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Oration, .

Y T

THE heart, my Fellow-Citizens, that dilate
not witl extraordinary emotion on the return of
this day, muft be infenfible to fome of the fineft
feelings that animate and give dignity to our na-
ture. How vaft, how auguft are the ol;jects that
now rife on our view! A world emerging from
- night; a nation refcued from bondage; illions
of grateful beings lifting their hearts in humble
devotion to their God, and folemnly rcnewing
their annual vows upon the altar of frcedom.

Sacred to the recurrence of the mofi ennobling
recollections, be the return of this day! Ominous
will it prove to the caufe of liberty, whencver
its firft dawn fhall no longer be announced by the
cannon’s voice, and the exhilarating founds of
martial mufic, when it fhall ceafe to be hailed as
a day of-rational fefivity, or the orator refufe a
well meant effort to contribute to its celebration.

Confider it with a view to its origing progrefs
and termination, or toits prefent, paft, or future
eflects upon the world, and the event, which we
now meetto commemorate, is calculated to ex-
cite in the patriot bofom the finelt glow of fenti-
ment, to gladden the heart of the Philanthropift,
and to make the humble Chriflian exclaim * this
is thy work, Parent of Good.”
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Long had the Weftern world been hid from the
enquiries of the Eaftern. Often in the courfe of
thofe revolutions, to which all human things are
fubjected, had {cience reared her head, and again
funk overwhelmed by barbarifm. The bold en-
quiries of two gieat and enlightened people had
pierced the clouds of ignorance, and rioted in the
moft unbounded fpeculatxons Often had reafon
and, conjecture been occupied in invefltigating

the regions of a world beyond the grave; but
never had the moft daring flights of Grecian, or
of Roman imagination, ventured to {can the lim-
its of the Weftern Ocean. The ancient world be-
keld the God of day retiring to the chambers of
Thetis, or extinguifhing his chariot wheels in the
waters of Ocean; but never did they imagine that
vhilft yet his parting rays fiill lingered on the
tree tops of the diftant Thule, his morning beams
awakened the fuperfiition of another world.

- When real {cience had developed the great
truths of creation, and the follies of polytheifm -
had vanifhed before the light of revelation, the
Eaftern world ftill faw the fun wafting his beams
~upon a cheerlefs expan{e of ocean, nor conceiv-

ed an idea of the treafures of beauty, and of plen-
- ty, whiclghis genial warmth elicited from this fa-
vored region.  To modern times was referved the
aifilng m{hmc1r honor of tearing away the veil
wiich concealed the two. he.mfphexes from each
other, and of prefenting another world to the
wants and adventures of man.

- In the fullnefs of time, the almoft fupernaiural
powers of the magnetic needle were revealed to
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the mariner, and the firft bold adventurers who
availed themfelves of the difcovery, returning
home laden with honor and with {poils, everv
bark was launched into the ccean in quefi of fan:e,

or fortune. As yet, none had ecnceived thcbold

idea of penetrating the boundleis océan whick
terminated the European horizon, and of reach-
ing the great object of their refearches, by a thort-
er rout. This was referved for the immortal Ge-
noefe. Ignorance, fuperftition, envy, timidity, in
vain reared their mounds againft him, his foul
grew with danger, and he dared, and achieved,
what even to himfelf, might have appeared chi-
merical. |

Yet it was not he—the Mafter hand of great-
nefs, and of goodnefs, ““ was in this thing.” Paufe—
and confider the ftate of the world at that interefi-
ing era. |

