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INTRODUCTION

The birth of Francis James Grimké was determined by those
peculiar relations existing between master and slave in the South.
While the Negro slave was considered as goods and chattels he was
at the same time regarded as a person. The slave, however, did not
have the right to do according to his own will. The master deter-
mined by fiat the social relations of his slaves. He mated healthy
males with promising women to produce offspring for sale. He
often had sexual relations with his own slave women and some-
times sold the offspring therefrom resulting as he did the animals
produced in the fields. Naney Weston Grimké, the mother of
Francis James Grimké, was compelled by her master, Henry Grimké,
to serve him as wife. From this union came three children, Archi-
bald Henry, Francis James, and John Grimké. Their father was
a member of one of the most prominent families of South Carolina.
From a purely white branch of the same family descended Sara
and Angelina Grimké, who turned abolitionists, freed their slaves
and moved north where they devoted the rest of their lives to the
anti-slavery cause.

Francis J. Grimké was born in Charleston, South Carolina, No-
vember 4, 1850. His father died when he was five years old and
provided in his will that the child should be free, leaving him
under the guardianship of his father’s oldest son, E. Montague
Grimké. This half brother faithfully discharged this trust for five
years, but when Francis reached the age of ten he tried to enslave
him. To escape such a fate Francis ran off to the Confederate
army and served an officer as valet for two years. When Francis
returned to the city with the regiment on a visit, however, his half
brother and guardian had him thrown into the Charleston work-
house, where he became dangerously ill, and probably would have
died had he not been removed to the home of his mother who nursed
him back to health. Before Francis was well enough to leave the
home this half brother sold him to an officer in the army of the Con-
federates, and there Francis toiled as a servant until the end of the
Civil War.

In testimony as to these statements and his career after the
Civil War we have from the Rev. Mr. Grimké this account ad-
dressed to a brother of his faith:
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201 Hogan St.

Jacksonville, Jan. 24, 1887.
Dear Bro;

The following are the answers to the questions propounded by
you. Please have the kindness to return all the inclosures.

(1). My parents’ names were Henry and Nancy Grimké. I was
born in Charleston, S. C. Nov. 4th, 1850. My mother was a slave. On
the death of my father, however, which took place when I was only
a few years old, we were all left free, and placed under the guardian
care of my father’s oldest son,—E. Montague Grimké, who faith-
fully discharged his duty towards us until I was about ten years
old, when he attempted to enslave us, which led to some complica-
tions. Determined, although a boy, that I would not submit to such
an outrage, I ran off, and went into the Confederate Army as a
valet to one of the officers; in which position I continued for about
two years. On visiting Charleston one day, while we were stationed
in Castle Pinckney,—a fort in the harbor,—I was suddenly arrested
Jjust as I was about to step into the boat on my return to the fort,
and thrown into jail, or what is known as the ‘‘workhouse,’’ in
Charleston.

There I remained for several months, and there I was taken
dangerously ill from exposure and bad treatment, and came very
near losing my life. It was only by being finally removed to my
mother’s house, and by the most skillful treatment, that I recovered.

I had thus fallen into the hands of this half-brother and guard-
ian; he, fearing that I would go away again, sold me, before I was
well enough to go out, to an officer, and again I went back into the
Army, where I remained until the close of the war.

