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II, The Soldier 18th Century

MICHAEL KOWATS
In the life and death struggle to \ zishéﬁe irst real democ-
racy in the world—the United Staté an ropean profession-
al soldiers and adventurers offered services to the Ameri-
can cause, After some bitt &3 ents, Washington was
far from enthusiastic in ﬁ' ting newcomers. One of them,
however, a Hungarian named _‘ 1 Kowats (1724-1799) came
with such recommenda 8
ond-in-command in tlig ormed Pulaski Legion. If you want
to know what kind o is\Kowats was, read his manuscript
- fion of the Library of Congress,
rance, Jan. 13, 1777, written to

or the one dat.

Benjamin Frynklin e 1 in possession of the American
Philosophj Philadelphia, Pa, Kowats, who was about
53 years“of that time, spent his entire life in military

servi any years under Frederick the Great, In offer-

ing , he wrote this letter in impeccable Latin, with
neat ship, with the closing words: “Fidelissimus ad
mor aithful unto death—which words, incidentally, after

the/ discovery of this document, became the honoured motto of the
American Hungarian Federation,

owats, as his letters demonstrate, was not a soldier of the
venturer, or mercenary type, He was an intelligent, highly
immediate superior, the young and light-headed Count Pulaski,
gh Franklin, he wrote: “totum me fidelissime sacrificaturum” and
et moriar’, These are not the words of an adventurer or a mercenary, Through
Q how(v)r dimly, senses the tremendous significance of the struggle across the

them speaks a man,
ocean, A new mora

ies of Europe. There is something worth fighting for, worth sacrificing even
tion of its grandiose dreams and visions, The aging soldier realized that while

Whatever he did, he did not promote the highest and truest ideals of mankind, A small
~-minded people across the ocean wanted to create a different new world: he felt that he
nds for his wasted and useless life, and while he was still able to mount a horse and
saber, he wanted to be a scldier in the new world's ragged army: to fight, live or die for the
re of mankind,
tly after arriving in the new world and organizing the cavalry of the Pulaski Legion, he fell
rleston, 5, C. May 11, 1779, slain by an English bullet. He was buried at the very spot where
he died, “The sprawling city of Charleston, S, C. long ago covered the place with streets and buildings,

bones of this noble Hungarian turned to dust in the soil of the new world, helped to cement the foun~
dations of real democracy,

The Hungarian soldier has kept the faith—unto death,

( i d Vﬁw ) * * *