Europe had long flept unconicious of the
fhackles which fuperftition and tyranny had thrown
~around her: A torrent of religious maniacs had
{wept over Afia and Africa; and the propagation
of religion, by the {word, had long been the pre-
text of bloody ambition and defigning hypocrify.
But the time was now approaching, when the ex-
panfive powers of the human mind were no lon-
ger to be reprefled, when the torch of reafon
was to be lifted on the dark defigns of tyrants
and of hierarchs, and when, man, refuming his long
loft rights of action and opinion, thould burft his
fetters and affert hisaffinity to the Deity. Bloody
was the conflict that enfued, and dubious the
event! But who that is fenfible of the value of
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the object, ever fhrunk from the facrifice neceffa-
rv to its attainment? Then 1t was, that to cheer
the ftruggling patriot, Providence directed his
eye to this new land of prouife, this ultimate
refort of perfecuted freedom, this afylum, to which,
with {ure hope, fhe might fly for {afety when dri-
ven to the laft verge of the ancient world. Def-
olate had been the condition of the votarift of
Liberty, but fer this city of refuge. Whither
could he flce; the waters of defpotifm covered
the whole earth, leaving not one folitary olive
branch to him. Two litile fpots of earth, thelter-
ed by fens and rocks, afforded reluge to all the
freedom that the world could boaft of. That
daring intrepidity, that bold and dauntlefs {pirit,
which braved death in all 1ts horrors, mn vindica
tion of his ravifhed rights, defignated him as the
object of periecution and vengeance: It was, a-
mongfi the tyrants of the earth, that mark, for
which every cne that met him would have flain
kim.

How cheering to the {ouls who difdained their
chains, but who knew not whither to efcape, muft
have been the view of a retreat beyond the iron
grafpoftyranny! Withwhat rapture muft they have
hailed the proflpect of a new world, whither the
opprefled of all nations might flce for refuge, and
where one great effort might yet be made for ame-
liorating the condition of man.

Yet, when our fathers had braved the horrors
of unexplored defarts, and a tracklels ocean, t-
rant power fought them in their new retreat, and
meanly grafped at the precious blefling that had
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fuftained them in their toils and fanctified their
labors. Indignantly they arofe at the uiihallowed
attempt, and burfting the bonds that connected
them with their unnatural parent, gave her to
know that man, determii.ed to be free, may be
defiroyed, but cannot be {fubdued.

Conceived in wifdom, profecuted with vigor,
and concluded with glory, the American Rev olu-
tion is one of thofe events which, at times, are
prefented to the world, as a “a pillar of fire,” to
conduct man to that high deftiny for which his
powers are calculated. Abforbed in the ordinary
cares of life, too often beumbed by the icy hand
of poverty, or the paralyfing influence of bad
education, or of bad government, we f{lumber
away our livesuncon{cious of the torpor that per-
vades us, and of the Iplendid powers which we
are capable of difplayinw when roufed intc action.
But let a picture of thc American Revolution,
pourtrayed by a hand that dares to give it its true
colourmo be prefented to the mind, and while

e trace the great actions of our Revolutionary
hcroes, who is there who will not imaginc a voice
from Heaven, faying “go thou and do fo like-
wife,” or whilft we confider the fcenes of defola-
tion, and of bloodthed, which defiled the fair face
of this fmiling country, whilft we view the wid-
ows weeds, and the fable covering of the weeping
orphan, who will not fly to the altar and call on
heaven to witnefs the dedication of all his powers
to the protection of his country ?

But where ﬂwll we begin? Where clofe our re-

marks upen the fplendid picturc? Glory fhvds
B
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around it a luftre which fcarce permits the eye to
dwell upon individual objects.

“Tho’ Cormac’s hundred bards were there to
give the war to fong, feeble were the voices of
an hundred bards to fend their deeds to future
times.”

Shades of Warren, Montgomery, Mercer, and
thou Father of thy country, who, though thou
didft not end thy career of glory on the field of
honor, yet expiredft amidft the fighs and tears of
an adoring country, pardon me, if defpairing to
do juftice to your exalted merits, I leave your
greateft actions to the eloquence of fome more
favored roftrum.

Why look beyond the limits of my own coun-
trv for {fubjects worthy of admiration ? Ample are
the objects which fhe too prefents for the plaudits
of pofterity. Honeft is the pride, and juft the
pretenfions, which claim for her a high place in
the ranks of patriotifm. *Twere difgraceful, mean-
ly to derogate from the juft pretenfions of others,
but to affert the fair well founded claims of our
own anceftors, is what we owe to ourfelves and
to pofierity.