Through the influence of Mrs. Pillsbury, who was then in charge
of the Morris St. School in Charleston which I attended for a time,
my brother (Archibald) and myself went North for the purpose of
being educated. I went to Stoneham, Mass. into the family of a
Dr. John Brown. With this family I was to remain with a view to
studying medicine, but my treatment while with them was so dif-
ferent from what I had been led to expeet that I would receive, that
I soon left them. During my whole stay with them I was forced to
sleep in the barn, in the hay-loft, with no other mattress than the
hay, and no other bedstcad than the floor. I very soon found very
warm friends in Mr. and Mrs. Lyman Dyke, who took me into their
shoe-factory where 1 began to learn the shoe business. I was not
there very long, however, before I was summoned by a letter from
Mrs. Pillsbury to repair at once to Lincoln University in Chester
County, Pa., where arrangements had been made for the prosecu-
tion of my studies. I graduated from the College Department of
this institution in 1870 as valedictorian of my class. Immediately
afterward I began the study of law in the Law Department of the
University which at this time, 1871, was on the University grounds.
The next year I acted as the financial agent of the University. The
year after I resumed my legal studies in the same Department,
which in the meantime had been removed to West Chester, Pa.
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The next year I went to Washington, D. C. and entered the Law
Department of Howard University, where I continued for more than
a year. It was while there that I decided, after due reflection, to
turn my thoughts to the ministry. Accordingly, in the fall of 1875
I entered the Princeton Theological Seminary, from which I
graduated in 1878. From the Seminary I went directly to Wash-
ington as pastor of the 15th St. Presbyterian Church, where I re-
mained until the latter part of October, 1885.

To the Rev. Mr. Grimké was issued the following significant call :

The congregation of the 15th St. Presbyterian Church Wash-
ington City, being on sufficient grounds, well satisfied of the minis-
terial qualifications of you, Frank J. Grimké, now of Princeton,
N. J.; and having, from our past experience of your labors, good
hopes that your ministrations in the gospel will be profitable to our
spiritual interests, do earnestly call and desire you to undertake
the pastoral office in said congregation, promising you in the dis-
charge of your duty all proper support, encouragement, and obedi-
ence in the Lord.

And that you may be free from worldly cares and avocations
we hereby promise and oblige ourselves to pay to you the sum of
One Thousand Dollars ($1000) in monthly payments for the term
of each year during the time of your being and continuing the
Pastor of said Church.

In Testimony whereof we whose names are hereto appended do

subscribe our names on the day herein named :

Henry W. Lee, Commissioner for the Session.

H. F. Grant

John C. Hart

Chas. N. Peters, Commissioner for the Congregation at Large.
Washington City, Feby. 7, 1878.

I hereby certify that, on this Seventh day of February, 1878,
at the request of the Session of the 15th St. Church (Pres.) of the
City of Washington, I have moderated a Congregational meeting
called after notice of a previous meeting for the purpose of calling
a Pastor; and that after full presentation of the case to the people,
Rev. F. J. Grimké of Princeton, N. J. was unanimously elected
to the office of Pastor.

} Commissioners for the Board of Trustees.

I. E. Nourse.

Forwarded Feby. 8 to
Rev. F. J. Grimké
at the request of the Commissioners
1. E. Nourse

In this work the Rev. Mr. Grimké had the good wishes of the
head of Princeton and of his teachers in the Theological Seminary.
On October 18, 1879, the Rev. A. A. Hodge addressed Dr. Theodore
L. Cuyler the following:
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Princeton, N. J., Oct. 18, 1879.

Rev. Theo. L. Cuyler, D.D.
Dear Friend,

The bearer of this, Rev. Francis J. Grimké, graduated from this
Seminary last year. He is a very able man, highly educated, of
high character, and worthy of all confidence. He is pastor of the
only Colored Presbyterian Church in Washington, D. C. I can
with confidence and cordiality commend him to you. He has the
endorsement of his Presbytery in his present enterprise.

Yours sincerely,
A. A. Hodge.

Of his prospects in the ministry Dr. James McCosh, wrote the
same day :

College of New Jersey, Princeton, N. J.
Oct. 18, 1879.

I became acquainted with the Rev. Mr. Grimké when he was a
student in the Theological Seminary here. The late Dr. Hodge
reckoned him equal to the ablest of his students. He studied the
History of Philosophy under me in the College. He is now settled
as a minister of the Presbyterian Church in Washington, D. C.
and is there doing a very important work. It is of great moment
to have such a man in the Capital of the country. But his church has
a considerable amount of debt. I hope that the friends of religion
in general and of the Colored Race in particular will encourage
him in the effort to relieve his congregation and their burden.

James McCosh, President,
of Princeton College.

