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AVISION.

IN the far verge of Britain’s isle,
Captive, on a rocky steep,

I laid me down, and mus’d the while
Gazing o’er the silent deep.

Behind me lay that Iron land,
“ Where tyrants hold their gloomy sway ;

Oppos’d was Gallia’s glittering strand,
Where despots smile, and slaves look gay.

Westward, stretch’d the wat’ry waste,
That washes the Columbian shore,

And there, an emerald enchas’d,
That isle I’m doom’d to see no more.

Farewell ye scenes of smiling youth,
Where memory delights to rove :

Farewell ye friends, allied by truth,
By worth, by honor, to my love.

With wings of air, the ardent steed,
Darts from the goal—is lost to sight ;

More rapid is the arrow’s speed,
That can arrest the lapwing’s flight.

Swifter is sound to wound the ear ;
Yet where the angry bullet flies,

Long e’er the slow report draws near,
Fate’s work is sped—the victim dies.

But courser, arrow from the bow,
The unseen ball, nor beam of light,

Shot from the star of day can go,
So quick as magic FANCY’S flight.

The winds their hollow caverns rend,
The swelling waters burst their bounds ;

And fire for freedom will contend,
Against the weight of earthly mounds.

Yet all these elements combin’d,
To rack the globe, have no such force,

As the free quality of MIND,
From corp’ral bondage to divorce.



And I in momentary trance,
With fancy’s raptur’d eye could see.,

More in the compass of one glance,
Than in whole years when I was free.

For all at once, before mine eye,
A fancy form there did appear,

But whether issuing from the sky,
The earth, or sea, it was not clear.

With graceful step I saw her move,
I felt her charms my heart beguile ;

Soft as the breathing lute of love
Her voice—like the young morn her smile.

’Twas not that smile of venom’d dart,
Whose power above all soft controul,

Still wounds most deep the tenderest heart,
And kindles trouble in the soul.

She was not love and beauty’s queen,
But sister like, so fair, so bright ;

Less fire might in her eyes be seen,
But nothing less of beamy light.

Those Seraph eyes she fix’d on mine,
As she would read them thro’ and thro’ ;

Yet was their aspect so benign,
That I could dwell upon their view.

Is hopeless love she said thy care,
That here all silent and alone,

Thou seem’st to woo the vagrant air,
And to th’ unpitying waters moan ?

Or by the ruthless hand of fate,
Some friend or kindred hast thou lost,

Or been by destiny of late,
In fortune, or in honor, cross’d ?

Those days, bright nymph ! are past and gone
When I with love’s hot flame did burn ;

Long I have love’s soft empire known,
But happy love, and kind return.

And friends and kindred tho’ I’ve lost,
Whom my sad heart must ever mourn ;

Yet not for them, nor fortunes cross’d,
Here am I silent and forlorn.

Some foul ingratitude has then,
The current of thy spirits mov’d ;



For nothing grives the souls of men
Like base return from those they lov’d.

Or else some lingering disease,
Within thy frame deep-rooted lies ;

A vulture on the heart that preys,
Dire source of never ending sighs.

Ingratitude at times, to own.
Must be the fate of all that live ;

Yet friends of thrice tri’d faith I’ve known ;
The false I pity and forgive.

And though the hand of mortal pain,
Bows me beneath its wasting grief ;

Ne’er yet in lamentations vain,
Nor idle plaints, I sought relief.

Then for some dark and hidden crime,
Of which thy soul doth now relent ;

Thou hast been stricken in thy prime,
And doom’d to sorrow and repent !

Oh thou, than spring-time flowers more fair ;
More beauteous than the rosy morn ;

Whose breath embalms the circling air,
Why wast that breath in words of scorn ?

And were I stain’d with crimes so fell,
As silent thought could not endure ;

What power, deep art, or magic spell,
Hadst thou the sting of guilt to cure ?

Mine is that power, that magic spell,
To cheat the wretched of his pain,

The guilty from the verge of hell,
To raise to heaven, and light, again.

Then hie thee to those men of blood,
Whose crimes my innocence attest ;

Go bid them seek their country’s good,
And in that virtue yet be blest.

