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ant s quarior. BAIE yeaHly L ath o ‘;,‘.’f‘f‘,‘f_?;f’:;l'; e From the Home Journal and Citizen Soldier. 'iron thresheld of the lofiy temple consecrated |der—* Go home, to your own fresides, free- | the miner, and it echoes the word of blessing.
L i glranier, i \ i {1 sald e = o ' ;
the year, Two dollars and a half. Those who receive their The Man of Ashiand.” 1;“ fame. 'men that ye ure, descendants of the heroes u[!| [he farmer in the golden-harvest takes up 1he
papers by aearner or stage drivers emploved by the proprie- ! snund, and echoes the sONY. From the noisy

BY GEO. LIPPARD, ESQ. | The guardian angel gazes [rom the shadow

Author of ** the Man of Pasli’—* the Man of the that enwraps its existence upot another sceue.
Hermitage,” §c., §e., Fe. Iu a wide and lofty hall spanned by a mag-

-5 : = L nificent ceiling, enriched with the wiumphs of
To the venerable ANDREW JACKSON. | Zchicture, with the morning sun b
With a proud confidence, that his mag- through colossal windows, a strange throng ol |
nanimous heart, will find nothing 1o censure | yen are gathered, sitting i solemn delibera-
ou the ground of partizan feeling, but much jons on the fate and destiny of their land .-~ |
lo appreve on the more substanual grounds ' From the north and the soutl, from the green |
of truth and jua!ice. this sketch of the lhife Suvuinnah snd the 1ee-capped mountain, Teom
and rhatacler of his Great Rival, is most re- ;e ocean-shore of the east, and the rolling
| specilully aud cordiaily dedicated. by d
i THE AUTHOR.
THE MAN OF ASHLAND. s : iLis of fearful
oy There is written down in some volume of ' matler in council is of fearful moment—
BLANKSN, | legendary love , a superstition at once sublime War or Peace! Here are men whose cry s

PAMPHLETS, &e. }and beautiful, a strange supersttion that weuld ever—Peace—theugh !h“ decks c:l' "mr.“"s“]“
Peiated with newrness and despateh, on reasonsble terms | 1each us 10 believe that the great and the good are desecrated by the footsieps of British out-
AT THE OFFICE OF THE lof tnis earth are guided, warched over and be- | T8¢, though our flag is flung dishonored 1u the

Jeffersonian Republican. "loved from very childhood, by a geardian spir- dust by Br"ihh handsy though ot I_mrde_rs Y
1 holy augcl ko it BlIE Vhe | voaie: heart startled by the roar of the Batish Lion, though
- =

anh dreams of ambition and then teaches the Y7 "”‘“':'?1 hmn; Is l":d'dd rI;lh .’c"mi uuir_
‘untrained (voistep the ways ef glory and honor, rights trodden le'the sarth, our hiberties violaled,

Atk —Old Dan Tucker | the paths of wiumph and fame. 1i;;:- rt:lilglull of nu; rlapi:l;llcan [aith buaaI:hemed,
The skies are bright, our hearts are light | Such a guardian spirit, a mighty being robed ¢ e A S “fd'
ght, ght, ! - _ St. George 10 the rescue, siill 1the cry of these
ln Balt the Whie ) Lin majesty aud clad in power have [ imagined, Fw, g A y
w Balumore the igs unite ; louking forth from the mystery of its invisible ‘men with side-long looks and lewering brows
= | y i ¥ o ~ e . . Werv - H
We'll set our songs to good old tunes, ' being, upou this rude and Lomely sceus. \is—Peace, Peace, al every risk and all hazards

In @ swall and narrow room with low ceiling —Dancel . -
‘and eonfined walls, soms dozen young nsu Others there are with hm'ursl heaﬂs and fiem
' whose rustic attire and swarthy features dis-.h,“ds who.dread 2 wae. l‘hey il tha
closed by 1he light of the soluary rush-light, l.apree:o'nlgrax'c fleor und dcplgl the evila of a
mark the hardy backwoodsman of the west, are | ‘:““Tm'“"al war, the town laid in ashes, .lhu
| seated on rough-hewn bencles, histening to the field desolated, the valley made a waste, nanon-

: ‘ R g 3 e i :
i stammering words of the orator in their midst. al commerce destroyed, the wide land crowded

| Gaze well upen that yeung orator, friend of Y the bodies of the dead, the great Heaveu

