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TO THE BEVEREND

PROFEssOR of MoRAL PHILOsSOPHY,

IN WirLiam and Mary COLLEGE,

"HVHE following ORATION, in Teftimony of the utmoft

Efteem, and Gratitude, is moft refpeétfully infcribed, by
Much obliged,

Obedient Servant,
EDMUND RANDOLPH,
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Mr. PRESIDENT, GENTLEMEN of the SocieTy, Cc,*c:TLEMEw
and FELLOW STUDENTS,

S HOU LD be ungrateful indeed, did I not with Pleafure, em-
i brace this Opportunity to commemorate the Munificence of oux
Royal Benefaltor. For, as far as [ can trace back the Scenes of Life,
or recal the fleeting Idca.b of my Childhood, thele Walls, reared bv
the plous Hands of William, have fheltered me in My infant Studies.
I am well aware, that 1 thall fink | in the Attempt, but [ depend on
your Benignity to {upport me: I am conicious allo, that it requires
an Apeh s to pourtray an Alexander; but fhould I be fortunate
enough, to drop, during this Eflay of Youth, any Thing, worthy
your Attention, I thou 1d exclaim, “Evewes, with more than /HEgyptian
Joy, as having found my Rewu d in the Approbation of the Learned *';
““ Heaven,” fays Pope, “ firft taught Letters for {fome Wretch’s
Aid, fome banifh’d I.over, or fome captive Maid:" But {urely then
only are they equal to their Dignity, when they “raife the Genius
and mend the Heart,” The Tears of the Macedonian, as he {tood
by the Tomb of Sigeum, flowed from a Senfe of his unhappy Fate,
1m wanting a Homer to cclebrate his A@ions: But how had he wept,
how miferable had he been, 1f he had thought, that the boldeit
Flights of Genius, like the Leaves of the Sybil, muit have been given
to be difperfed by the Winds! How had the Glory of Antiquity
perithed i hopelefs Oblivion, had not Letters interpofed to perpetu-
ate 1ts Exiftence? Without their Aid, in vain had the Poet {ung the
Anger of Pelides, or Pailion of Agamemnon In vain painted the
Horror of Implety in Diomede, wounding a Divinity, or cautioned
againft the delufive Witchery of Fortune, by prelenting Hector,
now exulting over Patroclus vanquithed, now dragged in Triumph
round the Trojan Wall. Without their Aid, we never had beheld
Mineas, bending under- the Weight of filial Duty, Pharfalia had
‘never rifen to our View, to difplay the Havock of Ambition, nor
had the diffolute Aflyrian been prepared for Death by the written
Herald of his approaching Ruin. Through them the Wifdom of
A ,
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Greece, of Rome, of the whole World, pafles before us in one con-
tinued Mirr our, AC"&;, long elapfed, refiet a fearching Light upon
thofe which are to come, and the Divine Indulgence commiffions us
to ne happy, by thus revealing the Myfteries of Learning. Confider!
Man comes into the World, a naked, helplefs Animal, free from
Biafles of every Kind: Confider! He cannot remain in a State of
INeutrality. He may indeed, while Vice infinuates on this, and
Virtue awes on that, Side, in the Intervals of Hefitation put on
the Smile of Rc”elry to one, and fickly over his divided Locks with
Melancholy to the other, but muft {hor tly, like Herculus, determine
on the Path, as each fuf pects the Influence of its Rival. Vice is
daily reinforced with Millions: Even Cuftom herfelf has enlifted
under its Banner, ILet 1t but wave the Crimfon Standard, Faucy,
with all her Train, comes fiuttering around: Let 1t but give the
Blaft for the n nuuu*"nal Orgy, intemperance, Debauch, and Luit gan-
ool 1n the Van, wnﬂf—* Difeafe and Mifery fouo w 1in the Rear. Amud
fuch Tumult and Diforder, where fhall Virtue find a Friend? Should
ihe firive to mix wi%:h the Croud, by them fhe 1s pulhed back with
Lontempt: Should fhe retire from factious Strife, fhe 1s proclaimed
-the chimerical Exiftence of a diftempered Brain. Becaufe {he al-
iures them not to the Shores of Ruin, by the Songs of Guile, the
Young are too apt to confider her Habltatmn 2s the Exclufion of all
joy. BL,, iet them recur to Learning, their Prejudices will be re-
moved, they will know how to prize that which 1s eftimable.
Whether we be verfed in metaphviical Speculations, or contemplate
the Wonders of the material World, we fhall reap thefe Advantages.
if we refign ourfelves to the former, they will teach us * to abfira&,
extend, and ipiritualize our Ideas,” will render us {uperior to the
enfnari ing Nets of Sophiltry, will quahf/ us to unveil Falthood 1in
Difguife, to trace Scepticiim in its Labyrinth of Subterfuges, and
oppofe Truth to the laboured Difquifitions of falfe Refinement.
But while the Hand of Science deteéts to our Eye, the conneéting