Another ftate has acquired the epithet of the
cradle of the revolution, but may it not be {aid of
this, that fhe nurfed it with the fabled tender-
nefs of that bird, which furnifhes an emblem of
eternal love? Promptly fhe ftood forth .the firft,
to conftitute that body which organized oppofi-
iign, and e’er the general voice had called into
action the eloquent pen of a Jefferfon, Carolina
was aiready free. Already had the fiandard of
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the oppreflor been trodden under foot, and the
afpiring Palmetto, bearing on high the emblems
of war,* announced to the world that, with their
lives and fortunes, her fons were ready for the
conflict. The firft to adopt the boldeft meafures
of a fearlefs fpirit, never afterwards did. the falter
in the profecution of her great cbject. How
much had fhe to fear, how much to loofe ! With-
out, an enemy bold from the lifts of victory, vi-
gorous from recent repofe, aiming the firft efforts
of his vengeance at our forward zeal. Within, a
monfter, tearing the vitals of a parent, and an in-
herent difeafe, converting her aliment into poi-
fon. Need I infift upon the prodigality with
which the lavithed her treafure and her blood —
how far her exertions tranicended her wealth and
population, or, how f{upereminent were her fuf-
ferings from the ravages of war. Eyes that {ee
me, ears that hear me, were witnefles to the con-
ftancy and firmnefs which this country difplayed,
and frefh in the recollection of him who addreffes
you, are many of the appalling fcenes of the
Revolution.

How did the trembling mother thrink from the
view, and prefs the clinging infant to her bofom,
when in marnal array, armed for the defiruction
of their hufbands and their brothers, your
wrkkik naraded thefe fireets, And how did the
Patriot heart weep blood ! daily, as the groaning
wheels of the loaded cart bore to their humble

#GANIMIS OPIBUSQUE PARATI,” is the mctto of the State Arms,
The device, a Palmetio beaning tvo shields,

B
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graves unfhrouded hecatombs of victims to the
horrors of a prifon fhip!

Need I recount the inftances of individual
bravery, and fuffering firmnefs, which diftinguith-
ed that eventful period? Some few it were un-
pardonable to omit. When the commander of
fome great enterprife, or one whofe ftation lifts
him to the notice of the world, yields up his life
a willing offering to a nations good, his laft mo-
ments may be confoied, not lefs by a confciouf-
nefs of high defert, than by the flattering hope of
fame. But what is to fupport the obfcure or un-
diftinguifhed individual, in “feeking reputation
even at the canon’s mouth,” fave that grandeur
of foul, which, cafting off all thoughts of felf, ex-
claims in the language of a heroic friendfhip.—
* Me, me, adfum qui feci, in me convertite
ferrum? It is impoflible but this reflection muft
obtrude itfelf upon the mind, when we hear the
humble M’Donald, with his laft figh, breathing
out exhortations to his {urrounding comrades, or
contemplating the actions of the obfcure but he-
roic Jafper. How facred in his eye was the flan-
dard of his country! Once had he fignalized his
intrepidity in its defence, in the view of this ad-
miring City. But again we find him foremoft in
the onfet, baring his bofom to the bayonet, in
another place. Already had the intrepid Hume
planted the ftandard on the ramparts of Savannah,
*“ when death met the young warrior in the firft
of his fields,” and the l{cred charge fell from his

* From the Episode of Nisus and Euryalus in Virgil,
.
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relaxed gralp. With the flight of the eagle, urging
his way to where nought but death awaited him,
Jafper feized it, bore it to his friends, embraced
it, and expired.

I would not harrow up the fouls of thofe who
hear me, but there live fome, 0 whofe recollec-
tion I could bring a noble inftance of patient aud
heroic fuffering. Not amidft the hurry of battle,
where the din of war, the trumpets found, the
clamor of contending armies, and the confolations
of honor, may make at times the coward bold—
but where ignominy, added to the fling of death,
called forth every effort of the human mind, all
the refources of the citizen, the foldier, and the
chriftian, to fupport it. Do none, who hear me,
remember the folemn proceffion which traverfed
this mourning city on the fourth day of Auguft,
' ’81 ?* In the midft of 1t marched the victim de-
~fiined to be immolated to ruthlefs tyranny. How
fublime was that expreffion of refignation which
fat upon his brow! Others wept, he fmiled—and
when his eyes met the laft adieus of his defpairing
friends, how cheerful was that look which faid, «I
fuffer for my country, fear not, my blood will
water the tree of liberty.” Vainly had the refift-
lefs charms of weeping beauty fued, vainly the
clafped hands of infancy foliciting a parents life ;
nought could fubdue the fiern heart of practifed
barbarity. Oh'! how his murderers bit the lip of
envy, when, as he paffed, the tearful eve, and wa-
vering handkerchiefs of his fair country-womer,

