LI BERTY,
P O E M,

DELIVERED ON THE FOURTH OF JULY.

“ QO I'..ib:rty, Heaven’s choice prerogative !
True bond of Law, thou focial foul of property,

Thou breath of reafon, life of life jtfelf !
Tor thee the valiant bleed.

Beam glory on the world.,
Gustavus Vasa,
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DEDICATION,

1 1E Sfelbowing effort of juvernile tafle is prefens.
ed with diffidence to the cinateurs-ef poelr y—ewith hcn-
eft zeal to the firm fupposiers of our glorious Republic
—and profound veneraiici: *o the tmmortas W asning-
ToN. Jis author affures nol to the clegance of refin:
menty nor accuracy of riper vears: but hopes to meet
that candor, whici cr{fﬁc:i « grateful and generons
hearty which rears the tender fancy to maturer judg-

menty and helps the fwelling bud to form the rofe.
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LIBERTY,

A

P O E M,

Delivered on the fourth of Fuly.

il

WHILE haiclujahs fwell the rolling wind,
'And {acred beings praife th’ immortal mind ;
While thro’® bright ether rolls the radiant fun,
And worlds, harmonious, round this concave run;
While, from afar, the din of arms is heard,
And helmet meets with helmet, fword with fward ;
While the loud burft of cannon rocks the ground,
And dying millions join the doleful found ;
Whiic bleeding martyrs in their country’s caule,
Rufh to the field, and die amid{t applaufe :
The Mule, more bafhful, trembling, tunes her lyre,
YW...ie fancy fans the foft, luxunant, fire.
For you fhe form'd thefe all unpolifh'd lays;
Mcrce dreading cenfure, than expeéling praife.
Hes only wifh claims the approvins finile,
Which (weetens labour, and tepays my toil.

A2 PIRST
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Firsr, y¢, who gild hie’s dark and devious way,
As yon gold beams illume the natral day,
Who fill the hours of man with fmiling blirs,
And weave the laurcl for the brow of peace.

Y e Fathers too, who guard the herm of ilate,
Watch canc’rous faction, and the jaws of fate.

Axp ye, who guide the all tmpertant plough,
Who prunc the vineyard, and +he femin fow,
Be gracious to my lays, that future time
May hear a poet grac'd your infant clime;
May hear your fons compos'd the breathing lay,
And gain'd from genius Fame’s immortal bay.
For this my prawling mule nc’er dar'd afpire,
She fecis nor fucred glow, ner rapt'rous hre.
For, all ungra&is'd in that hving art,

Which warmetbe fenfes and cxpands the heartg
She, bafl.ful, brings ar all celeftial theme,
Whic): ang:is rev'rence, and the gods eftcem,

Fair LIBERTY to glorious patriots given,
The breath of God, and firft-born child of heaven ;

Who rofe from chaos out of maturc’s night,

And fpranyg to being with the orient hight ;

Wha, late unknown, travell'd thro’ boundlefs fpaces

And ramie on earth to join her fifter peace.

she {corns the pamper'd monarch's golden chains ;
Jhes
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i lies 1o the defarty or uncuitur'd plains,

'rom pomp and grandeur, frem the rich and great.
Where wodeft man delights in humble {tate :
Unknown to flattry, or the curled plan

Of tartring Lwman fiefliy and murd'ring man.

To {eclt thee, Goddels, in thy humble giade,

To {ip thy fountain, and enjoy thy fhade ;

To hail thee at the full pienan fount,

P'ure, as defcending frem the holy mount :

Qur fathers journey’d o'er the bounding deep,
Bafllcd with ocean’s foaming, briny, heep;

Cut thro' the waves. that lafh'd the founding fhore ;
Saug to the tempeft, bade the torrent roar;

Hove back the furge, that beat their rending fails
Nor once difpair'd, tho’ toft by northern gales.
Such was the ftrength Feaovak's word had given,
Such thair reliance on a blifstul haven.