'mine for by my fuith, the guardien angel looks lurever blackened by the smoke ul 1he fight.
Eupmt i widh iniesest. aad mnEsiv! Gazel All is doubt, disunion and dismay. Doubt |

| upon him—a tall stripling with a lean and some- while the armaments of Britain throng the seas.
' what bony figure, with i Cate’ BY 5 ineans|THuon while the red-coat armies are In our
| bandsome, marked by a Pmmmrnf nose, a wide | YeT¥ borders, dismay while the first rvar of the
: < T bloditat ol : : : i
- momh, and high cheek bones, while his fure- "I'I'”‘l stained Lion, whase proud ‘{"\‘:‘“ felt the
|heall so buld, so kigh, so full and towering in talons of our Eagle in the year '83, dismay
: _ - . 3 i R
| outline gives soul tu the expression of that large ;vIuia the first ruar of the Brtisk Lion thunders
grey eye—-gaze well upon lum, and observe his, e i | e -
' coarse attire, the garments of Lhomespun, their 3"""' guardian angel—look well upon your
His fame o'en Kendail date not slander, | ungainly shape and rustic fashion, and as you Ch{;":‘ B 46 Qoubel B 1 di
_ 1teas e 1 P AL 2T el | v Bile all 1s doubt, disunien an Ismay, a
And when we all get in the fight,  gaze lreasure each trifling detwil ol Lis appear I ewisl: cesh f . b s -
{ance In Your me:nory.  Legislator (resh from the ranks of the people,!
Lord bew the Jersey Coous will bite. i arises in his place, and speaks bis word of cous- '

| The buy essays w0 speak. His voice is in- £o- . .
Husiah?' Batrah' &c.  distinet, yet there is a depth and valume in its cil. Tall, smewy and guant in form, his man-/
ner displays the man ol education, but gaze

'sound. He extends his hand—the gesiure 1s 3 :
upou his face!  Can you tell the meaning of

'rude and awkward. 113 but a rustic audience, X -
and yet the would-be orator colors 1w the fore- that full grey eye, can you read ihe mystery of
that towering brow ! Speaks the wide mouth |

You cannot tell when on the 1rack, ‘head with modest diffidence. The boy pro- : - _
Il he's going en, or coming back. |ceeds ; his words came stammering and slow '8 compressed lips of a vacillating or a deter-
mined wind, speaks the [ull voice of an orator

Sk Humah?® o, 'yet he scemss 1o gain confidence. A few more
& ' whose cry is ever, Peace, or of the patriot whose

| words, a few more awkward gestures, and the | J ; g
brightens, 1he voice rolls balder and liturgy of nativual faith and hope and honor 1s
compressed in the syllable—War!

|grey eye
Huller.  The boy-vrator forgets ume, place, pov- b

: : : ‘ar!  Aye with hi d
erty and diffidence. Iiis aoul warms in him | | He speaks for W BE o AR (WD e PIoR
and his hearers rustic as thev are, lean over the lorm """,d ie "”.f"“ height, w"h his grey eye
rough benches, their eyes and ears fixed it burning hke a hiving coal, with his forehead ail’
Hurral! Hunah! &ec. | breathiess interest. ‘I'hey utter no word-—ihey radiant with @ mighty wind, he speaks for War!!
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prairie of the wesi, these men have hastened |
the chosen Representatives of a free and mighty

peuplr-.

Clay and Frelinghuysen.
BY J. GREINER.

Fur there s music in these * Coons !”
Hurrah ! hurrah! the country's risin’
For Harey Crary and FRELINGHUYSEN.

The Loco's hearts are very sore,

The' very*scarce in Baltmore ;

For they begin to see with reasin’

That this will be a great coou season.
Hurrah! Hurrah! &e.

Q! Frelinghuysen's a Jersey Blue

A uoble Wihig and honest oo,

And he will make New Jersey feel

Whigs pay respect to her “Broad Seal.”
Hurrah! Hurrah! &c.

Now let the Locos speak in candor,

Oh! Mauy Vaa's a eaan of doubt,
Who wires 1a and wires out ;

The coon now lovoks areund with pride,
For who is kere dare ouch s hide;
Aud the' the Locos think to cross him
They'll find he's only playing possum.

