Angels of glory ! came she not from you ?
Are there not Patriots in the Heaven of H eavens?
A nd hath not every seraph some dear spot 
T hroughout the expanse of worlds ? some favourite home, 
On which he fixes with domestic fondness?
Doth not e ’en Michael, on his seat of fire,
Close to the footstool of the  throne of God,
R est on his H arp  a while, and from the face 
A nd burning glories of the Deity,
Loosen his rivetted and  raptured gaze,
To bend one bright, one transient downward glance,
One Patriot look upon his native star?
Or do I err?  and is your bliss complete,
W ithout one spot to claim your warm er smiles,
And e ’en an angel’s partiality ?
A nd is tha t passion, which w'e deem divine,
A poor, m ere mortal feeling ? No ! ’tis false !
T he  Deity h im self  prov’d it divine:
For when the Deity convers’d with men,
H e was himself a Patriot ! To the E arth ,
To all m ankind, a Saviour was he sent,
A nd all he loved with a Redeem er’s love :
Y et still his warmest love, his tend’rest care,
H is life, his heart, his blessings and his mournings,
His smiles, his tears, he gave to thee, Jerusalem 
To thee, his country ! Though, with a Prophet’s gaze,

I beg leave to ask you w hat cloth is your coat of ? ‘ Cospitto ! it is 
English;’ with an air of importance. ‘ A nd your hat ?’— ‘ W hy, that 
is English.’ ‘ And this ladv’s gown, and her bonnet and ribbons ' 
—‘ W hy they are English.’ ‘ All English ! then you see how it is ; 
we send you, in exchange for what we do not grow, halt the comforts 
and conveniences you enjoy in your island. Besides, padrona vua  
gentile! (my agreeable landlady) we can never regret that we do not 
grow these articles, since it ensures us an intercourse with a nation 
we esteem !’ ‘ Bravo!’ said the priest: and between bravo and viva, 
the best friends in the world, I  escaped to my carriage.
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H e saw the  future sorrows o f  the  world,
A n d  all the miseries of the h u m a n  race
F ro m  age to age rehearsed the ir  parts before him ;
Though he beheld the  fall of gasping Rome,
Crush’d by descending V andals ; though he heard  
T he  shriek  of Poland, when the spoiler came ; 
T hough  he saw E urope  in  the  conflagration 
W hich  now is burning, an d  his eye could pierce 
T he  coming woes tha t we had  ye t to feel ;
Y e t still o’er Sion’s walls alone he h u n g ;
T h o u g h t of no trench, but th a t  round Sion cast; 
Beheld no widow’s m ourn, but Israel’s daughters; 
Beheld no slaughter, but of Israel’s sons.
O n them  alone the tears o f  H eaven he dropp’d, 
Dwelt on the  horrors of their  fall— an d  s igh’d,
“ H adst thou bu t know n, even thou, in this thy  day, 
“ The things which do belong unto  thy  peace ; 
“ H adst thou, Oh ! hadst thou know n, Jerusalem  !” 
Y et well he knew  w hat anguish should be his 
F rom  those he wept for; well did he foreknow,
The scourge, the thorns, the cross, the agony.
Y et still how oft upon thy  sons he laid 
T he  hand of health ; how oft beneath  his wing 
T h y  children would have gathered, O Jerusalem  ! 
T hou  a r t  not mortal— thou didst come from heaven ! 
Spirit of Patriotism, thou a r t  divine!
Oh E rin  ! 0  m y m other ! I will love thee !
W hether  upon thy  green Atlantic throne,
T hou  sitt’st august, majestic and  sublime;
Or on thy  Em pire’s last remaining fragment,
Bendest forlorn, dejected and  forsaken.—
T h y  smiles, thy  tears, thy  blessings and thy  woes, 
T hy  glory and thy infamy, be mine !
Should H eaven but teach me to display my heart 
W ith  Deborah’s notes, thy  triumph would I  sing— 
W ould weep thy woes with Je rem iah’s tears ;
B ut for a w arning voice, which, though thy fall 
H ad been begun, should check thee in mid air. 
Isaiah’s lips of fire should utter, ‘ Hold !’—
Not e’en thy vices can withdraw me from thee ;
Thy crimes I ’d shun— thyself would still embrace,
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For e’en to m e Omnipotence might grant 
To be the “ tenth  ju s t  m an” to save thee, E rin  !
And when I leave thee, should the lowest seat 
In  heaven be mine—should smiling mercy grant 
One dim and  distant vision of its glories,
Then, if  the least of all the blest can mix
W ith  Heaven one thought of earth, I ’ll th ink  of thee !”

The Irishman w ho can read those lines w ithout emotion  

is no patriot.
The R ev. Charles W olfe has passed to his account with  

unstained reputation ; and that he is not the only Pro
testant who holds the patriotic m inistry o f  angels in this 
world, w ill appear by the following passage from the works 
of Finlayson.

