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EDITORS’ PREFACE.





The

political writings of our late father are contained in exactly one hundred

octavo volumes, namely, of “Porcupine’s Works” twelve, and of the “Weekly

Political Register” eighty-eight; the former being a selection of pamphlets and

articles written in a monthly publication, and articles written in a daily

paper, at Philadelphia, from the year 1794 to the year 1800; and the latter

being a weekly publication on politics, begun in the year 1802, and ended with

its author’s life, in June 1835.




Having

undertaken to abridge these two works, it is but right that we should fully and

frankly state why we do it at all; what we propose to give in the abridged

shape, at what times we shall publish, and to what extent the work will go;

and, in order to do this fully, we will first explain what tempted us to the

undertaking. On looking at the formidable row of volumes, we could not help

asking ourselves “What is the use of the works in their present shape?” For,

the fame of an author must depend upon the notoriety and usefulness of his

works, and, as these hundred volumes cannot be had, and therefore cannot be useful

in their present shape, we resolved upon making the attempt to bring into a

very much smaller compass the essence of what they contain. For this purpose we

mean to take the best papers on the most interesting topics, from the earliest

of our author’s writing to the last; and to bring them together in such a way,

as shall make it an easy task to trace his whole literary career, and the

political history of the time in which he has taken a part in politics. We at

first thought of an arrangement of matters, but found it impossible to make it.

The chronological order of the writings will therefore be preserved, and his

first essay in print will be the first of our abridgment; and, as the work will

not extend to a greater length than six volumes, a perfect index will render it

almost as easy to refer to particular papers and topics, as if the arrangement

had been the one that we first intended.




That the

publication will be useful we have no doubt. The matters treated of in the

“Register,” not only have been of interest and great importance, but they are

so still, and they are becoming more and more so every day that we live.




“But why

rake up the works of Porcupine? Porcupine was a Tory,” will, perhaps, be said

to us by some of our friends. In the first place, Porcupine’s works will live,

whether we like it or not; they have already become, if not absolutely scarce,

more valuable by two fold than they were six months since; we cannot smother

them, and if we could, we would not; and, as to the toryism, the publishing of

selections from these works will give us the best means, and perhaps the

fairest excuse, for clearing away much misapprehension on this score. The

selections from Porcupine will show how greatly his objects and conduct have

been misrepresented. We publish them in order to show how far his conduct was

different from what the world has been taught to believe; and incidentally they

will form a sort of history of American politics during an interesting period,

and they will show his own progress in style and manner of writing.




It is

very true that Mr. Cobbett at the age of 32, quitting France as the revolution

broke out, and having lived eight years in the barracks of New Brunswick, in

the condition of private soldier and then sergeant-major, did, in the United

States, very warmly espouse the cause of England, of her King, Constitution,

and people: it is true that when he looked on the bloody details of the

revolution in France, and saw the people of America praising, imitating in

their fashions and manners, and even praying for, the leaders and fraternities

engaged in them; and that when he saw American writers attempting to change

their old calendar for that of France, with its fructidor and ventose; and saw

also the French Ambassador gravely propose to them to adopt a new French scheme

of weights and measures in the place of the old English one; and a silly

Scotchman attempt to persuade them to blot out all English recollections by

changing the written language of their fathers, he burned with more than ordinary

indignation; and it is also true, that when he saw a powerful faction, not

merely in the country, but in the United States Government itself, anxious to

injure his own country by procuring commercial connexions between France and

America, for the avowed purpose; it is true that when he saw this, and saw an

evident anxiety in the same faction, to accede to the declared wishes of

France, by engaging America in war with England, he broke silence, and did his

utmost to avert what must have been calamitous to her. This is all true; and it

is also true, that in doing this, he did not stay to draw distinctions between

English reformers and French revolutionists: all that looked with complacency

on the National Convention, all that called themselves “Citizen,” were, to him,

blood-thirsty operatives of the guillotine, or the abettors of those who were

so. But it is not true that he ever was in his principles a tory, in the vulgar

and modern sense of that word. “Tory” now means a man who would govern by

corrupt means, a cruel, iron despot, a proud and greedy oppressor. These are

the qualities that any ordinary man now attributes to the “Tory,” and the

Tories have acquired the character by their practices. But to say that

“Porcupine” is chargeable with such, is the grossest misapprehension of

character that can be imagined; and we think that every sensible reader of his

works will be convinced, that the great aim of them is to unite the interests

of the Kingly Government of England and of the Federal Government of America.

There was nothing wrong in this; it was not only commendable, but it was the

duty, of an Englishman, having the power, and being in the situation to give

his power effect, to do his utmost to preserve to England the friendship of her

lost colonies, and to prevent their throwing their weight into the scale of

France.




It is a

very common notion, that he wrote against the American Government; that he did

nothing in America but abuse the statesmen and the people of that country.

Nothing can be more false. He earnestly advocated the administrations of

Washington and Adams, in opposing the French party in America, and it is not

too much to say, that he gave them very efficient support. To understand this,

the reader ought to be acquainted with American politics from the close of the

old American war (the war of Independence) to the death of Washington; but, as

it is not every reader that has the information, we cannot enter upon our task

without giving a very short narrative of facts to prepare him for what we are

about to place before him.




Mr.

Cobbett arrived in America in the last week of October 1792, and fell

immediately into the company of the numerous emigrants who had fled from France

and St. Domingo to avoid the perils of revolution. He remained till August

1794, imbibing every day’s news of the tragedies that were acting under the new

French Republic, and learning the politics of the one in which he was living.

His mind was quickly made up upon the iniquity of the scenes in France, and it

was but another step, to hold in abhorrence all who applauded the revolution.

On American politics, he learned, that the constitution at first established in

that country after the war of Independence, had been found inefficient soon

after it was tried, and that in 1787 it was reformed; and, moreover, that this

reformation had divided the leading men of America into two formidable and

fierce parties; one party desiring a close imitation of the English form of

Government, and the other desiring a more popular and mere republic; the

distinctive marks being, that one desired to have a President and Senate

elected for life, and the other a President and Senate elected for terms of

years. Add to this, that the party who were the admirers of the English form,

wished to conciliate the friendship and alliance of England, and that the other

party wished for the friendship and alliance of France, and then we have the

key to his motives for joining the English party, and pouring out his wrath

upon that which favoured France. The event that provoked him to write his first

essay, was something said against the English Government by Dr. Priestley, who

arrived an emigrant from England in June 1794. Whatever was said by the

infuriated party of America against her he could stand; but condemnation from

an Englishman he could not; and, therefore, he attacked the Doctor in an

anonymous pamphlet which was published at Philadelphia, which had a

considerable sale, brought the writer at once into the field of strife, and

made him, not long after, forsake his peaceful occupation for that boisterous

one in which he passed the remainder of his days. At the age of 33, then, he

published this pamphlet, on which we shall only remark here that the reader

will see in it many of the excellences of his after writings; the same

clearness, the same humorous bitterness, and a good deal of invective, though

rather less grammatical accuracy. But of this he will be his own judge. The

next publication was a pamphlet under the title of “A Bone to gnaw for the Democrats;”

and the title suggests to us to explain further, that the American parties

above alluded to, were known as Democrats and Aristocrats, or Federalists and

Anti-federalists, or Whigs and Tories. These distinctions will be clearly

understood if we take the Anti-federalist and the Federalist; for these were

the real American distinctions, the others being borrowed either from France or

England. At the close of the war of independence, in 1783, the thirteen States

of America united under an Act of Confederation, but each State kept itself so

completely sovereign in everything that concerned it, that, in matters of war

and peace, and foreign commerce, there was no general government of sufficient

power to give effect to the Confederation. This caused the reformation of 1787

before alluded to, which gave larger power to the Congress, and instituted an

executive in the person of the President.




Federalist,

Aristocrat, and Tory, mean the same; and Anti-federalist, Democrat, and Whig,

mean the same. The principal federalists were, Washington, Adams, Hamilton,

Jay, and Pinkney; and the principal anti-federalists were, Jefferson, Madison,

Monroe, Rush, and Randolph. We take such names only as will be found most

noticed in the writings that we are about to republish. In all the political

strife of the eight years (from 1792 to 1800) in which Mr. Cobbett moved in

America, the prominent question was, “Which country shall we seek to be allied

with—England or France?” The anti-federalists were for France, and the federalists

were for England. The mode of warfare, therefore, was to blacken the former as

democratic traitors, ready to hand their country over to France for bribes

received from that country; and with the other party, to blacken the

federalists as aristocrats, who wished to bring America again under the

monarchical yoke of England. He is innocent of political warfare who will not

give the parties credit for doing the amplest injustice to each other! For,

although there might have been reason to suspect the subordinate men on both

sides, it is impossible to believe that there was any design in the minds of

such men as Jefferson or Washington to sell or give up their country to either

France or England. Both, however, were hunted through their official career as

suspicious, and both seem to have been pursued to the last by the exaggerations

of their furious party opponents. They have paid the price of greatness as all

great men do. This pamphlet, then, was an attack upon the French, or

anti-federal, party; and the object of the author was, to decoy the French

Republic, and hold up England to favour in the eyes of the American people. It

is obvious enough, that it was not his intention to pull down the Government of

General Washington, but to counteract those unfavourable impressions that were

industriously made against England, to bring the Americans into a friendly

feeling towards her; and, no English reader ought to consider this as an attack

on his own opinions, however popular they may be. The pamphlet was very successful,

had an immense sale, and was, as all Mr. Cobbett’s anonymous writings have

been, attributed to different men of learning and importance. The

anti-federalists felt the shafts which he flung at them, and unwisely compared

him to the porcupine, a name which he instantly adopted, as he many years

afterwards adopted that of Lord Castlereagh’s “two-penny trash.”




His

business, from the very first week of his landing in America, was that of

teacher of English to the French emigrants, who abounded in Philadelphia and

its neighbourhood, and at this he earned between four and five hundred pounds

a-year. His first pamphlet brought him no money, although it had a large sale;

he wrote others, and sold the manuscript and copyright; but, at so low a price,

that, whatever the bookseller may have done, the author earned only one hundred

pounds in two years. The proof of their having been valuable, is, that he

wanted to buy them back, years after they had been published, and though he

offered as much for them as he had originally taken, the bookseller refused his

offer. He became an important writer, and, as he very proudly expresses it,

“stood alone,” to bear the abuse and falsehoods of a teeming press. In the

spring of 1796, he took a shop in Philadelphia for the purpose of selling his

own writings, before which he had written some of the best of his pamphlets.

The two principal ones are, “A Little Plain English,” and “A New Year’s Gift to

the Democrats;” the first being a refutation of arguments put forth against the

treaty of amity and commerce with England, entered into by the President

Washington in 1794-5, through the mediation of Mr. Jay, and which treaty, being

the first fruits of the reform of the constitution, threw the French party into

violences bordering on treason. It is impossible to read it without admiring

the ability with which the subject is handled; and it is impossible that an

Englishman, even now, should not admire the boldness and energy of the man who

could make so strong a defence for his country single-handed. In the progress

of the ferment about the British treaty, a most awkward exposure of the

Secretary of State, Randolph, was made, and in a manner as curious as the whole

affair was awkward. England being then at war with France, a French vessel from

America, carrying dispatches from the French Minister at Philadelphia, was

taken in the Channel; the French captain threw the dispatches overboard, and

they fell into the hands of the English Government. Being found to contain an

account of the American Secretary of State’s treachery towards his own country,

in concert with the French Minister, the English Government sent them to the

President of America; and this affair furnished the friends of England with a

weapon against the friends of France that “Porcupine” used effectively in the

“New Year’s Gift to the Democrats,” the second of the two pamphlets above

alluded to. The affair caused the immediate ratification of the British Treaty,

which had been held in suspense by the Secretary’s intrigues, and it ended in

his disgrace.




In 1796,

Mr. Cobbett, having quarrelled with his bookseller, opened a shop, and, in a

manner truly characteristic of him, bade defiance to his opponents. His friends

feared for his personal safety, for the people were infected with the love of

France. “I saw,” he says, “that I must at once set all danger at defiance, or

live in everlasting subjection to the prejudices and caprice of the

democratical mob. I resolved on the former; and as my shop was to open on a

Monday morning, I employed myself all day on Sunday in preparing an exhibition,

that I thought would put the courage and the power of my enemies to the test. I

put up in my windows, which were very large, all the portraits that I had in my

possession of kings, queens, princes and nobles. I had all the English

Ministry, several of the bishops and judges, the most famous admirals, and in

short every picture that I thought likely to excite rage in the enemies of

Great Britain. Early on the Monday morning, I took down my shutters. Such a

sight had not been seen in Philadelphia for twenty years!” The daring of this

act produced excessive rage; the newspapers contained direct instigations to

outrage, and threats were conveyed to him in the openest manner; but there were

many amongst his political opponents, and even the people, who admired the

“Englishman”; and, that the Government itself felt as it ought to do, will be

seen in the course of our Selections.




He had

already begun a monthly periodical work, one number of which had been published

before he became his own publisher, called the “Prospect from the Congress

Gallery;” which contained State papers, the substance of speeches made in the

House of Representatives (the gallery of which he attended), and his own

remarks upon them. He changed the title to that of “The Political Censor,” and

carried it on with great success till March 1797, when he thought that he must

have something that would put him more on a level with his opponents, a daily

newspaper. Then it was that he began the “Porcupine’s Gazette,” which

immediately acquired a large number of readers, and in which he carried on his

warfare upon more equal terms as to time, and enraged his enemies beyond all

common bounds. In argument he was far beyond them, and his cruel satire raised

a storm of abuse that is yet living in tradition throughout the United States:

they accused him of being a flogged deserter from the army, who had

subsequently earned his living by picking pockets in the streets of London;

and, so slight was their respect for sex, that they made an attack which caused

the following refutation in the Censor: “Since the sentimental dastard, who has

thus aimed a stab at the reputation of a woman, published his ‘Pill,’ I have

shown my marriage certificate to Mr. Abercrombie, the minister of the church

opposite me.” The selections from this Gazette will be but few, for they

consist principally of personalities on such opponents, who were not of

sufficient importance to create any interest now. Many are extremely good in

themselves; and, though they were called abusive, allowance should be made

where the provocation was so great. They are witty, rather than abusive, for

wit sanctifies harsh terms, whatever puny critics may say. That which would be

merely vulgar in a vapid writing, becomes wit when genius puts the point to it.

Pope, Dryden, and Swift, have used hard words, and in their day were called

abusive, too, but their very epithets are admired in ours. Wit can take

liberties that dulness must not.




To say

that there was no error in the writings of a man beginning his career at 33

years of age, having been born under a roof where knowledge was not to be

gained, educated in a barrack, and always without a guide, would be

impertinence; but he who says that a man thus qualified, and with a mind made

by nature of the most vehement kind, is to answer rigidly for every error in

giving his thoughts to the public once during every week for the space of

nearly 40 years, demands that perfection of mind, that abundance of knowledge,

and that foresight into events, which no man has hitherto shown. In

“Porcupine’s” writings then, he always assumes that the English Government,

both in its form and in its practices, is the most perfect of governments; but

he did it while living at three thousand miles from that Government, and in a

country where casual travellers now find it extremely difficult to preserve the

republican notions with which they start from home. In the early stages of his

political life, he was both scholar and teacher, and therefore, to forbid any

change of opinion, would have been to forbid him to make progress. He always

owns his changes of opinion, and gives the reason, following the rule laid down

by Lord Chatham, who was himself accused of inconsistency:—“The extent and

complication of political questions is such, that no man can justly be ashamed

of having been sometimes mistaken in his determinations; and the propensity of

the human mind to confidence and friendship is so great, that every man,

however cautious, however sagacious, or however experienced, is exposed

sometimes to the artifices of interest, and the delusions of hypocrisy; but it

is the duty, and ought to be the honour, of every man to own his mistake,

whenever he discovers it, and to warn others against those frauds which have

been too successfully practised upon himself.” [Life, &c., vol. 1., p. 42.]

And if the politicians of our day were to be tried upon this point, what havoc

might be made! Indeed one has but to read the debates of the Parliament for

examples.




A man

who changes his opinion because he now knows more than he did, is not only not

to blame for the change, but is dishonest if he does not avow it. Indeed, it

can scarcely be called a change of the mind; it is becoming possessed of more

information. The mind is not active, shifting of itself; it is passive, and

receives impressions. It is the conduct which changes; and unless it can be

shown that change of conduct arises from corrupt or other unworthy motives, a

change of it is no crime. Something may, indeed, be said of the temerity of the

man who speaks with great confidence on any topic before his knowledge and

experience warrant it; but who is to decide when a man is to begin? Lord Grey,

in abandoning his own famous Petition of 1793, said that a difference had

arisen between his “present sentiments and his former impressions,” and he

excused it by saying that “he, indeed, must have either been prematurely wise,

or must have learned little by experience, who, after a lapse of twenty years, can

look upon a subject of this nature” (Reform) “in all respects in precisely the

same light” (Speech on the State of the Nation, 1810). Mr. Hobhouse accused

Lord Grey of “apostacy” in thus abandoning short Parliaments, and “electors as

numerous as possible.” [Defence of the People, pp. 62, 183], but even he has

since joined Lord Grey’s Government, which not only refused to give us that

radical reform for which both had so ably contended, but denied even the

pittance of triennial Parliaments! Now these changes of conduct take place in

men who have the least possible excuse for any change at all. They are bred,

for the most part, under the roofs of statesmen; they are carefully educated

for statesmen; they have every chance which association with clever and experienced

men can give them; they have all the means afforded to them of gaining the best

information; and God knows they have due leisure to imbibe precepts, digest

their reading, and to reflect on what they hear and read; and yet we find them

change! Lord John Russell, in 1823, wrote a solemn book upon the Constitution,

and, of course, weighed every principle, and almost every word that it

contains, before he put it forth. His Lordship, in that book, admits the

venality and mischiefs of rotten boroughs, but concludes that it would be

unwise to make a change; questions whether the remedy would not be worse than

the disease; and yet, in seven years after, he applied the famous “Russell

purge,” which cleared the body-politic of the baneful obstruction. In another

part of the same book, Lord John emphatically inveighs against the

unconstitutional practices of the Tory Government, in proportioning our

standing army to those of foreign powers; and yet, in 1833, he sat quietly by,

while Sir John Hobhouse, the Secretary at War, brought in his Army Estimates,

and told the House of Commons, that “when gentlemen were called upon to vote

how many troops we should keep up, it was most necessary and proper that they

should be put in possession of the exact amount of the forces maintained by

other powers;” and he made no remark even, much less did he give any

opposition, when Sir John Hobhouse had finished reading his Tables of the

relative numbers kept up in each of the continental states, as compared with

our own.




Do we mean

to apply this, then, and say, “because these statesmen have done these things,

another has a right to do so?” Not at all. It would be mere recrimination,

which is a bad defence; but the fact is, that more is made of it in one case

than in the other, which is unjust. The able writing of Mr. Cobbett caused

this, no doubt. He produced effect, and that caused hostility. Unable to answer

him, his opponents always tried to lessen his effect, by showing that he once

thought with them. Indeed, before he had had time to change his opinions at

all, they made use of his name, to push into notice their own absurdities, and

published as his what he had never written. He complains of this in Porcupine

(vol. 4, p. 19). And when his views and conduct had changed, then they had

nothing so formidable for him as his former self. The same might be done by

every other man who has lived long, and written or spoken much, provided always

he have been of sufficient importance to make it worth the trouble. In short,

great changes of views and conduct must always happen in times of change; and

he who would hold, as an unqualified proposition, that a man’s views are never

to change, is not above contending that a doctor shall not change his medicines

to suit the changed condition of his patient. There are men whose pride and

boast it is, that they have never changed in their lives; that they have always

adhered to one notion. A finger-post can say as much; for, with equal merit and

more modesty, it always stands in the same place where it was first planted,

and “most consistently” says the same thing; but, not unfrequently, in these

improving times, when roads are turned and shortened, we see its awkward arm

flying off in the wrong direction, promulgating a mischievous delusion, though

still and for ever the very type of “consistency” in gesture and in language.