Fibres as 1t were, and vital Principles of Nature, while we explm e

the {everal Properties of Matter in all its primary Forms, and
artificial Combinations, we are capacitated for inhancing the Com-
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forts and Means of Life. - Then, then indeed! we turn our Eyes up
to the Heaven of Heavens, hafte to diftant Planets, and defcry other
Syftems. In the Laws which govern their Revolutions, we admire
unbounded Goadnefs, 1in the Forces, which retain them 1n their
Orbits, Almighty Power. Mere Senfe circumfcribes the Views of
none but the 1ignorant, the Terms of Space we here can never know;
for to us new Firmaments now arile, new Suns now kindle up to
our Imagination, in infinite Succeflion, * in regular Confufion, and
we hail thee, O Gobp, -

“ Fa:.ner of all, 1n evry Age,

“ In evry Clime ador'd,

By Saint, by Savage or by bDage,
* Jehovah, Jove, or Lord.”

Yet Virtue difdains no Heart which 1s open to her Reception.
She may be found under the Cottages of Ignorance, as well as amid
the buzzing Schools of Letters. Nay, I will add, that ihe may ex-
ift independent of Learning, that the thoughtlefs Clown oftimes pol-
felles more Probity than the {kilful Critic. But, when the Statuary’s
Chizzel has hewn oft the formlef{s Ma{s, that encumbered the latent
Figure, when 1t has given Strength of Features, blegance of Shape,
and Expreffions of Lite, how far does this polithed Marble difclaim
all Connection with the Rudenels of its kindred Quarry?

It 1s you, fair Science, who touched Confufion into Order, and
{purred into Action “ the lethargic Powers of the human Br calt.”
Before the Days of Literature, mough the Secretions of Matter had
exhibited the Form of a World, the Savagenefs of Mankind iee*ned
to continue, the Anarchy of Chaos, Uncel tain of his Den, * the
fad Barbarian” roved from Field to Field, ** fought the ﬁerce tulky
Boar for his Acorn Meal, and where the defcendmo Night over tooL
his wearied Steps, there he laid him down, to refrefh himfelf for the
Morrow's Conteft. While the * mixed Tempeﬂs” of the Winter,
forbad the Chace, while the leaflefs Tree denied her Fruit, and the
general Pulle of Nature {feemed benumbed, whither could he betake

Rimfelf for Amufement, whither fly for quf’ten:«mc:e how refcue hus
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,_acfhve Limbs from motionlefs Tor pldlty > A Friend he knew not:
The “tender Ties of Relationthip” could not bind the boifterous
sSoul of Licentioufnefs, untutored by the Precepts of Learning. He
was *‘ defolate in CrOles and how could Solitude afford him the
Companion of the Scholar. Worfe than the Beafts of Pr ey, he cared
not tor Futurity, and muft have ftarved in emaciating Penury, had
fie not rifled the Stores of the Brutes. But it was Difcipline,
which taught him to melt at another’s Woe, to fympathize with
another’s Joy, and forgive the ungenerous Robbrﬂrv of his Birth-
right. It was the, who called out from amid the Woods, and Wilds
of Nature, the uncivilized Herd of Men, changed their * blood-
polluted Furr into the woolly Veltment,” and united them by com-
mon Interefts, and focial Laws.

But if the Sluggard (till clings to his downy Bed, if Intr a.(fhbdlt} .
cannot now be foothed to Appnmnon and F olly {till rebels a-
gainft 1ts Happinefs, behold! the Hand of Majelty extending tne
Laurel to reward, and the Trumpet to proclaim. Whither have the
Monuments of Roman Glory vanithed, like fantaftic Viftons? Whither
tne Child of Juftice’—Numa is gone to ““ hide his diminithed Head.”

Vhither the willing Viflims to their Country’s Safety? Decius,
Paulus, and Curius £ 11l a ready Prey to Oblivion. Whither the
Patron of Learning?—Haft thou fled, Auguftus! Indeed: And