Less than two years later Dr. McCosh said further of the Rev.
Mr. Grimké:

College of New Jersey, Princeton, N. J.,
Feb. 10, 1881.

Mr. F. J. Grimké was a student in the Theological Seminary
here, and while he was so, he attended a post graduate class of mine
in Philosophy. While here he convinced all the professors under
whom he studied as a young man of a very high order of talent and
of excellent character. I have heard him preach and I feel as if I
could listen to such preaching with profit from Sabbath to Sabbath.
I rejoice to find that the colored people of Washington have such
a man to minister to them.

I know somewhat of the condition of the congregation at Wash-
ington to whom he ministers. It is most desirable that for the
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interests of religion in the Capital the church should be freed from
its burden of debt, and I will be glad to hear that any friends of
mine contribute to this end.

James McCosh, President of

College of New Jersey.

Continuing the account written from Jacksonville, January
24, 1887, the Rev. Mr. Grimké said further of his career:

Since leaving Washington—having resigned my charge there,—
I have been laboring in this city, where, in the providence of God, I
hope to be able to do some good.

I have not thought of making money. The result is, I have none.
All my worldly possessions are to be found in my library, which
consists of about a thousand well selected volumes, on Theology,
Philosophy, History, Science, Art, and General Literature,—to-
gether with a few choice pictures. My wife was Miss Charlotte
Forten,! of Philadelphia. We had one daughter, but lost her when
she was six months old. I send you a few notices of myself with a few
letters. I have never made it a practice to keep any references to
myself, either pro or con. The result is, I have scarcely any. It will
be impossible for me to send you a ‘‘cut’’ of myself. This is about
all, I believe, that I have to say.

Fraternally yours,
Francis J. Grimké

Pastor of the Laura St. Presbyterian Chureh,
Jacksonville, Fla.

The Rev. Mr. Grimké later wrote this brief account of his
career after he had returned from Jacksonville to the Fifteenth
Street Presbyterian Church in Washington, D. C.:

I was born in Charleston, S. C., November 4th, 1850. Attended
school in Charleston for a time and at the close of the war went
North and entered Lincoln University, Chester County, Pa., where
arrangements had been made for the prosecution of my studies. I
graduated from the College Department of this institution in 1870,
as valedictorian of my class and immediately entered the Law De-
partment which was afterwards removed to West Chester, Pa. I
afterwards entered the Law Department of Howard University,
Washington, D. C. where I continued for more than a year. It was
while there that I decided after due reflection to enter the ministry.
Accordingly, in the fall of 1875 I entered Princeton Theological
Seminary, from which I graduated in 1878. From there I went
directly to Washington, D. C. as pastor of the Fifteenth Street

!Charlotte Forten Grimké was the granddaughter of James Forten, a Negro
successful in business in Philadelphia before the Civil War. He devoted time
and means to the Anti-Slavery cause. The granddaughter was well educated and
wrote creditable poetry. Immediately after the Civil War she taught freedmen
in the South.
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Presbyterian Church, where 1 remained until the latter part of
October, 1885.

I then received a call to the Laura Street Church, Jackson-
ville, Fla., which I accepted on account of the probable benefit to
my health. During my stay there I enjoyed laboring among the
people and succeeded in raising money to build them a very nice
church. On being urgently recalled to Washington I returned to
the church then in 1889 where I am still laboring.

I have written various articles for the New York Independent,
New York Evangelist etc. on the race question.

As to the positions I held I have no particular answer, except
that I am a Trustee of Howard University. Served for a time
as Trustee of the Public Schools of the District (of Columbia).
For a number of years I was Chairman of the Committee on
Morals and Religion of the Hampton Negro Conference and have
prepared the reports submitted for each year. I resigned the
Chairmanship of the Committee last year, but am still a member
of it. I have preached and lectured for a number of years at the
Tuskegee Institute, and have preached at Hampton for a few weeks
during my summer vacations for several years. I have published
in pamphlet form a number of sermons on the Negro question,
which I send herewith.