Porcupine’s

forcible writings were soon known to the Government in England. He received

invitations from some of its ablest writers and partizans to return home, and

he left America for England in 1800. But, here we must remark, that even the

English agents of the Government in America found him too self-willed and

independent, to venture to give him decided and open approbation. He mentions

(Porcupine, vol. 4, p. 63) that, being in a shop, unknown or unobserved, he

heard himself characterized by the English consul as “a wild fellow;” and upon

this he remarks, in the same page (published in 1796), “I shall only observe,

that when the King bestows on me about five hundred pounds sterling a year,

perhaps I may become a tame fellow, and hear my master, my friends, and my

parents, belied and execrated, without saying a single word in their defence.” Ref

002 It was the same when he came home. Though the Government had

discernment enough to see in him a man of great power, and a strong acquisition

to any government that could have him for an advocate, it never had him in

fact, and never thought it had. He came home at the time above stated, full of

that confidence which the success of his writings had naturally given him; he

was immediately sought for by the late Mr. Windham, was by him introduced to

Mr. Pitt, at a dinner-party, invited to Mr. Windham’s house, was offered a

share in the “True Briton” newspaper, with printing-machines and type ready

furnished; but refusing this offer, he set up a newspaper called “Porcupine’s

Gazette,” which, as it did not suit his fancy, he gave up shortly, and opened a

bookseller’s shop in Pall-mall, in partnership with his friend, Mr. John

Morgan, an Englishman, with whom he was acquainted in Philadelphia. In this

shop he might have made what fortune he pleased; for never was man more

favourably circumstanced. He had the choicest connexion that a tradesman could

wish for, and as much of it as would have sated the appetite of the most

thrifty man; but then, he had no sooner entered upon this promising career,

than he (1801) disputed the policy of the Peace of Amiens, then about to be

made; and, as he would speak out, he quarrelled with the Government, and in a

series of letters to Lord Hawkesbury and Mr. Addington, exposed their folly as

manifested in the treaty; broke off from the friendships that had been lavished

upon him, and again almost “stood alone” against the English Government, as he

had done against its foes while in America. In this stand, however, he

concurred in opinion with Mr. Windham, whose integrity and thoroughly English

heart he always respected highly. In January 1802, he began the Political

Register (calling it the Annual Register), which ultimately became what he

never intended, a weekly Essay on Politics. It soon acquired a great sale and

reputation; contributors to it were numerous and excellent; and, though its

conductor wrote with his usual force, there is a moderation in the papers written

by him at this time, which makes them somewhat tame in comparison with those

which he wrote in America, and those which he has written since, when personal

hostility mixed itself in the controversy. They are more dignified, but less

personal; and are for that reason the best specimens of his force in argument.

His maxim (professed to be borrowed from Swift) was, “If a flea or a louse bite

me, I’ll kill it if I can;” and though this maxim made him too fond of killing

fleas—too fond of striking at mean objects; yet the spirit of his writings

would not have been half what it was, but for the sallies of humour that it

brought into play. He was not long left to this species of repose; for the

Government began to feel his powerful detections, and to fear the effects of a

publication becoming so popular and wide of circulation. Its own scribes were,

of course, let loose upon him; and others, prompted by a wish to show their

value, or by envy of a man who was gaining so much both of fame and wealth,

were nowise behind: accordingly, he was soon engaged in personal strife again.

Paragraphs incessant, and pamphlets of all dimensions, appeared against him;

but the favourite mode of attack was that of publishing in his name, and in

close imitation of the Register, slanders on himself; and so far was this

carried, that its readers were actually served through the post with the

fabrication instead of the Register! He was “fool,” “vulgar,” “incendiary,”

“knave,” “libeller,” “coward;” when rich, lucre was his object; when poor, they

smote him for his poverty: in short, a war with the whole legion of the press

of England he waged, with scarcely a truce, from 1804 till the day, when death

having put an end to the conflict, they came forward simultaneously, some to

confess his power, some to express the pride of countrymen, some to deplore the

loss of one so useful; and one, the chief organ of the party to which he had

been most opposed, to bestow on him the title of “last of the Saxons.”




We have

fulfilled our promise to state fully our reasons for publishing these

selections; but full as this Preface is, we have been tempted, more than once,

to make it a vehicle for answering some current misrepresentations of the day.

We have abstained with difficulty; and shall conclude, by stating, as a

summary, that the work will be published in weekly numbers, which, at the end

of four weeks, may be had in parts, and, at the end of three months, in

volumes; that, according to our present calculations, the volumes will be

altogether six in number; and that a full index will conclude the publication.




John M.

Cobbett,




James P.

Cobbett.




London,




1st

November, 1835.


















 




OBSERVATIONS ON PRIESTLEY’S EMIGRATION.




Note by

the Editors.—Mr. Cobbett went to France in March 1792; remained at the little

village of Tilq, near St. Omers, till the 9th of August in that year, when he

set out on his way to Paris, meaning to remain there during the winter. He had

reached Abbeville on the 11th, and there heard of the dethronement of the King

and the massacre of his guards, and could not but foresee such troubles as a

man would not like to encounter, especially in company with a newly-married

wife. He changed his route towards Havre-de-Grace, in order to get on

ship-board to go to America, and reached it on the 15th. He travelled in a

calèche, and, as the people were at every town looking out for “aristocrats”

they stopped him so frequently, and the police examined all things so

scrupulously, making him read all his papers in French to them, that he did not

reach Havre till the 16th. He remained there a fortnight, which brings him to

the 1st September, the day on which the general massacre began, of which he had

heard some account from the captain of a vessel which quitted Havre later than

the one in which he was, but which came up with, and spoke her on the passage.

He landed in Philadelphia in the end of Oct. 1792, and went to Wilmington on

the Delaware, where he found a number of French emigrants, who were greatly in

want of a teacher of English, and as he was well able, he was soon in great

request and had as many scholars as he could attend to. Partly from his own

experience, and partly from the information derived from them, he formed his

opinions on the revolution and the actors in it; but he did not put them into

print till the arrival of Dr. Priestley, who, in his answers to addresses that

were presented to him from political and other societies, put forth some

observations against the English form of government. Then he published the

following pamphlet.




When the

arrival of Doctor Priestley in the United States was first announced Ref

003, I looked upon his emigration (like the proposed retreat of Cowley to

his imaginary Paradise, the Summer Islands) as no more than the effect of that

weakness, that delusive caprice, which too often accompanies the decline of

life, and which is apt, by a change of place, to flatter age with a renovation

of faculties, and a return of departed genius. Viewing him as a man that sought

repose, my heart welcomed him to the shores of peace, and wished him what he

certainly ought to have wished himself, a quiet obscurity. But his answers to

the addresses of the Democratic and other Societies at New York, place him in

quite a different light, and subject him to the animadversions of a public,

among whom they have been industriously propagated.




No man

has a right to pry into his neighbour’s private concerns; and the opinions of

every man are his private concerns, while he keeps them so; that is to say,

while they are confined to himself, his family, and particular friends; but

when he makes those opinions public, when he once attempts to make converts,

whether it be in religion, politics, or any thing else; when he once comes

forward as a candidate for public admiration, esteem, or compassion, his

opinions, his principles, his motives, every action of his life, public or

private, become the fair subject of public discussion. On this principle, which

the Doctor ought to be the last among mankind to controvert, it is easy to

perceive that these observations need no apology.




His

answers to the addresses of the New York Societies are evidently calculated to

mislead and deceive the people of the United States. He there endeavours to

impose himself on them for a sufferer in the cause of liberty; and makes a

canting profession of moderation, in direct contradiction to the conduct of his

whole life.




He says

he hopes to find here “that protection from violence which laws and government

promise in all countries, but which he has not found in his own.” He certainly

must suppose that no European intelligence ever reaches this side of the

Atlantic, or that the inhabitants of these countries are too dull to comprehend

the sublime events that mark his life and character. Perhaps I shall show him

that it is not the people of England alone who know how to estimate the merit

of Doctor Priestley.




Let us

examine his claims to our compassion; let us see whether his charge against the

laws and government of his country be just or not.




On the

14th of July 1791, an unruly mob assembled in the town of Birmingham, set fire

to his house and burnt it, together with all it contained. This is the subject

of his complaint, and the pretended cause of his emigration. The fact is not

denied; but in the relation of facts, circumstances must not be forgotten. To

judge of the Doctor’s charge against his country, we must take a retrospective

view of his conduct, and of the circumstances that led to the destruction of

his property.




It is

about twelve years since he began to be distinguished among the dissenters from

the established church of England. He preached up a kind of deism Ref 004

which nobody understood, and which it was thought the Doctor understood full as

well as his neighbours. This doctrine afterwards assumed the name of Unitarianism,

and the religieux of the order were called, or rather they called themselves,

Unitarians. The sect never rose into consequence; and the founder had the

mortification of seeing his darling Unitarianism growing quite out of date with

himself, when the French revolution came, and gave them both a short respite

from eternal oblivion.




Those

who know any thing of the English Dissenters, know that they always introduce

their political claims and projects under the mask of religion. The Doctor was

one of those who entertained hopes of bringing about a revolution in England

upon the French plan; and for this purpose he found it would be very convenient

for him to be at the head of a religious sect. Unitarianism was now revived,

and the society held regular meetings at Birmingham. In the inflammatory

discourses called sermons, delivered at these meetings, the English

constitution was first openly attacked. Here it was that the Doctor beat his

“drum ecclesiastic,” to raise recruits in the cause of rebellion. The press

soon swarmed with publications expressive of his principles. The revolutionists

began to form societies all over the kingdom, between which a mode of

communication was established, in perfect conformity to that of the Jacobin

clubs in France.




Nothing

was neglected by this branch of the Parisian propagande to excite the people to

a general insurrection. Inflammatory hand-bills, advertisements, federation

dinners, toasts, sermons, prayers; in short, every trick that religious or

political duplicity could suggest, was played off to destroy a constitution

which has borne the test and attracted the admiration of ages; and to establish

in its place a new system, fabricated by themselves.




The 14th

of July, 1791, Ref 005 was of too much note in the annals of modern

regeneration to be neglected by these regenerated politicians. A club of them,

of which Doctor Priestley was a member, gave public notice of a feast, to be

held at Birmingham, in which they intended to celebrate the French revolution.

Their endeavours had hitherto excited no other sentiments in what may be called

the people of England, than those of contempt. The people of Birmingham,

however, felt, on this occasion, a convulsive movement. They were scandalized

at this public notice for holding in their town a festival, to celebrate events

which were in reality a subject of the deepest horror; and seeing in it at the

same time an open and audacious attempt to destroy the constitution of their

country, and with it their happiness, they thought their understandings and

loyalty insulted, and prepared to avenge themselves by the chastisement of the

English revolutionists, in the midst of their scandalous orgies. The feast

nevertheless took place; but the Doctor, knowing himself to be the grand

projector, and consequently the particular object of his townsmen’s vengeance,

prudently kept away. The cry of Church and King was the signal for the people

to assemble, which they did to a considerable number, opposite the hotel where

the convives were met. The club dispersed, and the mob proceeded to breaking

the windows, and other acts of violence, incident to such scenes; but let it be

remembered, that no personal violence was offered. Perhaps it would have been

well, if they had vented their anger on the persons of the revolutionists,

provided they had contented themselves with the ceremony of the horse-pond or

blanket. Certain it is, that it would have been very fortunate if the riot had

ended this way; but when that many-headed monster, a mob, is once roused and

put in motion, who can stop its destructive steps?




From the

hotel of the federation the mob proceeded to Doctor Priestley’s meeting-house,

which they very nearly destroyed in a little time. Had they stopped here, all

would yet have been well. The destruction of this temple of sedition and

infidelity would have been of no great consequence; but, unhappily for them and

the town of Birmingham, they could not be separated before they had destroyed

the houses and property of many members of the club. Some of these houses,

among which was Doctor Priestley’s, were situated at the distance of some miles

from town: the mob were in force to defy all the efforts of the civil power,

and, unluckily, none of the military could be brought to the place till some

days after the 14th of July. In the mean time many spacious and elegant houses

were burnt, and much valuable property destroyed; but it is certainly worthy

remark, that during the whole of these unlawful proceedings, not a single

person was killed or wounded, either wilfully or by accident, except some of

the rioters themselves. At the end of four or five days, this riot, which

seemed to threaten more serious consequences, was happily terminated by the

arrival of a detachment of dragoons; and tranquillity was restored to the

distressed town of Birmingham.




The

magistrates used every exertion in their power to quell this riot in its very

earliest stage, and continued to do so to the last. The Earl of Plymouth

condescended to attend, and act as a justice of the peace; several clergymen of

the Church of England also attended in the same capacity, and all were

indefatigable in their endeavours to put a stop to the depredations, and to

re-establish order.




Every

one knows that in such cases it is difficult to discriminate, and that it is

neither necessary nor just, if it be possible, to imprison, try, and execute

the whole of a mob. Eleven of these rioters were, however, indicted; seven of

them were acquitted, four found guilty, and of these four two Ref 006

suffered death. These unfortunate men were, according to the law, prosecuted on

the part of the King; and it has been allowed by the Doctor’s own partisans,

that the prosecution was carried on with every possible enforcement, and even

rigour, by the judges and counsellors. The pretended lenity was laid to the

charge of the jury! What a contradiction! They accuse the Government of

screening the rioters from the penalty due to their crimes, and at the same

time they accuse the jury of their acquittal! It is the misfortune of Doctor

Priestley and all his adherents ever to be inconsistent with themselves.




After

this general review of the riots, in which the Doctor was unlawfully despoiled

of his property, let us return to the merits of his particular case and his

complaint: and here let it be recollected, that it is not of the rioters alone

that he complains, but of the laws and Government of his country also. Upon an

examination of particulars we shall find, that so far from his having just

cause of complaint, the laws have rendered him strict justice, if not something

more; and that if any party has reason to complain of their execution, it is

the town of Birmingham, and not Doctor Priestley.




Some

time after the riots, the Doctor and the other revolutionists who had had

property destroyed, brought their actions for damages against the town of

Birmingham, or rather against the hundred of which that town makes a part. The

Doctor laid his damages at 4122l. 11s. 9d. sterling, of which sum 420l. 15s.

was for works in manuscript, which, he said, had been consumed in the flames.

The trial of this cause took up nine hours: the jury gave a verdict in his

favour, but curtailed the damages to 2502l. 18s. It was rightly considered that

the imaginary value of the manuscript works ought not to have been included in

the damages; because the Doctor being the author of them, he in fact possessed

them still, and the loss could be little more than a few sheets of dirty paper.

Besides, if they were to be estimated by those he had published for some years

before, their destruction was a benefit instead of a loss, both to himself and

his country. The sum, then, of 420l. 15s. being deducted, the damages stood at

3701l. 16s. 9d.; and it should not be forgotten, that even a great part of this

sum was charged for an apparatus of philosophical instruments, which, in spite

of the most unpardonable gasconade of the philosopher, can be looked upon as a

thing of imaginary value only, and ought not to be estimated at its cost, any

more than a collection of shells or insects, or any other of the frivola of a

virtuoso.




Now it

is most notorious, that actions for damages are always brought for much higher

sums than are ever expected to be recovered. Sometimes they are brought for

three times the amount of the real damage sustained; sometimes for double, and

sometimes for only a third more than the real damage. If we view, then, the

Doctor’s estimate in the most favourable light, if we suppose that he made but

the addition of one third to his real damages, the sum he ought to have

received would be no more than 2467l. 17s. 10d., whereas he actually received

2502l. 18s., which was 35l. 0s. 2d. more than he had a right to expect. And yet

he complains that he has not found protection from the laws and government of

his country! If he had been the very best subject in England, in place of one

of the very worst, what could the laws have done more for him? Nothing

certainly can be a stronger proof of the independence of the courts of justice,

and of the impartial execution of the laws of England, than the circumstances

and result of this cause. A man who had for many years been the avowed and open

enemy of the Government and constitution, had his property destroyed by a mob

who declared themselves the friends of both, and who rose up against him

because he was not. This mob were pursued by the Government, whose cause they

thought they were defending; some of them suffered death, and the inhabitants

of the place where they assembled were obliged to indemnify the man whose

property they had destroyed. It would be curious to know what sort of

protection this reverend Doctor, this “friend of humanity,” wanted. Would

nothing satisfy him but the blood of the whole mob? Did he wish to see the town

of Birmingham, like that of Lyons, razed, and all its industrious and loyal

inhabitants butchered, because some of them had been carried to commit unlawful

excesses, from their detestation of his wicked projects? Birmingham has

combated against Priestley. Birmingham is no more. This, I suppose, would have

satisfied the charitable modern philosopher, who pretended, and who the

Democratic Society say, did “return to his enemies blessings for curses.” Woe

to the wretch that is exposed to the benedictions of a modern philosopher! His

“dextre vengresse” is ten thousand times more to be feared than the bloody

poniard of the assassin: the latter is drawn on individuals only, the other is

pointed at the human race. Happily for the people of Birmingham, these

blessings had no effect; there was no National Convention, Revolutionary

Tribunal, or guillotine, Ref 007 in England.




As I

have already observed, if the Doctor had been the best and most peaceable

subject in the kingdom, the Government and laws could not have yielded him more

perfect protection; his complaint would, therefore, be groundless, if he had

given no provocation to the people, if he had in no wise contributed to the

riots. If, then, he has received ample justice, considered as an innocent man

and a good subject, what shall we think of his complaint, when we find that he

was himself the principal cause of these riots; and that the rioters did

nothing that was not perfectly consonant to the principles he had for many

years been labouring to infuse into their minds?




That he

and his club were the cause of the riots will not be disputed; for, had they

not given an insulting notice of their intention to celebrate the horrors of

the 14th of July, accompanied with an inflammatory hand-bill, intended to

excite an insurrection against the Government, Ref 008 no riot would

ever have taken place, and consequently its disastrous effects would have been

avoided. But it has been said, that there was nothing offensive in this

inflammatory hand-bill; because, forsooth, “the matter of it (however indecent

and untrue) was not more virulent than Paine’s Rights of Man, Mackintosh’s

Answer to Burke, Remarks on the Constitution of England, &c. &c., which

had been lately published without incurring the censure of Government.” So, an

inflammatory performance, acknowledged to be indecent and untrue, is not

offensive, because it is not more virulent than some other performances which

have escaped the censure of Government! If this is not a new manner of arguing,

it is at least an odd one. But this hand-bill had something more malicious in

it, if not more virulent, than even the inflammatory works above mentioned.

They were more difficult to come at; to have them, they must be bought. They

contained something like reasoning, the fallacy of which the Government was

very sure would be detected by the good sense of those who took the pains to

read them. A hand-bill was a more commodious instrument of sedition: it was

calculated to have immediate effect. Besides, if there had been nothing

offensive in it, why did the club think proper to disown it in so ceremonious a

manner? They disowned it with the most solemn asseverations, offered a reward

for apprehending the author, and afterwards justified it as an inoffensive

thing. Here is a palpable inconsistency. The fact is, they perceived that this

precious morsel of eloquence, in place of raising a mob for them, was like to

raise one against them: they saw the storm gathering, and, in the moment of

fear, disowned the writing. After the danger was over, seeing they could not

exculpate themselves from the charge of having published it, they defended it

as an inoffensive performance.




The

Doctor, in his justificatory letter to the people of Birmingham, says, that the

company were assembled on this occasion “to celebrate the emancipation of a neighbouring

nation from tyranny, without intimating a desire of any thing more than an

improvement of their own constitution.” Excessive modesty! Nothing but an

improvement! A la françoise, of course? However, with respect to the church, as

it was a point of conscience, the club do not seem to have been altogether so

moderate in their designs. “Believe me,” says the Doctor, in the same letter,

“the Church of England, which you think you are supporting, has received a

greater blow by this conduct of yours, than I and all my friends have ever

aimed at it.” They had then, it seems, aimed a blow at the established church,

and were forming a plan for improving the constitution; and yet the Doctor, in

the same letter, twice expresses his astonishment at their being treated as the

enemies of church and state. In a letter to the students of the College of

Hackney, he says, “A hierarchy, equally the bane of Christianity and rational

liberty, now confesses its weakness; and be assured, that you will see its

complete reformation or its fall.” And yet he has the assurance to tell the

people of Birmingham that their superiors have deceived them in representing

him and his sect as the enemies of church and state.




But, say

they, we certainly exercised the right of freemen in assembling together; and

even if our meeting had been unlawful, cognizance should have been taken of it

by the magistracy: there can be no liberty where a ferocious mob is suffered to

supersede the law. Very true. This is what the Doctor has been told a thousand

times, but he never would believe it. He still continued to bawl out, “The

sunshine of reason will assuredly chase away and dissipate the mists of

darkness and error; and when the majesty of the people is insulted, or they

feel themselves oppressed by any set of men, they have the power to redress the

grievance.” So the people of Birmingham, feeling their majesty insulted by a

set of men (and a very impudent set of men too), who audaciously attempted to

persuade them that they were “all slaves and idolaters,” and to seduce them

from their duty to God and their country, rose “to redress the grievance.” And

yet he complains? Ah! says he, but, my good townsmen,




“——— you mistake the matter:




For, in all scruples of this nature,




No man includes himself, nor turns




The point upon his own concerns.”