Say, in the verge of Britain’s isle,
A captive on a rocky steep,

Did lay him down, and muse the while,
Gazing o’er the sullen deep.

Who would not change one lonely hour
Of melancholy rapture there,

For all their ill-got wealth and power ;
Their abject thoughts, their guilty care.



And now I know thee nymph full sure,
For as when watery vapors rise,

Which heavn’s pure azure did obscure,
And dimm’d the beauties of the skies.

So memory which long had lain,
Envelop’d in obliviou's cloud,

Withdraws her misty veil again,
HOPE'S new-born image to unshroud.

It is even now the twentieth year,
Since watching for a favoring gale,

This cliff I sought—thou didst appear,
And cheat me with a flattering tale.

Oh ! ’twas a vision—fair and bright,
A dream my youthful sense that stole,

Thro’ fields of glory, paths of light,
And joys that thrill’d upon the soul.

Oh ! ’twas a vision—wildly sweet,
My brows with bays and myrtle crown’d ;

Gay flowerets springing at my feet,
And loves and graces, dancing round.

Oh ! ’twas a sweet bewildering dream,
To see chaste Phœbe’s silvery light ;

Dance to the murmurs of the stream,
That winds round Hemus’ [1] shadowey height.

But it was false, as thou art fair,
And thou art false, as it was vain ;

Go, mimic form—light thing of air,
Nor tempt me with thy smiles again.

True on this sea-worn point of land,
I often rest, and often here,

To the poor sailor wave my wand,
And bid him sing of gallant cheer.

And when the swelling canvas flows,
And floats upon the wanton wind ;

Bid him, to foreign climes that goes,
To trust in those he left behind.

And, thankless man, hast thou forgot,
How often in thy loneliest hours ;

Fair flow’ry wreaths for thee I’ve wrought,
And wrap’d thee in elysian bowers ?

When the rude wave, and wint’ry blast
Of mortal dangers made their sport,



Have I not sat upon the mast,
To waft thee to a friendly port ?

When deep, sequester’d and forlorn,
And buried in the dungeon’s gloom—

Have I not taught thy soul to scorn
Th’ assassin’s steel—the tyrant’s doom ?

And when with sickness, worn and wan,
Death’s ugly terrors thou could’st brave,

’Twas I, when earthly joys were gone,
That shew’d thee life beyond the grave.

Spirit of comfort ! now I see,
Thou still art kind ; and from this hour,

I swear for evermore to be
The willing vassal of thy power !

Say then but this—shall yon green isle,
Which dearer is than life to me,

Be ever bless’d with Fortune’s smile—.
Be ever happy—ever free ?

Those words I spake with downcast eyes,
Fearing to hear what she might say,

I rais’d them up, and to the skies —
The fairy phantom wing’d her way.

[1] AMountain of Thrace, sacred to Apollo and the Muses.

Thus may you see how pliable and versatile is the human mind. How many sources of
consolation the Creator has bestowed, were men but wise enough to seek them. And I can
assure you, with truth, that often, during my long exile, retiring within myself, in the gloom
of solitude, or in the silence of the night, I have passed some of the most delicious moments
of my existence : so strong a shield against misfortune is an unsullied conscience. As at this
time there was nothing in the personal treatment I received that had any tendency to sour me :
so I encouraged every agreeable idea that presented itself. I had several instruments of music,
and I had a port-folio, with some implements for drawing ; and in Falmouth I made a portrait
of my guardian in Crayon, with his greyhound (the badge of his office) which at the same
time served as an occupation for me, and a compliment in return for his civilities. He had it
framed on his return, and hung up in his parlour.

It has been said by the first of poets—“ Seldom has the steel’d gaoler been the friend of
man.” But here was one, however strict in the execution of his office, who had a tender heart.
He once, with tears in his eyes, begged of me to accept from him a hundred pounds, which he
laid down before me ; and in order to refuse, without wounding him, I was obliged to assure
him that I was nearly as rich as himself; and reminded him, that in the mean time that the
government was good enough to treat us both, and applied the words of the poet :

. . . . . . “ He that doth the ravens feed,
Doth cater for the sparrow and the dove.”