Seveuiy-six, go bome and when your censtitu-
viits speak 10 ye of the came ol Greece, tell
themw with the blush of shame en vour brows, |
that you dured mot acknowledge ihe {reedom of |
ths gallaut nauon ! Tell them--oh ! be sure |
and tell thesn—1tkat yo dared not——that dim vi-|
sion of scimetars and crescems, of turbans and |
bowsirings scared you from your duty! Tell
them that Greece plead and wept and plead
again al the very feet of your Goddess of Lib-
erty, and that thut Geddess gave scorm lor tears,
comtempt lor prayers! Tell your consiiiuents

“tlus, and let 1t be written down in the history
Lol our laad, that in the year of our Lord, eigh-

teen hundred and twenty-four, in the yearof the
Lord and Saviour, who came w bring Peace to
all the earth, this Greerau land oppressed, dowu-
trodden and slaughiered, sent 1 the last home

tof Freedom in the wide earth, asking the coun- |
field, in the shep or at the loom, which gives

irymen ol Washington for atd, and—oh ! shame
on the burning dishoner——they refused their pe- |
tition, scorned their prayers, clused eye and
ear on their solemn eutreaties.”

‘The Man of Ashland prevailed. The word
went forih 1o 2ll the earth that the land ol the
New World Fieedom gave its solema sanction
i@ the cause of Old World Liberiy, and with
that word of sanction went forth, 1the name of
the advocate of the cause! Oh 1t would make
your heart warm and throb aud throb again,
were | 1o call up belore your mental eye, the
miglity panerama of that struggle, the shadowy
glen where thousands lell beuearh the fooisteps
of the f'urk. the mountain pass, where the recks
hurled by the Avengers came thundering on the
iyrants keads, miughng them in oue crimson
massacre ol justice, or the wide battie-plain
where irom the corses of 1en thousand slam,

' sped ten thousand 1mmorial souls, laving down

at the footstool of God, their charge of * Liber-
ty unto Deatl’---oh it would make your heart
beat and your eyes fill with tears, were [ to
tell you how froin every shadowy glen, frem
the heighth of every mountain pass, from the
carnage eof the wide baule-field, tiree mighty
names rose shrieking with the war-cry ol the |
Girecks, mingled with their baule-shout and
sanciified by their dying voices, husky with the
flow of blovd---the name of Bozzaris, of Wash-
ington and the name eof ***** **°%,

Guardian angel follow your mighty charge,
through the scenes of the great drama, where
the Man of Ashiand was the Hero, the werld
the stage, all mankind speciators.

Nuw on the Senate floor, preaching war and
now on the ecean-wave brnging the olive-
weancit from the old stroughold of freedom the
city of Ghent; now lilling the souls of the mil-
lion, listening 1o him in hushed awe, with the
wetrd magnetism ol his spirit, now communing
with his owi hean, ealling up the past or paini-
ing the future 1n the sileut groves of his own
sweet Ashlaad,

Away guardian angel, awuy to tke quiet

jde not even whisper. Sull the grev eve bright-
ens, still the boy-orator wanns in bis theme and
now he stunds before you, raised 1o s full
height, the ungainhiness of his figure forgotten
i the grandeur of his look, the coarse home-
|spun of Ins garments forgotien in the majesty
‘ol the soul speaking from his unclouded brow.

Uwited Leart and hand are we,
From Northern lake 10 Southern sea;
Fiom East 10 West the country’s nisin’

For Harry Cray and FRELINGHUYSEN.
Hurrah! Hurrah! &c.

War fur eur national honor, War for our nation- groves of green Ashland!  Staudiug on a swel-
al wrongs, War in the name of the past, War at | hng knell that uncovers its grassy breast to the
every risk and at all hazard—War! first kisy of the uprising sun, you behold your

His words ring echioing through the hall.— mighty ward. Call the children of the Pres-
The traffickers tn national honor hang their et o lsok upon him and look well, for 1be day
heads 1w shame, the doubtiul start aside with | will come when 1 liave seen the Man ef Ash-
surprise, t'x;.'laumiug in wonder—is this the ' laud, wiil be honor aud pride. T'he piclure 1s

Sevéral hubiied dollars, i gobd, Wei Eaad | And then 1 deep ioned words i"'_l"P"'*s o voung backwoodsman of the \.V{:sl—lhe fearful
accidentally, under a heap of coal ashes, in ikt his rusti¢ hearers the rich treasures vl his hearrr ral\e. thelr voices w lll‘l the voice of the m"alur
l:“dmg (Pa.) jail yard, supposed 10 SR lhe ﬂl-llg-i around 'Imn ‘.h" eifis of his predigal and -lwl '_-'fy rngs o ihe very ceiling-—in God's |
wecrened SF Cai oee il skt WL IR, [T SR ikt it Breaiiees slierivayhe TR B 44 e i