And

therefore he says to the people of Birmingham, “You have been misled.” But had

they suffered themselves to be misled by himself into an insurrection against

the Government; had they burnt the churches, cut the throats of the clergy, and

hung the magistrates, military officers, and nobility, to the lamp-posts, would

he not have said that they exercised a sacred right? Nay, was not the very

festival, which was the immediate cause of the riots, held expressly to celebrate

scenes like these? to celebrate the inglorious triumphs of a mob? The 14th of

July was a day marked with the blood of the innocent, and eventually the

destruction of an empire. The events of that day must strike horror to every

heart except that of a deistical philosopher, and would brand with eternal

infamy any other nation but France: which, thanks to the benign influence of

the Rights of Man, has made such a progress in ferociousness, murder,

sacrilege, and every species of infamy, that the horrors of the 14th of July

are already forgotten.




What we

celebrate, we must approve; and does not the man who approved of the events of

the 14th of July, blush to complain of the Birmingham riots? “Happily,” says he

to the people of Birmingham, “happily the minds of Englishmen have a horror for

murder, and therefore you did not, I hope, think of that; though, by your

clamorous demanding me at the hotel, it is probable that, at that time, some of

you intended me some personal injury.” Yes, sir, happily the minds of

Englishmen have a horror for murder; but who will say that the minds of English

men or English women either, would have a horror for murder, if you had

succeeded in overturning their religion and constitution, and introducing your

Frenchified system of liberty? The French were acknowledged to be the most

polite and amiable people in all Europe: what are they now? Let La Fayette,

Brissot, Anacharsis Cloots, or Thomas Payne himself, answer this question.




Let us

see, a little, how mobs have acted under the famous Government that the Doctor

so much admires.




I shall

not attempt a detail of the horrors committed by the cut-throat Jourdan and his

associates in Provence, Avignon, Languedoc, and Rousillon—towns and villages

sacked, gentlemen’s seats and castles burnt, and their inhabitants massacred;

magistrates insulted, beat, and imprisoned, sometimes killed; prisoners set at

liberty, to cut the throats of those they had already robbed. The exploits of

this band of patriots would fill whole volumes. They reduced a great part of

the inhabitants of the finest and most fertile country in the whole world, to a

degree of misery and ruin that would never have been forgotten, had it not been

so far eclipsed since, by the operation of what is, in “that devoted country,”

called the law. The amount of the damages sustained in property, was perhaps a

hundred thousand times as great as that sustained by the revolutionists at

Birmingham. When repeated accounts of these murderous scenes were laid before

the National Assembly, what was the consequence? what the redress? “We had our

fears,” says Monsieur Gentil, “for the prisoners of Avignon, and for the lives

and property of the inhabitants of that unhappy country; but these fears are

now changed into a certainty: the prisoners are released; the country seats are

burnt, and”—Monsieur Gentil was called to order, and not suffered to proceed;

after which these precious “Guardians of the Rights of Man” passed a censure on

him, for having slandered the patriots. It is notorious, that the chief of

these cut-throats, Jourdan, has since produced his butcheries in Avignon, as a

proof of his civism, and that he is now a distinguished character among the

real friends of the revolution.




Does the

Doctor remember having heard any thing about the glorious achievements of the

10th of August 1792? Ref 009 Has he ever made an estimate of the

property destroyed in Paris on that and the following days? Let him compare the

destruction that followed the steps of that mob, with the loss of his boasted apparatus;

and when he has done this, let him tell us, if he can, where he would now be,

if the Government of England had treated him and his friends as the National

Assembly did the sufferers in the riots of the 10th of August. But, perhaps, he

looks upon the events of that day as a glorious victory, a new emancipation,

and of course will say, that I degrade the heroes in calling them a mob. I am

not for disputing with him about a name; he may call them the heroes of the

10th of August, if he will: “The heroes of the 14th of July,” has always been

understood to mean, a gang of blood-thirsty cannibals, and I would by no means

wish to withhold the title from those of the 10th of August.




Will the

Doctor allow, that it was a mob that murdered the state prisoners from Orleans?

Or does he insist upon calling that massacre an act of civism, and the actors

in it the heroes of the 12th of September? But whether it was an act of civism,

a massacre, or a victory, or whatever it was, I cannot help giving it a place

here, as I find it recorded by his countryman, Doctor Moore.




“The

mangled bodies,” says he, “were lying in the street, on the left hand, as you

go to the Chateau, from Paris. Some of the lower sort of the inhabitants of

Versailles were looking on; the rest, struck with terror, were shut up in their

shops and houses. The body of the Duke of Brissac was pointed out, the head and

one of the hands was cut off: a man stood near smoking tobacco, with his sword

drawn, and a human hand stuck on the point: another fellow walked carelessly

among the bodies with an entire arm of another of the prisoners fixed to the

point of his sword. A wagon afterwards arrived, into which were thrown as many

of the slaughtered bodies as the horses could draw: a boy of about fifteen years

of age was in the wagon, assisting to receive the bodies as they were put in,

and packing them in the most convenient manner, with an air of as much

indifference as if they had been so many parcels of goods. One of the wretches

who threw in the bodies, and who probably had assisted in the massacre, said to

the spectators in praise of the boy’s activity, ‘See that little fellow there;

how bold he is!’




“The

assassins of the prisoners were a party who came from Paris the preceding

evening, most of them in post-chaises for that purpose, and who attacked those

unhappy men while they remained in the street, waiting till the gate of the

prison, which was prepared for their reception, should be opened. The

detachment which had guarded the prisoners from Orleans, stood shameful and

passive spectators of the massacre. The miserable prisoners being all unarmed,

and some of them fettered, could do nothing in their own defence; they were

most of them stabbed; and a few, who attempted resistance, were cut down with

sabres.




There

never was a more barbarous and dastardly action performed in the face of the

sun. Gracious Heaven! were those barbarities, which would disgrace savages,

committed by Frenchmen! by that lively and ingenious people, whose writings

were so much admired, whose society has been so much courted, and whose manners

have been so much imitated by all the neighbouring nations? This atrocious deed

executed in the street of Versailles, and the horrors committed in the prisons

of Paris, will fix indelible stains on the character of the French nation. It

is said, those barbarities revolted the hearts of many of the citizens of Paris

and Versailles, as much as they could those of the inhabitants of London or

Windsor. It is also said, that those massacres were not committed by the

inhabitants of Paris or Versailles, but by a set of hired assassins. But who

hired those assassins? Who remained in shameful stupor and dastardly

inactivity, while their laws were insulted, their prisons violated, and their

fellow-citizens butchered in the open streets? I do not believe, that from the

wickedest gang of highwaymen, housebreakers, and pickpockets, that infest

London and the neighbourhood, men could be selected who could be bribed to murder,

in cold blood, such a number of their countrymen. And if they could, I am

convinced that no degree of popular delusion they are capable of, no pretext,

no motive whatever, could make the inhabitants of London or Windsor, or any

town of Great Britain, suffer such dreadful executions to be performed within

their walls.”




No; I

hope not: yet I do not know what might have been effected by an introduction of

the same system of anarchy, that has changed the airy French into a set of the

most ferocious inhuman bloodhounds that ever disgraced the human shape.




From

scenes like these, the mind turns for relief and consolation to the riot at

Birmingham. That riot, considered comparatively with what Dr. Priestley and his

friends wished and attempted to stir up, was peace, harmony and gentleness. Has

this man any reason to complain? He will perhaps say, he did not approve of the

French riots and massacres; to which I shall answer, that he did approve of

them. His public celebration of them was a convincing proof of this; and if it

were not, his sending his son to Paris in the midst of them, to request the

honour of becoming a French citizen, is a proof that certainly will not be

disputed. Ref 010 If, then, we take a view of the riots of which the

Doctor is an admirer, and of those of which he expresses his detestation, we

must fear that he is very far from being that “friend of human happiness,” that

the Democratic Society pretend to believe him. In short, in whatever light we

view the Birmingham riots, we can see no object that excites our compassion,

except the inhabitants of the hundred, and the unfortunate rioters themselves.




It was

the form of the English Government, and those artificial distinctions; that is

to say, of King, Prince, Bishop, &c. that he wanted to destroy, in order to

produce that “other system of liberty,” which he had been so long dreaming

about. In his answer to the address of “the republican natives of Great Britain

and Ireland resident at New York,” he says, “the wisdom and happiness of

republican Governments, and the evils resulting from hereditary monarchical

ones, cannot appear in a stronger light to you, than they do to me;” and yet

this same man pretended an inviolable attachment to the hereditary monarchical

Government of Great Britain! Says he, by way of vindicating the principles of

his club to the people of Birmingham, “the first toast that was drunk was, ‘The

King and Constitution.’ ” What! does he make a merit in England of having

toasted that which he abominates in America? Alas! philosophers are but mere

men.




It is

clear that a parliamentary reform was not the object; an aftergame was

intended, which the vigilance of Government, and the natural good sense of the

people, happily prevented; and the Doctor, disappointed and chagrined, is come

here to discharge his heart of the venom it has been long collecting against

his country. He tells the Democratic Society that he cannot promise to be a

better subject of this Government, than he has been of that of Great Britain.

Let us hope that he intends us an agreeable disappointment; if not, the sooner

he emigrates back again, the better.




System-mongers

are an unreasonable species of mortals: time, place, climate, nature itself,

must give way. Ref 011 They must have the same government in every

quarter of the globe; when perhaps there are not two countries which can

possibly admit of the same form of government at the same time. A thousand

hidden causes, a thousand circumstances and unforeseen events, conspire to the

forming of a government. It is always done by little and little. When completed,

it presents nothing like a system; nothing like a thing composed, and written

in a book. Ref 012 It is curious to hear people cite the American

Government as the summit of human perfection, while they decry the English;

when it is absolutely nothing more than the Government which the Kings of

England established here, with such little modifications as were necessary on

account of the state of society and local circumstances. If, then, the Doctor

is come here for a change of government and laws, he is the most disappointed

of mortals. He will have the mortification to find in his “asylum” the same

laws as those from which he has fled, the same upright manner of administering

them, the same punishment of the oppressor, and the same protection of the oppressed.

In the Courts of Justice he will every day see precedents quoted from the

English lawbooks; and (which to him may appear wonderful) we may venture to

predict, that it will be very long before they will be supplanted by the bloody

records of the revolutionary tribunal.




Happiness

being the end of all good government, that which produces the most is

consequently the best; and comparison being the only method of determining the

relative value of things, it is easy to see which is preferable, the tyranny

which the French formerly enjoyed, or the liberty and equality they at present

labour under. If the Doctor had come about a year sooner, he might have had the

satisfaction of being not only an ear, but an eye witness also, of some of the

blessed effects of this celebrated revolution. He might then have been regaled

with that sight, so delectable to a modern philosopher; opulence reduced to

misery.




The

stale pretence, that the league against the French has been the cause of their

inhuman conduct to each other, cannot, by the most perverse sophistry, be

applied to the island of St. Domingo. That fine rich colony was ruined, its

superb capital and villas reduced to ashes, one half of its inhabitants

massacred, and the other half reduced to beggary, before an enemy ever appeared

on the coast. No: it is that system of anarchy and blood that was celebrated at

Birmingham, on the 14th of July 1791, that has been the cause of all this

murder and devastation.




Nor let

the Doctor pretend that this could not be foreseen. It was foreseen, and

foretold too, from the very moment a part of the deputies to the States General

were permitted to call themselves a National Assembly. In proof of this, I

could mention a dozen publications that came out under his own eye; but I shall

content myself with giving a short extract from a speech in the British

Parliament, which is the more proper on this occasion, as it was delivered but

a few weeks before the period of the riots.




“The

Americans,” said Mr. Burke, “have what was essentially necessary for freedom:

they have the phlegm of the good-tempered Englishmen—they were fitted for

republicans by a republican education. Their revolution was not brought about

by base and degenerate crimes; nor did they overturn a government for the

purposes of anarchy; but they raised a republic, as nearly representing the

British Government as it was possible. They did not run into the absurdity of

France, and by seizing on the rights of man, declare that the nation was to

govern the nation, and Prince Prettyman to govern Prince Prettyman. There are

in Canada many of the ancient inhabitants; will it be proper to give them the

French Constitution? In my opinion, there is not a single circumstance that

recommends the adoption of any part of it, for the whole is abominably bad, the

production of folly, not wisdom—of vice, not virtue; it contains nothing but

extremes, as distant from each other as the poles—the parts are in eternal

opposition to each other—it is founded on what is called the rights of man;

but, to my conviction, it is founded on the wrongs of man; and I now hold in my

hand, an example of its effects on the French colonies. Domingo, Guadaloupe,

and the other French islands, were rich, happy, and growing in strength and

consequence, in spite of the three last distressing wars, before they heard of

the new doctrine of the rights of man; but these rights were no sooner arrived

at the islands than any spectator would have imagined that Pandora’s box had

been opened, and that hell had yawned out discord, murder, and every mischief;

for anarchy, confusion, and bloodshed, raged every where; it was a general

summons for




Black spirits and white,




Blue spirits and gray,




Mingle, mingle, mingle,




You that mingle may.”




“When

the Assembly heard of these disorders, they ordered troops to quell them; but

it proves that the troops have joined the insurgents, and murdered their

commander. I look on the revolution with horror and detestation; it is a

revolution of consummate folly, formed and maintained by every vice.”




But

perhaps the Doctor’s intense studies, “his continual labours for the good of

mankind,” might not leave him time to peruse the debates of Parliament;

however, we may fairly presume, that he read the letters addressed to himself;

and if so, he has read the following passage: “You think that a neighbouring

nation is emancipated from tyranny, and that a company of Englishmen may

laudably express their joy on the occasion. Were your premises true, I would

allow your conclusion. But let us wait the event. Philosophers should not be

too credulous, or form their determinations too rashly. It is very possible

that all the magnificent schemes of your august diet in France may be succeeded

by a ridiculous, a villanous, or a bloody catastrophe.”




Either

he foresaw the consequences of the French revolution, or he did not foresee

them: if he did not, he must confess that his penetration was far inferior to

that of his antagonists, and even to that of the multitude of his countrymen;

for they all foresaw them. If he did foresee them, he ought to blush at being

called the “friend of human happiness;” for, to foresee such dreadful

calamities, and to form a deliberate plan for bringing them upon his country,

he must have a disposition truly diabolical. If he did not foresee them, he

must have an understanding little superior to that of an idiot; if he did, he

must have the heart of a Marat. Let him choose.




But it

is pretty clear that he foresaw the consequences, or, at least, that he

approves of them; for, as I have observed above, he sent his son into France,

in the very midst of the massacres, to request the honour of becoming a French

Citizen; and in his answers to the addressers at New York, he takes good care

to express his disapprobation of the war pursued by his country (which he calls

an infatuation), because its manifest tendency is to destroy that hydra, that

system of anarchy which is the primary cause. Besides, is not his emigration

itself a convincing proof that his opinion still remains the same? If he found

himself mistaken, he would confess his error; at least tacitly, by a change of

conduct. Has he done this? No: the French revolution is his system, and sooner

than not see it established; I much question if he would not with pleasure see

the massacre of all the human race.




Even

suppose his intended plan of improvement had been the best in the world,

instead of the worst, the people of England had certainly a right to reject it.

He claims as an indubitable right, the right of thinking for others, and yet he

will not permit the people of England to think for themselves. Paine says,

“What a whole nation wills, it has a right to do.” Consequently, what a whole

nation does not will, it has a right not to do. Rousseau says, “The majority of

a people has a right to force the rest to be free:” but even the “insane

Socrates of the National Assembly” has never, in all his absurd reveries, had

the folly to pretend that a club of dissenting malcontents has a right to force

a whole nation to be free. If the English choose to remain slaves, bigots, and

idolaters, as the Doctor calls them, that was no business of his: he had

nothing to do with them. He should have let them alone; and perhaps in due

time, the abuses of their Government would have come to that “natural

termination,” which he trusts, “will guard against future abuses.” But no said

the Doctor, I will reform you—I will enlighten you—I will make you free. You

shall not, say the people. But I will! says the Doctor. By——, say the people,

you shall not! “And when Ahithophel saw that his counsel was not followed, he

saddled his ass, and arose, and got him home to his house, to his city, and put

his household in order, and hanged himself, and died, and was buried in the

sepulchre of his father.”




I now

beg the reader’s company, in a slight review of the addresses delivered to the

Doctor by the several patriotic societies at New York. Ref 013




It is no

more than justice to say of these addresses, in the lump, that they are

distinguished for a certain barrenness of thought and vulgarity of style,

which, were we not in possession of the Doctor’s answer, might be thought

inimitable. If the parties were less known, one might be tempted to think that

the addressers were dull by concert; and that, by way of retaliation, the

Doctor was resolved to be as dull as they. At least, if this was their design,

nobody will deny but they have succeeded to admiration.




“The

Governments of the old world,” say the Democratic Society, “are most of them

now basely combined to prevent the establishment of liberty in France, and to

effect the total destruction of the rights of man.”




What!

The rights of man yet? I thought that liberty and equality, the rights of man,

and all that kind of political cant, had long been proved to be the grossest

imposition. Are there people in this country, and people who pretend to possess

a superior degree of sagacity too, who are dolts enough to talk about French

liberty, after what passes under their eyes every day? Is not every Frenchman

in the United States obliged to go to a justice of the peace every two or three

months, to have a certificate of residence? And must he not have this

certificate sworn to, and signed by four inhabitants besides the magistrate?

And must he not pay for this too? And if he fails in any part of this slavish

ceremony, or goes into Canada or Florida, is he not marked out for the

guillotine? An Englishman may come when he will, stay as long as he pleases, go

where he will, and return when he will to his own country, without finding any

law of proscription or confiscation issued against him or his property. Which

has the most liberty?




I

thought no one would dun our ears with French liberty, after the decree which

obliges every merchant, under the pain of the guillotine, to make a declaration

of all his property in foreign countries, and to give up his right and title of

such property to the Convention; and not only to make a declaration of his own,

but of his neighbours’ property also, under the same penalty! It has long been

customary to express a detestation of the tyranny and cruelty of the

Inquisition: but the Inquisition, in the height of its severity, was never half

so tyrannical as this decree. This is the boasted “Gallic liberty.” Let us hear

their own definition of this liberty. “Liberty,” says Barrere, in his report to

the National Convention, on the 3rd of January 1794, “Liberty, my dear fellow

citizens, is a privileged and general creditor: not only has she a right to our

property and persons, but to our talents and courage, and even to our

thoughts!” Oh, liberty! what a metamorphosis hast thou undergone in the hands

of these political jugglers!




If this

be liberty, may God in his mercy continue me the most abject slave! If this be

liberty, who will say that the English did not do well in rejecting the

Doctor’s plan for making them free? The democrats of New York accuse the allies

of being combined to prevent the establishment of liberty in France, and to

destroy the rights of man; when it is notorious that the French themselves have

banished the very idea of the thing from amongst them; that is to say, if they

ever had an idea of it. Nay, the author of the Rights of Man, Ref 014

and the authoress of the Rights of Women, are at this moment starving in a

dirty dungeon, not a hundred paces from the sanctum sanctorum of liberty and

equality; and the poor unfortunate goddess herself is guillotined! Ref 015

So much for liberty and the rights of man.




The

Tammany Society comes forward in boasting of their “venerable ancestors,” and,

says the Doctor in his answer, “Happy would our venerable ancestors have been

to have found, &c.” What! were they the Doctor’s ancestors too? I suppose

he means in a figurative sense. But certainly, gentlemen, you made a faux pas

in talking about your ancestors at all. It is always a tender subject, and

ought to be particularly avoided by a body of men “who disdain the shackles of

tradition.”