In 1891 I was elected Professor of Christian Evidences and
Mental and Moral Philosophy in Biddle University, Charlotte, N. C.

The Fifteenth Street Presbyterian Church was organized in
1841 under the leadership of Rev. John F. Cook with a view to the
more orderly and intelligent worship of God than was prevalent at
that day.?

It has been attended mainly by the more intelligent and well-
to-do class of colored people, and has always occupied an influen-
tial position in the community. It occupies a handsome building
and is beautifully situated in one of the most desirable localities
in Washington.?

The valuation of the property is about $75,000. Rev. John F.
Cook was the first pastor and it has been served during its exist-
ence by such men as Bishop Tanner, Rev. Henry Highland Gar-
net, Rev. J. Sella Martin, and Rev. J. B. Reeve.

This is all I can think of, and I send you in addition five
letters, which may be of some service to you. Please be kind
enough to return them when you have used them.

1In connection with his religious work John F. Cook conducted a school
at the Fifteenth Street Presbyterian Church. He had taught earlier in the
District of Columbia, but in 1835 was compelled by the Snow Riot to leave
the city and remain in Lancaster, Pennsylvania, for a year or two, after which
he reopened his school in Washington—Woodson, The Education of the Negro
Prior to 1861, p. 135.

2At that time this church was located on 15th Street between I and K
Streets, N. W.; but in 1918 the congregation sold that site and moved to an-
other at 15th and R Streets, N. W.
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Settled in Washington, the Rev. Mr. Grimké easily took rank
as the outstanding minister of his people in the Capital and one
of the most distinguished clergymen of his time. He attracted the
attention of the thinking element of both races throughout the
country. There were few, if any, outstanding ministers of either
race in the United States that did not know something about the
work of Francis J. Grimké at the Fifteenth Street Presbyterian
Churech, and of his larger work extended to various points in the
country through his lectures, sermons, and printed addresses
which circulated far and wide. Because of his usefulness and
nation-wide reputation, Lincoln University conferred upon him the
degree of Doctor of Divinity, June 5, 1888,

All who knew of him and read after him were not his followers.
He alienated the genuflecting, compromising, and hypoecritical
leaders of both races. Dr. Grimké was an unyielding advocate of
righteousness. He was a man of high ideals. He walked ecir-
cumspectively, lived above reproach and bore an honorable name
even among those who did not agree with him and charged him
with being bitter and narrow. Persons who knew him well often
referred to him as the ‘‘Black Puritan.”’

Naturally a man of this type could not tolerate most of what
he saw going on among the Negro ministers and among those
whites who compromised with the world on race prejudice. Dr.
Grimké was the eternal enemy of ministers who preached one thing
and lived another. He not only denounced such methods in gen-
eral, but exposed flagrant cases, naming the culprits themselves
when he felt that the public interest demanded such action. He
was therefore feared as well as respected by the wolves masquerad-
ing in sheep’s clothing. And it is a great tribute to him that his
own life was so far above reproach that none of these persons that
he questioned dared to bring one charge against him.

As such a minister in a city like Washington, on the border
line between the North and South, or preferably, in the South
itself, Dr. Grimké had many opportunities for combating hypoe-
risy in the Christian Church. When he took charge of the Fif-
teenth Street Presbyterian Church in 1878 the Negro was just
beginning to feel the pinch of the conservative element which sue-
ceeded soon thereafter in eliminating the race from politics and
reduced the Negro in the South to a status not much above the
level of that of the free Negro before the Civil War. The Presby-
terian Church, like all other national organizations of the whites
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with a Negro constituency, compromised on the question of the
civil rights of the Negro and very soon on the matter of equality
or brotherly treatment in the church itself. The Negro had en-
joyed considerable freedom for a number of years, but by 1890
the scales had turned against him. Thereafter he was to sit in the
court of the Gentiles outside of the Temple of Jehovah.