’ _ urges the invbluntary shout of surprise and ad- Now Gearpmas Axcer look wpon your |

5109 children had been born in Havana dur- | ™iration frow their lips, he chains them with mighty warp and smnle ! Losk upon the ad-
i The SadCPERNY by WS of 448 u"'h,, bursts of irembling feeling, he bimus the vocate of national honor, standing boldly erect
the yeur 18421 The Disrio says:— What « | warm throb 1o their hearts, 1‘|“, heary tear 1o/ 1 thut Hepresentative Hull, and as you look
cancert they would ke if thoy wirs:oll “m-‘lhﬂ.,- eves. |],-, stands confessed 1h_u serm of l‘l'!I us Is tis the young backwoodsman of the
fined at one time 1 the Tacon theatre!” ‘4 mighty man, ire the poor boy, the hiomespuu- West, Is this the vrplian orator of the rustic Jog-
clad vack woodsuan, ibe vrplian and the strun- house,as this the siranger whose mother and

There are now being exhibited in the city of | geT- futher sleep vuder the green sod of Hanover?
Wheeling. two brothers, 1en and twelve years | The smile oan the dewy lips of 1he virgin! There came another day, when doubt pos-
ol Sge. who have neither hands nor feer, but when first she yields them 1o her lover's Kiss sessed the council hall of the nation. A band
claws Uke the claws of an eagle, which they is sweet, the snnle of the widow when the peal of brave men were siruggling in a far land l‘ur[
e witNas much dextcn!y as most children of fulmu .-.-m.:ldmg honor 1o her first-born, lrlhng l‘!et!dllim, Mrugg!lug against Turk and Christian |
‘iUf the dificuby "\'0“*“"“". the trumph won, . combined 1n one unlioly league of wrong, strug-!
rngs iu her ears, 1s loy ul_'.'. and lovely s the | gling over the green graves of their fathors, vn- |

Viay Paop.®—The Revenue bill of Mis- smile wrefﬂllllg_ the Lips ul_ Gud's owan angels der the shadow ol mighty temiples ccmsccr'ated
wicuippi laxes lavTyers, doctors, uld bachelors, | whleu the J-Iny ol the rep:;n'mg“uaun;r comes up by the memories of three thousand vears, still .
I £ 1o heaven, but sweeter than all 1s the suile of | (jehiine and strug o ife and. tet
Pl PERE lillalal guardian angel as invisible 1w moral eye | 'l?he-m:ohra\uttu::ﬁg\ln:::l-l il;:; ll;lllxj?pdd::#lll:'t:}i:rglleﬁa

Srriiixs Lessos.—* John, come vp with ' he looks forth upon the fiest tnumphi of the o= and lintle vues, sliin in merciless massacre, yel '
your leason.  What does g-l-a-ss spell ? p!ahau boy 1 l.he reugh log-cabin 1w the West, amoking belore their eves, with the * Alla 1liu":

» Well. | knew ouce—out I'm darned if 1/ The father of the boy and the mother sleep un- Lof their rewerseless nutchers yet riuging in |
du't furget puw™ .. der the green sod, iu « (ar-away land, aud yet theic ears, sent 10 @ far land, where Laberty |

o Pobaw! wiat is it vour mother's window- the sen, the rough-clad orphaned son has dis- | driven from the Old World made her howme and |
psodien 17 4 .""_"'?f'-'d the exisience ol the nighty power Legoed the Children of the ﬂcvululiuuary' Pa-

* There's so mony 1hi"g,;, that gosh darn me i within biw, has made his ﬁm““’?-‘» ring on the Linots 1o eive them somwe aid, 10 extead but al
1 cau remember"en all. Lot mesee! Th“"‘i : hasd 10 1heir assistznce, 1o recognise thew as ul

1 . . .5“ "u,et. - - .
e hoas blanket tn ove place; brother Job's ! ime iast year, the Authorcommenced in [re¢ and 1wdependent nation.