You say

that in the United States “there exists a sentiment of free and candid inquiry,

which disdains the shackles of tradition, preparing a rich harvest of

improvement, and the glorious triumph of truth.” Knowing the religious, or

rather irreligious principles of the person to whom this sentence was

addressed, it is easy to divine its meaning. But, without flattery, your zeal

surpasses that of the Doctor himself: he disdains revelation only; the

authority of Moses, David, and a parcel of folks that nobody knows; but you

disdain what your fathers have told you: which is the more surprising, as, at

the same time, you boast of your “venerable ancestors.” People should always

endeavour to be consistent, at least when interest does not interfere. However,

suppose the shackles of revelation and tradition both completely shaken off,

and the infidel Unitarian system established in their stead, what good would

the country derive from it? This is certainly worth inquiry, because a thing

that will do no good, can be good for nothing. The people of these States are,

in general, industrious, sober, honest, humane, charitable, and sincere;

dutiful children, and tender parents. This is the character of the people, and

who will pretend to say that the Gospel, the belief of which has chiefly

contributed to their acquiring of this amiable character, ought to be exchanged

for the atheistical or deistical doctrines of a Monvel Ref 016 or a

Priestley? For my part, I can see nothing to induce us to try the experiment;

no, not even “the rich harvest of improvement, and the glorious triumph of

truth,” that you say it promises. We know the truth already; we want no

improvement in religious knowledge; all we want is, to practise better what we

know; and it is not likely that our practice would be improved by disdaining

the theory.




You

allow that a public and sincere spirit of toleration exists among us. What more

is wanted? If you were to effect a general disdain of the shackles of

tradition, perhaps the “rich harvest” would be a corruption of manners,

discord, persecution, and blood. The same causes generally produce the same

effects: to see and be terrified at those effects, we have only to turn our

eyes to that distracted country, where it must be allowed, even by yourselves,

the shackles of tradition are sufficiently disdained.




Doctor

Priestley professes to wish for nothing but toleration, liberty of conscience.

But let us contrast these moderate and disinterested professions with what he

has advanced in some of his latest publications. I have already taken notice of

the assertion in his letters to the students of Hackney, “that the established

church must fall.” In his address to the Jews (whom, by-the by, he seems to

wish to form a coalition with), he says, “all the persecutions of the Jews have

arisen from Trinitarian, that is to say, idolatrous Christians.” Idolatrous

Christians! It is the first time, I believe, these two words were ever joined

together. Is this the language of a man who wanted only toleration, in a

country where the established church, and the most part of the Dissenters also,

are professedly Trinitarians? He will undoubtedly say, that the people of this

country are idolaters too, for there is not one out of a hundred at most, who

does not firmly believe in the doctrine of the Trinity.




Such a

man complains of persecution with a very ill grace. But suppose he had been

persecuted for a mere matter of opinion; it would be only receiving the measure

he has meted to others. Has he not approved of the unmerciful persecution of

the unfortunate and worthy part of the French clergy? men as far surpassing him

in piety and utility as in suffering. They did not want to coin a new religion;

they wanted only to be permitted to enjoy, without interruption, the one they

had been educated in, and that they had sworn, in the most solemn manner, to

continue in to the end of their lives. The Doctor says, in his address to the

Methodists, “You will judge whether I have not reason and Scripture on my side.

You will at least be convinced, that I have so persuaded myself: and you cannot

but respect a real lover of truth, and a desire to bring others into it, even

in the man who is unfortunately in an error.” Does not this man blush at

approving of the base, cowardly, and bloody persecutions that have been carried

on against a set of men, who erred, if they did err at all, from an excess of

conscientiousness? He talks of persecution, and puts on the mockery of woe:

theirs has been persecution indeed. Robbed, dragged from their homes, or

obliged to hide from the sight of man, in continual expectation of the

assassin’s stab; some transported like common felons, for ever; and a much

greater number butchered by those to whose happiness their lives had been

devoted, and in that country that they loved too well to disgrace by their

apostacy! How gladly would one of these unfortunate conscientious men have

escaped to America, leaving fortune, friends, and all behind him! and how

different has been the fate of Dr. Priestley! Ah, gentlemen! do not let us be

deceived by false pretenders; the manner of his emigration is of itself a sufficient

proof that the step was not necessary to the enjoyment of “protection from

violence.”




You say

he has “long disinterestedly laboured for his country.” ’Tis true he says so,

but we must not believe him more disinterested than other reformers. If toleration

had been all he wanted; if he had contented himself with the permission of

spreading his doctrines, he would have found this in England, or in almost any

other country, as well as here. The man that wants only to avoid persecution,

does not make a noisy and fastidious display of his principles, or attack with

unbridled indecency the religion of the country in which he lives. He who

avoids persecution, is seldom persecuted.




“The lifted axe, the agonizing wheel,




Luke’s iron crown and Damien’s bed of steel,




To men remote from pow’r but rarely known,




Leave reason, faith, and conscience all our

own.”




But the

Doctor did not want to be remote from power or profit either; for in his sermon

on the test laws, he proposes “to set apart one church for the Dissenters in

every considerable town, and a certain allotment of tithes for their minister,

proportioned to the number of Dissenters in the district.” A very modest and

disinterested request truly! Was this man seeking peace and toleration only? He

thinks these facts are unknown in America. After all his clamour against

tithes, and his rejoicing on account of their abolition in France, he had no

objection to their continuing in England, provided he came in for a share.

Astonishing disinterestedness!




In this country

there is nothing to fear from the Doctor’s disinterestedness, because there

being no public revenue annexed to any worship whatever, there is nothing to

wrangle for; but from the disseminating of his deistical doctrine, there is

much to fear. A celebrated deist in England says, that there can be no such

thing as an atheist; that it is impossible: for, says he, “every one must

necessarily believe that some cause or other produced the universe; he may call

that cause what he pleases; God, nature, or even chance; still he believes in

the efficacy of that cause, and therefore is no atheist.” And, indeed, we shall

find that deism is but another name for atheism, whether we consider it in

theory or in practice. That we should not be bettered by the introduction of

deism or atheism, I think is a clear case. “The fear of the Lord is the

beginning of wisdom.” While this fear existed in France, there was some kind of

manners, some kind of justice left; but ever since the deluded people have been

taught that Jesus Christ was an infamous impostor, and the worship of him has

been forbidden as “idolatrous,” the whole infernal legion seems to be let loose

amongst them, and the nation appears marked out for a dreadful example to

mankind: indeed some such example was necessary to cure the world of the

infidel philosophy of Voltaire, Rousseau, Gibbon, Priestley, and the rest of

that enlightened tribe.




We are

continually exclaiming against prejudice, without attending to its effect on

ourselves. I am afraid prejudice in favour of the French revolution has led

Americans to approve many things which, a few years ago, they would have viewed

with the utmost abhorrence, and that they would even now view with abhorrence

in any other nation: and here I cannot help taking notice of an article that

appeared, not many days ago, in one of our public papers. The writer is giving

a list of eminent persons who have “arisen on the democratic floor,” which he

concludes with Marat, St. Paul, and Jesus Christ. Is it not a most horrid blasphemy

to put the Son of God, the Prince of Peace, on a footing with the bloody author

of the massacres at Paris and Versailles? I hope and believe, that such

blasphemers are rare in the United States; and the only way to keep them so is,

for the people to reject unanimously every attempt to debase Christianity, in

whatever shape, and under whatever disguise it may appear.




In the

address of “the republican natives of Great Britain and Ireland, resident at

New York,” we find a very extraordinary passage indeed:—“Participating in the

many blessings which the Government is calculated to ensure, we are happy in

giving it this proof of our respectful attachment. We are only grieved that a

system of such beauty and excellence should be at all tarnished by the existence

of slavery in any form! but, as friends to the equal rights of man, we must be

permitted to say, that we wish these rights extended to every human being, be

his complexion what it may: we, however, look forward with pleasing

anticipation to a yet more perfect state of society; and from that love of

liberty which forms so distinguished a trait in the American character, are

taught to hope that this last, this worst disgrace to a free government, will

finally and for ever be done away.” So! these gentlemen are hardly landed in

the United States, before they begin to cavil against the Government, and to

pant after a more perfect state of society! If they have already discovered

that the system is tarnished by the very last and worst disgrace of a free

government, what may we not reasonably expect from their future researches? If

they, with their virtuous President, had been landed in the southern States,

they might have lent a hand to finish the great work so happily begun by

Citizens Santhonax and Polverel: they have caught the itch of addressing,

petitioning, and remonstrating in their own country; let them scratch

themselves into a cure; but let them not attempt spreading their disorder: they

ought to remember, that they are come here “to seek freedom and protection” for

themselves, and not for others. When the people of these States are ready for a

total abolition of negro slavery, they will make a shift to see the propriety

of adopting the measure without the assistance of these northern lights. In the

mean time, as the Convention cannot here enter on the legislative functions,

they may amuse themselves with a fable written for their particular use:—




 




THE POT-SHOP, A FABLE.




 




In a

pot-shop, well stocked with ware of all sorts, a discontented ill-formed pitcher

unluckily bore the sway. One day, after the mortifying neglect of several

customers, “Gentlemen,” said he, addressing himself to his brown brethren in

general, “Gentlemen, with your permission, we are a set of tame fools, without

ambition, without courage; condemned to the vilest uses, we suffer all without

murmuring; let us dare to declare ourselves, and we shall soon see the

difference. That superb ewer, which, like us, is but earth; those gilded jars,

vases, china, and, in short, all those elegant nonsenses, whose colours and

beauty have neither weight nor solidity, must yield to our strength, and give

place to our superior merit.”




This

civic harangue was received with peals of applause, and the pitcher (chosen

president) became the organ of the assembly. Some, however, more moderate than

the rest, attempted to calm the minds of the multitude; but all those which are

called jordens, or chamber-pots, were become intractable; eager to vie with the

bowls and cups, they were impatient, almost to madness, to quit their obscure

abodes, to shine upon the table, kiss the lip, and ornament the cupboard.




In vain

did a wise water-jug (some say it was a platter) make them a long and serious

discourse upon the peacefulness of their vocation: “Those,” says he, “who are

destined to great employments are rarely the most happy. We are all of the same

clay, ’tis true; but he who made us, formed us for different functions; one is

for ornament, another for use. The posts the least important are often the most

necessary. Our employments are extremely different, and so are our talents.”




This had

a wonderful effect; the most stupid began to open their ears: perhaps it would

have succeeded, if a grease-pot had not cried out with a decisive tone, “You

reason like an ass; to the devil with you and your silly lessons.”




Now the

scale was turned again: all the horde of jordens, pans, and pitchers, applauded

the superior eloquence and reasoning of the grease-pot: in short, they

determined on the enterprise; but a dispute arose who should be chief: all

would command, but none obey. It was then you might have heard a clutter: pots,

pans and pitchers, mugs, jugs and jordens, all put themselves in motion at

once; and so wisely, and with so much vigour, were their operations conducted,

that the whole was soon changed—not into china, but rubbish.




Let us

leave the application of this fable to those for whom it is intended, and come

to the address of “The Associated Teachers in the city of New York.”




From the

profession of these gentlemen one would have wished not to find them among the

Doctor’s addressers; and it will be for those who employ the “Associated

Teachers” to judge, how far their approbation and praise of the writings of

such a man is a proof of their being calculated for “the arduous and important

task of cultivating the human mind.” They very civilly invite the Doctor to

assist them to “form the man;” and, in his answer, he seems to hint that he may

possibly accept the invitation. All I can say on this matter is, if he should embrace

this profession, I hope he will be exactly as successful in forming the man as

he has been in reforming him.




In the

answer to the “Associated Teachers,” the Doctor observes, that, classes of men,

“as well as individuals, are apt to form too high ideas of their own

importance.” Never was a juster observation than this, and never was this

observation more fully verified than in the parties themselves. The Doctor’s

self-importance is sufficiently depicted in the quotation that I have given

from his letter to the people of Birmingham; and as for the “Associated

Teachers,” how familiarly soever they may talk of “the intriguing politics and

vitiating refinements of the European world,” I must say, I think they know but

little of what passes in that world, or they never would have larded with such

extravagant eulogiums productions which, in general, have been long exploded.




As to

his talents as a writer, we have only to open our eyes to be convinced that

they are far below mediocrity. His style is uncouth and superlatively diffuse.

Always involved in minutiæ, every sentence is a string of parentheses, in

finding the end of which the reader is lucky if he does not lose the

proposition they were meant to illustrate. In short, the whole of his

phraseology is extremely disgusting; to which may be added, that even in point

of grammar he is very often incorrect.




As a

proof of what I have here asserted, I could give a thousand sentences from his

writings; but I choose one or two from his answers to the addressers, as these

pieces are in every body’s hands; and, not to criticise unfairly, I shall take

the first sentence I come at—it runs thus:




“Viewing

with the deepest concern, as you do, the prospect that is now exhibited in

Europe, those troubles which are the natural offspring of their forms of

government, originating indeed in the spirit of liberty, but gradually

degenerating into tyrannies equally degrading to the rulers and the ruled, I

rejoice in finding an asylum from persecution in a country in which those abuses

have come to a natural termination, and produced another system of liberty,

founded on such wise principles as, I trust, will guard against all future

abuses; those artificial distinctions in society, from which they sprung, being

completely eradicated, that protection from violence, which laws and government

promise in all countries, but which I have not found in my own, I doubt not I

shall find with you, though I cannot promise to be a better subject of this

Government, than my whole conduct will evince that I have been to that of Great

Britain.”




This is

neither the style periodique, nor the style coupé; it is, I presume, the style

entortillé; for one would certainly think that the author had racked his

imagination to render what he had to say unintelligible. This sentence of

monstrous length is cut asunder in the middle by a semicolon, which, except

that it serves the weary reader by way of halfway house, might be placed in any

other part of the sentence, to, at least, equal advantage: in fact, this is not

a sentence; it is a rigmarole ramble, that has neither beginning nor ending,

and conveys to us no idea of any thing but the author’s incapacity.




“Viewing

with the deepest concern, as you do, the prospect that is now exhibited in

Europe, those troubles which are the natural offspring of their forms of

government.” What in the name of goodness does this mean? Troubles is the only

antecedent that can be found to their; and the necessary conclusion is,

troubles have their forms of government.




The

Doctor says, in his answer to the Tammany Society, “Happy would our venerable

ancestors,” as you justly call them, “have been, to have found America such a

retreat to them.” It may, perhaps, be useful to the learned Doctor to know,

that he ought to have said, “Happy would our venerable ancestors, as you justly

call them, have been, to find America, &c.”




I grant

that there is great reason to believe, that the Doctor was resolved to be as

dull as his addressers; but I assert, that it is impossible for a person

accustomed to commit his thoughts to paper, with the smallest degree of taste

or correctness, to fall into such gross solecism, or to tack phrases together

in such an awkward homespun manner: in short, he cannot be fit for even the

post of castigator; and therefore it is to be hoped that the “Associated

Teachers” will not lessen their “importance” by admitting him amongst them,

that is to say, except it be as a pupil.




There

are many things that astonish us in the addresses, among which the compassion

that the addressers express for that “infatuated” and “devoted country,” Great

Britain, certainly is not the least.




The

Democratic Society, with a hatred against tyranny that would have become the

worthy nephew of Damien, Ref 017 or the great Marat himself, say,

“The multiplied oppressions which characterize that Government, excite in us

the most painful sensations, and exhibit a spectacle as disgusting in itself as

dishonourable to the British name.”




And what

a tender affectionate concern do the sons of Tammany express for the poor

distressed unfortunate country of their “venerable ancestors!”—“A country,” say

they, “although now presenting a prospect frightful to the eye of humanity, yet

once the nurse of sciences, of arts, of heroes, and of freemen; a country

which, although at present apparently devoted to destruction, we fondly hope

may yet tread back the steps of infamy and ruin, and once more rise conspicuous

among the free nations of the earth.”




But of

all the addresses, none seem so zealous on this subject as “the republican

natives of Great Britain and Ireland.”—“While,” say they, “we look back on our

native country with emotions of pity and indignation at the outrages human

nature has sustained in the persons of the virtuous Muir and his patriotic

associates, and deeply lament the fatal apathy into which our countrymen have

fallen, we desire to be thankful to the great Author of our being that we are

in America, and that it had pleased him, in his wise providence, to make these

United States an asylum, not only from the immediate tyranny of the British

Government, but also from those impending calamities which its increasing

despotism and multiptied iniquities must infallibly bring down on a deluded and

oppressed people.” What an enthusiastic warmth is here! No Solemn-league-and-covenant

prayer, embellished with the nasal sweetness of the Conventicle, was ever more

affecting.




To all

this the Doctor very piteously echoes back “sigh for sigh, and groan for groan;

and when the fountain of their eyes is dry, his supplies the place, and weeps

for both.”




There is

something so pathetic, so irresistibly moving in all this, that a man must have

a hard heart indeed to read it, and not burst into laughter.




In

speaking of monarchies, it has often been lamented, that the sovereign seldom

or never hears the truth; and much afraid I am, that this is equally applicable

to democracies. What court sycophants are to a prince, demagogues are to a

people; and the latter kind of parasites is by no means less dangerous than the

former; perhaps more so, as being more ambitious and more numerous. God knows,

there were too many of this description in America before the arrival of Doctor

Priestley; I can, therefore, see no reason for boastings and addressings on

account of the acquisition.




Every one

must observe how the Doctor has fallen at once into the track of those who were

already in possession of the honourable post. Finding a popular prejudice

prevailing against his country, and not possessing that patriæ caritas which is

the characteristic of his countrymen, he has not been ashamed to attempt making

his court by flattering that prejudice. I grant that a prejudice against this

nation is not only excusable, but almost commendable, in Americans; but the

misfortune is, it exposes them to deception, and makes them the sport of every

intriguing adventurer. Suppose it be the interest of Americans that Great

Britain should be ruined, and even annihilated, in the present contest, it can

never be their interest to believe that this desirable object is already nearly

or quite accomplished, at a time when she is become more formidable than ever

in every quarter of the globe: and with respect to the internal situation of

that country, we ought not to suffer ourselves to be deceived by “gleanings

from Morning Chronicles or Dublin Gazettes;” for if we insist that newspaper

report is the criterion by which we ought to judge of the governments and the

state of other countries, we must allow the same measure to foreigners with

respect to our own country; and then what must the people of England think of

the Government of the United States upon reading a page or two from the

slovenly pen of Agricola?




“It is

charitable,” says this democrat, Ref 018 “it is charitable to

believe many who signed the constitution never dreamed of the measures taking

place, which, alas! we now experience. By this double Government we are

involved in unnecessary burdens, which neither we nor our fathers ever knew:

such a monster of a Government has seldom ever been known on earth. We are

obliged to maintain two Governments, with their full number of officers from

head to foot. Some of them receive such wages as never were heard of before in

any Government upon earth; and all this bestowed on aristocrats for doing next

to nothing. A blessed revolution! a blessed revolution indeed! but farmers,

mechanics, and labourers, have no share in it; we are the asses who must have

the honour of paying them all, without any adequate service. Now let the

impartial judge, whether our Government, taken collectively, answers the great

end of protecting our persons and property! or whether it is not rather

calculated to drain us of our money, and give it to men who have not rendered

adequate service for it. Had an inspired prophet told us the things which our

eyes see in the beginning of the revolution, he might have met Jeremiah’s fate;

or, if we had believed him, not one in a thousand would have resisted Great

Britain. Indeed, my countrymen, we are so loaded by our new Governments that we

can have little heart to attempt to move under all our burdens. We have this

consolation, when things come to the worst there must be a change, and we may

rest satisfied that either the Federal or State Governments must fall.”




If

“gleanings” like these were published in England, would not the people

naturally exclaim, What! the boasted Government of America come to this

already? The poor Americans are dreadfully tyrannized by the aristocrats! There

will certainly be a revolution in America soon! They would be just as much mistaken

as the people in this country are when they talk of a revolution in England.




Neither

ought we to look upon the emigration of persons from England to this country as

a proof of their being persecuted, and of the tyranny of the English

Government. It is paying America a very poor compliment to suppose that nothing

short of persecution could bring settlers to its shores. This is, besides, the

most unfortunate proof that could possibly be produced by the advocates of the

French revolution: for if the emigration of a person to this country be a proof

of a tyranny existing in that from which he comes, how superlatively tyrannical

must the Government in France be? But they say, those who emigrate from France

are aristocrats; they are not persecuted; they emigrate because they hate a

free country. What! do they really come to America because they hate a free

country? Did the governors of Martinico, &c., make a capitulation to be

sent here, to avoid going to a free country? The Democratic Society will certainly

oblige the world very much in explaining this enigma.