This change in the attitude of the churches involved humilia-
tion in various ways. Presbyterian schools even in the North
failed to welcome Negro students freely thereafter. Presbyterian
churches, like churches of other denominations once willing to per-
mit Negro ministers of promise to speak from their pulpits, gradu-
ally receded from this position. Missionary teachers from the
North and agencies operating their schools in the South tended to
manifest less ardor in Negro education and evangelization. These
schools, moreover, were held under the close supervision of un-
sympathetic or indifferent white administrators and teachers from
the North who no longer had the zeal of the first workers to come
from that section for the uplifting of the colored people of the
South; and at the same time these white administrators frowned
down upon the idea of having Negro executives and teachers con-
duct their own schools. Dr. Grimké excoriated his own alma
mater, Lincoln University in Pennsylvania, for failing to accept
Negro members on its faculty, and he belabored those in charge
until that policy was changed.

In the contact of the Negro ministers with the white clergymen
of the same denomination, moreover, unpleasantness often devel-
oped. In the border states and the lower South where some free-
dom in social relations had existed during the reconstruction period
strict segregation followed. If the Negro minister attended con-
ferences, he was supposed to sit in a back seat and not to partici-
pate freely in the deliberations of the body. When the time came
for luncheons or dinners he was told to go around to a certain side
street where some colored sister or brother lived. There he would
partake of a meal provided especially for him. ‘‘God had not made
the Negro the social equal of the white man.’’ Of course, the Negro
could not expect to stop in any other home than that of some
member of his own race, and hotels religiously excluded him ac-
cording to hostile laws. This was a most painful pill to swallow.
Dr. Grimké did not censure the church for such discrimination as
was beyond its control, but he fearlessly attacked those persons
and agencies that claimed to be Christian and bowed to the will
of those who were victims of race prejudice.
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In order to expose this unbrotherly attitude of the so-called
Christian church, Dr. Grimké delivered lectures and preached
sermons not only from his own pulpit, but wherever the oppor-
tunity offered. What he preached, moreover, he had printed and
at his own expense widely distributed his messages in pamphlet
form. He sent these especially to the clergymen of both races,
called upon them to stand up and fight for righteousness—never
to compromise with any such evil as that of treating the Negro
other than as a brother.

This method of making known what was taking place within
the church and of exposing the evils resulting therefrom was
necessary at that time. The press of the country was turning a
deaf ear to the woes of the Negro. Papers like the Independent,
the Evangelist, and the like began to change their attitude when
intelligent ministers like Dr. Grimké preached a sermon on these
evils and sought a hearing through these self-styled organs of the
church. The would-be Negro contributors were usually turned
away because of being too bitter despite the fact that there was
nothing in these sermons or addresses more radical than the teach-
ings of the Bible.

The compromising religious element had begun to follow the
fortunes of the leaders of political thought of the United States.
The very people who had gone to war and freed the Negroes for-
got the race thereafter just as soon as the party of combinations
and trusts, which brought all poor men where they are today. had
reached the point where it could carry the country without the
Negro vote in the South. Former friends of the race had finally
decided that the less said in defense of the Negro, the better it
would be for the carrying out of this economic revolution of
wresting the country from the slaveholding capitalists of the
South and bringing it under that of the economic royalists of the
other sections. The white clergymen became genuflecting with
respect to capital. Reform became impossible, compromise arose
as the order of the day, and hypocrisy reigned supreme.

Against any such procedure Francis J. Grimké protested with-
out fear and trembling. He knew no compromise and did not
listen to any excuses offered by so-called Christians who were too
weak to stand up for the principles of the fatherhood of God and
the brotherhood of man. Very often he had to stand by himself,
for there were not a few Negro ministers who, in order to enjoy
the profits of segregation, sealed their lips on the matter of the
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unfair treatment of the Christian church. Dr. Grimké insisted
that the prophets of old and the New Testament writers knew
the moral law by which the Christian world should be governed
better than the self-appointed prophets who lived on the profits of
segregation. Ile became a foreigner in the world of such com-
promises, but he made things so uncomfortable for spineless leaders
that they could not ignore his preachments.