) : ‘the Journa) a series of articles entitled the ** Men | :
whitte Lt wther sister Palience's bonnet | . : = . SRR, e And they ¢ | ARl i
i anorher, sister Patien lof the Revolution.” ‘The main dexian of these es- v deunied them.  Yes the American

e - + . I e [l l o n :
i an:!!iu,,r. and dad’s old FRewra Ju the swash | says was 1o impart vivid and passing glimpses of Congress reflused the peition of these brave
that Zew and | made yesterday. b ' (

1heir hanas.

e . the most brilliant points in the lives ol our Reyo- | me,". of the Grecizn land. .
»'Iha’ll do, Johuuy ; you may go and play ¥ | lutionary worthies without entering into the min- Phen i way thutihis bold Backwoodsman of
luile winle™ lute details:l;;hﬂroz?ve'ral :;is:ar:fj.; T!u".wy!ellh'?l\v"l’“ uprose on E:l‘“ floor of that counail
2 £ Baged Wadﬂptﬂ t ypect, and should be judzed (n hull. Then n was that lire came 10 his eye
A Locoloce wilter mukes out lhal' Mr. "‘ra_u ;Hm view ﬂfv-ﬂh_ﬂpﬂﬂf"f’m any other epiical rules. | and words 1o his tongue, then 11 was that with
Buren 1s s grest orumuent (o pavate life.”  This | The success ol the Revolutivnary series induced | his stature 1
prinaps is oue of the icasons why the P"ll*lti‘h? Author to commence the * bMen of the e
ars. disproned s laaep: e shass; | War.,” The first of this series was * Deathrin the |
_ \\’biw_ﬂousc_;;; L_’{I’he next the * Mau of the Hee-
e ————— e ——— ——— : e M - » s |
¥ . - : m M “The Man of Ashiland,” constitutes No,
Deathi 10 “guackery!” us :lu wan said when | 3 of the series.  The reader will of course remen-
be kuoched o duck ooy with a glut, ber that it is written without any partizan views. l

[
L, -

lilating in us all commanding
height, with his burming brow flushed with ael-
e iudiguation, this Maa of Ashland spake
forth 1o tae council-men of tie Navon lis fiery
lilﬂslag,ﬂ——'

“ Go home--"he cried in that veice of thun-

grand and eflective. ‘T'he first beamns ol the |
uprising sua, fall upon that tall and muscular
form revealing its vuilines ol bone, and sinew,
unbent by time, unconqured by the iuil of thir-
ty years, clud in plaiu garments of American
texture, while the bat sud stafl 10 oue hand, the |
drooping cluak lulling over the shoulder, 1mpart
an air vl ease wingled with wejesty w bis com-
manding presence. The high brow, rising like
atower, where thoughit Keeps hits vternal walf:.h,
the grey hairs flosting wavingly in the morning |

‘air, the boldly marked eye-vrows, threwing|

thetr arch above the large grey eye that has
gazed upon all the phazes vi a giant-life with
an unquathug glance, the prouiient nose, the
high cheek bunes, the miassive chin, the wide |
moutk with the lips compressed indicating lhul
Will that mever hoew what 1t was (o falter or
10 fear ---such is the fuce ol the Man of Ash-
fangd us standing on thie green knoll, he looks
upou the morning sun, while lar away, spreads
the background of hill and wood and kooll, ua-
ul at last the blue veil of distance mingles the
earth wih the sky.

Ol great is the [ame of the warrior, full of
glory is the broad banner whose folds are flung
waving on the winds of coaquest, mighty the
voice ol the nation, yelling deleat 10 1he foe
and juy wihie victor, but greater thau all these,
most glorous and wost wighty of all viclories
are the tiumphs of the Man of Asbland groves,
though these triumphs are not the riumphs ol
War, L

His are the triumphs of Peace. Yes, yes,
(rom ten thousand humes there ever arises (o
God, the vuice el blessing on his name. There
comes 10 his soul, as be thus stands on the
knoll of Ashland, gazing at the rising sun, the
voice of the teil-wrung mechanic bending over
his loom, and that voice blesses his nawe.—
[rom the dim chambers of the shadowy cavera,
where the winer twils on his darkling patk, rais-
ing by slow degrees 1o ihe light of day, the rich
stoies of uld mother earth, cumes the voice of

rooms of the lactury, where the crash of the
machinery, no longer is mingled with ‘he sroans
of the siarved vperative, there comes finating
along from old men wnd rosy-cheeked cluldren
from stout manhood and tender giriiood, a cho-
rus of joy, chaunting mernly blessiugs on bis
head, peace 1o his grave, glory W lus ushes,

‘eternal honor 1o Lis hame.