I am one

of those who wish to believe that foreigners come to this country from choice,

and not from necessity. America opens a wide field for enterprise; wages for

all mechanics are better, and the means of subsistence proportionably cheaper,

than in Europe. This is what brings foreigners amongst us: they become citizens

of America for the honest purposes of commerce, of turning their industry and

talents to the best account, and of bettering their fortunes. By their

exertions to enrich themselves they enrich the state, lower the wages, and

render the country less dependent upon others. The most numerous, as well as

the most useful, are mechanics. Perhaps a cobler, with his hammer and awls, is

a more valuable acquisition than a dozen philosophi-theologi-politi-cal

empirics, with all their boasted apparatus.


















 




A BONE TO GNAW FOR THE DEMOCRATS.




The

proceedings of the United Irishmen, like those of the American self-created

societies, contain general accusations against every branch of the government.

An advantageous distribution of the words liberty, tyranny, slavery, &c.,

does wonders with the populace; but the intelligent reader looks deeper,

general accusations do not satisfy; he seeks for instances of oppression,

before he will believe that a government is oppressive. Let us extract, then,

the instances of oppression complained of by the United Irishmen, from the

bombastical rhapsody in which they are buried, and see to what they amount.

They tell us that Butler, Bond, Rowan, and about four or five others, were

detained some months in prison; and that Muir, Ref 019 Palmer, and

Margarot, with two or three more, were transported; and all this (they say),

for having done no more than what the good of their country dictated. I am sure

the reader is very well satisfied, that these men were all guilty of the crimes

laid to their charge; but to avoid disputation with respect to this fact, I

shall suppose them all innocent, and then the sum total of the tyranny against

which the United Irishmen exclaim, will amount to eight or nine false

imprisonments, and five or six unjust sentences of transportation. This is

certainly a great deal too much; may the hand be withered that ever wields a

pen in its justification! but, as the United Irishmen wished, as a mean of

avoiding such acts of oppression in future, to overturn their monarchical

government, and establish a democratic one in its stead, it becomes incumbent

on the reader, who would not be their dupe, to contrast the conduct of the

government which they wanted to overturn with that of the one they intended to

adopt. They have represented the British Government as being arrived at its

last stage of tyranny, it will not then, I hope, be esteemed unfair, if I

oppose to it the democratic Convention of France, when about the midway of its

career.




It is

not my intention to give a general character of this assembly; that would be

superfluous: nor will I give way to that indignation which every man, who is

not by nature a slave, must feel at the very mention of such a divan. General

charges against any man, or set of men, as they are very seldom accurate, so

they are little attended to, particularly when addressed to a reader, who is

rather inclined towards the party accused. For this reason, I shall confine

myself to a particular epoch, and even a particular spot. Lyons affords us the

properest scene to be described on the present occasion; not because the

dreadful deeds committed there surpass those at Nantz, and many other places;

but because, taking place within a short space of time, they admit with more

facility the form of a compact relation.




In the

perusal of this relation the candid reader will make me some allowances; my

taste is far from the tragic; scenes such as these must lose half their terrors

when drawn by a hand like mine: Melpomene alone should record the actions of

the National Convention.




Some time

after the death of Louis XVI. the city of Lyons was declared, by the

Convention, in a state of revolt, it was attacked by a numerous army of

democrats, and after having stood a siege of above two months, was obliged to

surrender. What followed this surrender, it is my intention to relate; but

first, it is necessary to go back to the causes that led to the revolt; for

though no earthly crime could justify the cruelties inflicted upon the brave

and unfortunate Lyonnese, yet those cruelties do not appear in their deepest

hue, till the pretended crimes of the sufferers are known.




By the

new constitution of France, Ref 020 the King could not be dethroned,

unless found at the head of an army marching against his country. This was to

be regarded as the highest crime he could possibly commit, and even for this he

could be punished no otherwise than by being dethroned. “No crime whatever,”

says the constitution, “shall be construed to affect his life.” This

constitution every Frenchman had sworn, “to obey, and to maintain with all his

might.” When, therefore, it was proposed to the Lyonnese, by the emissaries of

the National Convention, to petition for the death of the king, they replied

almost with one voice: “No; we have sworn, with all France, to maintain the new

constitution with all our might; that constitution declares that no crime

whatsoever shall affect the life of the king. For any thing we have yet seen or

heard, we believe him innocent of every crime that has been laid to his charge.

The mode of his trial is unprecedented in the annals of injustice, the

Convention being at once accuser, evidence, and judge. We believe him perfectly

innocent; but whether he be or not, the constitution that we have, by a solemn

oath, bound ourselves to maintain with all our might, declares that no crime

whatever shall be construed to affect his life; that life, therefore, we

cannot, we will not demand. The rest of the nation may sport with engagements

which they have called the Almighty to witness, they may add the crime of assassination

to that of perjury, they may stain themselves with the blood of their innocent

and unfortunate prince, the Lyonnese never will.”




Reader,

you will hardly believe that this answer, so full of good sense, justice,

piety, and honour, drew down on the gallant Lyonnese the most dreadful

chastisement that ever was inflicted on any part of the human race. Read and be

convinced.




No

sooner was the determination of the Lyonnese made known to the Convention, than

the latter began to concert schemes of vengeance. A numerous army was prepared,

while the democratic agents of the Convention, who still had the executive

authority at Lyons, spared no pains in endeavouring to drive the city to what

they termed open rebellion, and thus to furnish a pretext for its destruction.

The doctrine of equality, so flattering to those who possess nothing, had

gained them many converts among the lower classes of the people. To these was

committed all authority, civil and military, and it is hardly necessary to say

that they exercised every species of tyranny that envy, revenge, and popular

fury could invent. All this was borne with a degree of resignation that has

been justly regarded as astonishing in people who have since exhibited such

unequivocal proofs of inherent valour. A sense of more immediate danger,

however, roused them from their lethargy.




There

was held, every night, a meeting of the leaders among the partizans of the

Convention. It consisted, in general, of men of desperate fortunes, bankrupts,

quacks, the dregs of the law, apostate priests, and the like, not forgetting

some who had been released from the galleys. In this infamous assembly, which

took the name of Democratic Club, a plot was laid for the assassination of all

the rich in one night; but this plot, notwithstanding the precautions of the

conspirators, was happily discovered; the President Challier, and two others,

were tried and condemned to die, the democrats were driven from all the public

offices, and the former magistrates reinstated.




This act

of self-preservation was called a revolt against the republic, and in

consequence of it, the Convention passed Ref 021 decree upon decree,

bearing death and destruction against the Lyonnese. Thus, those very men who

had formed a constitution, which declares resistance against oppression to be a

natural right, passed an act of proscription against a whole city, because they

had dared to lift their hands to guard their throats against the knives of a

band of assassins!




The city

now began to arm for its defence; but being totally unprepared for a siege,

having neither fortifications nor magazines, and being menaced on every side by

myriads of ferocious enemies, the people were backward in declaring for

hostility, knowing that in that case death or victory must be the consequence.

There were, therefore, but about ten thousand men who had the courage to take

up arms; but the desperate bravery of these amply made up for every want.

During the space of sixty days they withstood an army of fifteen times their

strength, plentifully provisioned, and provided with every instrument of

destruction. Never, perhaps, were there such feats of valour performed as by

this little army; thrice their numbers did they lay dead before their injured

city.




The

members deputed from the Convention to direct the attack, left nothing untried

that might tend to the accomplishment of their object. They succeeded at last,

in opening a communication with their partizans in the city, and in seducing

many of the mob to espouse their interest. This was the more easy to effect, as

the besieged were, by this time, upon the point of starving; the flesh of

horses, dogs, and cats, had been for some days their only food, and even that

began to grow extremely scarce. In this situation, without the least hopes of succour,

some of those who wished well to their city, and who had not borne arms during

the siege, undertook to capitulate with the enemy; but these, knowing the

extremities to which they were driven, insisted upon executing the decrees of

the Convention, which ordered them to put to death indiscriminately, all those

who had taken up arms against its authority.




The

besieged, then, seeing no hopes of a capitulation, seeing the city without

another day’s provision, and the total impossibility of succour from without

(being completely invested on every side), had but one measure to adopt; to cut

their way through their enemy, or fall in the attempt. A plan of retreat was

therefore settled upon; the outposts were to be called in, and the whole were

to assemble at the Vaise.




In the

mean time, the deputies from the Convention, who were informed by their spies

of all that was passing in the city, took care to have the road by which the

retreating army was to pass, well lined with troops. The whole country round

was under arms. Every person was ordered, on pain of death, not to let pass, or

give shelter to, a single Lyonnese, man, woman, or child.




The

out-posts were hardly called in, when their stations were taken possession of

by the democratic army. Being so closely pressed, rendered the assembling more

difficult; all was bustle, confusion, and terror. Not half of these who were

under arms had time to join. A little corps was, however, at last formed. It

consisted of between three and four thousand persons in all, headed by four

field-pieces, and followed by six waggons, bearing the wreck of many a splendid

fortune. Thus marched off the remains of these generous defenders of their

city, bidding an eternal adieu to the scenes of their youth, the dwellings of

their ancestors; resolving to die bravely, as they had lived, or find an asylum

in a foreign land.




It was

midnight when they began their retreat, lighted by the blaze of bombs and

burning houses.——Reader, cast your eyes on this devoted city. See children

clinging to their fathers, distracted mothers to their sons; wives, holding in

their arms what they held dearer than life, forgetting all but their husbands,

marching by their side, and braving death from ten thousand hands!




They had

hardly begun their march, when a discharge of artillery, bearing full upon

them, threw them into some confusion. One of their waggons, in which were

several old men and some children, was set on fire by a shell. Morning coming

on, they perceived themselves beset on every side; they were charged by the

cavalry, exposed to the fire of a numerous artillery, harassed at every

turning, fired upon from every house, every bank and every hedge. Seeing

therefore no hopes of escape, they were determined to sell every drop of blood

as dear as possible. They broke off into platoons, putting their wives and

children in the centre of each, and took different directions, in order to

divide the force of the enemy. But what were they to do against fifty times

their number? The whole, about fifty persons excepted, were either killed or

taken.




The

victors showed such mercy as might be expected from them: not content with

butchering their prisoners in cold blood, they took a pleasure in making them

die by inches, and insulting them in the pangs of death. Placing several

together, they killed one of them at a time to render death more terrible to

the rest. Neither sex nor age had any weight with them; above two hundred

women, thirty of whom had children at the breast, whom conjugal love had led to

follow their husbands; more than fifty old men, whom filial piety had snatched

from the assassin’s stab, were all most savagely butchered. The death of Madame

de Visague deserves particular notice. This young lady was about seventeen

years of age, and very near her time of delivery: a party of the democrats

found her behind a hedge, to which place she had drawn her husband, who was

mortally wounded. When the cannibals discovered her, she was on her knees

supporting his head with her arm: one of them fired upon her with a carabine,

another quartered her with his hanger, while a third held up the expiring

husband to be a spectator of their more than hellish cruelty.




Several

wounded prisoners were collected together, and put into a ditch, with sentinels

placed round them to prevent them from killing themselves, or one another; and

thus were they made to linger, some of them two or three days, while their

enemies testified their ferocious pleasure by all the insulting gesticulations

of savages.




Such was

the fury of the triumphant democrats, that the deputies from the Convention

gave an order against burying the dead, till they had been cut in morsels.

Tollet, the infamous Tollet, a democratic priest (that is to say, an apostate)

of Trevoux, went, blood-hound like, in quest of a few unhappy wretches who had

escaped the bloody 9th of October; and when, by perfidious promises, he had

drawn them from their retreats, he delivered them up to the daggers of their

assassins.




Of all

the little army that attempted the retreat, only about forty-six escaped; six

hundred and eighteen were brought back in chains; some of them died of their

wounds, and all those who were not relieved from life this way, were dragged

forth to an ignominious death.




During

these dreadful scenes the deputies from the Convention, who were now absolute

masters of the unfortunate city, were preparing others, if possible, still more

dreadful. As a preliminary step, they reorganized the Democratic Society. To

this infernal rendezvous the deputy Javouges repaired, and there broached his

project in a speech, the substance of which was nearly as follows: After having

represented Challier as a martyr in the cause of liberty, as the hero of the

republic, and the avenger of the people, he addressed himself to the assembly

in nearly these terms. “Think,” said he, “of the slavery into which you are

plunged by being the servants and workmen of others; the nobles, the priests,

the proprietors, the rich of every description, have long been in a combination

to rob the democrats, the real sans culotte republicans, of their birthright;

go, citizens; take what belongs to you, and what you should have enjoyed long

ago.—Nor must you stop here, while there exists an aristocracy in the

buildings, half remains undone: down with those edifices raised for the profit

or pleasure of the rich; down with them all: commerce and arts are useless to a

warlike people, and destructive of that sublime equality which France is

determined to spread over the whole globe.” He told this enslaved, this degraded

populace, that it was the duty of every good citizen to discover all those whom

be knew to be guilty of having, in thought, word, or deed, conspired against

the republic. He exhorted them to fly to the offices (opened for receiving such

accusations), and not to spare one lawyer, priest, or nobleman. He concluded

this harangue, worthy of one of the damned, with declaring, that for a man to

accuse his own father was an act of civism worthy a true republican, and that

to neglect it was a crime that should be punished with death.




The

deeds that followed this diabolic exhortation were such as might be expected.

The bloody ruffians of democrats left not a house, not a hole unsearched; men

and women were led forth from their houses with as little ceremony as cattle

from their pens; the square where the guillotine stood was reddened with blood,

like a slaughter-house, while the piercing cries of the surviving relations

were drowned in the more vociferous howlings of Vive la Republique!




It is

hard to stifle the voice of nature, to stagnate the involuntary movements of

the soul; yet this was attempted, and in some degree effected, by the deputies

of the Convention. Perceiving that these scenes of blood had spread a gloom

over the countenances of the innocent inhabitants, and that even some of their

soldiers seemed touched with compunction, they issued a mandate, declaring

every one suspected of aristocracy, who should discover the least symptoms of

pity, either by his words or his looks!




The

preamble of this mandate makes the blood run cold: “By the thunder of God! in

the name of the representatives of the French people; on pain of death it is

ordered,” &c. &c. Who would believe that this terrific mandate,

forbidding men to weep, or look sorrowful, on pain of death, concluded with,

Vive la Liberté! (Liberty for ever!)? Who would believe that the people, who

suffered this mandate to be stuck up about their city like a play-bill, had

sworn to live free, or die?




However,

in spite of all their menaces, they still found that remorse would sometimes

follow the murder of a friend, or relation. Conscience is a troublesome guest

to the villain who yet believes in an hereafter; the deputies, therefore, were

resolved to banish this guest from the bosoms of their partisans, as it had already

been banished from their own.




With

this object in view they ordered a solemn civic festival in honour of Challier.

His image was carried round the city, and placed in the churches. Those temples

which had (many of them), for more than a thousand years, resounded with

hosannas to the Supreme Being, were now profaned by the adorations paid to the

image of a parricide.




All this

was but a prelude to what was to follow the next day. It was Sunday, the day

consecrated to the worship of our blessed Redeemer. A vast concourse of

democrats, men and women, assembled at a signal agreed on, formed themselves

into a sort of a mock procession, preceded by the image of Challier, and

followed by a little detached troop, each bearing in its hand a chalice, or some

other vase of the church. One of these sacrilegious wretches led an ass,

covered with a priest’s vestment, and with a mitre on his head. He was loaded

with crucifixes and other symbols of the Christian religion, and had the Old

and New Testament suspended to his tail. Arrived at the square called the

Terreaux, they then threw the two Testaments, the crucifixes, &c. into a

fire prepared for the purpose; made the ass drink out of the sacramental cup,

and were proceeding to conclude their diabolical profanations with the massacre

of all the prisoners, to appease the ghost of Challier, when a violent

thunder-storm put an end to their meeting, and deferred the work of death for a

few hours.




The

pause was not long. The deputies, profiting by the infamous frenzy with which

they had inspired the soldiery and the mob, and by the consternation of the

respectable inhabitants, continued their butchery with redoubled fury. Those

who led the unhappy sufferers to execution were no longer ordered to confine

themselves to such as were entered on the list of proscription, but were

permitted to take whoever they thought worthy of death! To have an enemy among

the democrats, to be rich, or even thought rich, was a sufficient crime. The

words nobleman, priest, lawyer, merchant, and even honest man, were so many

terms of proscription. Three times was the place of the guillotine changed, at

every place holes were dug to receive the blood, and yet it ran in the gutters!

the executioners were tired, and the deputies, enraged to see that their work

went on so slowly, represented to the mob that they were too merciful, that

vengeance lingered in their hands, and that their enemies ought to perish in

mass!




Accordingly

next day, the execution in mass began. The prisoners were led out, from a

hundred to three hundred at a time, into the outskirts of the city, where they

were fired upon or stabbed. One of these massacres deserves a particular

notice. Two hundred and sixty-nine persons, taken indiscriminately among all

classes and all ages, were led to Brotteaux, and there tied to trees. In this

situation they were fired upon with grape-shot. Here the cannoneers of

Valenciennes, who had not had the courage to defend their own walls, who owed

theirforfeited lives to the mercy of royalists, valiantly pointed their cannons

against them, when they found them bound hand and foot!—The coward is ever

cruel.—Numbers of these unfortunate prisoners had only their limbs broken by

the artillery; these were dispatched with the sword or the musket. The greatest

part of the bodies were thrown into the Rhone, some of them before they were

quite dead; two men in particular had strength enough to swim to a sand-bank in

the river. One would have thought, that thus saved as it were by miracle, the

vengeance of their enemies would have pursued them no farther; but no sooner

were they perceived, than a party of the dragoons of Lorraine crossed the arm

of the river and stabbed them, and left them a prey to the fowls of the

air.—Reader, fix your eyes on this theatre of carnage.—You barbarous, you

ferocious monsters! You have found the heart to commit those bloody deeds, and

shall no one have the heart to publish them in a country that boasts of an

unbounded liberty of the press? Shall no one tell, with what pleasure you plunged

your daggers into the defenceless breasts of those whose looks had often

appalled your own coward hearts? Shall no one tell, with what heroic, what

godlike constancy they met their fate? How they smiled at all your menaces and

cannibal gesticulations? How they despised you in the very article of

death?—Strewed with every sweetest flower be the grave of Mons. Chapuis de

Maubourg, and let his name be graven on every faithful heart! This gallant

gentleman, who was counted one of the first engineers in Europe, fell into the

hands of the democrats. They offered to spare his life, if he would serve in

the armies of the Convention: they repeated this offer, with their carabines at

his breast. “No,” replied he, “I have never fought but for my God and my king; despicable

cowards! fire away!”




The

murder in mass did not rob the guillotine of its prey: there the blood flowed

without interruption. Death itself was not a refuge from democratic fury. The

bodies of the prisoners who were dead of their wounds, and of those who, not

able to support the idea of ignominious death, had given themselves the fatal

blow, were carried to the scaffold, and there beheaded, receiving thousands of

kicks from the sans culottes, because the blood would not run from them.

Persons from their sick beds, old men, not able to walk, and even women found

in child-bed, were carried to the murderous machine. The respectable Mons.

Lauras was torn from his family of ten children and his wife big with the

eleventh. This distracted matron ran with her children, and threw herself at

the feet of the brutal deputy Collot d’Herbois.—No mercy!—Her conjugal

tenderness, the cries of her children, every thing calculated to soften the

heart, presented themselves before him, but in vain. “Take away,” said he, to

the officious ruffians by whom he was surrounded, “take away the she rebel and

her whelps.” Thus spurned from the presence of him who alone was able to save

her beloved husband, she followed him to the place of execution. Her shrieks,

when she saw him fall, joined to the wildness of her looks, but too plainly

foretold her approaching end. She was seized with the pains of childbirth, and

was carried home to her house; but, as if her tormentors had shown her too much

lenity, the sans culotte commissary soon after arrived, took possession of all

the effects in the name of the sovereign people, drove her from her bed and her

house, from the door of which she fell dead in the street. Ref 022




About

three hundred women hoped, by their united prayers and tears, to touch the

hearts of the ferocious deputies; but all their efforts were as vain as those

of Madame Lauras. They were threatened with a discharge of grape shot. Two of

them, who, notwithstanding the menaces of the democrats, still had the courage

to persist, were tied during six hours to the posts of the guillotine; their

own husbands were executed before their eyes, and their blood sprinkled over

them!




Mademoiselle

Servan, a lovely young woman of about eighteen years of age, was executed,

because she would not discover the retreat of her father! “What!” said she

nobly, to the democratic committee, “what! betray my father! impious villains,

how dare you suppose it?”