Some of the compromisers tried to answer him. No answer
was possible from the Biblical point of view, however, as Dr.
Grimké understood it: and vet. a few undertook to prove that
segregation resulting from racial differences was authorized by
the Bible. Dr. Grimké preached that ‘‘God hath made of one
blood all nations that dwell upon the face of the earth.”” He in-
sisted that since all people were made of one blood they should
live as brothers and worship together one God. One of the white
ministers who tried to answer him, as a letter in this series will
show, contended that Dr. Grimké was inconsistent in not quoting
all of that verse which he used to uproot the argument in favor of
segregation. While it is true that ‘“God hath made of one blood
all nations that dwell upon the face of the earth,”’ Dr. Grimké
had overlooked the fact that ‘‘He hath appointed unto them their
metes and bounds.”’ As this defender of race prejudice saw it,
the Negro was created and put in Africa, the white man in Europe,
and the yellow man in Asia. The church in segregating the Negro,
then, was doing the will of God. The so-called Christians were
committing no sin, as he saw it, in refusing to live among Negroes,
to eat with them, to work with them, and to ride with them in the
same coach. God, therefore, had conveniently solved the problem
for the white man to go to heaven without accepting or dealing
with the Negro as a member of the human family.

Dr. Grimké casily exposed the fallacy of this position. It God
appointed to each race its metes and bounds, by what right did
the white man come from Europe and take possession of the Red
Man’s land in America? By what right did the white man compel
the Negro to come to America to labor for him on the plantations
and in the mines? By what right can the white man go to Africa
today and deprive the natives of their most fertile land and corner
them on reserves where they have to starve or leave to labor like
slaves in the mines and on the plantations?

The change in the attitude of the church and the general public
toward the Negro necessitated a change in Dr. (irimké’s methods
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of enlizhtening and stimulating the progress of his race toward
usefulness and recognition. During the beginning of his career
he had looked forward to lecturing and addressing white churches
and conferences with respect to the needs of the Negro. Prejudice,
however, rapidly reduced the number of these contacts except in
cases involving the compromise of one’s manhood. Such a sacri-
fice, however, a man of Dr. Grimké’s temperament could not make.
A few outstanding white ministers like Wallace Radcliffe of the New
York Avenue Presbyterian Church in Washington, D. C., agreed
with Dr. Grimké and maintained friendly relations with him.
But the large majority of the Presbyterian and other clergy never
welcomed Dr. Grimké and even avoided him, contending that he
was too bitter and that his leadership was doing the Negro much
harm.

Dr. Grimké also started out in life with much hope for efficient
work for the race through the schools. He preached to them and
lectured to their student bodies on various topies pertaining to life.
He devoted special attention to such important matters as marriage,
divorce, the duties of parents, and the training of children. He
had to turn away from some of the schools, however, when there
came a division with respect to whether the emphasis should be
placed on practical training for the special benefit of the Negro
or liberal education intended for all persons regardless of race.
Dr. Grimké stood for the latter.

Early in his career he was a constant lecturer at both Hampton
and Tuskegee. But, in the proportion that they committed them-
selves exclusively to the policy of special training for the Negro Dr.
Grimké had less and less to do with these schools. At one time he
was a close friend of Booker T. Washington, as the correspondence
published in his works will show; but, during the early part of
the century when Booker T. Washington so dramatized industrial
education as the summum bonum and refused to speak out for the
civil rights of the Negro the two friends came to the parting of
ways. The climax in the alienation was the meeting of Negro
leaders called by Booker T. Washington in New York in 1906 to take
up measures with respect to the best interests of the race. There
a majority of the leaders including W. E. Du Bois, Francis J.
Grimké, and his brother, Archibald Ienry Grimké, effected a
schism in the ranks by proclaiming that they would follow no
Negro as a leader who would compromise on the rights of the
Negro or whose utterances could be quoted in support of the posi-
tion of those who denied the Negro such rights.

.



