
To the inhabitants of New-York. My Fellow-Citizens. This City becomes 

more and more of the scoff and wonder of America! [Warning them of 

those who transmit intelligence to Governor Tryon on board the Dutchess 

of Gordon.] [Signed] The Sentinel. January 27, 1776 [New York, 1776].  

TO THE  

INHABITANTS  

OF  

NEW-YORK. 

My Fellow-Citizens, 

THIS City becomes more and more the scoff and wonder of America!--In the name of 

Heaven, what is become of your former magnanimity and spirit? Ye who in former times 

were among the foremost of the Colonies in asserting your rights, to you, I say, how long 

will you patiently bear insult and wrong? Are you so callous and dead to every sense of 

honour, as to disregard the taunts and scoffs of your brethren in the neighbouring 

Colonies? Are ye dwindled to such dastards and poltroons as to suffer yourselves to be 

insulted with impunity, especially when you have it in your power to prevent it? Will you 

continue in a state of supineness, and suffer an abandoned set of miscreants, to add insult 

to injury? No, the bare idea must harrow up your souls; your city, my friends has been 

brought into a state truly degrading to the name of Americans, and that too, before your 

eyes.--It is impossible that you can any longer fold your arms, and calmly fee men, or 

rather devils, endeavour to carry you hood winked to destruction! 

It is those russians, I mean, who make it their constant business to collect every article of 

intelligence, and transmit it on board the men of war, by way of the Intelligence office, (i. 

e. the Dutchess of Gordon.) What in the name of Heaven have we to do with the wretches 

on board that ship? It is true, that a person is on board who was once our Governor:--But 

has he not told us in plain terms, that had he stayed on shore, he would only execute those 

orders that were consistent with what he calls his bounden duty to the royal traitor of 

G.B--a, or in other words, that as soon as he has a fair opportunity, he will endeavour to 

cut our throats? And can you harbour the thought of suffering a parcel of fellows 

belonging to this city, to be constantly employed to effect your destruction? Is it not 

notorious, that from morning to night, there is a constant rendezvous of Januses on board 

this vessel? Believe me my friends, the Governor never meant any thing else by going on 

board that vessel, but to collect intelligence for our merciless enemies, which he has been 

but too successful in obtaining. What could he have meant by withdrawing from his 

government? Was any insult either offered or intended him? No, it was as I said before, 

to have a set of corrupt adherents to collect intelligence for the British murderers?--Rouse 

my friends and countrymen, rouse! Shew to the world, that you are still possessed of the 

same noble spirit by which ye were actuated in former times; that whoever injures you 

shall not fail to feel the full weight of your resentment.--Assemble together as soon as 

possible, go in a body to your Congress, intreat them to rout this den of ministerial blood-

beagles--do yourselves justice my brethren:--Shoot the first Traitor, be he who, or what 



he may, that shall attempt to go to this nest of sycophants; this is not a season to be 

mealy-mouthed, or to mince matters; the times are precarious and perilous. 

THE SENTINEL. 

January 27, 1776. 

 