Madame

Cochet, a lady equally famed for her beauty and her courage, was accused of

having put the match to a cannon during the siege, and of having assisted in

her husband’s escape. She was condemned to suffer death; she declared herself

with child, and the truth of this declaration was attested by two surgeons. In

vain did she implore a respite, in vain did she plead the innocence of the

child that was in her womb: her head was severed from her body amidst the

death-howl of the democratic brigands.




Pause,

here, reader, and imagine if you can, another crime worthy of being added to

those already mentioned. Yes, there is one more, and hell would not have been

satisfied if its ministers had left it uncommitted. Libidinous brutality!

Javouges, one of the deputies from the Convention, opened the career. His

example was followed by the soldiery and the mob in general. The wives and

daughters of almost all the respectable inhabitants, particularly of such as

had emigrated, or who were murdered or in prison, were put in a state of

requisition, and were ordered on pain of death, to hold their bodies (I spare

the reader the term made use of in the decree) in readiness for the embraces of

the true republicans! Nor were they content with violation: the first ladies of

the city were led to the tree of Liberty (of Liberty!) and there made to take

the hands of chimney-sweepers and common felons! Detestable wretches! At the

very name of democrat, humanity shudders, and modesty hides its head!




I will

not insult the reader’s feelings by desiring him to compare the pretended

tyranny of the British Government with that I have here related; nor will I

tell the United Irishmen, that even an Irish massacre is nothing compared to

the exercise of the democratic laws of France; but I will ask them to produce

me, if they can, an instance of such consummate tyranny in any government, or

in any nation. Queen Mary of England, during a reign of five years, caused

about five hundred innocent persons to be put to death; for this, posterity

has, very justly too, branded her with the surname of bloody. What surname,

then, shall be given to the assembly that caused more than that number to be

executed in one day at Lyons? The massacre of St. Bartholomew, an event that

filled all Europe with consternation, the infamy and horrors of which have been

dwelt on by so many eloquent writers of all religions, and that has held

Charles IX. up to the execration of ages, dwindles into child’s play, when

compared to the present murderous revolution, which a late writer in France

emphatically calls “a St. Bartholomew of five years.” According to Mons. Bousset,

there were about 30,000 persons murdered, in all France, in the massacre of St.

Bartholomew; there has been more than that number murdered in the single city

of Lyons and its neighbourhood; at Nantz there have been 27,000; at Paris,

150,000; in La Vendée, 300,000. Ref 023 In short, it appears that

there have been two millions of persons murdered in France, since it has called

itself a republic, among whom are reckoned two hundred and fifty thousand

women, two hundred and thirty thousand children (besides those murdered in the

womb), and twenty-four thousand Christian priests!




And is

there, can there be a faction in America so cruel, so bloody-minded, as to wish

to see these scenes repeated in their own, or any other country? If there be,

Great God! do thou mete to them, ten-fold, the measure they would mete to

others; inflict on them every curse of which human nature is susceptible; hurl

on them thy reddest thunder-bolts; sweep the sanguinary race from the face of

the creation!




 




AN ACCOUNT OF SOME RECENT FEATS

PERFORMED BY THE FRENCHIFIED CITIZENS OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA.




 




If such,

then, are the principles of those men called Democrats, ought not every good

man in this country to be very cautious how he gives them the least

countenance? Ought he not to follow them in all their actions with an attentive

eye, and let slip no opportunity of exposing their ambitious and destructive

designs? For my part, I by no means desire to assume the dubious name of

patriot; what I am doing, I conceive to be my duty; which consideration, as it

will justify the undertaking, will in some measure apologize for the want of

abilities that may appear in the execution.




Upon a

view of the horrible revolution that at present agitates the world, we perceive

that though the grand object of the democrats has been every where the same,

yet their pretended motives have varied with their situation. In America, where

the Federal Ref 024 Constitution had just been put in movement, and

had begun to extend its beneficent effects, it was impossible to talk of

reformation; at least it was impossible to make the people believe that it was

necessary. The well-known wisdom and integrity and the eminent services of the

President, Ref 025 had engraven such an indelible attachment for his

person on the hearts of Americans, that his reputation or his measures could be

touched but with a very delicate hand. A plan of indirect operations was

therefore fixed upon; and it must be allowed, that, by the help of a foreign

agent, it was not badly combined. The outlines of this plan were to extol to

the skies every act of the boxing legislators of France; to dazzle those who

have nothing with the sublime system of “equality;” to make occasional

reflections on the resemblance between this government and that of Great

Britain; to condemn the British laws (and consequently our own at the same

time) as aristocratic, and from thence to insinuate that “something yet

remained to be done;” and finally, to throw a veil over the insults and

injuries received from France, represent all the actions of Great Britain in

the most odious light, plunge us into a war with the latter, put us under the

tutelage of the former, and recall the glorious times of violence and plunder.

Thanks to Government; thanks to the steady conduct of the executive power, this

abominable plan has been disconcerted; the phalanx has been broken; but it is

nevertheless prudent to pursue the scattered remains, draw them from their

caballing assemblies, and stretch them on the rack of public contempt. Ref

026




I do not

know whether there were any of the United Irishmen, or their retainers, at the

last St. Patrick’s feast, in this city; but I know that they drank to the

memory of “Brutus and Franklin (a pretty couple), to the Society of the United

Irishmen, to the French, and to their speedy arrival in Ireland.” After this, I

think it would be cruel to doubt of the patriotism of the United Irishmen, and

their attachment to the British constitution.




In these

toasting times it would have been something wonderful if the sans culottes in

America had neglected to celebrate the taking of Amsterdam by their brethren in

France. I believe from my soul there have been more cannons fired here in the

celebration of this conquest, than the French fired in achieving it. I think I

have counted twenty-two grand civic festivals, fifty-one of an inferior order,

and one hundred and ninety-three public dinners; at all which, I imagine, there

might be nearly thirty thousand people; and as twenty thousand of them, or

thereabouts, must have been married men, it is reasonable to suppose that

eighteen or nineteen thousand women with their children were at home wanting

bread, while their husbands were getting drunk at a civic feast.




There is

in general such a sameness in those feasts, that it would be tiring the reader

to describe them; and it would, besides, be anticipating what I intend to treat

more at large, as soon as my materials for the purpose are collected. The grand

civic festival at Reading (Massachusetts), however, deserves a particular

mention, as it approaches nearer to a real French civic feast than any thing I

have yet heard of in this country.




“The day

was ushered in by the ringing of the bells, and a salute of fifteen discharges

from a field-piece. The American flag waved in the wind, and the flag of France

over the British in inverted order. At noon a large number of respectable

citizens assembled at citizen Rayner’s, and partook of an elegant

entertainment—after dinner Captain Emerson’s military company in uniform assembled,

and escorted the citizens” (to the grog-shop, I suppose, you think?) “to the

meeting-house!! where an address, pertinent to the occasion, was delivered by

the Reverend citizen Prentiss, and united prayers and praises were offered to

God, and several hymns and anthems were well sung; after which they returned in

procession to citizen Rayner’s, when three farmers with their frocks and

utensils, and with a tree on their shoulders, were escorted by the military

company, formed in a hollow square, to the common, where the tree was planted

in form, as an emblem of freedom, and the Marseillois hymn was sung by a choir

within a circle round the tree. Major Bondman, by request, superintended the

business of the day, and directed the manœuvres.”




These

manœuvres were very curious to be sure, particularly that of the Reverend

citizen Prentiss, putting up a long snuffing prayer for the successes of the

French atheists! A pretty minister truly! There was nothing wanted to complete

this feast but to burn the Bible, and massacre the honest inhabitants of the

town. And are these the children of those men who fled from their native

country to a desert, rather than deviate from what they conceived to be the

true principles of the gospel? Are they such men as Prentiss, to whom the

people of Massachusetts commit the education of their children and the care of

their own souls? God forgive me if I go too far, but I think I would as soon

commit my soul to the care of the devil.




Nor was

the Reverend citizen Prentiss the only one who took upon him to mock Heaven

with thanksgivings for the successes of the French sans culottes. From Boston

they write: “It was highly pleasing to republicans to hear some of our clergy

yesterday returning thanks to the Supreme Being for the successes of the good

sans culottes.” Yes, reader, some of the clergy of Boston put up thanksgivings

for what they imagined to be the successes of a set of impious wretches, who

have in the most solemn manner abolished the religion these very clergymen

profess, who have declared Christianity to be a farce, and its Founder an

infamous impostor, and who have represented the doctrine of the immortality of

the soul as a mere cheat, contrived by artful priests to enslave mankind. There

is but too much reason to fear that many of those whose duty it is to stand on

the watch-tower, whose duty it is to resist this pernicious doctrine, are among

the first to espouse it; but let the clergymen of Boston remember—




“That those whose impious hands are join’d




From Heaven the thunderbolt to wrest,




Shall, when their crimes are finished,

find,




That death is not eternal rest.”




But they

tell us that it is because the French are true republicans, that we ought to

applaud them. What a sarcasm on republicanism! As if fire and sword, prisons

and scaffolds, the destruction of cities, the abolition of all religious

worship, the inculcation of a doctrine which leads to every crime, stifles

remorse, and prevents a return to justice and humanity, were the

characteristics of a true republic. If it be so, we ought to blush to call

ourselves republicans.




Some of

the democratic tribe have cried aloud against me, for speaking of the Dutch and

French under the names of Nick Frog and the Baboon; but let them remember, that

while they talk about John Bull, I must, and will be permitted to keep up the

allegory, Ref 027 particularly at a time when it is become more

strikingly à-propos than ever. “Jupiter,” says the fable, “sent the frogs a log

of wood Ref 028 to reign over them; but a bull being let loose in

the pasture, and having trod the guts of a few of them out, they set up a

terrible outcry against the stupidity and negligence of king log. Jupiter tired

at last with their everlasting croakings, and determined to punish them for

their ingratitude to his anointed log, sent them a huge baboon that gobbled

them up by hundreds at a meal.”




Patriot

Paine, the heathen philosopher, has observed that republics never marry. There

is more humour than truth in this observation; for though one would imagine

that the name of sister which they give to each other would be an insuperable

bar to such an union, yet experience proves the contrary; for the French

republic does not only marry, but is guilty of polygamy. She has already

espoused the republic of Batavia (commonly called Holland), and the poor little

Geneva, and she is now swaggering about like a Jack wh—e with a couple of under

punks at her heels. She wanted to make love to the cheek of John Bull, but

John, beast as he is, had too much grace to be seduced by her. “No,” said John,

“you heathenish cannibal, I will not touch you; you reek with blood; get from

my sight, you stabbing strumpet!” John was half right; for she is indeed a

cruel spouse; something like the brazen image formerly made use of in Hungary, that

cracked the bones, and squeezed out the blood and guts of those who were

condemned to its embraces.




How

happy were we in escaping a marriage with a termagant like this! we were,

indeed, within an inch of it. Brissot and his crew sent out one of their citizens

Ref 029 (who had been employed with so much success in negotiating

the marriage with Geneva) to marry us by proxy, and the democrats were

beginning to sing “Come haste to the wedding,” when the president, who had not

burnt his bible, saw that the laws of consanguinity did not allow of a marriage

between two sisters, and therefore, like a good old father of his country, he

peremptorily forbad the bans. Heavens bless him for it! if he had not done

this, we might long ago have seen the citizen inviting the Congress, as

Pichegru does the Dutch assembly, to send him five hundred oxen for breakfast.

He had already begun to scamper about our streets with his sans culottes

dragoons (among whom, be it remembered, some of our democrats were base enough

to enrol themselves), and he would by this time, perhaps, have ordered us, and

not without reason, to call Philadelphia, Commune Affranchie.




The

Convention, finding that we were not to be won by this boorish kind of

courtship, began to send us billets-doux to soothe us into compliance. Among

these, that which invites us to change our weights and measures Ref 030

is remarkable enough to merit a particular notice. A citizen somebody had been

to measure the terrestrial arc contained between Dunkirk and Barcelona, from

which operation it appeared that we ought (at the invitation of the French) to

divide our pound into ten ounces, our gallon into ten quarts, our day into ten

hours, our quadrant into a hundred degrees, &c. &c. &c., just like

Hudibras,




“For he by geometric scale




Could take the size of pots of ale,




And tell by sines and tangents straight,




If bread and butter wanted weight.”




This

communication was a sort of a present by way of breaking the ice; artful

gallants begin with trifles—a handkerchief, a ring, any bauble marked with the

lover’s name, paves the way in affairs of love. If we had set about making the

alterations, which we were invited to make, we should, undoubtedly, have been

invited to divide our year according to the decadery calendar, abolish Christianity,

and punish with death those who should have dared to worship “the ci-devant

God.” I almost wonder that these generous enlighteners of the world, these

generous encouragers of the arts and sciences, had not sent us, along with the

models of weights and measures, models of their lantern-posts and guillotines. They

talk about their nautical discoveries, why had they not sent us, then, a model

of their drowning-boats, by which fifty women and children were sent to the

bottom at a time? They might also have obliged us with an essay on the method

of making bread, without taking the bran out of the flour; and how well pleased

must the Congress have been with a treatise on legislative boxing! Ref 031

But, as the French have all the honour of these discoveries, so, I suppose,

they mean to have all the profit too; and God punish the villain that would

wish to rob them of it, I say.




The

Convention, in this communication, resemble Jack in the Tale of a Tub: “Flay,

pull, tear all off,” say they, “let not a single stitch of the livery of that

d——d rogue, John Bull, remain.” The Congress, however, have thought proper to

imitate the phlegmatic good-nature of Brother Martin. “Steady, boys, steady,”

said they one to another; “those fellows, there, are got keel uppermost, and

they want to see us in the same plight.” I would have given a trifle for a view

of the senators when they received this ten-ounces-to-the-pound proposal; the

gravity of a senator surpasses what I conceived of it, if they did not run a

risk of bursting their sides. The notice they have taken of it will, I hope,

prevent like invitations for the future; and convince the French that our

Congress is not an assembly




“Where quicks and quirks, in dull debates,




Dispute on maximums and weights,




And cut the land in squares;




Making king mob gulp down the cheat,




And singling for themselves the wheat,




Leave for the herd the tares.”




I do not

know whether the French are irritated at our sang froid, or at our consulting

our interests with other nations, or how it is, but certainly they begin to

show their good-will to us in a very odd manner. Their depredations on our

commerce have already surpassed those of the English. One captain writes, “I

have been robbed by them; they have broken open my trunks, and took my all.” Another

says: “They have called me a damned Anglo-American, beat me, and thrown me into

prison.” Another says: “They have kept me here these four months; they do what

they please with my cargo; and the Lord knows what will become of me!” Another

petitions the sans culotte general, and concludes with, “your petitioner shall

ever pray!”—And is this all? Do they now talk of these things with the humility

of slaves? No, execrations! Have they emptied their galls on the English? Is

there not one curse, one poor spiteful curse, left for the sans culottes? Ye

Gods! how men are sometimes ice and sometimes fire! When the English took our

vessels, what patriot bosom did not burn with rage? There was nothing talked of

but vengeance, war, and confiscation. Ref 032 Where is now all this

“republican ardour,” where are all those young men who “burnt for an

opportunity to defend the liberty, rights, and property of their country?”

Where are all those courageous captains who entered into an association to

oblige the government to declare war? Are they dead? do they sleep? or are they

gone with their chief, Barney, to fight, like Swisses, for the French

Convention? Last year, about this time, nothing was to be heard but their

malicious left-handed complaints; a rough word or a wry look was thought

sufficient to rouse the whole Union to revenge the insults they received on the

high seas. They now seem as insensible to every insult as the images at the

head of their vessels; submit to their fate with Christian resignation, with, “Lord

have mercy upon us,” and, “your petitioners will ever pray!”




If any

one wants to be convinced that the democratic outcry about the British

depredations was intended to plunge us into war and misery, let him look at

their conduct at the present moment. An Envoy Ref 033 Extraordinary

was sent to England to demand restitution, which has not only been granted, but

a long wished-for commercial treaty has also been negotiated. One would think

that this would satisfy all parties; one would think that this would even shut

the mouths of the democrats;—but no; this is all wrong, and they are beginning

to tear the treaty to pieces, before they know any thing about it; they have

condemned the whole, before they know any single article of it. They were

eternally abusing Mr. Pitt, because he kept aloof in the business; and, now he

has complied, they say that no such thing should ever have been thought of.

“What!” say they, “make a treaty with Great Britain!”—And why not, wiseacres?

Who would you make a treaty with, but those with whom you trade? You are afraid

of giving umbrage to France, eh? Is this language worthy an independent nation?

What is France to us, that our destiny is to be linked to hers? that we are not

to thrive because she is a bankrupt? She has no articles of utility to sell us,

nor will she have wherewith to pay us for what she buys. Great Britain, on the

contrary, is a ready-money customer; what she furnishes us is, in general, of

the first necessity, for which she gives us, besides, a long credit; hundreds

and thousands of fortunes are made in this country upon the bare credit given

by the merchants of Great Britain.




Think

not, reader, whatever advantages we are about to derive from the treaty with

Great Britain, that I wish to see such a marked partiality shown for that

nation, as has hitherto appeared for the French; such meannesses may be

overlooked in those despicable states that are content to roll as the

satellites of others, in a Batavia or Geneva, but in us it never can. No; let

us forget that it is owing to Great Britain that this country is not now an

uninhabited desert; that the land we possess was purchased from the aborigines

with the money of an Englishman; Ref 034 that his hands traced the

streets on which we walk. Let us forget from whom we are descended, and

persuade our children that we are the sons of the gods, or the accidental

offspring of the elements; Ref 035 let us forget the scalping knives

of the French, to which we were thirty years exposed; but let us never forget

that we are not Frenchmen.


















 




A LITTLE PLAIN ENGLISH,




Addressed

to the People of the United States, on the Treaty, and on the Conduct of the

President relative thereto, in answer to “the Letters of Franklin.”




Note by

the Editors.—In our selections from the “Bone to Gnaw,” the reader has seen

that its author’s object was, to deter the people of America from seeking an

alliance with France. In this pamphlet it was his object to reconcile them to

the Treaty of Amity and Commerce with England, which was conditionally ratified

on the 24th June, 1795, by the President Washington. The Federalists were in

favour of a treaty with England, and the Antifederalists wanted a treaty with

France: Washington was of the former party; but his Secretary of State

(Jefferson) was of the latter party. The French, through their Minister, Genet,

had made a proposal that France and America should join against England, and

that America should cease all commercial transactions with her. In accordance

with this, Jefferson made a report on commerce to Congress in the fall of 1793,

recommending the “burdening with duties, or excluding, such foreign

manufactures as we take in the greatest quantity; for such duties, having the

effect of indirect encouragement to domestic manufactures of the same kind, may

induce the manufacturer to come himself into these States.” He was thus, as far

as his office would allow him, thwarting the views of the President, but he was

answered by a member of Congress, who showed the folly of such a system, and

who showed, too, Jefferson’s inconsistency, by quoting his Notes on Virginia,

which contain this passage: “While we have land to labour, then, let us never

wish to see our citizens occupied, at a work-bench, or twirling the distaff.