My wife continued to lodge with Mrs. Sparrow until her leaving London, long after I had
sailed ; so much reason had she to be contented with her entertainment



On the 12th of May, I was conducted on board the Windsor Castle packet, and set sail with
a fair wind for the City of New-York.

The society of a fellow-passenger, Captain Davy, of the 29th regiment, and the politeness
of Captain Sutton, of which I cannot say too much, rendered the former part of the voyage
agreeable, but during the latter part the weather was bad, and my health began again to
decline. During the few days we stayed at Halifax, I was forbidden to go on shore, which
mortified my curiosity more than my pride ; and I suppose was intended as a mortification :
for the most narrow suspicion or contemptible jealousy could scarcely imagine any mischief I
could do, were I ever so inclined.

On the 4th of July, a day ever memorable in the annals of America, I arrived in the waters
of the Hudson, but I did not reach the City until most of its inhabitants had retired to rest. And
now that my travels are at an end ; that I am at length arrived in a land of peace and liberty,
let us for a while repose.

I shall shortly take up my pen again, to give such answer as I can to that serious question,
“ the true Causes of the wretchedness and troubles in Ireland ;” but not without the disquiet-
ing apprehension, that those troubles and that wretchedness may be revived, even whilst my
pen runs on. The view I shall take of this mournful subject shall be rapid, for the time I have
to bestow upon it is short. I shall attempt nothing but the outlines and principal results. If they
should awake your soul to sympathy, and stimulate your curiosity to further enquiry, they will
have answered a good end. It they can reclaim you or any good man from delusion, on a sub-
ject at this juncture infinitely important, and eminently connected with the welfare of the
human race, I shall not have written in vain. If I should once prevail so far, I shall then
earnestly recommend to your perusal, the work of Mr. Plowden, which, however undigested,
and perhaps faulty in point of induction, is yet, considering the short time in which it was
compiled, and the many disadvantages of writing such a history, a monument of everlasting
honor to the abilities and integrity of its author.

•

Causes of the Troubles in Ireland—A brief Review of Irish History.

IN what manner to treat this subject—how to wade through oceans of iniquity and blood-
shed—how to relate the long, uninterrupted calamities of the most oppressed of nations—if
there be any way of passing over this without sinking the mind into the gloom of tragedy, let
us seek it—for my heart has already bled enough. Let us rather travel lightly over the vantage
grounds of this history, than descend into the dismal vale of death !

Perhaps, if the feelings of generous indignation could be so far subdued, the most
beneficial moral that could be extracted from the Anglo-Irish tyranny, would be its absurdity.
There are men of ambition so depraved, who would rejoice to be called wicked, if with that
they could appear what the corruptions of the world, and the servility of historians have
denominated GREAT. But these same men would never have courage to consummate their
crimes, were they taught that these crimes would render them contemptible, and still more,
ridiculous. Let us then, I pray you, take that view which may be most useful, and will be least
dispiriting. Give me your hand—let us call this an historical ramble—let us avoid all tedious
method and detail ; and if there be few flowers, let us cull the fruit.



•

Irish Antiquity—An Historical Ramble.

I often wonder why men set so much value upon ancestry. For as all moralists agree, that
fraud and violence prevail in this life, over gentleness and virtue ; so, to say that we had great
ancestors, is too often the same as to say, that we descend from great knaves. However, if it
be a boast, the Irish, like other nations, have their origin in the clouds. I respect the researches
of antiquarians, because they open interesting prospects of human things, enlarge our narrow
views, and are auxiliaries to philosophy and truth. But as to any view of civil polity, or any
right one nation has to usurp upon another, because it is more ancient, they are absurd. Indeed
the antiquity claimed by the Indians, and other nations of the East, are good arguments to
silence all who can make no pretentions beyond the creation, Therefore, our business is to
skip at once over the creation and the deluge, and begin where profit begins.

One historian has made of Ireland, the Ogyges, the Ultima Thule, the Island of Calypso,
and more, which I have forgotten : I have only my frail memory to consult.