" bluthing dro ps his Wreath” at the more Tluftrious Name of Wil-
hham. The fortuitous Title of Inheritance often {ferves as a Ladder,
upon which Demerit may cimb up to Honours, and the Crown,
thoaﬁ'h thrice refufed, i1s but a doubtful Evidence of Sincerity.
Yet \Vllham Challenoed not the Preference under the Sanction of
the Naflau Race, but under the Prote&tion of the Naflau Virtues,
Nor did he buy the Devoirs of a Parafite to make a Parade of his
Integrity, but under the Shield of Innocence defied the Shafts of
Calumny. What 1s it to us, that no Footfteps of vitorious Rage
were left in his Camp, no TinG&ure of Monarchal Pride ftained his
Royal Purple, and, when with eager Hafte he thunderedon the Foe,

with cager Halte he lent the Hand of Mercy to raife him up? The
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Horror of Bellona fhocks the Solemnity of this Day, and the milder
Influence of Minerva demands the CharaCer of William. as free
from the Buftle of martial Life.—It {hines with the Eclat of more
than Roman Virtue, unclouded by Roman Vice. Nature feems to
have reanimated him with all the Glory of his Ancefiry. The Ra-
vages of Superflition began to lofe tneir Force and Fury, wher
this Prince embarked 1n the Caufe of Religion. Numerous Con-
{piracies were projected, numerous Snares laid again{t his Life: But
the Favour of Heaven put forth a Star to lead him 1nto tne Path
of Security, gave him Power to tread upon the young Licn, and
the Adder, and look! What{cever he hath done, it hath proipered.

The Flowers, which, without his Care, had bluthed unfeen, he
traniplanted 1nto this his own fair Garden: The latent Gem, which
foon had mouldered into Duft, 1s here prepared to glitter on the
Crown: Nay, the Fount 1s here {truck out, where the Mules choole
to inhabir, *Cadmus inftruéted Greece in Letters, and Greece was™
orateful: Triptolemus firflt opened to the aftonithed World the Trea-
iures of the teeming Field, and the aftoniihed World demonfiirated
their Gratitude by following his Example: But can we, the Ofi-
{pring of his Care, mention the Name of William, and not be en-
raptured with his Praife?Dare we not, with heart-felt Joy, admire
his Virtues, his amazing Virtues? Methinks I read in the Looks of
this infant Threong a Deiire to {peak, methinks, they all unite their
Voices, and di¢tate to me, what tney feel. “ How happy,” {ay
they, *“ are we under the Shadow of the Royal Wing? It matters
not to us, though * the World be made for Cefar,” provided we can
find a Refuge 1n the Royal Favour. “"To him it is perhaps owing, "
that the favage Indian 1s not new defiling this holy Spot, exulting in
barbarous Triumph over his captive Fellow Creature, pinioned at
the Stake of Slaughter, and panting with an impious Thirlt after
the unhappy Victim's Blooed. Even the Britith Lions felt the Great-
nefs of thewr Charge: William and Mary, the unalienable Objeét of his -
Love, were entrufted to their Care No Medean Charm could ftupify
their Vigilance: The golden Fleece of Heaven refted in impregnable

B
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Security.  The Art of Raphael might picture the unfunned Snow, as
an Emblem of Chaftity, or paint the {peaking, corre{pondent,
Glances of the Eye, as Symbols of true Affection; but Invention

itlelf would be batHed in 1ts Attempts, to rival her Innocence, or the
temder Regard of their united Hearts, by Fable or Allufion.”

But alas! how fra:il, how fickle 1s the State of fubhmary Things!
how like the tranfient Colours of the fleeting Bow! And yet we
fooliihly imagine, that Summer Scenes can bloomi amid the Storms
of Winter, give ourlelves Credit for the Morrow, and with the Fal-
con foar 1n the empty Space of Hope, till the (jbjc/% of our Prey
eludes us. Fair lau ghed the Morn:” W rapt in plealing I'ancy, we
iondly thought, as Heaven had reftored to us a William 1 a Nor-
borne, {fome Guardian Angel would have warded off the fatal Blow.
'T'his {weet Deception puﬁ ed betfore our Eyes 1n all 1ts fairy Mazes,
led us from Scene to S cene, pictured Joy behind, Joy 1n endlefs Pera-
me.&ive cill at lait the anhantment ceafed, when we heard the

“nell of our Friend, our Pattern, our Botetourt. We beheld him pale,
as afilited Patience on a Monument. We touched the Hand, which
once fmoothed the rugged Pillow of Dileaie: "T'was cold. We clofed
tne Kye, that once 1r ed the pitymg Tear: ‘Twas quenched. The
Voice which once infufed Balm 1nto the wounded Spirit, now ipoke

“B

no more. [vian! fool ih Man! does thy Heart exult, ihould Fame
herald the abroad, the Hero of thee Age, ihould animated Bufts be-
fneak 2 pompous Parentage, or (“‘dded Roofs receive thee, as thewr
ford! For a Moment ﬁcao thy Career, approach, where Berkley
lies, approachh where ,ﬁ“l*ley 1s intombed, and {ee the Vanity of
human ;:Ype&'fttions. This great Mlan—great let me call him—was
placed on the Pinnacle of A(‘hmratmn He had Wealth, {ufizcient to
3 lat even Avarice itfelf, and Titles to lull afleep the moft reftleis
Ambition. But he coveted Riches, merely to confecrate them by a
}2 roper Ule, he defired Authority, only to enforce his Example, and
bah he w 1ﬂled for he received, as the boﬁden Cenfer receives 1ts
I rankincenfe, to *“ {pread a facred Cale of Blefiings around on all.”