Great was the {pinity which infpird each foul,

Aud firm the golden bond, that bound the vrhole.
Pleas d with their faith, and all confiding minds,
Gobp {pake-—and inftant.ceas'd the roaring winds.
G op fpake, and tc—propiticus gales were driven
Along the ocean, from the caft of heaven.

Tue Eternal fame, who form’d the mighty ari..
Bcheld them floating in the devious bark—

Siretch’d out his hand-—the fhaking rudder ftcer'd,
And
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And mark'd their yaffage, tiil the fhorc appeard.
Soon, as a vifion, rofe tha'waving land,
And their glad feet imprefs'd the virgin fand.
Ttus happy clime receiv'd the wand'ring guct,
And ia its facred tomb their manes reft.
Here peace had fhed her all celeftial dew,
Young Commerce flourifh’d, and our country grew :
Nay, citres rofe in {uil, luxuriant, pride,
Ard India’sriciies {kim'd our curling tide.
Bleft reafon fpread her fcientific fcroll
And God and wifdom fwell'd the infant foul.
But faithlels Britain, that ungen'rous dame,
Thirfting for infant blood, and favage fame;
Too foon afcended her emblazen'd car,
And rode the Fury of tremendous war.
Beneath her butch’ring hand our heroes fell,
While ber red thoufands, gafping, fark to hell.
Rivers of bloed ran thro” our waving fields ;
Old [cytheswereturn'd to fwordsd ploughsto fhields.
The found of horror how!'d the defert through,
And death terrific hx'd the wond'ring view.
. Befide his thatch the hoary vet'ran bled,
And famifh'd infants wept ¢ their grandfire dead.”
Along the vales contending cannons roar'd,
While "round our burning domes bombs; burfting,

fhower'd. Thele,
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Thefe, with each wile, and ev’yy menial art,
Which could entrap the mind, or win the heart;
Were join'd to drive thee from our bluthing foil ;
Were join'd to link us to erernal toil.

But God’s fI1i! voice awoke out flumbring famc,
And INperexpENcE deck'd Colurabia’s name ;
Firm Independence {pread her heavenly wing,
And free-born fouls forfook a tratt'rous King.
Yes—{ons of freedom, an this glarious day,
Which warms the youthful bard's expiring lay,
Which fhali be mentioned ull the end of time,
And fang by honeft bards in Britain’s ciime ;
Sang till the voice of Freedom fhakes the throne,
And on the earth no ruling defpot’s known :
Sang till the 'briny fea is turn'd 1o blood,

And gall and wormwood fteeps the flowing flood.
Till funs fhall melt, and this our globe fhall blaze;
And the Archangel founds & tfie end of days."
Tho' not far back began the golden vears,

When the bleft found-affail'd our ravifh’d ears ;
When the bold, fwelling clarion {precad abroad

 The creaT Corumsia owns 7o king but God.”

ITir nights to held, from ’far her fons appear'd,
And o'er the gazing world her flag uprear'd.
Then, Wasiincroxn, the grezt and glorious far,
Shot thro’ our fields, 2nd fed our troops to war;

13 Like
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Like Iirael’s Jofhua, {wept the threat'ning hoft,
From camp to camp, from {lyinz pott to poft.
O'er firengthen’d mounds he bore his piercing way ;
Watchd guards bynight,and conquer’d troops by dav.
Before his conquering arm proud Britains fled,
And boafting gen'rals hugg'd the meaner dead.

Tuzen, angels loud their balelujahs fang,
And with our joy the boundlefs concave rang :
Then from on high, in radiant robes array’d,

- Downward defcended the celeftial maid.

In her right hand the olive-branch fhe bore,

And wav'd her plumage reund the bleeding fhore.

Then glowing heroes fheath’d their crimfon fwords,

And flavifh minions feught their fighing lords.
Since then the veftal fmiles upon our land,

And Georcx, Columbia’s fon, has borne command.

Long may he live, and becam with Juftre bright,

Till, like the fun, he fets 1n nature’s night.

Long may we live a freeborn, happy, race—

And nfe 1n virtue as we grow 1n peace:

Till the grand Epilogue of Time is given,

AND YON RESPANGL'D CURTAIN FALLS FROM

Heavex.