Dr. Grimké found some hope in a new effort called the Niagara
Movement which culminated in the organization of the National
Association for the Advancement of Colored People in 1909, an
agency originated and supported by prominent members of both
races emphasizing equality and justice for all. His brother be-
came a member of the national board of directors and for a long
time served as president of the Washington Branch of the National
Association for the Advancement of Colored People, through
which he did much to defend the Negro from attacks leveled at the
race by members of state legislatures and the Congress of the
United States. In all of these efforts Francis J. Grimké was his
warm supporter.

Dr. Grimké, however, was not an agitator using the church
for public reform. The Fifteenth Street Presbyterian Church
where he was pastor for more than half a century was always re-
garded as a church conducting itself on the highest plane of Chris-
tian ideals. Dr. Grimké often preached about the injustices heaped
upon the race, especially the hypocrisy of those who called them-
selves Christians when denying the race liberty and freedom guar-
anteed the Negroes in the laws and the Constitution of the United
States. Yet, he never used his church as a center for agitation
where anyone could hold a meeting for propaganda purposes.
Dr. Grimké had a keen conception of the dignity of the church and
in his ministry never permitted his congregation to diverge from
these ideals. Christian men and women were urged to support
movements projected for equality and justice, but to operate
through the channels established for this purpose. The church
was (God’s altar, and this thought should be ever in the minds of
those who sought the courts of the Lord.

Dr. Grimké had no desire to devote his time to agitation, and
he cannot be classified as such a leader. He was drawn into the
battle for human rights bceause as a minister he was duty-bound
to plead for equality and justice in accordance with the teachings
of the Bible. The ministry to him was something sacred to which
he had a divine call, and he never had any temptation to leave his
post of duty. At one time he was offered the professorship of
Mental and Moral Philosophy at Biddle (now Johnson C. Smith
University) but this was not sufficient to take him out of the min-
istry. When he was receiving less than fifteen hundred dollars a
year he was offered the presidency of Howard University, and he
refused it, saying that his work was that of a minister rather than
that of an educator.
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The conservative and genuflecting clergy often asserted that
Grimké was accomplishing nothing by his ‘‘radicalism and bitter-
ness,”’ and it cannot be denied that the large majority of the
prophets dependent upon the profits of segregation had things
their way and could laugh Dr. Grimké to scorn; but the great
principle by which his life was guided was never to be afraid to
stand alone for the right. Thus for years it seemed that the battle
fought by Dr. Grimké and those who stood with him was doomed
to failure. The situation looked especially dark during the first
quarter of the twentieth century.

Forces taking shape during and immediately following the
World War of 1914-1919, however, began to effect some changes
in the status of the Negro. By 1937 when Dr. Grimké passed from
the picture the Negro had plunged to the depths economically
during a universal depression, but he had seen lynching all but
blotted out, the provisions for the education of the Negro made
equal to that for the whites here and there, better facilities for
the health and recreation of the race, a larger number of his
people exercising the right of suffrage, a keener appreciation of
the Negro’s contribution to culture, more helpful social contacts of
the whites and blacks, some change in the attitude of the Negro-
baiting press, and an increasing number of whites in and outside
of the Church who were putting the hypocrites of the organization
to shame by accepting the Negro as a brother and joining with
him wholeheartedly in the fight for equality and justice for all.

These changes, to be sure, were not effected by Dr. Grimké
and his co-workers alone, but probably no other man living made
a larger contribution to this outcome than did this uncompromising
and unyielding agent of righteousness and truth. His life, there-
fore, is a long chapter in the history of the Negro in the United
States, an important chapter in that of all America. In his works
the efforts of all helpful agencies throughout his active career
may be traced, and all important issues before the American
people and how they were decided may be studied. From his
point of view, every good thing vouchsafed to other elements of
the population of this country should be extended to the Negro.
Dr. Grimké could not be satisfied with less than that full measure.