•

Of the origin of the Milesian Race, and the Irish Language.

Before I enter upon this important office, of tracing the descent of the Irish monarchs, I
will, as the historian’s titles may reflect upon his works, profer my own more modest claims
of ancestry.

It is some years since one of my uncles delivered to the dowager Lady Moira, a pedigree
authenticated by the Herald’s office, wherein our line was traced through Joseph of
Aramathea. How much higher it went I do not remember ; but as that ancestor may stand well
with Jew or Gentile, I am not too proud to abide by him, if you think it dignity sufficient to
qualify me to be the herald of the Irish kings.

“ For the same good reason that we skipped over the creation, and jumped across the
deluge, we will, with your leave, pass by the Parthalonians, Nemedes, Belgians, Dannonians,
Galenians, and Davans, all Asiatic Scythians, as they say, who arrived at different times ;
when, I will not declare ; nor indeed if I would, could I.

Blessed be the time when the Bards got leave to sing their histories, and accompany them
with their harps—the music helped the story : for, as Figaro says, “ what is not good enough
to be said, will do very well to sing.” If I could play this over with my fiddle, how easy would
it be.

But we that undertake to be historians now-a-days, must write in straight prose line, and
keep our balance like rope-dancers ; for, if we make a false step, there are more to laugh at
than to pity us. We must therefore steer between Scylla and Charibdis. We must avoid on the
one hand that gross and indolent ignorance, which, too dull and too lazy to examine and com-
pare, finds it shorter to deny and contradict. On the other hand, we must avoid that more
amiable folly of enlightened credulity, which sins through the too passionate love of
discovery and research.

The following account of the Milesian race, is pretty fully substantiated :—Near one
thousand years before Christ, three sons of Milesius, Heber, Eremon, and Ith, came with a
colony from Gallicia, in Spain, into Ireland. And from thence were descended the great



monarchs of Ireland. These Milesians were of Scythian origin, their ancestors having
migrated to Phœnicia ; the Phœnicians having, as every body knows, founded Carthage, and
these Carthaginians having gone to the maritime coast of Spain, came from thence into
Ireland.

Colonel Valancy has proved this Carthaginian origin in a variety of ways. Two of them
principally I can call to mind. First, the arms and armour dug up in Ireland, of which the form
and composition are evidently Carthaginian ; and, secondly, the language, which he has
shewn to be the same ; and produced some lines of Carthaginian and Irish, where there is not
the variation of a syllable ; and this opinion is sanctioned by Sir Laurence Parsons.

Colonel Valancy also shews, that the speech of Hanno, the Carthaginian, in the play of
Plautus, entitled Penulus, is Irish.

Sir William Jones has discovered, that the Shanscrite, is the same as the Persee, or ancient
Persian ; supposes all those oriental dialects to be of one language. The Scots, Scoti, Scuyti—
Skuthoi, or Scythians, are a colony of these Milesians. That they are of the same origin there
is no doubt, for the Scotch highlanders can at this day converse with the Irish without any
difficulty, and the dispute is not yet settled to which of them the poem of Ossian is due. This
native Irish, which is the Gaedhlic or Scotic, is the purest dialect of the ancient Celtic. The
Welsh is also a dialect of it. What its influence was upon the sentiments of the heart, is proved
from this, that Edward the First was obliged to destroy the Welsh Bards, by throwing them
down their rocks in the sea, before he could subdue their country.

The barbarity of the English, the Danes and Normans, in destroying all the monuments of
Scotch, Irish, or Welsh antiquity, has robbed the philosopher, if not the divine, of many a
precious light. At all events, this wonderful affinity between Irish, Scythian, Scotch,
Carthaginian, Welsh, Hebrew, Syriac, Persian, Shanscrite, and other ancient dialects, is a
strong and interesting proof of holy writ : as it goes to prove, that at one time there was a
universal language. But the use I shall make of it is, to shew the ignorant and provoking
insults which the English have heaped upon the Irish, not only in the times of their own
barbarity, but since letters had made progress among them. When Queen Elizabeth founded
Trinity College, she would have had an Irish professor, but Lord Burleigh dissuaded her,
saying, it was a barbarous language, and repeated illiberally some phrase which he pretended
was Irish, but which evidently was nonsense, and perhaps awkward enough in his mouth. You
may remember it in Hume’s history of England. The English of it, according to this historian
is, that “ the white ox eat the black egg !”