Carpenters, masons, smiths, are wanting in husbandry: but, for the general

operation of manufactures, let our workshops remain in Europe. It is better to

carry provisions and materials to workmen there, than bring them to the

provisions and materials, and with them their manners and principles.”—Notes on

V. Query XIX. The report was evidently aimed at England; and, to make this

clear, Madison, Jefferson’s bosom friend, in January 1794, moved a string of

resolutions, proposing to follow it up, by imposing a higher scale of duties on

leather, hard-ware, cottons, wool, and other articles, which were those then

imported from England. The resolutions were negatived; but they were more than

suspected to be Jefferson’s, and, in the intercepted dispatch from the French

Minister, Fauchrt, alluded to in the preface to this work as bringing to light

the treachery of Randolph, he says that they were Jefferson’s. The dispute

between the English and French parties had now (1794) become, not warm, but

hot; the depredations of English privateers and cruisers on the vessels of

Americans, were made the stalking-horse of the friends of France; and, on the

27th March, 1794, Mr. Dayton moved a resolution, that “all debts due from

citizens of the United States, to the subjects of the king of Great Britain

should be sequestered.” It was carried by the Lower House, but rejected by the

Senate; and now, Jefferson, finding himself in a cabinet to which he was so

much opposed, and against which he was even working, retired to his estate in

Virginia; but, before doing so, he recommended Randolph to Washington as his

successor (see Jefferson’s Life, vol. 4, p. 506). Washington attempted to stem

the tide, by desiring his new Secretary to lay before Congress a report of the

depredations committed by England, France, Spain and Holland, on American

commerce, and, though it appeared that France had committed the greatest, still

the French party moved onward; the President was abused as a traitor to his

country, and a Mr. Clarke moved a resolution in the Lower House for suspending

all commerce with England. While the resolution was debating, Washington, by

advice of the Senate, sent Jay (Chief Justice) off to England to negotiate this

famous treaty. The Lower House passed Clarke’s resolution, but the Senate

rejected it; the storm thickened—but enough of this has been seen in the “Bone

to Gnaw.” When the treaty arrived in America, the friends of France fell upon

it and its makers, and we now see that Jefferson, in retirement, launched his

execrations on it in letters to his correspondents: in one he thus invokes

Madison’s pen to put down the writers on the English side—“for God’s sake take

up your pen, and give a fundamental reply to Curtius and Camillus” (Life and

Correspondence, vol. 3, p. 322); and, in a letter to Rutledge, he says, “I join

you in thinking the Treaty an execrable thing. I trust the popular branch of

our legislature will disapprove of it, and thus rid us of this infamous act,

which is really nothing more than a treaty of alliance between England and the

Anglomen of this country” (Life &c. vol. 3, p. 323). The following

pamphlet, then, is an answer to one supposed to be written by Mr. Dallas,

Secretary of the State of Pennsylvania, but published under the assumed name of

Franklin. It is a defence of the treaty, of Mr. Jay, and of the President. It

is one of the best in the works of “Porcupine,” and, therefore, as well as that

it shows the objects that the writer had in view, we place it in these

selections, observing, that it was an account of writings in this manner and at

so critical a juncture, that Mr. Windham, some years after (Debate 5th Aug.

1803), said in the House of Commons, in answer to an attack on Mr. Cobbett by

Mr. Sheridan: “Before I had the pleasure to know him personally, I admired the

conduct which he pursued through a most trying crisis in America; where, by his

own unaided exertions, he rendered his country services that entitle him to a

statue of gold.”




A treaty

of amity, commerce, and navigation, with Great Britain, is a thing which has

been so long and so ardently desired on your part, and so often solicited by

your government, that one cannot help being astonished that even the

democratic, or French, faction should have the temerity to raise a cry against

it, now it is brought so near a conclusion. It is true this perverse faction is

extremely contemptible, as to the property they possess, and the real weight

they have in the community; and their dissatisfaction, which is sure to

accompany every measure of the Federal Government, is a pretty certain sign of

the general approbation of those who may be properly called the people: but it

must be acknowledged at the same time, that they have for partisans almost the

whole of that description of persons, who, among us royalists, are generally

designated by the name of mob.




The

letters of Franklin are a string of philippics against Great Britain and the

executive of the United States. They do not form a regular series, in which the

subject is treated in continuation: the first seems to be the overflowings of

passion bordering on insanity, and each succeeding one the fruit of a relapse.

To follow the author step by step through such a jumble, would be to produce

the same kind of disgust in you as I myself have experienced; I shall therefore

deviate from the order, or rather disorder, which Franklin has found it

convenient to employ, and endeavour to bring the subject before you in a less

complicated point of view.




The

censure of Franklin has three principal objects; the treating with Great

Britain at all, the terms of the treaty, and the conduct of the President

relative to the negotiation.




I. He

asserts, that to form a commercial treaty with Great Britain is a step, at once

unnecessary, impolitic, dangerous and dishonourable.




II.

That, if forming a treaty with Great Britain were consistent with sound policy,

the terms of the present treaty are disadvantageous, humiliating and

disgraceful to the United States.




III.

That supposing the terms of the treaty to be what every good American ought to

approve, yet the conduct of the President, relative to the negotiation and

promulgation of it, has been highly improper, and even monarchical, and for

which he deserves to be impeached.




If

Franklin has made out any one of these assertions; if he has proved, that to

treat with Great Britain is unnecessary, impolitic, dangerous and

dishonourable, that the terms of the present treaty are disadvantageous,

humiliating and disgraceful, or that the President has pursued a conduct in the

negotiation for which he deserves to be impeached, you will all do well to join

the remonstrating throng, that are now hunting the President to his retreat at

Mount Vernon; but if he has proved none of these; if all that he has said on

the subject be mere cavilling and abuse, scolding, reviling, and execrating; if

he be every where detected of misrepresentation, inconsistency, and flat

contradiction; if, in short, it appears, that his ultimate object is to stir up

the unwary to an indecent and even violent opposition against the Federal

Government, then, if you consult your own interests, you will be upon your

guard, and weigh well the consequences, before you determine on such an

opposition.




I.

Franklin asserts, that to form a commercial treaty with Great Britain is a

step, at once unnecessary, impolitic, dangerous and dishonourable.




1. It is

unnecessary, because “commercial treaties are an artificial means to obtain a

natural end. They are the swathing bands of commerce, that impede the free

operations of nature.” This will not detain us long; it is one of those

chimerical notions that so well characterize the Parisian school. Nobody but a

set of philosophical politicians ever imagined the plan of opening all the

ports in the world to all the vessels in the world, “of interweaving and

confounding the interests of all nations, of forming the inhabitants of the

earth into one vast republic, of rendering the whole family of mankind

enlightened, free and happy.” When this plan shall be put in execution with

success, I will allow that commercial treaties are unnecessary, but, till then,

I must contend for the contrary.




“The two

countries,” says Franklin, “if necessary in their products to each other, will

seek an intercourse.” This is all I wanted him to admit, to prove that an

exchange of commodities between our countries is necessary; for that they have

sought an intercourse with each other, and that they do now seek that

intercourse more than ever, is most certain; so much so with respect to this

country, that about one-half of her exports are now made to Great Britain and

her dominions. But, says he, “this exchange ought to be left to itself; for the

commerce of nations ought to be like the trade between individuals, who deal

with those who give them the best treatment, and the best bargains.” I

subscribe to the justice of the latter part of this remark with all my heart;

nothing could be more convenient for my purpose; for if nations, like

individuals, trade with those who treat them best, and give them the best

bargains, how much better treatment and better bargains must you receive from

Great Britain than from other nations, when you purchase from her three times

as much as from all the rest of the world put together? But, that this

extensive exchange, however necessary to both parties, should be left to regulate

itself, I cannot believe; for, keeping up the comparison, the commerce of

nations being like the trade between individuals, it will ever be found, I

believe, that treaties are as necessary to a continuance of good understanding

in the former as written contracts are in the latter.




An

observation presents itself here, which must not be omitted. Franklin objects

to forming a treaty with Great Britain, because, says he, “She is famed for

perfidy and double dealing, her polar star is interest, artifice with her is a

substitute for nature, &c. &c.” God knows if all this, and much more

that he has said, be true; but, if it be, I am sure it makes strongly for a

treaty, in place of against one; for proceeding still upon his own comparison,

“that commerce between nations is like trade between individuals,” certainly no

individual would ever think of dealing to any amount with a person famed for

perfidy and double dealing, without binding him down by written articles.




Out of

this observation grows another of not less importance. Franklin has taken an

infinite deal of pains to persuade you that the President should have formed a

treaty with France instead of Great Britain! Your commerce with France, even in

the fairest days of her prosperity, never amounted to more than a fifth part of

your commerce with Great Britain; and, if what Franklin says be true, France is

the most magnanimous, generous, just, honourable, (humane!) rich, and powerful

nation upon the earth; and can you then want a written bargain with France, when

a mere trifle is the object, and none with Great Britain, when half you have is

at stake? Shall it be said that you distrust France, that honourable, that rich

nation? that you bind her down with “hard biting laws,” while you admit Great

Britain, “whose days,” Franklin assures you, “are numbered,” to a kind of

family intercourse, where the bands of affection are supposed to supply the

place of law?




Franklin

incautiously acknowledges, “that you repeatedly solicited a commercial treaty

with Great Britain,” and this is very true. The first question put to Mr.

Hammond, Ref 036 on his arrival here, was to know, if he was

authorized to treat on that subject. This was also the ostensible object of Mr.

Madison’s famous resolutions. “To force the nations of Europe, and particularly

Great Britain, to enter into commercial treaties with you.” The words, nations

of Europe, were afterwards changed for Great Britain. These resolutions were a

long time and are still a favourite theme of panegyric among the French faction;

all the democratic societies in the Union have passed resolves in approbation

of them; they have been toasted at every patriotic dinner, every civic feast,

and even our Franklin himself sings forth their praises. How comes it then,

that all these people now deprecate the idea of making a treaty with Great

Britain? This will be no longer a secret, when patriot Madison’s real object is

known, and to know this you have only to compare his resolutions with a passage

in citizen Genet’s instructions. The fact is, patriot Madison had no such thing

as a treaty in view; nothing on earth was further from his wishes. War was his

object; but this he could not propose in direct terms, and therefore, he

proposed such restrictions on the British commerce, as he was sure, if adopted,

would produce a war. He failed, and Great Britain, in consenting to what he

pretended was the object of his resolutions, and the President and Senate in

ratifying it, are now loaded with the execrations of all his partisans. But

what must be the patriot’s remorse? What will he be able to say against

treating with a nation, whom he wished to force to a treaty with you?




2nd.

Treaties are impolitic, because they lead to war; and, consequently a treaty

with Great Britain is exceptionable on that account. This is another idea

borrowed from the legislators of your sister republic, and surely it is not,

for that reason, less whimsical. “Treaties lead to war,” says Franklin, “and

war is the bane of republican government.” Treaties of alliance offensive and

defensive lead to war, it is their object; but how treaties of amity, commerce

and navigation, can lead to war; how a treaty like that under consideration,

made expressly to terminate all differences in an amicable manner, to produce

satisfaction and good understanding, to establish universal peace and true

friendship between the parties, how a treaty like this can lead to war, is to

me inconceivable. With just as much reason might it be said, that treaties of

peace lead to war, that independence leads to subjugation, that liberty leads

to slavery, and that good leads to evil.




“Treaties,”

says our demagogue, “are like partnerships, they establish intimacies, which

sometimes end in profligacy, and sometimes in ruin and bankruptcy, distrust,

strife and quarrel;” and then on he goes with an abusive apostrophe (which

decency prevents me from copying here) inferring that you ought, on this

account, to avoid a connection, as he terms it, with Great Britain. This

comparison is not so good as the last we quoted; treaties of amity and commerce

do not at all resemble partnerships. “The commerce of nations is like trade

between individuals;” but commercial treaties resemble contracts between

individuals of separate interests, and not co-partnerships. A co-partnership implies

an union of interests, a participation in profits and losses, in debts and

credits. Are any of these understood by a commercial treaty? Assuredly not. In

a commercial treaty two nations say: On these terms we will buy and sell, of

and to each other. Had you made a treaty with Great Britain to club your

merchandise and revenues, and to carry on trade under the firm of Madam Britain

and Miss America, such a treaty would, indeed, have resembled a partnership,

and would very probably have been attended with all the inconveniences stated

by Franklin; but commercial treaties are, I repeat it, among nations what

written bargains are among individuals, and the former have exactly the same

tendency as the latter, that is, to render mistakes, disputes, and quarrels,

less frequent.




But,

however, even if treaties do lead to war, it is rather surprising to hear

Franklin object to them on that account, when one-third part of his book is

taken up with invectives against the President for not forming a treaty with France,

the direct object of which was your taking a part with her in the present war.

“The treaty proposed by citizen Genet,” says he, “was a treaty on liberal and

equitable principles.” What were these liberal principles now? Citizen Genet

came forward with an offer to treat, which offer, it must be confessed,

contained no express desire of involving you in a war; but what were the

citizen’s private instructions concerning this treaty? For it is from these

that you are to judge, and not from the contents of a mere complimentary

letter. What were they then?




“Citizen

Genet,” says the Executive Council, “shall open a negotiation, which may become

a national agreement in which two great people shall suspend their commercial

and political interest, to befriend the empire of liberty, wherever it can be

embraced. Such a pact, which the people of France will support with all the

energy that distinguishes them, will quickly contribute to the general

emancipation of the New World. But should the American administration adopt a

wavering conduct, the executive council charges him, in expectation that the

American government will finally determine to make a common cause with us, to

take such steps as will appear to him exigencies may require, to serve the

cause of liberty and the freedom of the people. The guarantee of our West India

islands shall form an essential clause in the new treaty which will be

proposed: the executive council, in consequence, recommend to citizen Genet to

sound early the disposition of the American government, and to make it a sine

qua non of their free commerce to those islands, so essential to the United

States.”




Here

then are the “liberal principles,” so much boasted of by the partisans of

France! A treaty on these principles is what Franklin would have approved of.

For not forming a treaty on these principles he loads your President with

abuse, while he declares, that his objection to treaties, is “they lead to war,

and war is the bane of republican government!” A demagogue, like a liar, should

have a good memory.




3rd. To

form a treaty of commerce with Great Britain is dangerous, he says, because “it

is forming a connection with a monarch, and the introduction of the fashions,

forms, and precedents of monarchical governments, has ever accelerated the

destruction of republics.” To suppose this man in earnest would be to believe

him guided by something below even the imbecility of a frenchified republican.

It would be to suppose him almost upon a level with a member from the

southward, who gave his vote against a law, merely because it appeared to him

to be of monarchical origin, while at the same moment he represented a state, Ref

037 whose declaration of rights says: “The good people are entitled to

the common law of England, and the trial by jury, according to the course of

that law, and to the benefit of such of the English statutes as existed at the

time of their emigration, and which, by experience, have been found applicable

to their local and other circumstances, and of such others as have been since

made in England, or Great Britain, and have been introduced here, &c.” Can

the people who have been so careful in preventing their future rulers from

depriving them of the benefit of the laws of England, who look upon the being

governed by those laws as the most inestimable of their rights, be afraid of

introducing among them the fashions, forms, and precedents of England? Can it

be possible, that they are afraid of introducing among them what they already

possess, and what they declare they will never part with?




It is

not my object to intrude on you my opinion of the fashions, forms and

precedents, as Franklin calls them, of the British Government; they may be

better or they may be worse than other governments; but be they what they may,

they are nearly the same as your own, and they are the only ones ever adopted

by any nation on earth to which yours bear the most distant resemblance;

therefore, admitting, for a moment, what Franklin says to be true, “that you

should make treaties with no nation whose fashions and forms are different from

your own,” it follows of course, that, if you ought not on this account to make

treaties with Great Britain, you ought to do it with no nation in the world.




But this

would not suit the purpose of Franklin, who, at the same time that he

reprobates the idea of making a treaty with Great Britain, inculcates the

propriety and even necessity of making one with France. “If foreign connections

are to be formed,” says he, “they ought to be made with nations whose influence

and example would not poison the fountain of liberty, and circulate the

deleterious streams to the destruction of the rich harvest of our

revolution—tell me your company, and I will tell you who you are.” And then he

tells us, that “there is not a nation in Europe, with an established

government, whose example should be our imitation, but that France is our

natural ally; that she has a government congenial with our own, and that there

can be no hazard of introducing from her, principles and practices repugnant to

freedom.” Take care what you are about, Mr. Franklin! If there be none of the

established governments in Europe congenial to your own, the inevitable

conclusion is, that neither you nor your sister republic have an established

government! Do you begin to perceive the fatal effects of your want of memory?




But, are

you governed by an assembly of ignorant caballing legislators? An assembly of

Neros, whose pastime is murder, who have defied the God of Heaven, and, in

idea, have snatched the thunder from his hand to hurl it on a crouching people?

And do you resemble the republican French? Have you cast off the very semblance

of virtue and religion? Do you indeed resemble those men of blood, those

profligate infidels, who, uniting the frivolity of the monkey to the ferocity

of the tiger, can go dancing to the gallows, or butchering their relations to

the air of ah! ca ira? If you do, you have not much to fear from the

introduction of the fashions, forms, and precedents of other nations.




Another

source of danger, that Franklin has had the sagacity to discover in treating

with Great Britain, is, that she “meditates your subjugation, and a treaty will

give her a footing amongst you which she had not before, and facilitate her

plans.” The executive council of France ordered citizen Genet to tell you

something of this sort, in order to induce you to embark in the war for the

liberty and happiness of mankind. “In this situation of affairs,” says the

executive council, “when the military preparations in Great Britain become

every day more serious, we ought to excite, by all possible means, the zeal of

the Americans, who are as much interested as ourselves in disconcerting the

destructive projects of George III., in which they are probably an object.” I

beseech you to pay attention to this passage of the instructions. When military

preparations were making against France, she wanted your aid, and so the good

citizen was ordered to tell you that you were the object of those preparations.

The citizen was ordered to tell you a falsehood; for the war has now continued

three years, and George III. has not made the least attempt against your

independence.




You have

the surest of all guarantees that Great Britain will never attempt any thing

against your independence, her interest. I agree with Franklin, that “her

interest is the main-spring of all her actions, and that, had not her interest

been implicated, the commercial relation between you and her would long since

have been destroyed.” Her interest will ever dictate to her to keep up that

relation, and certainly making an attempt on your independence is not the way

to do that; for, as to her succeeding in such an attempt, I think every

American will look on that as impossible. The idea of your “again becoming

colonies of Great Britain,” may be excused in Franklin and the other

stipendiaries of the French republic; but an American, who holds the good of

his country in higher estimation than a bundle of assignats, and who entertains

such a disgraceful belief, must have the head of an idiot and the heart of a

coward.




Besides,

has not our demagogue himself given a very good reason for your having nothing

to apprehend from Great Britain? “Happily for this country,” says he, “the days

of that corrupt monarchy are numbered; for already has the impetuous valour of

our insulted French brethren rushed like a torrent upon the Dutch Provinces,

and swept away the dykes of aristocracy. Perhaps Heaven will direct their next

steps to Great Britain itself, and by one decisive stroke, relieve the world

from the miseries which that corrupt government has too long entailed upon

mankind.” I shall not stop here to prove, that it was not an act of a corrupt

government to frame such laws, as the people of these states have bound their

rulers never to depart from; nor have I time to prove, that peopling the United

States, changing an uncouth wilderness into an extensive and flourishing

empire, in little more than a century, was not entailing miseries upon mankind.

I hasten to my subject; and, I think, I need take no great deal of pains to

prove to you, that, if Great Britain be in the situation in which Franklin has

described her, you have very little to fear from her. A nation whose “days are

numbered,” and particularly who is in continual expectation of a domiciliary

visit from the French, is rather to be pitied than feared.




And yet

this same Franklin, who tells you that the “days of Great Britain are numbered,

that she is upon the point of annihilation, and that nothing can save her but

repentance in sackcloth and ashes;” this same Franklin who says all this, and

much more to the same purpose; this same Franklin winds up almost every one of

his letters in declaring, that you have every thing to fear from her, and that

nothing on earth can save you but France! “That gallant nation, whose proffers

we have neglected, is the sheet-anchor who sustains our hopes, and should her

glorious exertions be incompetent to the great object she has in view, we have

little to flatter ourselves with from the faith, honour, or justice of Great

Britain. The nation on whom our political existence depends we have treated

with indifference bordering on contempt.—Citizens, your only security depends

upon France, and by the conduct of your government, that security has become

precarious.” Now before I go any further, I shall bring another sentence from

Franklin, which will certainly give you a favourable idea of the veracity and

consistency of that demagogue. “Insulated as we are, not an enemy near to

excite apprehension, and our products such as are indispensable, we need

neither the countenance of other countries, nor their support!” What, no enemy

near to excite apprehension, no need of support, and yet “France is the

sheet-anchor of your hopes!” and yet “your political existence depends upon

her,” and yet, because your government has refused to make a common cause with

her, “your security has become precarious:” To a hireling writer nothing is so

necessary as memory.




If Great

Britain had really been so foolish as to form a design upon your independence,

and your political existence had depended upon France, it would, I believe,

have been at an end long before this time. Citizen Genet was ordered to promise

you, that his country would “send to the American ports a sufficient force to

put them beyond insult;” but, if they had defended your possessions no better

than they have their own, they would have brought you into a poor plight. If

the fleet, they were so good as to offer you, had been no more successful than

the others they have sent out, it might as well have remained at home, blocked

up, as their fleets now are, and left you to the defence of your own

privateers. They have given but a poor sample of their protecting talents,

either at home or abroad. Letting two-thirds of their colonies be taken from

them, and making war upon the rest themselves, is not the way to convince me

that you would have been safe under their protection. Nobody but a madman would

ever commit his house to the care of a notorious incendiary.