“ The G ospel has lifted up the veil which covered 
futurity from mortal eyes, and given us a clearer view  o f  
the land o f  spirits. I t  has given us a com plete assurance 
that this land has a real existence ; that the condition of 
its inhabitants w ill be determined by the nature o f their 
conduct in the present probationary sta te ; that if  they 
have been good, they shall be raised to a pure, and glorious, 
and delightful society ; that their em ploym ents shall be 
the m ost honourable and improving, and that their happi
ness shall be w ithout interruption, and w ithout end. From  
what happened on the M ount o f  Transfiguration, we may 
infer, not only that the separated spirits o f  good men live, 
and act, and enjoy happiness ; but that they take some 
interest in this world, and even that their interest in it has 
a connexion w ith the pursuits and habits o f their former 
life. W hat a delightful subject for contemplation does this 
reflection open to the pious and benevolent mind ! W hat a 
spring does it give to all the better energies o f the heart ! 
Your labours o f  love, your plans o f beneficence, your 
swellings o f  satisfaction in the rising reputation ol those 
whose virtues you have cherished, w ill not, we have reason 
to hope, be terminated by the stroke o f  death. No ! your 
spirits will still linger around the objects o f their former
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attachm ent. T hey w ill behold w ith rapture even the dis
tant effects o f  those beneficent institu tions, which they  
once delighted to rear ; they w ill w atch w ith a pious satis
faction over the growing prosperity o f  the country which  
they loved ; w ith  a parent’s fondness, and a parent’s 
exultation , they w ill share in  the fame o f  their virtuous 
posterity, and, by the perm ission o f  G od, they m ay descend  
at tim es as guardian angels, to shield  them  from danger, 
and to conduct them  to glory. Though they be now gone 
to  another apartm ent in our Father’s house, they have 
carried w ith them  the rem em brance and the feeling o f  their 
former attachm ent. Though inv isib le  to us, they bend 
from their dw ellings on high, to cheer us in  our pilgrim age 
o f  duty, to rejoice w ith us in  our prosperity, and, in the 
hour o f  virtuous exertion, to shed through our souls the 
blessedness o f  heaven.”

W e are assured that,

“  T he  expansive spirit,
H ere  spent in  efforts of imperfect good,
Shall see its wish complete ; its friendships safe 
F rom  time and  severance ; universal bliss 
T r iu m p h an t;  and  from death  perfection risen !”

“  C om e,” (says another w riter,)

“  H our decreed 
O f renovation ! F ire  aw akening, come !
O f truth, benevolence and  fortitude,
A nd active virtue.”

W hen M irza M ahm oud H assan, the Persian Am bassa
dor, was a t the English Court, being rallied upon the 
com parative beauty o f  Persia and Great Britain, he said, 
u I t  is true we have not such fine houses, adorned with  
looking-glasses, as you have; we have no carriages, nor are 
we rich ;— but we have better fruit, and alm ost everyd ay  
we can behold the sun.”

The Arabian tribes in Persia are very frugal in their 
m eals, which are chiefly com posed o f  dates. One o f  their
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women having com e to England, w ith  the family o f  the 
British resident at Abusheker, was eagerly surrounded 011 

her return hom e, and questioned as to a ll she saw and 
heard w hen in G reat Britain. H er description o f  the 
roads, carriages, horses, w ealth and splendour, excited  the 
envy o f  her audience, until she informed them , that all the 
time she was in England she never saw a single date tree, 
though she was continually looking out for one. The senti
ments o f  the Arabs were speedily changed from envy into  
pity for the unfortunate territory which was not blessed  

with dates.*

Som e o f  the

In  which the charm of country  lies,”

are m entioned in H am ilton’s Translation o f  M etastasio s 
Them istocles. The Patriot replies to X erxes, when asked 
what he could admire so m uch in A thens?

“  All, Sire ! the  ashes of my ancestors,
H e r  sacred laws,
H er  nam e, religion, m anners,language, in terests ;
T he  splendour which she from m y toil derives,
H er  am bient air, her  soil, her  plants, h er  walls,
H e r  very stones.”

This reply was worthy o f  T hem istocles, who had p ie-  
viously reminded his intended son-in-law , Lysim achus, that

“  T he  friend and  P atr io t should not be confounded.
“ To our C oun try” (said he)
“ All lesser interests should be sacrificed.”

* I t  is a saying am ong the  Arabs, th a t  whoever has once tasted 
of the Nile, can never wholly abandon the sacrcd valley which 
flows through ; bu t w herever he m ay wander, he will, some t1^  ^  
another, return to Egypt, d raw n th ither by the magical attractions
ofits river.
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I t  was w orthy o f  another reply to his protector, 
Xerxes :—

“  Should I  violate, w ith  impious hand,
T h e  hallowed earth  press’d by m y infant steps,
A nd  be m y paren t co u n try ’s parricide?
A h  ! no : m y  miseries sh ill never urge me 
T o  perpetra te  a deed so vile and  heinous.—
Persia  protects, bu t A thens gave m e birth.
Deep in each generous b reast im planted  lives,
For ever lives, unaltered, uncontroll’d,
Affection filial for the paren t spot,
T h a t  witnessed our first b reath . T he  brutes themselves 
Visit with savage joy  their  native dens.”

Speaking o f  the favours which he had received, he says,

“  T he ir  ever-living characters,
A re p rin ted  in m y  heart. L e t  X erxes send me 
A gainst his o ther enem ies— m y blood 
Is  for his service ready to be shed :
B ut le t h im  not expect th a t  e ’er the wrongs 
I  suffer will compel m e to betray  
M y coun try ’s interests, and  disturb her  peace.
N o :  Xerxes, press it  not ;  I ’ll perish for her.
F u ll  well I know  the  g round  on which I  tread ;
N or am  unconscious of im pending  ru in .”

X erxes could make him  “  or blest or w retched,” “  but 
not a r e b e l!” “ H e ow ed his life ” to X erxes, “ not his 
honour.” Spurning his patron’s friendship, “  braving his 
resentm ent,” his “  country’s hatred ” he repaid “  with  
love.”