* Col. HAYNE.
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met his view at every window, telling him, in lan-
guage that no tongue could utter, “ we know it is
forusand ourfons you {uffer.” What,amidftafcene
fo touching—what, but the enthufiafm of liberty,
or fupernatural fupport, could have {uftaired his
equanimity? We wili drop the curtain over the
melancholy fequel. May we be able to emulate
his firmnefs—God will avenge his wrongs.

But, the enemies of our country bore teftimo-
ny to the firmnefs of its fons. Where elfe wasit
deemed necetlary to tear the father from his weep-
ing family, and in contempt of the moft {folemn
pledge of faith, in war, to incarcerate him in a dif-
fiant land, the defiined victim of anticipated con-
queft? Yetdid the fireaming eyes of an infant fami-
ly, or the laft itrained embrace of conjugal affec-
tion—did the pointed bayonet, or the horrors of
uncertainty caufe one foul to yield? Thanks to that
power that firengthens the patriots heart, unyield-
ing, unappalled, invincible i1 their fidehty,
they thrunk not from the trial— many fleep.—-¢"Tis
not on earth that virtue aiks reward ’—{ome fii'
furvive and live, to [rown into annthilation the
degenerate {oul that could ponder on a like oc-
cafion.

One venerable hero, the united with of all who
hear me, points to, as meriting diftingutfhing at-
tention. Who can forget the patriotic Gadlden?
Boldnefs and decifion marked his every thought,
encrgy and firmnefs characterized his actions.—
His elevated foul had fixed on frcedom for its ob-
ject, and his ardent mind {pruny to the goal of
his withes, with a celerity that diltances the orai-
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pary conceptions of man. Serene amidft con-
flicting elements, his foul knew not the form of
fcar, and in the damps of a dungeon e could court
that fecurity, which he difdained to owe to the
will of a faithlefs enemy. Venerable man' it
were injufiice to a character which muft long be
cherithed among us, to omit to add, that whether
in the councils of thy country, in the bufy {cenes
of war, or the afliduous difcharge of every focial
duty, thy actions were all humbl) laid at the feet
of him “who fitteth high in Heaven.”

* Once, and but once, was the hated name of
fubmiffion whifpered in our councils. Whilft grati-
tude pours its tears over the memory of thofe
who have deferved well of their country, let
him, who has dared to tarnith her laurels, tremble
at the dread tribunal of impartial pofterity. Yes,
once was the hated name of fubmiffion “hlfpercd
in our councils. Vainly did the rage of Gadfden,
the indignant tears of Edwards, the firm oppofi-
ticn of E I‘eurufon, the flathing eye of the animated
T aurens, Oppofe the fears of 2 panic firicken ma-
jority. Butfame, with he* hundred tongues, foon
told the appalling tale sbroad. One burft of in-
dignation echoed through the ranks of citizens;
ﬁlmlv they awaited the onfct of the enemy—ab-
forbed in the caufe of honor, and their countyy,
their fouls fhrunk not fromn the approach of death.
But aghaft at 1mpendm<r infamy, with one voice
they exclalmed “difgrace us and they die,” the
arm that is raifed for their defence fhall deftroy

% Sce Moultrie ogth: propasition tosnrrender Cha-'s.:on to Provor,
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them.” Timidity fhrunk abafhed from the indig-
nant glance of patriotifm, and the threatening
cloud was diflipated e’er it burft and overwhelm-
ed us with thame. Moultrie, our gratitude for
this—But for thy firmnels, we might now have
called upon the rocks and mountains to cover us.
Thy valor had already humbled the pride of our
enemy ; thou didft more, in {aving thy country
from humiliation. |
But whither am I hurried! how do juitice to
the hoft of heroes that crowd upon recoliection.
Shall Marion, Sumpter, Roberts, Wilkins be for-
gotten? Or fhall the innumerable worthies who
{honein our councils, or the field, depart without
their fame ? *Here in my view a widowed mourn-
er weeps o’er the athes of her fallen hero. 1 There
parental tendernefs has reared a monument to a
" {on, who alfo fealed our charter with his blood.—
Time will not permit me to dwell upon individual
merit. Embalmed in the recollection of a grate-
ful country, whilft worth remains on earth, they
cannot be forgotten. Often will the mantling
blood thrill through the veins of pofierity, whilft
contemplating the actions of their fathers, and
with honeft pride will future orators {upport me
in afferting the juft claims of the fons of Carolina.
But, whilft we dwell upon the worth of thofe
who fought and bled in the fervice of their coun-
try, let us not be unjuft to thofe who infpire “ the