Now, upon the same illiberal scheme, if any Queen, for instance Queen Dido, who spoke
good Phœnician, wished to have an English professor, and one of her favorites was to pro-
nounce to her even in the courtliest manner, “ Length, breadth, wedth, strength, thickness,
thankfulness,” and so forth, would it not shock the delicate ears of the queen, and damn the
professor ? Yet it would not be so unfair as to say that “ the white ox eat the black egg !”

When we consider that the Irish vernacular tongue was to be traced with little corruption
to the highest antiquity, and identified with holy writ, there is something contemptibly stupid
in this manner of treating it, and more so, when we consider that the language of the English,
although long spoken by one of the first and the most learned nations of Europe, to the polish
of which Parnell, Brook, the Sheridans, Burke, Goldsmith, Sterne, Swift, O’Leary, and a
multitude of other Irishmen, have contributed so much, cannot yet be reduced to any rules of
grammar, or spoken or written with any ordinary perspicuity. Look into an act of parliament
where precision is necessary, or into a legal conveyance, and read the wheresoevers and
whensoevers that abound—the he’s, the she’s, and the they’s ; the any manner of person or



persons, thing or things, and such paraphrases and amplifications, which never could be
necessary in a language possessing either concord or inflexion : and the crude origin and con-
struction of which, taste, learning, or genius, has not been able to reform. Indeed, some of the
very acts of parliament, enacting penalties against those that spake Irish, or dwelt amongst the
Irishry, are such a queer compound of Danish, Norman hog-latin, and I dont know what, as to
be the most biting satires upon the Englishry, and those that spake English. For we must
acknowledge, that whatever our ancestors, the Irish, were, in the time of Strongbow, our
ancestors, the English, were clumsy enough.—You recollect it was about that time that the
luxurious Thomas A. Becket was impeached for strewing his floors with green rushes, and
other such effeminacies ; and it is an authentic fact, that as late as that, our ancestors, the
English, sold their children, and their pregnant wives, to our ancestors, the Irish, for slaves.
The market was held, where now stands the great city of Liverpool. Some traces of wive-
selling still exist in England.

•

Ancient Civilisation of the Irish.

The proofs of ancient civilisation in Ireland are many, and that it was resorted to as a
sanctuary of letters and learning, when other nations, now the most advanced, were semi-
barbarous. Its remote situation might have favored it in this respect, by protecting it from the
inroads of pirates and invaders. At the council of Constance, the English ambassadors were
only admitted in right of Ireland, as a nation of higher and more ancient rank : for England
had been conquered, they said, by the Romans, and was part of the empire. King Alfred,
according to Venerable Bede, was educated in Ireland : and the Anglo-Saxon, King Oswald,
applied to Ireland for learned men to teach his people Christianity. Henrick, of St. Germain,
in the reign of Charles the bald, says of the Irish, “ Almost the whole nation, despising the
dangers of the sea, resort to our coasts with a numerous train of philosophers.” And in a
tapestry at Versailles, representing Charlemagne, amongst the kings in friendship with him,
there was a king of Ireland with his harp. There is a harp in Trinity College, Dublin, said to be
as old as Brian Boirume, who fell at the battle of Clontarf, anno. 1014. This harp, and their
ancient music, are very curious and indisputable proofs : as no instrument known to the
ancient nations had the same number of strings ; nor was the counterpoint or harmony known
to them ; nor is there any vestige of it until of very late date, in Italy or Germany, the modern
schools of music.

Gerald Barry, called Geroldus Cambrensis, employed by Henry II. to vilify the Irish, could
not resist the charms of their music, and endeavors to describe the effect of a treble and base
in a way that proves it was new to him, and speaks in admiration of the manner in which the
subject in their music was sometimes transferred to the lower strings ; and then, after many
delightful, modulations, arose out of its sweet confusion, and became distinct above, I have
not the book, otherwise I could cite the passage. King James also is said to have boasted his
Irish origin—and King James had the pride of ancestry.