Hear M etastasio  speak for this A thenian, w hile he 
refuses to invade that country from which he had been 
m ost unjustly banished— :

“ O h A thens! oh m y country! nam e so fatal,
Yet ever d e a r !— for thee I ’ve toil’d  and bled,—
I ’ve borne thy  frowns, and, unrepining, dragg’d 
F rom  shore to shore the burthen  of m y  woes! —



--------------------------------------------M y children—
T h e  first ambition tha t should fire your breast,
I s  honour, pure  affection for your country,
A nd strict discharge of your respective duties,
I n  whatsoever station H eaven shall place you :
Y ou m ay  be great in the  most lowly station.
Be it  thy  task, m y friend Lysimachus,
T ’ assure our country  of m y firm a ttachm ent;
Petition  in the favour of m y  ashes:
I pardon all the  wrongs heap ’d on m y  head,
A nd only crave a place for m y  cold urn.
A nd oh ! ye generous powers, who hear the  prayers 
O f  innocence, look down upon m y  country  ;
Defend, protect, exalt your favourite A thens ! ”

The Edinburgh R eview , o f  Jan. 1324, says, “ The dis
advantages to  which individuals are subjected in their 
native land, m ust be very great indeed, to render force and 
unjust restraints necessary to retain them  in it. I t  is 
endeared to  us by the tenderest ties. The sea which the 
emigrant has to pass, appears (to  use the words o f  Mr. 
M althus,) like the separation by death, from his friends, 
his kindred, and the com panions o f  his former years ; and,
except when a spirit o f  enterprize is added to a strong sense
o f  the evils o f  poverty, and a lively  expectation  o f  being 
able to  escape from them  in another country, few w ill be 
disposed to snap asunder the ties w hich bind them to the 
homes o f  their fathers ; but w ould rather tam ely

“  Bear those ills they have,
T han  fly to others th a t  they  know  not of.”

W e are to ld , that the soul o f  the emigrant

------ “ C lung to his native land,
H is  hopes w ere centred there ;

N o t bu t th a t  o ther  climes might be 
M ore beautiful and  fair.

I n  them  he  found a peaceful home,
W hich  no one gave elsewhere;

B u t if  his hea r t  felt augh t of joy ,
W h y  did he  shed a tear ? ”

T H E  LOVE OF CO U N TRY .
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Sprung from the very heart o f  Ireland, and taught 
from infancy, to love her w ith unusual ardour, our sepa
ration from her never can be voluntary, except that 
separation can be m ade prom otive o f  her w elfare. If, 
indeed, upon that H oly  H ill which God delights to dwell 
in , and on which he prom ised Solom on to hear the stranger 
from a d istant country, our hum ble prayer could be m ade 
available for Ireland’s peace, the follow ing should be the 
constant prayer o f  one little  fam ily, w hich holds a unity 
o f  sentim ent upon this interesting them e.

“ T H E  P A T R I O T ’S P R A Y E R .

“  O u r  G o d ,  o u r  S a v i o u r ,  a n d  o u r  G u i d e ,

For all our na tion ’s w ants provide.
Give pardon, persevering grace,
H ealth , freedom, unity  and  peace.

Oh ! le t une rr in g  wisdom teach
All those who rule, instruct, or preach ;
A nd  with each subject o f  their  care,
T h e  sam e un err in g  spirit share.

Shield us from ills o f  ev’ry kind,
W hich  scourge the  h u m a n  form or m in d ;
F ro m  pestilence, want, fire and  flood;
F rom  spoil, from violence and  blood.

Upon our dwellings, flocks and  fields,
A nd  all our land or w ater y ie lds:
Upon our planets, rain and dew,
L e t ev’ry  blessing come from you.

To ev’ry land, to all who live,
T h e  favours we solicit give ;
Especially to Is rae l’s race,
T he  Holy H eritage and  place.

Oh ! be the  subject o f  our lays,
J e h o v a h  o f  S a b a o t h ’s  p r a i s e :

And be the universal them e,
E ach  sacred A ttribu te  and  N am e.’ *

* This  prayer, in which we have not in troduced one word 
offensive to the follower o f  Moses or of Christ, has been translated



The R ev. W . P a le  says, in his poem  o f  the

"  N ot y e t ;  no t yet, a  few b rief  hours 
Are m ine to linger still—

To gaze upon the  ivied towers,
T h a t  crown m y  native hill ;

To glance o’e r  each familiar tree 
T h a t  shades that lovely spot—

All th a t  m ust soon forsaken be,
B u t shall not be forgot.

F o r  now a w anderer  m us t  I roam,
T h e  sport of every  w ave;

F a r  from m y childhood’s much-loved home, 
A nd from m y  father’s grave !

N or can I  hope in  o ther clime 
To find a hom e as d e a r ;

H earts  cannot change w ith  place or time, 
A nd  m ine will still be here  !

F o r  here, with father, sister, friend,—
W ith  n a tu re ’s holiest ties,

A no ther  nam e was wont to blend,
A nd o ther  dream s to rise.

’Tw ould soothe me, w hen, in  other days, 
W ith  o ther  thoughts  I ranged ,

O n  wood, and  hill, an d  tower, to gaze,
A nd find them  still unchanged  !

B u t now a ty ra n t’s stern  com m and 
Constrains m e hence to roam :

T hen ,  oh ! farewell, m y  father’s land!
Farew ell m y only hom e !

W h a te ’er of valley or o f hill 
In  o ther  lands I see,

T h a t  will I  deem  the loveliest place 
T h a t  leads m y thoughts  to thee .”

T H E  LOVE OF COUNTRY.

into H ebrew  by  a learned  J e w ;  and  we have offered five copies 
of our works to the  composer of the  best musical composition for 
it which shall be produced. W e shall give the  sam e prem ium  to 
the best composer of music for our Tribute  to British Virtue, in 
page 16, which song has been respectfully dedicated, with permis
sion, to H er  Royal H ighness the Princess Victoria.

21
Exile,



T I I E  LOVE OF C O U N TR Y .

“  L et him  who loves his country,” said O ’C onnor, in  
his L etter to Lord C astlereagh, “  estim ate the difference 
betw een exile from  the world, and ex ile  from our beloved  

Ireland .”
In the song o f  the E xiled  K night, w e find the follow ing  

lines :

“  I sigh’d to look on the  hum bles t flow’r,
T he  lowliest shrub , or the  m eanes t weed,
T h a t  grows upon Albion’s poorest m ead ;
T h e  trees th a t  grew  n ear  were no t the  same 
As those on the shore from whence I came.
A n d  m y h ear t  was sad as I paced the strand,
Afar, afar from m y  ow n b r igh t land.
I  gazed above w hen the  stars appea r 'd ,
A nd  the heavens the ir  silvery crescent rea r’d ;
B u t  the sky  itse lf  d id  not seem  so blue,
A nd  the m oon d id  not look so sweetly through,
As those I had  seen in m y earlier hours,
W h e n  I w ander’d  free in m y native bow ’r s :
A nd  I  tu rn ’d with tears from the lonely strand,
Afar, afar from m y own brigh t land .”