* Monument of Major B. Huger—A female embracing an urn, erect.
ed by his widow.

t Monument of Philip Neyle, erected by his mother, both in St.
Philip’s Church. |
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poets lay, the patriots noblelt thought.” Vanquifh-
ing that timidity which forces them into the arms
of man for protection—they too exhibited, on
all oecafions, the dignifying influence of the {pirit
of freedom. Lives there, on record, a mother, who
refufed her fon? A wife, who refufed hcr huiband
to the calls of her country ? And how often, when
bathing with their tears,the wounds oi him, in whom
had centered their hopes, or theiraffettions, would
they heroically exclaim 1 had wept more, had h-
been faithlefs to his country.” Cheerful amidit
every privation, firm in the hour of triil, and of
danger, 1nipired by the moft elevated fentiments,
how often did the mother bring the little Ianni-
bal to the altar, and make him {wear to avenge the
wrongs of his country! Deeply into the mlant
hezuthll fink thofe leflons, that are uttered by the
loved lips, and imprefled by the moiftencd eye of
a mother.

But again the time is* arrived, to call into action
every latent virtue. Socn muit it be determined,
whether we will fupport the well earned honors
of our forefathers. The fame infidious foe, the
fame determined enemyv, vanquifhed on thefe
thores, now affails our independence on the high-
way of nations. Proud in his wealth, clated by
that navy which vexes the whole earth, another
Xerxes cafts his chains upon the ocean, Beyond
the Helelpont lay Thermopylxe, Salamis, and
Platea.

Already has Dritith gold excited the yell of the
favage, and onr citizens have bled beneath th.
tomahawk, ~nt the feaiping knite. The fecuit,

»
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ty of the fleeping hour, the fanctity of the cradie
have been invaded. Infancy could not fmile down
the favage fury of the Englith ally, or kneeling
beauty ﬁay the uplifted arm of the man of blood.
“ Paffion is reafon, tranfport, temper here.”

Perhaps the pallid lip of fear, the tongue of
calculating avarice, felfithnefs, coiled in itfelf like
the unfocial ferpent, may whifper danger! Prompt-
ly indignant Patriotifm replies, avaunt the
thoughts of danger. Does not the thriek of in-
fancy and age, mingling with the favage yell, af-
fright our forefis? Is not the low moan of our en-
tombed feamen, borne to us on all the winds of
heaven? My friends, the laft of national evils is
confciousdegradation. Thisfinksthe foulbelowthe
conceptionofelevatedfentiments,unnervesthearm
that lifts the fthield before a nations liberties, and
makes man bend a willing neck to flavery. Shall
it be told to thofe who read of us, “their enemy
was powerful, the conflict had been fmgumalv,
therefore they bartered half their rights for a dif-
graceful peace ?” Who is there, who hears me ?
Who had not rather it thould be related, «long
they fought, covered with glory, and forced to
vield to ovelwhelmmg power—a few brave hearts
furvived, and lived to bear with them their frec-
dom, beyond the reach of tyranny.

Purpofely I omit to dwcll upon the eftimate of
danger. Too well I know the {pirit that animates
my countrymen, to fufpect them of paufing long
upon that confideration.