He kept his L“’e fteadfaft on the End, and Azm of his Bemng:

O‘
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from his Piety, his Prefence, our facred Chapel derived a daily
Lufire, and, though his Attention to the Commands of his Maker
could not difarm Death of his Power, yet at leaft did 1t difarm him,
of his Terrors. He thought himfelf, as yet, but an Embryo in
Exiftence, and that he then only was entering on the Theatre of
Life, when Fate drew up the Curtain of Futurity., °° The Almighty
{fpoke.” 'The Scene 1s paft, and weeping Science, abiorbed 1n Woe,
pays the laft Tribute of her Gratitude, a Tear. She f{tretches forth
the Laurel, but the Laurel droops: The baleful Cyprefs with 1ts fu-
nereal Gloom faddens the filent Vault. There we {faw him interred,
there commuitted to the Duft, and, while Defpondence {at on every
Face, 1n the pealing Anthem, the penfive Look, the broken Sigh,
vou read, you heard, that Berkley was no more. But in vain do
we weep for him, {ince
** The dread Path once trod,

*“ Heaven lifts its everlafting Portals high, .

* And bids the pure in Heart behold their Gon.”

But, my Fellow Students, how can we better {olace ourielves for
the Lofs of our Friend, than by endeavouring not to need him ’—
What avail the hidden Treafures of the Mine, if fettered Indolence
difinade you from the Queftion? What avails the yellow Harvell,
11 the Hufbandman denies his Sickle! *° Beaft, Bird, Air, Iirve, the
Heavens, the rolling Worlds, all Nature lives by Action,” Nothing

hies at Reft, but Death, and Ruin, nothing can purchale Eafe, and

Quiet, but Induftry, and Perfeverance. *° Who would {fuffer the
olings, and Arrows of outrageous Yortune, who would bear the

Vhips, and Scorns of Time, the Oppreflor's Wrong, the proud
Man’s Contumely, or groan, and {weat under a weary Life, but that
the Hopes of an undifturbed Af{ylum for impotent Old-Age, cheered
his drooping Spirits in the round of Mifery ?’—* The Heart-Ache,
and the thoufand natural Shocks, which Fleth is Heir to,” daily
prove the Infufficiency of earthly Blifs, and Reafon bids us crop 1ts
Pleafures, as we pafs through this Vale of Tears. But before we

can enjoy them, we muft labour to know, where they bloom, how
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to unmalfk the Deceit of Ruin, which briftles with its Bed of Thor’n

difguifed by the falfe A ppearance of the Rofe. Confult your Br eaﬁs,
and . tell me, 1f Pleafure lies in the Smiles of Beauty: Tell if the
precious Moments of Mor tahLy were intended to be {facrificed at the
Shrine of Luft, or if Duty injoins us to tread in the Footfteps of the
Brutes. 'This cannot be your Creed, thefe cannot be your Wifhes.
You are reafonable Bemp‘s and can t theref ore {teel yourf@lves againit
the envenomed Dart. Fnvenomed indeed ; for, like the deadly
Prefent of Nefius, it -burns, and burns, and wx_H for ever burn.
Whither then fhall we {eek for Pleafure! In the brimming Goblet!
—In the brimming Goblet feek for Deftruction: In the brimming
Goblet lay down the Diftinétion of Humanity, and in the midnight
Revel call forth the Beails to affociate with their new Relation. For,
can tne bluihing Cup afiord one cordial Drop to Remorlfe, gwe ARy)
Opiate to Pain, and * {teep the Senfes in Forgetfulnefs?’ It may
cheat us of our Remorfe 1t may cheat us of our Pain, as we qu aff
the lufcious Potion; yet 3 1in the End it does but difivlve a Pearl which
the combined Wealth of the World cannot repurchafe, it does but
open new Sources of Mifery, rufhing with redoubled Force. Let us
not put 1t to the Trral: Let not the Examples of thofe, who have
mifcarried, {peak with as little Credit as the Propgeﬁes of Caflandra,
and thus Wn! Youth arnve at true Philofophy, real Pleafure, and *
{folid Happine{s. 7 Arife, renounce the Errors of your Age, and ap-
" prove yourlelves wor tny of Royal Patronage. If palt Hours have
efcaped, unimproved, quit not the pre fent Opportunity, but, like
tne hely Patriarch, clafp the parting Angel to thy Bofom, until he
blefs-thee. Let future Statefmen, future Lawyers, future Divines
here {pring up, but {fuch Statefmen, {fuch Lawyers, fuch Divines, as
fhall ftrive to do Honour to their Family, their Country, and this,
. their®d/ma Mater]