M r. C am pbell has described “ A  Poor E xile  o f  E rin ,” 
w ho, at the m orning tw ilight, was grieving for his country, 

w hen

—  “  T he  day  star attracted his eyes’ sad devotion,
As it  rose on his own native isle of the  ocean,
W here  once, in the fire of his youthful em otion,

H e sung  the bold an th em  of E r in  go b ragh  !
‘ Sad is m y  fate,’ said the hear t-b roken  stranger,

‘ T he  wild deer an d  wolf to a covert m ay flee ;
B u t I have no refuge from famine and  danger,

A  home an d  a country  rem ain  not for me.
N ever again in  the  g reen  sunny  bowers,
W here  m y  forefathers lived, shall I spend the sweet hours,
Or cover m y harp  with the  wild woven flowers,

A nd  strike the  bold an them  of E r in  go bragh !
‘ E r in ,  m y  country ! though sad and forsaken,

In  dreams I revisit thy  sea-beaten shore ;
But, alas ! in a far foreign land I aw aken,

A n d  sigh for the friends tha t can m eet me no more.
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E rin ,  a n  exile  b eq u ea th s  th e e  h is  b lessing  ;

L a n d  o f  m y  forefa thers, E r in  go b ra g h  !
B u r ie d  a n d  cold, w h e n  m y  h e a r t  stills its m o tio n ,
G reen  be th y  fields, sw ee tes t  isle o f  th e  ocean  !
A n d  th y  h a rp - s t r ik in g  b ards  s ing a lo u d  w ith  devotion,

E r in  m a v o u rn e e n ,  E r in  go b rag h  ! ’ *

T h e S w iss  so ld ier ,

“  T h a t  g u a rd s  a  foreign shore ,
C o n d e m n ’d to c lim b h is  m o u n ta in  cliffs no  m o re ;
I f  c h an c e  h e  h ea rs  th e  song  so sw ee tly  w ild ,
W h ic h  on  those  cliffs h is  in fan t  ho u rs  begu iled ,
M elts  a t  th e  lo n g  lost scenes  t h a t  ro u n d  h im  rise,
A n d  s in k s  a  m a r ty r  to  r e p e n ta n t  sighs.”

T he in gen iou s C am p b ell, w ho w a s au thor o f  those  
lin es, te lls  us, th a t th e  R a n z  des Vaches w a s a celebrated  
air am on gst th e  S w iss , w h ich  th eir  you n g  cow h erd s used  
to  play upon th e  b agp ip es, w h ile  w a tch in g  th eir  flocks 
upon th e  m o u n ta in s. T h is air, so dear to  th eir  hearts, 
w as forbidden, under pain o f  d ea th , to be p layed  am ongst 
their tro o p s, as, upon hearing i t ,  th ey  w o u ld  burst in to  
tears, d esert th e ir  co lo u rs, and  so m etim es even  d ie , so  
ardent w as the d esire  w h ich  i t  ex c ited  in  them  to  rev isit  

their n a tiv e  cou n try .
In  th is a ir , th e  stranger finds no en ergetic  ton es, 

w hich  are ca lcu la ted  to  produce su ch  w onderfu l effects. 
I t  w as th e  a sso c ia tio n  o f  id eas resp ectin g  their n a tive  
hom es, their a n c ien t p lea su res , and th e  happy period ot 

their in fancy.
L ord B yron  has a  b eau tifu l a llu sion  to  the S w iss , and  

their favou rite  air, in  the T w o F oscari.

“  B u t  w ho  can  n u m b e r  
T h e  h ea r ts  w h ich  b ro k e  in  silence a t  th a t  p a r t in g ,
O r a fte r  th e ir  d e p a r tu re  ; o f  th a t  m a la d y  
W h ic h  calls up  g re e n  a n d  na tive  fields to  view,

*  E r in ,  m y  dar l ing ,  E r in  for ever. 

d  3
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F ro m  the rough deep, w ith  such identity
To the  poor exile’s fever’d eye, th a t  he
Can scarcely be restrain’d from treading  them  ?
T h a t  m elody, which out of tones and tunes,
Collects such pasture for the  longing sorrow 
O f the  sad m ountaineer, w hen far aw ay 
F ro m  his snow canopy of cliffs and  clouds,
T h a t  he feeds on the  sweet, bu t poisonous thought,
A n d  dies. You call this w eakness!  I t  is strength,
I  say,— the pa ren t  o f  all hones t feeling:
H e  th a t  loves not his country , can love no th ing .”

M rs. H em ans thus translates the last o f  the Tyrolese  
m elodies, as sung by the R ainer fam ily during their stay  

in  England :

“ W herefore so sad and faint m y h ea r t  !
T he  stranger’s land  is fair ;

Y et weary, weary, still thou a r t—
W h a t  find’st thou  w anting  there ?

W h a t  wanting ! all, oh ! all I love !
Am I not lonely here  ?

T hrough  a fair land  in sooth I rove,
Y e t w hat like hom e is dear?

M y hom e! oh! th ither  would I fly,
W here  the  free air  is sweet,

M y father’s voice, m y  m o ther’s eye ,
M y own wild hills to greet.

M y hills with all their  soaring steeps,
W ith  all their  glaciers bright,

W here , in his joy, the Chamois leaps,
Mocking the  h u n te r ’s might.