But what have we to fear? Whil(t truc to our-
felves, where is the power on earth that can af-
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fect us? A want of unanimity—a narrow minded
diftruft of the rulers of our cheice—cold and re-
luctant contributions to the exigencies of war;
thefe might excite alarm, but thefe will not exift.
Do not millions of freemen now crowd around
the fiandard of their country? Is not the poft of
danger the object of folicitation and of rivalfhip?
Who waits until the cafual defignation of blind
fortune fhall fummon him to the tented field? No.
The {pirit of the revolution ftill moves “on the
tace of our waters,” and the impatient patriot
fcarce brooks the grave movements of the machine
of government. Internal difcord, lifting the dag-
ger at a parents heart, no longer ftalks among us.
Vanithed are the materials once fo {uccefsfully
employed in kindling the flames of civil war—
and the fons of the dcluded citizens of other

times, now pant for an occafion to fignalize their

devotion to their country. One ligtle fpeck a-
lone is feen on our otherwife unclouded horizon.

The wily ferpent of difunion has ftolen into the
cradle of the revolution. But fear not, 1t contains
an infant Hercules. Soon will the founds of war
aroufe him from his flumbers, and the ftrangled
monfter writhe his folds 1n vain.

There is not a more common, or more abund-
ant fource of error, than that which arifes from
the humility of the pretenfions of the prefent, to
emulate the uctions of the times that are paft.—
Man, with the fame principles, the fame motives,
the fame means, and the fame education, 1s ever
capable of the fame efforts, when roufed into ac-
tion. Seen through the vifta of ages. many bril-
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liant actions, many patriots and herocs crowd at
once upon the view, and overwhelm us with admi-
raticn. Adorncd by the pen of Plutarch, or Thu-
cydme« ol Livy, or ‘of Tacitus, 2 lufire is thrown
2round the actions of antiquity, that dazzles and
humbles us. !.ut it usnot be difcouraged; {een
under equal advintages, modern times have exbi-
Lited men and a:ttons, which Rome woilld have
boafied of, and Sparia applauded.  Already are
the revelutions of lielvetia, the Netherlands, and
of thcle f.ares. related as ¢ the tale of other times.”
If mcre recent examyples are required, will my
atd:fers 211 nd me to the defolated plains of weep-
in~ Poland, or ithe blecding vallies of the land of
Teli ?

in vain had Kofuefko and the Pulafkis breafted
the terrent that Rufiia poured upon thetr country.
Suwarrow, reeking from the firects of Iinael,
{wept o’er Ler mldc {attening the foil with the
bloed of the peaceiul cultivator. Freedom, driv-
en to the lait ditch, {ullenly retived within the
walls of Waifaw, refolved bebind the ramparts of
Przaa, to make her laft convulfive eflfort. Nought
could withiiand the impctuous vaior of the half
ovilized Ruflian.  Mounting over ditches, filled
with the badies of their comrades, thirfiing for
blood, the myriads of the famithed Tigrefs, ha\c
forced their way bevond its ramparts:  But why
that paufc # What rolls the tide of battle back up-
on iilelf, and for a while arrefis the victory?> There
flood a remnant of the fons of Iracl, mindful of
the better times of their nation, when the {words
of Jothug and of Gidcon flamed on the rcar ol a
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aevoted peop]e o1 when the myriads of Svriu
melted likc the merming mifi before the prm»eis
of the Maccabet ; with their lives they mamfeficd
how faithful thcy cculd be to that c: suniry that
had cherithed them. Five hundred choien vouths
itood forth, the champions of their nations honor,
and five hundred proftrate bedies marked the line
on which their fiandard had been planted. “ Stran-
ger, go tell at Lacedemon we died fighting for
our f{acred country.”*

A more magnanimous firuggle, in the caufe of
freedom, the world never beheld, than that which
in our time has been exhibited on the mountains
of Switzerland. What age has boafied a hero of
nobler mind than Reding; or more determined
valor than that of the few {mall cantons which
refified ufurping I'rance. Shall I point your at-
tention to the plains of Morgarien—to that hofi
of {oldiers, the victors and terror of Europe, fink-
ing beneath the valor of a handful of herdfmen?
But thofe herd{men were the defcendants of Tell,
and of Werner ; and folemn was the compact by
which the leader and the foldier had vowed the:n-
{elves to death or victory. The world has long
hung with rapture over the picture of the lafi ot
the Pomam finking with dignity bencath the ru-
ins of the 1cpabhc. ut how much more ration-
ally correct, and not leis dignified, was the con-
duct of the gencrous Swifs, when conveniag Lis
little band of freemen, we hecar him addrefs thiem
thus, “Irave comrades, dear fellow-citizens, the