And why comes this mingled song of bless-
ing from the weckanic and the wnner, the lac-
wry-man and ihe Laciory-child, from the oper-
ative ul the crowded ciry and the farner ol the
golden plain?

The Man of Ashland first originated them

tamid scorn and cowtempt delendead, and at Last
firmly established the Americay Sysven, which

gives independence o the Amencan working-
man, whether he totls tn the mine or tu the

aread te his tadle, comlort w his lireside, Beakh
and happiness 1o lis howe.

Guardian angel of the mighty man, Tuou 1o
whom Ms whale career has been o deiuh,
thou 10 whom the Past am! Future are as one,
roll aside the awliul curtain that sieniches alouyg
the stage of Fate and give us a glimpse ol the
things that shall be. Were the guardian spir-
it 1o speak, this mght be the burden ol s
Prophecy.

On that same gentle knoll of the Ashland
hlls no louger green but withered by wutumm
viewing ihe glories of the sunsel, streaking,
the west with dazzling red and purple and gold.
while clouded pillars and sunbeam temples pile
their forms of grandeur along the hosisow of
the dying day, there stands the Maia of Ash-
land, silent and alone at the eveninz (here Is
the flush of the day-god on lus loliy brow, there
is the gleam vl atender mewory and = dear
forgiveness in his clear-arey eve, as L= nerns
w the South, and looking 1w the iulls of Ten-
nessee, his soul remembers the Mighty Hero,
sheliered beneath the quiet roofl of ihe Herm:-
tage. Yes, yes, his antagonist 1o the grand

'Tournament of National fume, his nival u the

race of hounor, the gallant General of 1he war

'so nobly detended by the Man of Ashland now

rests beneath the roof of the Hermitage, his

‘arms cally folded, his warrior-eye turned to

Heaven, while his white hairs awuit the sun-
shine of God's eternal day, to change their
snowy locks to unfading gold. And as the Man
of Ashland gives his soul 10 the memory of the
Man of the Hermitage, the tear---oh shame 1t
not with a smile or a scofi---the tear glistens in
his eve, and the fesling ol the olden ime comes
thrubbing round his beart. ‘The political an-
tagonist, the rival in the race of hover, the bit-
ter oppoment for the chair of power, all, are
forgotien, while before the soul of the Man of
the Ashland Hills, arises the mighty panorama

‘of New Orleans, the mistabove and the flame

below; the banaer of the stars sill soaring alofi
in midst of flame, burne upward by the hand ol
its warrior champion, the white-haired Man ol
the Hermitage who at this evening heur, gazes
also upon yon red sunset, and whispers us he
waits [or the master, like Simeon el old---

“ LorD, NOW LETTEST THOU THY SERVANT
DEPART IN PEscE!”

And as the Man of Ashland gives bis soul
to the memory of the white-haired warrior,
(whom Ged forever biess!) there comes echong
long the twilight air, thesound of hiorses hools,
breaking the deep silence of the Indian summer
eve, and then the horse and rider heave tnsight,
and come panting up the hill.  And as the horse
all white with feam dashes along the ascent of
ine knoll, the rider whose aitire covered with
the dust of travel, tell you he has ridden fur
and long, draws a pacquet from bis vest and
waves it in the air. Another moment he has
flung himsell from his panting steed, he rushes
hasuly forward, and in silence delivers the
pacquet 1o the Man of the Ashland Hills.

Now guardian angel, we summon you fur the
last time. Look well upon your charge as L

| breaks the Leavy seals of this sirange packe:.

His fingers iremble, his stature dilates and de-
creases with the throbbings of his chest, L
proud eye quails and wanders in its glance.
"The paquet is broken! And there in maniv
words the electors of the mation met in solen
council, send their message o the orphan buv
of Hanover, the young backwoodsman of the
West, the champion of War in the Sena .«
Halls, ihe advecate of American Industiy, the
wronged, the calumniated and Le inuephan
And as the sun goes down 10 his chawber.
of glocy, the guardian angel smiles, and tur
ing (rem the Man of Ashland as his lowerii:
irame swells proudly erect, while his eye gath-
ere new fire in its glance, the guardian spisit
of the orphan boy of Hanover, bows luw De-
fore the altar of American (reedom, and on the
proud column by its sides, writgs the orphan-
age, the struggles, the wrougs and the iriumph
of gemius 1n a single nae, that t'hmca aud
brightens even amid the names of Washiugton,
Adams, Jefersun and Wayne and Jacksun, the

name of
HENRY CLAY.
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