Oh ! but to h ear  the  herd-bell sound,
W hich  shepherds lead the way

U p the brigh t Alps, and children bound,
A nd  not a lamb will s tray  !

Oh ! bu t to climb the uplands free,
A nd w here the  pu re  streams foam,

By the blue sh ining lake to see,
Once more m y  native home !
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H ere  no familiar look I trace ;
I touch no friendly hand  ;

N o child laughs kindly in m y face—
As in my own bright land !’’

The H ebrew captive, dropping his tears in to  the Baby
lonian stream , hung his neglected harp upon the w illow , 
refused to sing the song o f  Sion in a foreign land, and
exclaim ed, w ith patriotic ardour, “ I f  I forget thee, oh
Jerusalem  ! le t my right hand forget its cunning. I f  1
prefer not Jerusalem  above m y ch ief jo y  ; i f  I  do not
remember thee, let my tongue cleave to the roof o f  my 
m outh. ”

“ There are few Irishm en (says Pow er, in  his notes to 
the poem o f  the O utlaw ,) who should hear one o f  their 
native m elodies in a foreign land, but would be moved even  
to w eakness; their hearts are generally com posed o f  very 
tender m aterials, and their affections are linked by so 
many recollections, even by its very wrongs, to that little  
verdant spot, that its im age is endearing in their view  ; 
and though abandoned by many for a w hile, in pursuit o f  
that w ealth, w hich they have n ot encouragem ent to  make 
at hom e, y et in the decline o f  life, their fondest and 
dearest wish is, to return and deposit their remains w ithin  

its b o so m /’
“  T here ’s not” (says he,) “  a sod of earth,

Upon the  land which gave me b irth ,
I  do not venerate, above
T h e  loveliest spot the  world can prove.
Yes, dear to m y h ea r t  is every  stone,
Erin , thy  rugged m ountains on ;
D ear each shrub, each tree tha t grows,
W here  wildness, loveliness repose.
Perhaps ’tis bu t a  cloud a while,
T h a t gathers o’er our native isle,
W hich  once dispersed, on E urope’s eye,
She’ll burs t with tenfold majesty;
And look her  down upon the throng,
By whom she was despised so long.”
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The author o f  the P leasures o f  H ope inform s us, that

“  F o r  hom e, Foscari, whose relentless fate,
Venice should blush to h e a r  the  muse relate ;
W hen  exile wore his blooming years aw ay,
T o  sorrow’s long soliloquies a prey ;
W h e n  reason, justice, vainly urged his cause,
For this he  roused h e r  sangu inary  laws,
G lad to re tu rn ,  though hope could g ra n t  no more,
A n d  chains, an d  torture , hailed  h im  to the shore.”

“ A bsence,” (says M oore,) “ how ever fatal to som e 
affections o f  the heart, rather strengthens our love for the 
land in w hich w e have been born, and Ireland is the 
country, above all others, which an ex ile  remembers w ith  
enthusiasm .7’

In this gentlem an’s Irish m elody o f  the Parallel, which  
he has done us the honour to assert w as suggested by a 
work o f  ours, upon the H ebrew  origin o f  the Irish and 
Scotch  N ations,*  he says, addressing Sion,

“ L ike th ine , doth h e r  exiles f  ’mid dream s o f  re tu rn ing ,
Die far from the  home, it  were life to behold ;

L ike  th ine  doth  her  sons, in the day o f  their  m ourn ing , 
R em em ber the brigh t things th a t  bless’d  them  of old.”

* In  a  note to the  eighth num ber o f  the  Irish Melodies, the word 
Jew s has been pu t instead of Israelites. T h e  same m istake has 
been com m itted in Captain Rock. T he  word J e w  was neither 
know n politically nor religiously, a t  the time the partial exod of the 
E phra im ites  from E gyp t took place, and when a  colony of S hem ’s 
posterity arrived from Africa in Ireland. T h e  Rabbis speak of 
such an  exod, and th a t  there  was a N azarite  or separate branch  of 
Jo seph ’s posterity, who knew  not their  origin, reserved for the latter 
days, must be evident to the reader o f  more texts than  Gen. xlviii. 
20, and xlix. 1 and  26; Deut. xxix. 15, a n d  xxxiii. 16; Ezech. xvii. 
22 ; Dan. ii. 45 ; Isaiah li. I ;  Psalm lxxvi. or Ixxvii. 15, lxxxii. or 
lxxxiii. 3 and 4 ;  2 E sdras  ix. 21 and 22 ; Rev. xii. 1, 2, 5, and  6.

f  “  Say then bu t this— shall yon green isle,
W hich  dearer is than life to m e ;

Be ever bless’d  with fortune’s smile,
Be ever happy ?”

S a m p s o n ’s  “  H ope o f  the E x ile .” 
“ W eep sore for h im  th a t  goeth aw ay : for he  shall re tu rn  no 

more, nor see his native country .”—Jer. xxii. 10.



T H E  LOVE OF CO U N TRY 3 3

M any estim able beings have given directions for the 
interm ent o f  their remains in their native soil, as was 
the case o f  the illustrious Patriarch, who am idst all the 
luxuries o f  the Egyptian Court, exacted an oath from 
his brethren, that they would carry his bones with them  
to Sechem , upon their promised restoration from the land 
o f H am .

Lord Byron says,

“  Should I lay 
M y ashes in  a land  which is not mine,
M y spirit shall resume it, if  we m ay 
Unbodied choose a sanctuary ; I  twine 
M y hopes of being rem em bered in m y  line,
W ith  m y land’s language.”

The African Negroes o f  the G old C oast are so partial to 
interm ent in the land o f  their nativity , that, when a man 
expires at a distance from it, i f  his friends cannot con
veniently rem ove the whole o f  his rem ains, they carefully 
prepare, and carry a portion o f  the bones, for solemn  
sepulture to the birth-place o f  the deceased.