- - ——o
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% Sec Suwarrow’s campaign, v, 2, . 124,
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decifive moment is at hand. Surrounded by
our enemics, abandoned by .our friends, nought
remains for us but to imitate the example of our
ancefiors. An almoil certain death awaits us. If
any one fears it, let him retire, no reproaches
on our part fhail attend him. As for myfelf, I
will never defert you, even in the greateft ex-
tremMties. Death and no retreat. If you fhare
my refolution, let two of your numbers come
forth from vour ranks, and fwear to me, 1n your
name, that you will be faithful to your words.”—
The oath was fworn with rapture. Such men
were neceflarily invincible. Death turned afide
his dart from the immortal leader.*

Shall I not refcue, from unmerited oblivion,
the untonquerable fpirit of the valiant Houfer?
Intrepidly to meet the approach of death, calmly
to {mile upon his impotent terrors, has ever com-
manded the applaufe of the world. Pages of elo-
quence, of hiftory and poetry, had been dedicated
by antiquity to bravery like his; vet {carce has
fame founded his name to the modern world.—
Fain would I lift his laurels from the duit; Fain
would replacethe wréathupon his brow—Proftrate
on the field of honour, thc invigorating fiream of
life had iffued from an hundred wounds; yet
nought efcaped his half clofed lips, even when
his {pirit feemed winging its way to eternity, fave,
Oh my country! Oh! for firength to defend her!

* For this and the subsequent fact, fee the History of the invasion of
$witzeiland; by H, Zchokkee, trauslated by Aikin.
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Examples like his are too precious to be loft to
the world.

If other inftances, in fupport of my pofition, be
required, where did the world ever witnefs a more
obftinate, moredetermined conflict, than the expir-
ing effortof the canton of Unterwalden? No age or
fex refufed the combat. Refolved not to furvive the
laft figh of their expiring liberty, they courted
the mercilefs bayonet as their refuge from ty-
ranny.

One Spartan {urvived, to tell the fall of Leoni-
das, and on the plains of Platea, extinguifhed, with
his blood, the blufhes of his country. But who
lived to relate the fail of thofe two hundred brave
youths of Schweits, who ﬂvmv to the aid of their
unhappy neighbors, plunging into the thickeft
ranks of the invader, firewing the field with the
minions of ufurpation, fell the willing martyrs of
freedom?

My friends, we too have glorious examples be-
fore us, and when, in another world, we thall meet
the auguft eyes of the heroes of the revolution,
devoutly I'will hope, that with kumble confidence
we may lay, ¢ we have not difgraced your memo-
ry.” 1I, alier the lapfe of ages, we find the un-
conquerable {pirit of needom iill flourithing on
the mountams of Helvetia, and in the plains of
Sarmatia, rapid indec! muft have been our de-
cling, if a few fhort vears faculd have extinguifh-
ed it amongft us. Put no, our lamp burns bright.
The facred ﬁame ftitl aniinates each bofom, ﬂill
lightens up every counterance. Daggeérs would
pierce the hearts of all who hear me, the averted
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eve, the bending head of thame would await it, if's
a noble ccniuoulnn& of devotion to }our coun-
try did not glow in every bofom.

Lon« may the love of country be the anima-
ting prmcnple of the fons of Carolina. May her
untarm{hed laurels defcend to ages of virtious
pofierity, and candpied by Almwht) Power, may
tfhe ever remain the coniccrated abode of Ration-
al Liberty.

NOTE.

On the occurence alluded to, at the end of the vath Page, there are

ons, now living, who can testify to the fact. The threat was deli-

berately and explicitly made, on the hornwaorks, and would have beencxe-
cuted, bad the town been furrendered on the terms propofed.

ERRATA.

Page 5, 1 s5th line, after vet, fut (,)
— 6, 10th line, after flee, for (;) place (?)
— 8, 14th line, after rostrum, for (.) place (!)
— 9, Sth hne, for (locfe,) rcad (lofe.)
— 0, 1Gth lm, after war, for (. ) place (?)
— 10, 16 h hine, for (language of a heraic,) read (language of heroic.)
— 11, 22d linc, for (contemplating) reud (comemplatc )
—e —, last linc, for (wavering,) read (waving.)