The great epoch of Irish civilisation appears to be the reign of Ollam Fodlha, according to
Keating, about 950 years before the Christian æra. It was he who instituted the great council
or Fes of Teamor or Tarah, consisting of Druids and other learned men, representatives of the
nation. He is said to have been a great prince and law-giver ; and in the magnificent accounts
of that assembly, are the first traces of Irish history.

But the fairest proof is, the easy reception the gospel met with in the fifth century, when
St. Patrick, a Skuthos, or Scot, sent by Pope Celestin to preach Christianity. So much did that
mild religion coincide with the sentiments of the Irish, that what never happened in any other



country, it was inforced by persuasion alone, and without the shedding of one drop of blood.
And five years after St. Patrick. opened his mission, so hospitably was he received, that he
was summoned to the grand council at Tarah—as we should say in modern phrase, made a
member of parliament, and put upon a committee of nine, to reform the civil history, and
make it useful to posterity.

•

The Irish Emigrant.

BORN in the country of affliction—his days were days of sorrow. He tilled the soil of his
fathers, and was an alien in their land. He tasted not of the fruits which grew by the sweat of
his brow. He fed a foreign landlord, whose face he never saw, and a minister of the gospel,
whose name he hardly knew—an unfeeling bailiff was his tyrant, and the tax-gatherer, his
oppressor. Hunted by unrighteous magistrates, and punished by unjust judges. The soldier
devoured his substance, and laughed his complaints to scorn. He toiled the hopeless day, and
at night lay down in weariness. Yet noble he was of heart, though his estate was lowly. His
cottage was open to the poor. He brake his children’s bread, and ate of it sparingly, that the
hungry might have share. He welcomed the benighted traveller, and rose with the stars of the
morning, to put him on his way. But his soul repined within him, and he sought relief in
change. He had heard of a land where the poor were in peace, and the labourer thought
worthy of his hire—where the blood of his fathers had purchased an asylum. He leads the
aged parent whom love grappled to his heart. He bears his infants in his arms. His wife
followed his weary steps. They escape from the barbarous laws that would make their country
their prison. They cross the trackless ocean—they descry the promised land ; and hope
brightens the prospect to their view ; but happiness is not for him. The ruthless spirit of
persecution pursues him through the waste of the ocean. Shall his foot never find rest, nor his
heart repose ? No ! The prowling bird of prey hovers on Columbia’s coast. Wafted on eagle
wings, the British pirate comes—ravishes the poor fugitive from the partner of his sorrows,
and the tender pledges of their love. See the haggard eyes of a father, to which nature denies a
tear ! a stupid monument of living death. He would interpose his feeble arm, but it is
motionless—he would bid adieu, but his voice refuses its office. The prop of his declining
years torn remorselessly from before him, he stands like the blasted oak, dead to hope and
every earthly joy ! !

Was it not then enough, that this victim of oppression had left his native land to the
rapacity of its invaders ? Might he not have been permitted to seek a shelter in the gloom of
the wilderness ? No ! the ruthless spirit of persecution is not yet sated with his sufferings. The
torments of one element exhausted those of another, are now prepared for him. Enslaved to
scornful masters, the authors of his misery, and forced to fight the battles of those his soul
abhors. Death, that relieves the wretch, brings no relief to him, for he lived not for himself,
but for those more dear to him than life. Not for himself does he reel the winter’s blast, but
for those who are now unprotected, houseless, and forlorn. Where shall his wife now wander,
when maddened with despair ? Where shall his father lay his wearied bones ? Where shall his
innocent babes find food, unless the ravens feed them ? Oh hard and cruel men ! Oh worse
than Hellish fiends !—may not the poor find pity ? What’s he that now reviles them ?
beshrew his withered heart.

Oh Stewart !—Oh West ! children of genius—sons of Columbia !—where are now your
pencils ? Will you profane the bounteous gifts of nature, in flattering the mighty and the great
? and withhold a nobler aid to the cause of the poor and the afflicted ?
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