T he inhabitants o f  Java cherish a sim ilar sentim ent, 
and a powerful attachm ent to the little  h illock, which co \er

the reliques o f  their ancestors.
W hen Europeans, covetous perhaps o f  the American  

Indians’ hunting grounds, advised their emigration to 
another country, they replied, « W h a t ! shall we say to our 
fathers’ rem ains, arise, and follow  us into a foreign land ?

A  sim ilar feeling to that which we experience for our 
country exists towards the acquaintance o f  our infancy. 
The nurse, the play-fellow , the classm ate, and the to w n s
man becom e dear to us by the m ost tender associations. 
As w e approach to manhood, our sym pathies go on extend
ing, until every subject o f  our native land obtains a part o 
our affections, and w e  a r e  convinced that tiu e  se o \ , 

and social is the same. ’
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“ H eaven forming each, on o ther to depend,
A  master, or a servant, or a friend,
Bids each on o ther for assistance call,
’Till one m a n ’s w eakness grows the s treng th  o f  all. 
W ants, frailties, passions, closer still ally 
T h e  common interest, and  endear the  tie.
Look round  the world, behold the chain o f  love, 
Com bining all below and  all above;
See plastic na tu re  w andering  to the end,
T h e  single atoms each to o ther tend,
A ttrac t,  a ttrac ted  to the nex t  in place,
F o rm ’d, and  impelled its neighbour to embrace.
See m a tte r  next, with various life endued,
P ress to one centre  still, the public good.”

A  countrym an to whom  w e have scarcely ever spoken  
when at hom e, is m et w ith an involuntary em brace upon a 
foreign so il, and this feeling is 110 more at variance with  
universal benevolence, than the tex t which bids our charity  
prefer the household o f  faith to that o f  the unbeliever. A  
m an’s affections w ill first em brace his friend, his country  
next, and then the universe : his duty to each is so perfectly 
d istin ct, that its performance cannot in  the least im pair the 
other’s right.

The late D ean  G raves, when rebutting the charge, that 
C hristian m orality does not enjoin the love o f  country, said, 
“ W hen C hristianity teaches men to love their neighbours 
as them selves, to ‘ obey those who rule over them in  single
ness o f  heart, not for wrath but for conscience sake ; to  
give tribute to whom  tribute is due, fear to whom  fear, 
honour to whom  honour; to love the brotherhood, fear 
G od, honour the K ing when it  teaches men to perform  
every du ty , and attend to every relation o f  civil life— to 
prom ote peace and order and brotherly love —  are not 
these the true m eans o f  prom oting the happiness o f  our 
country ? Is not the man who acts on these principles the 
true patriot? I f  from theory we turn to exam ple, did not 
Jesu s, when he laboured to recall his countrym en to reli
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gion and virtue, act the patriot? W hen he lam ented, in 
terms the m ost tenderly affectionate, the infatuated obsti
nacy and gu ilt o f  his countrym en— when he w ept at the 
approaching desolation which their gu ilt provoked, and  
which he so long laboured to avert— did he not in these 
instances f e e l  as a p a t r io t? Thus, too, in the G reat A postle  
of the G entiles, did not his zeal for the reform ation and 
happiness o f  his countrymen glow w ith such ardour, that 
his expressions have been accused o f  rising to a fanatic 
violence ? W hy, then, is  C hristianity accused o f  not encou- 
raging patriotism  and friendship ? Because it does not 
make either the subject o f  a direct encom ium , or the object 
of a direct precept. L et us consider whether this can be 
accounted for. Had the Jew s been exhorted to patriotism , 
would they not have understood it as a call to rescue their
country from the Rom an yoke? Had the Rom ans__
would not som e have thought it  their duty to be active in 
aggrandizing the power o f  the em pire, and others in resist
ing the despotism  o f  the Emperor? and were objects such 
as these fit to be even indirectly recom mended by the 
preachers o f  piety and peace ? Even to this hour, is not 
patriotism too generally understood to consist in that nar
row and mistaken spirit ot m onopolizing am bition, which, 
says a spirited writer, (Soam e Jenyns), ‘ im itates the mean 
partiality o f  a parish officer, and labours to enrich and 
aggrandize the patriot’s particular d istrict at the expence o f  
every other;’ and would it have been safe lo  make a 
virtue, so grossly mistaken and so much abused, the 
object o f direct panegyric, or recommend it in any other 
way than by enjoining every virtue, and inculcating every 
principle which supports true patriotism , in such a manner 
as could not be suspected to countenance the false, and by 
exhibiting in the author o f  our religion, the m ost exalted  
example o f this, as o f  every other virtue.”

The objects o f  true patriotism are, the temporal and 
eternal welfare o f  our fellow -citizens ; the honour, beauty,
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and im provem ent o f  our native land ; it  is not like that 
base affection for the w orld, which is declared to be at 
enm ity w ith  G od. The true patriot w ill be em ulous o f  
every v irtu e; he w ill love peace, practise charity, and 
endeavour to reconcile his contending brethren, if, like the 
Israelites in E gypt, they should “  do wrong to  one another.” 
Like the great S t. P au l, he m ay som etim es shake his 
chains, and see that his chartered rights o f  citizenship be 
not invaded. l i e  w ill industriously court instruction for 
him self, and eagerly im part it  to his more occupied, or less 
studious countrym en.

“  All private  virtue is the  public fund  ;
As th a t  abounds the  State decays or th rives;
Each  should contribute  to the public stock,
A nd  who lends most is m ost his co un try ’s friend.”

The H ebrew  nation has had several distinguished P a
triots.

“  Such m en  are raised to station and  com mand,
W hen  Providence m eans m ercy to a land.
H e  speaks, and  they  appear. To him they  owe 
Skill to direct, and  streng th  to strike the blow ;
To m anage with address ; to seize with power 
T he  crisis of a  dark , decisive hour.—
So Gideon earned a  victory not his own,
Subserviency his praise, and  th a t  alone.”