Franklin

proceeds exactly in the manner of citizen Genet (of whom he is a pupil, as we

shall see by-and-by): First, he tells you that “Great Britain has contemplated

either your misery or subjugation, and that armaments were made to this end.”

Then he tells you that “France alone has saved you; that she is now fighting

your battles; that you owe her much; that she gave you independence, and that

she alone is able to preserve it to you.” After this, fearing that these

weighty considerations may not have the desired effect, he has recourse to the

last trick in the budget of a political mountebank, menaces. He tells you

dreadful tales about the resentment of France, and this he makes a third source

of danger in treating with Great Britain.




“The

conduct of the French republic,” says he, “towards us has been truly

magnanimous, and, in all probability, she would have made many sacrifices to

preserve us in a state of peace, if we had demeaned ourselves towards her with

becoming propriety; but can we calculate upon her attachment, when we have not

only slighted but insulted her? To enter into a treaty with Great Britain at

this moment, when we have evaded a treaty with France; to treat with an enemy

against whom France feels an implacable hatred, an enemy who has neglected no

means to desolate that country, and crimson it with blood, is certainly

insult.” Then on he goes to terrify you to death. “Citizens of America,” says

he, “sovereigns of a free country, your hostility to the French republic (in

making a treaty with Great Britain, he means) has lately been spoken of in the

National Convention, and a motion for an inquiry into it has been only

suspended from prudential motives.—The book of account may soon be opened

against you—what then, alas! will be your prospects?—To have your friendship

questioned by that nation, is, indeed, alarming!”—There spoke the Frenchman!

there broke forth the vanity of that vaunting republic!




The

above are certainly the most unfortunate expressions that ever poor demagogue

launched forth. What he has here said, completely destroys the position he

meant it to support. If you must be so cautious in your demeanour towards the

French republic, if you dare treat with no nation against whom she feels an

implacable hatred, if to treat with a nation that has endeavoured to desolate

that country, is to expose your conduct to an inquiry in the National

Convention; if to have your friendship questioned by that nation is an alarming

circumstance; if to refuse treating with her, when and how she pleases, is to

open the doomsday-book of account against you; if all this be so, I can see no

reason for apprehensions on account of your independence, for you are no more

than mere colonies of France. Your boasted revolution is no more than a change

of masters.




The fact

is, as you stand in no need of the protection of France, so you have no cause

to fear her resentment. She may grumble curses against you, but speak out she

will not. She dares not, she dares not make a second attempt to overturn your

Federal Government, by appealing from “the President to the Sovereign People.”

You are “the sheetanchor” of her hopes, and not she of yours. To you she clings

in her shipwrecked condition, to you her famished legions look for food, and to

you her little pop-gun fleets fly for shelter from the thundering foe. What

have you then to expect, what to fear from a nation like this? Nothing, alas!

but her insidious friendship.




4th.

Franklin asserts that it is dishonourable to treat with Great Britain;

“because,” says he, “her king is a tyrant that invaded our territory, and

carried on war against us.” He seems to have made a small mistake here; for, at

the time the king of Great Britain invaded your territory, it was his

territory, and you his loving subjects; at least, you all declared so. However,

without recalling circumstances, that can be of no use in the present

discussion, admitting all that has been said on this subject to be true; that

the fault was entirely on the side of Great Britain, that all her conduct was

marked with duplicity and cruelty, and all yours with frankness and humanity;

admitting all this, and that is admitting a great deal, yet, how long has it

become a principle in politics, that a nation, who has once done an injury to

another, is never after to be treated with upon a friendly footing? Is this a

maxim with any other State in the world? How many times have you seen France

and England, after the most bloody contests, enter into an amicable treaty of

commerce, for their mutual advantage? Have they not done so since the American

war? and will they not do so again as soon as the present war is over? Nay, has

not France very lately, unmindful of her promises and oaths, entered into a

treaty of amity, and almost alliance, with his Royal Majesty of Prussia, who

had invaded her territory, without having the least shadow of excuse for so

doing? Is it for you alone, then, to sacrifice your interest to your vengeance,

or rather to the vengeance of France? Are you to make everlasting hatred an

article of your political creed because she wills it?




To this

old grudge, Franklin adds some injuries recently received from Great Britain.

The first of these is her depredations on your commerce. To urge the

depredations on your commerce as a reason against treating, is to find fault

with a thing for being calculated to accomplish its object; by treating, you

have guarded against such depredations for the future, and have obtained a

compensation for the past. I shall enter more fully into this subject when I

come to speak of the terms of the treaty; at present it is necessary to speak

of the depredations, only as they render a treaty with Great Britain

dishonourable.




In the

first place, the injury does not appear to me to be of so outrageous a nature

as Franklin would persuade you it is. It was possible, at least, that the

orders of the British Court might be misunderstood of misconstrued. It is also

possible that great part of the vessels seized were really employed in a

commerce that would justify their seizure by the law of nations. Admitting,

however, that the British cruisers and Courts of Admiralty have done no more

than fulfil the intention of their king, and that none of your captured vessels

were employed in a contraband trade, yet I cannot allow that the depredations

committed on your trade is a sufficient reason, or, indeed, any reason at all,

for your not treating with the nation who has committed them. To maintain the

contrary, is to adopt that system of eternal irreconciliation which I shall

ever deprecate, and which militates against every principle of justice and

sound policy. The partisans of France, and Franklin among the rest, were for

demanding satisfaction in such a manner, that Great Britain, consistent with

her honour (for I must be excused for thinking she has some left), could not

grant it; but must not a treaty have been the consequence at last? Suppose they

had succeeded in plunging you into a war, that war itself must have ended in a

treaty, and a treaty much more dishonourable, perhaps, than the one now

negotiated; unless, indeed, their intention was to wage a bellum eternum, side

by side with their French brethren, till there should be no government left to

treat with. These people are always for violent measures; they wanted a

commercial treaty with Great Britain, but then she was to be “forced” into it;

and now again they wanted satisfaction, but it is not worth a farthing, because

no violence has been used to obtain it. They are of the taste of Swift’s “true

English dean that was hanged for a rape;” though they have all their hearts can

wish for, their depraved appetites render it loathsome, because it has been

yielded to them without a struggle.




But it

is, or ought to be, the opinion of Franklin himself, that depredations on your

commerce ought to be no bar to your treating with the nation who has committed

them; for he has exhausted himself to persuade you that a treaty ought to have

been made with France, and yet it is notorious that her depredations have very

far outstripped those of the British. Within the last five or six months the

French have seized upwards of two hundred of your vessels; some they have

confiscated, others they have released, after having taken their cargoes, and

others are yet in suspense. Many of these vessels have been seized in their own

ports, where they went in full confidence, and with the most upright

intentions. The mariners have been thrown into prison, where many of them now

are; the masters have been robbed, stripped, and beaten, by some of the vilest

wretches that ever existed. They have the insolence to call the American

masters, the caned captains, “les capitaines à coup de bàton.” Let Franklin

find you, if he can, an instance of an American ship being seized at sea by the

English, and burnt without further ceremony. These things the French have done,

and yet he would not think it dishonourable to enter into a treaty with them.




I know I

shall be told that the depredations of the French here mentioned have taken

place since the departure of Mr. Jay for Great Britain; we will then confine

ourselves to the depredations committed by the two nations at that epoch. And

here, luckily, we have not to depend upon rumour and newspaper report; we have

a sure guide, the report of the Secretary of the State to the President, which

was communicated to the Senate and House of Representatives on the 5th of

March, 1795.




“Against

the French it is urged: 1st, that their privateers harass our trade no less

than those of the British, 2nd, that two of their ships of war have committed

enormities on our vessels. 3rd, that their Courts of Admiralty are guilty of

equal oppression. 4th, that these points of accusation, which are common to the

French and British, the French have infringed the treaties between the United

States and them, by subjecting to seizure and condemnation our vessels trading

with their enemies in merchandise, which that treaty declares not to be

contraband, and under circumstances not forbidden by the law of nations. 5th,

that a very detrimental embargo has been laid on our vessels in French ports.

6th, that a contract with the French government for coin has been discharged in

depreciated assignats.”




If,

then, the French privateers had harassed your trade no less than those of the

British, if their ships of war also had committed enormities on your vessels,

if their Courts of Admiralty had been guilty of equal oppression, and if they

had, besides, infringed the treaty already existing between you, had embargoed

your vessels, and cheated your merchants by discharging a contract for cash in

depreciated assignats, what could you see in their conduct to invite you to a

treaty with them, whilst a treaty with Great Britain would, on account of the

depredations committed by her, be dishonourable?




On this

subject, Franklin takes occasion to introduce one of his conventional threats.

“As long,” says he, “as we kept up the farce, that the negotiation was designed

to produce an indemnity for the past and security for the future, so long did

France not complain; but now we have abandoned it to the same uncertainty as

before, and have favoured Great Britain at her expense, she cannot, she will

not be passive;” and then he says, “If France should act as our conduct merits,

she will not seize our vessels.” Without inquiring here what reason France can

have to complain about your not having obtained an indemnity for your losses;

without inquiring how your conduct merits her resentment, because you have

abandoned your commerce to the same uncertainty as before; without inquiring

what she ought to do, you have only to look at what she has done, and you have

no reason to fear that the treaty will increase her depredations. In short,

ever since the French found that your government was determined not to join

them in the war, they have neglected no opportunity of doing you mischief

whereever they could and dared to do it; and perhaps it is owing to the British

Freebooter (as Franklin calls Admiral Murray), that you are now blockaded up in

your ports. I know nothing of the British Admiral’s instructions; perhaps they

were no more favourable to you than those of the French Minister; but I think

you ought to feel a considerable obligation to him for having rid your coasts

and towns of the swarthy red-capped citizens that infested them.




With

respect to the charge against Great Britain and the Algerines, it is the most

whimpering, babyish complaint that ever disgraced the lips of manhood, and when

a member of the House of Representatives made mention of it, he deserved to

have his backside whipped. Great Britain, for her convenience, has, it seems,

employed her mediation, and prevailed on the Dey of Algiers to make an

arrangement with the court of Lisbon, which arrangement gives the Algerines an

opening into the Atlantic, where they take your vessels. This is unfortunate

for you; but how is it hostile towards you, on the part of Great Britain? How

is it letting the Algerines loose upon you? It is, indeed, letting them loose

upon the great ocean, where they may do what they can; but to call it letting

them loose on you, is mere childishness. One would think, to hear Franklin,

that Great Britain held the Algerines in a string, ready to let loose on

whomsoever she pleases. A clear proof that this is not the case is, she has not

yet let the Algerines loose on the French; a thing that she most certainly

would have done, if she could.




But, it

seems, Great Britain is not only to refrain from every act and deed that may

give the Algerines an opportunity of incommoding you; she is not only to

sacrifice her interest, and that of her allies, to yours; but she ought to take

an active part in your protection. A writer against the treaty expresses

himself thus: “Our negotiator has omitted to make any stipulation for the

protection and security of the commerce of the United States to Spain, Portugal,

and the Mediterranean, against the depredations of the Algerine and Barbary

corsairs, although he knew that this forms one of the most beneficial branches

of our trade.” Ref 038 This writer certainly forgot that you were

independent. He talks about Mr. Jay’s making this stipulation, just as if it

depended upon him alone. When he was about it, he might as well have stipulated

for Great Britain to protect you against all the nations in the world, as she

used to do formerly. And do you then stand in need of Great Britain to protect

you? Do you stand in need of the protection of this “ruined nation?” This

nation whom “nothing will save but repentance in sackcloth and ashes?” This

“insular Bastile of slaves?” Do you stand in need of them to protect you, “the

sovereigns of a free country?” Is it dishonourable to treat with Great Britain,

and yet is it honourable to accept of her protection? Prevaricating demagogues!

You accuse the envoy extraordinary of having made a humiliating treaty, while

you blame him for not having made you drink off the cup of humility to the very

dregs.




The

truth is, these depredations on your commerce by all the belligerent nations,

and by the Algerines, is what ought to surprise nobody; it is one of those

little rubs to which your situation naturally exposes you: independence, for

some years at least, is not a rose without a thorn. All that ought to surprise

you in contemplating this subject is, that France, to whom alone you give

shelter, for whose cause your good citizens have ever felt the most unbounded

enthusiasm, and for whose successes they have toasted themselves drunk and sung

themselves hoarse a thousand times, should stand foremost on the list of the

spoilers; and that notwithstanding this your patriots should insist upon a close

alliance with her, while they reprobate the treating with Great Britain as an

act at once unnecessary, impolitic, dangerous, and dishonourable.




Having

now gone through Franklin’s reasons for not treating with Great Britain, I

proceed to examine his objections to the terms of the treaty itself.




II.

Franklin asserts, that if forming a treaty with Great Britain were consistent

with sound policy, the terms of the present treaty are disadvantageous,

humiliating, and disgraceful to the United States.




This is

the place to observe, that the letters of Franklin were written before the

contents of the treaty were known. He introduces his subject in the following

words: “The treaty is said to be arrived, and as it will be of serious

consequence to us and to our posterity, we should analyze it before it becomes

the supreme law of the land.” That is to say, before it be known. “It will be

said,” continues he, “to be a hasty opinion which shall be advanced before the

treaty itself shall be before us; but when it shall be promulgated for our

consideration, it will have all the force of law about it, and it will then be

too late to detect its baneful effects.” Certainly no mortal ever heard

reasoning like this before; what a lame apology for an inflammatory

publication, intended to prepossess the rabble against the treaty!




It is

not my design to dwell upon every objection that has been started, either by

Franklin or the town-meeting; I shall content myself with answering those only

in which they discover an extraordinary degree of patriotic presumption or

dishonesty.




Art. I.

Says that there shall be peace and friendship between the two countries.




As

nobody but the French can have anything to say against this article, and as I

have already answered all that their emissary Franklin has said on the subject,

I look upon it as unexceptionable.




Art. II.

Stipulates, that the western posts shall be evacuated in June next; that in the

mean time the United States may extend their settlements to any part within the

boundary line as fixed at the peace, except within the precincts and

jurisdiction of the posts; that the settlers now within those precincts shall

continue to enjoy their property, and that they shall be at full liberty to

remain there, or remove; that such of them as shall continue to reside within

said boundary lines, shall not be compelled to become citizens of the United

States, but that they may do so if they think proper, and that they shall

declare their choice in one year after the evacuation of the forts, and that all

those who do not declare their choice during that time, are to be looked upon

as citizens of the United States.




The

citizens of the Boston-town meeting object to “this article, because it makes

no provision to indemnify the United States for the commercial and other losses

they have sustained, and the heavy expenses to which they have been subjected

in consequence of being kept out of possession for twelve years, in direct

violation of a treaty of peace.”




The good

citizens, before they talked about indemnity, should have been certain that

Great Britain was not justifiable in her detention of the western posts;

because, if it should appear that she was, to make a claim for indemnity would

be ridiculous.




By a

treaty of peace, Great Britain was to give up these posts, and by the same

treaty, the United States were to remove certain legal impediments to the

payment of British debts, that is to say, debts due to British merchants before

the war. These debts were to a heavy amount, and Great Britain had no other guarantee

for their payment than the posts. Your credit, at that time, was not in the

most flourishing state; and that the precaution of having a security was

prudent, on the part of Great Britain, the event has fully proved. Nobody

pretends that the impediments, above mentioned, are removed; nay, some of the

States, and even their members in Congress, aver that they ought not to be

removed; what right have you, then, to complain of the British for not giving

up the posts? Was the treaty to be binding on them only? If this be the case,

your language to Great Britain resembles that of Rousseau’s tyrant: “I make a

covenant with you, entirely at your expense and to my profit, which you shall

observe as long as it pleases me, and which I will observe as long as it

pleases myself.” This is not the way treaties are made now-a-days.




It is

said that the federal government has done all in its power to effect the

removal of the impediments, according to stipulation; but to this I answer,

that all in its power is not enough, if the impediments are not removed. Are

they removed, or are they not? is the only question Great Britain has to ask.

The States from which the debts are due, having enacted laws that counteract

those made by the general government, may be pleaded in justification of the

latter, in a domestic point of view; but every one must perceive, that it would

be childish in the extreme to urge it as an excuse for a failure towards

foreign nations. The very nature of a treaty implies a power in the contracting

parties to fulfil the stipulations therein contained, and, therefore, to fail

from inability is the same thing as to fail from inclination, and renders

retaliation, at least, just and necessary. Upon this principle, founded on

reason and the law of nations, Great Britain was certainly justifiable in her

detention of the western posts.




Another

objection, though not to be found in the resolutions of the Boston citizens,

deserves notice, “That the leaving British subjects in possession of their

lands &c. in the precincts of the forts, will be to establish a British

colony in the territory of the United States, &c.” Ref 039 This

is an objection that I never should have expected from the true republicans.

The treaty says that the settlers in those precincts shall have full liberty to

choose between being subjects of the King of Great Britain and citizens of the

United States: and can these republicans doubt which they will choose? Can they

possibly suppose that the inhabitants near the forts will not rejoice to

exchange the humiliating title of subject for the glorious one of citizen? Can

they, indeed, imagine that these degraded satellites of the tyrant George will

not be ready to expire with joy at the thought of becoming “sovereigns of a

free country?” Each individual of them will become a “prince and legislator” by

taking the oath of allegiance to the United States; is it not, then, sacrilege,

is it not to be a liberticide to imagine that they can hesitate in their

choice? How came these enlightened citizens to commit such a blunder? How came

they to suppose, that the people in the precincts of the forts were more

capable of distinguishing between sound and sense, between the shadow and the

substance, than they themselves are. Thousands of times have you been told that

the poor Canadians were terribly oppressed, that they were ripe for revolt,

that the militia had refused to do their duty, and, in short, that the United

States had nothing to do but to receive them. And now, when a handful of them

are likely to be left amongst you, you are afraid they will choose to remain

subjects to the king of Great Britain?




Art.

III. Stipulates for a free intercourse and commerce between the two parties, as

far as regards their territories in America. This commerce is to be carried on

upon principles perfectly reciprocal; but it is not to extend to commerce carried

on by water, below the highest ports of entry. The only reservation in this

article, is, the King of Great Britain does not admit the United States to

trade to the possessions belonging to the Hudson’s Bay Company.




To this

the citizens of Boston object: “because it admits British subjects to an equal

participation with our own citizens of the interior traffic of the United

States with the neighbouring Indians, through our whole territorial dominion;

while the advantages ostensibly reciprocated to our citizens, are limited both

in their nature and extent.”




The word

ostensibly is the only one of any weight in this objection. They could not say

that the advantages were not reciprocal, as stipulated for; they therefore

found out the word ostensible to supply the place of contradiction. The article

provides for advantages perfectly reciprocal, and to say that they are only

ostensibly so, is to say; the treaty says so, to be sure, but it does not mean

so. The fault then naturally falls upon the words, which say one thing and mean

another.




Art. IV.

Relates to a survey of a part of the Mississipi.




Art. V.

Relates to a survey of the River St. Croix.




It would

have been extremely hard, indeed, if these articles had not escaped censure. I

cannot, indeed, say that they have escaped it altogether; for, I have been

informed that the democratic society of Pennsylvania have declared that the

United States should be bounded by nothing but the sea. This, we may presume,

is in consequence of the intimation of the Executive Council of France, who

ordered citizen Genet to assure the Americans, that with their help, nothing

was easier than to finish the emancipation of the New World.




Art. VI.

Relates to debts due by citizens of the United States to British subjects, and

provides, “that by the operation of various lawful impediments since the peace,

not only the full recovery of the said debts has been delayed, but also the

value and security thereof have been, in several instances, impaired and

lessened, so that by the ordinary course of judicial proceedings, the British

creditors cannot now obtain, and actually have and receive full and adequate

compensation for the losses and damages which they have thereby sustained: It

is agreed, that in all such cases where full compensation for such losses and

damages cannot, for whatever reason, be actually obtained, had and received, by

the said creditors in the ordinary course of justice, the United States will

make full and complete compensation for the same to the said creditors.” Then

the article provides for the appointment of commissioners, who are to be

invested with full power to determine finally on the several claims. Two

commissioners are to be appointed by each party, and these four are to appoint

a fifth.—“Eighteen months from the day on which the commissioners shall form a

board, shall be assigned for receiving complaints and applications. And the

United States undertake to cause the sums so awarded to be paid in specie,

&c.”
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