B u t where shall w e find a patriot like h im , w ho, when 
it  was expedient that one man should expire for the safety  
o f  h is nation, voluntarily laid down his life for their advan
tage, after w eeping for the im pending ruin o f  Jerusalem , 
and desiring that d isciple who w ould be ch ie f am ongst his 
brethren, to be their servant ? not like the princes o f  the 
G en tiles, w ho generally lord it  over them , but, i f  requisite, 
to lay dow'n his life as a ransom for the m ultitude.

Cam den observes, that “  a patriot loves his country’s 
good with a  respect more tender, more holy, and profound,



than his ow n life .” H e accords w ith Thom son :

“ Above ourselves, our country shall be dear.”
And w ith Cicero and Horace :

“ Dulce et decorum est pro patrid mori.”

The lover o f  his country is alw ays liable to error, and 
w ith a heart that burns to serve, he may som etim es raise 
an arm to injure the very object o f  his solicitude.

I t  is indeed sw eet and glorious to  die for one’s country, 
but it  is frequently to be apprehended, that human crea
tures perish in pursuit o f  glory, pow er, rank or pay, rather 
than in the discharge o f  duties to their fellow -citizens.

W e shall next endeavour to point out the duties o f  the 
patriot, and as he may be som etim es doom ed to m eet dis
couragem ent, from those w ho devote their days and nights to 
the calculation o f  their own advancem ent, regardless o f  their 
afflicted fellow -creatures,* the interests o f  their country,
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* In  the  nex t edition of our School for Patriots, and  Universal 
Benevolists, we shall furnish num erous anecdotes like th a t  which 
follows, and of which we can avouch the  truth.

“  B e n e v o l e n c e  o f  t h e  S c o t c h  a n d  E n g l i s h .— A t a con
vivial party , which was chiefly composed of Scotch an d  Irish  gentle
men, a celebrated w rite r  having m ade a p layfu l a ttack  upon the 
Scotch, for w ha t he called their parsim ony, was rep lied  to by Mr. 
Joseph H amilton, of A nnadale  Cottage, Dublin, who told the  follow
ing in teresting anecdote :—

“  In  1818, a w orthy  E nglish  friend of m ine, who had  been for
merly a lieutenant-colonel in  the H on. E as t  In d ia  C om pany’s service, 
was confined in  the  K in g ’s B ench  Prison, London ; and I was 
nam ed, w ith  Coutts’s bank , S m yth  an d  R ickards  of M ansion H ouse 
Street, and  some other gentlem en, to solicit and  receive subscriptions 
for the  paym en t of his debts. Accompanied by Colonel Young, I 
called first on Mr. Jo h n  Forbes, in  F itz roy  Square, who said, ‘ G en 
tlemen, I never had  the p leasure of seeing the individual you describe, 
but I  believe an  officer o f  th a t  nam e was in Bombay before I left it ; 
w hat sum do you th in k  I should contribute V ‘ W hat you please,’ 
said Colonel Young. ‘ I  would prefer your nam ing the  sum y o u r
selves,’ said Mr. Forbes. ‘ Give, s i r /  said I ,  ‘ according to your 
princely fortune.’ T h e  old gen tlem an  persisting in a  request tha t 
we should nam e the  sum, I said, ‘ In teres ted  for a worthy prisoner, 
and thus authorised by  you, I  will say fifty pounds.’ A check for 
the  am ount was handed to us in the  kindest m anner,  and w ithout a 
m om ent’s hesitation. W e next called on M r. Charles (now Sir

e
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and the honour o f  their G od, w e shall offer a vindication o f  
that enthusiasm  w hich has truth and country for its object, 
by quotations from som e o f  the m ost respectable authorities. 
Those quotations, w ith  instances o f  ancient and modern  
patriotism  and philanthropy, m ay cheer the benevolent 
patriot in h is generous course, although they m ay fail to 
raise the tem perature o f  that frigid frog-blood, w hich steals  
in drow sy dribblings from the wretched worldling’s heart. 
T o the latter w e recom m end our short and useful reflec
tions for the w ealthy, w hich w e published tw enty years ago.*

Charles) Forbes, w ho lived w ithin  a  few doors o f  his uncle. As 
Colonel Y oung  had  been  so diffident on our first application, I de te r
m ined  to be m yself  the  spokesm an  on the  seco n d ; an d  said to M r. 
Charles, who was then  th e  M em ber for Beverly, ‘ Sir, here  is a  p ro 
missory note for £ 1 0 0 ,  w hich 'you generously  len t to C o l o n e l * * * * *  
for twelve months, free o f  in terest. O n the  day  it  fell du e  he was 
arrested  by  the  creditor who holds h im  now  in  cus tody ; an d  feeling 
th a t  you had  a powerful claim upon his g ra ti tude , as well as on his 
justice , he paid this note a t  the  expense o f  his own freedom , which is 
very  precious to his unpro tec ted  wife an d  children. W e  have ju s t  
been with you r  w orthy  uncle , who has given us fifty pounds, as the 
com m encem ent of a subscription to release him , and shall be grateful 
to you for an y  aid w hich you m ay  give.’ A second check upon the  
b ank  for fifty pounds was his reply. M y  th ird  application was in 
Fitzroy Square, w here ano ther  w orthy  Scotchman gave m e fifty 
pounds. T hus, in about five m inutes, an Ir ishm an  obtained for the  
liberation o f  an  English  prisoner £ 1 5 0  from th ree  Scotchmen, all 
from the  good old town of A berdeen .”— D ublin  Freem an's Journal.

* Some short and  useful reflections for the wealthy :—
M y R edeem er has declared th a t  it  is easier for a camel to pass 

through the eye of a needle than for a rich m an to en ter the kingdom 
of heaven (M att.  xix. 24), an d  denounced woe to the  rich, because 
they  have here their  consolation. (L u k e  vi. 24.) I  am told tha t if I 
am  rich, I shall not be free from sin. (Eccles ii. 10.) That they 
who will be rich fall into temptations, and  the snares of the devil. 
(1 Tim. vi. 10.) T h a t  it is a  sore evil to keep riches for the h u rt  of 
their  owner. (Eccles v. 13.) T h a t  they choke the word of God, and 
render  it unfruitful. (M att  xiii.) T h a t  he who trusts in them  shall 
fall. (Prov. xi. 28.) T h a t  in an  hour abundance of them  m ay  be 
b rought to nothing. (Rev. xviii.) T ha t I cannot serve God and
M am m on. (Matr. vi. 24.) T h a t  no thing is more wicked than  to 
love money. (Eccles xxxi. 5.) T ha t a  little is better with the fear of 
the Lord, than  great treasure and trouble therewith. (Prov. xv. 16.)
T h a t  if riches increase, I should not set m y  heart upon them. (Psal.
Ixi. 11.) T ha t it  will avail m e nothing, i f  I gain the  universe and
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The mind o f  man is ju stly  said to be his kingdom, and 
we derive so great a happiness from public labours, which  
have occupied our thoughts for five-and-tw enty years,‘that 
w e would not change our circum stances w ith any sovereign
__ ___________________________ ______________________®

lose m y  precious soul, (M att .xv i.  26); and  tha t unless I renounce all 
the property I possess, I cannot be the disciple of m y Redeemer.

W ith  these and m any  other alarming truths, so plainly set 
before m e ; the conviction tha t a  few years a t most shall see me 
mingle with corruption; tha t  m y  heirs m ay be anxiously looking 
for m y death ; tha t  m y  very name shall be speedily forgotten by 
m an k in d ;  and tha t m y  executor may be unmindful of his d u ty ;  
w hether should I continue an unfaithful steward of m y trust, or 
enjoy a solid consolation, by doing good while in m y power? I am 
desired to honour God with m y  substance; (Prov. iii. 9.) to be 
liberal to his house, (Matt. ii. 10.) and the ministers of his gospel. 
(Gal. vi. 6.) to visit the prisoner and  the sick ; to give food to the 
hungry , and apparel to the n ak ed :  (Matt. xxv. 36.) to be ready 
to distribute, willing to communicate. (1 Tim. vi.) I am told tha t 
those who promote the instruction of many, shall shine like stars 
for all e te rn ity ;  (Dan. xii. 3.) tha t charity can cover a multitude 
of sins; (1 Peter, iv. 8.) tha t he who receives a disciple in the 
nam e of a disciple, shall receive a disciple’s rew ard; and  tha t even 
a cup of water, bestowed in the name of Jesus, shall not be without 
its remuneration. (M att. x. 42.) The early disciples of Christ cast 
all their treasures into one common fu nd ; the poor fared as 
comfortably as the rich, who relied implicitly upon the promise 
which was given, tha t  w hen the son of man should sit upon the seat 
of his Majesty, every one who had  left house, or brethren, or sisters, 
or father, or mother, or wife, or children, or lands, for his name 
sake, should receive an hundred-fold, and  life everlasting.

If  I defer the pious application of m y property  until after my 
decease, I shall lose much of the merit, as well as the solid consola
tion, derived from the performance of good actions ; and my bounty 
shall be lessened by a very heavy duty. Besides, no man knows 
the hour in which the second advent shall take place, (Luke  xii. 40.) 
and if I should be among the living, (1 Cor. xv. 51.) when my 
R edeem er comes to judgm ent, instead of calling upon the rocks to 
cover me, (L uke  xxiii. 20.) 1 m ay stand with humble hope by the 
m onum ent of my piety, an d  beg tha t he may cancel the rem em 
brance of m y  sins.

While others are squandering the ir  substance in unprofitable 
pursuits, may God give me the grace to make a proper use of mine, 
and accept of the offering which 1 now deliberately make, for the 
promotion of his honour, the release of his captives, the suppression 
of vice, the establishment of peace, the abatement of bigotry, or the 
virtuous instruction of those poor little children whose angels always 
behold their F a th e r’s face in heaven. (Matt, xviii. 10.)

See o ther passages, J a m e s  i i .5 j  L u k e  xv. 2 3 ;  Psal.  lii. 7; J e r .  ix. 23; 
H abb. x x x v i i i .  -, and Uev. iii.
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in  the universe. V erily , w e can assert that there is an 
hundred fold  in th is w orld, for those w ho seek it  not, 
and i f  we could  now  stim ulate the friends o f  virtue to  
increased exertion s, w e w ould say,—

*-----  “ Still yielding praise to God, and aid to m an,
A t least, let us do all the  good we can.”

W e firmly believe “  there is another and a better  
w orld,” and that,

“  T he  firm P a tr io t  there ,
W h o  m ade the  welfare o f  m an k in d  his care,
Shall k n o w  he  conquered .”

Learn then , upon

-------------------- “  H ow  sure a  base,
T he  P atr io t builds his happiness. N o  stroke, 
N o keenest, deadliest shaft o f  adverse fate,
C an  m ake  his generous bosom quite despair. 
B u t  th a t  alone by w hich his coun try  falls.” 
A n d  “ still superior m ust th a t  hero  prove, 
W hose first, best passion is his co u n try ’s love.”

W e shall now repeat an early, ardent prayer,

“  P u re  patriotism guard  the  public weal ; 
Extinguish  discord’s torch, avert each blow,
B y native traitor a im ’d, or d is tan t foe,
A gainst the freedom of our native isle ;
A nd  arts, and  learning, cherish with thy  smile. 
L et useless sabres sheath’d  in fruitful soil,
W ith  fair increase rew ard  the  peasant’s toil; 
L e t  each succeeding age more happy prove, 
A nd  ev’rv P a t r i o t  share the P e o p l e ’s  love.”

T H E  E N D .
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