Dr. Grimké’s contribution to these undertakings, moreover, was
not mere talk. He was a doer of the Word he preached. He not
only proclaimed what was the duty of the hour but took the lead
in showing how this duty should be performed. The record of his
receipts and expenditures shows that he religiously lived up to
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the Biblical principle of giving a tenth of his income to help those
who were unable to help themselves. He gave considerable sums
to agitative organizations, but he never forgot the fact that he was
a Minister of the Gospel and turned most of his gifts toward
educational and religious channels. His check stubs show annual
contributions to missions and missionaries at home and abroad,
to private institutions engaged in the education of the Negroes in
the United States, and to committees and boards promoting the
health, recreation, and general welfare of handicapped Negroes.
In his giving, moreover, he was sufficiently broad and philanthropie
to help all men without regard to race or color. He contributed
annually to institutions helping the poor, the blind, and unen-
lightened in India and China. He was especially interested in
helping the lepers in the Philippines. He warmly supported and
financially aided the work of Kawaga in Japan. By his will he,
having forgiven his alma mater, Lincoln University in Pennsyl-
vania, bequeathed it $4,000; and he gave $4,500 to the Board of
Pensions of the Presbyterian Church in America.

Dr. Grimké was especially interested in the work of the Asso-
ciation for the Study of Negro Life and History. He attended the
annual meetings when it was convenient for him to be present.
He became one of the first subscribers to The Journal of Negro
History. He made a contribution every year to its support, and
in his will bequeathed it $400. In the work of research and edit-
ing undertaken by the organization he took no active part for the
reason that he always adhered to the principle that his work was
in the pulpit, and other things in which he was deeply interested
could not detract him therefrom. He showed his unselfishness in
trying to make it possible for those trained in modern histori-
ography to perform with scientific objectivity an important task
for the race and nation.

Dr. Grimké began to retire from his various activities after he
had reached the age of seventy. This could not be done abruptly
for the reason that he had given such general satisfaction wherever
he had served that it was difficult for his co-workers to suffer the
ties to be severed. Howard University was reluctant to give him
up as one of its trustees among whom he had faithfully labored
more than two generations. He had served on this board along with
Frederick Douglass, John M. Langston, and B. K. Bruce. Dr.
Grimké finally made it clear to his eo-workers that he desired to
vield his position to some more active person who might perform
such duties more efficiently. Ie remembered Howard, however, by
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giving his library to that school. This has been set apart there as
the Dr. Grimké Collection. Some of his books, collected after the
donation to Howard, went to Lincoln,

The Fifteenth Street Presbyterian Church was more reluctant
than any other institution to let their pastor for more than two
generations retire to private life,

On May 13, 1923, he addressed the congregation the following :

To the Session and Members
of The Fifteenth Street
Presbyterian Church:

After a pastorate among you for more than forty years, I
hereby tender my resignation to take effect Sept. 30, 1923. I feel
that the time has come for the work to pass into the hand of a
younger man. I am now in my 73rd year. I am not as strong
as I used to be. I have infirmities incident to advancing years
which make it no longer possible for me to do effectively the work
of the active pastorate. Besides, there are some things that I want
to do before I die, if it is the Lord’s will to give me a few years
free from the active duties of the pastorate, which I cannot do
with the responsibilities of a church resting upon me. I will, of
course, still be in your midst. Here I have lived in loving fellow-
ship with you for these more than four decades of years: and here
I expect to continue to live until the time comes for me to go hence.
It is from this church that I want to be buried; and to be laid to
rest by you, among whom I have lived so happily for these many
vears. Dissolving the pastoral relation doesn’t mean a severance
of the ties that have bound us together in the bonds of a loving
fellowship.

I have been thinking of this for some time: and have been
putting it off, hoping that I might be able to continue a little
longer: but now I feel that it ought not to be put off any longer
in justice to myself and to you, the good people of this church.
You need a younger man, must have a younger man, who will take
the work up and carry it forward. There are great things, I
believe, in store for this church under proper leadership. I am
asking, therefore, that you join with me in a request to the Pres-
bytery that the pastoral relation between myself and the church
ge dissolved, as I have already stated, to take effect September
30, 1923.

Yours lovingly,
Franecis J. Grimké.

The church refused to accept his resignation, and to the end
insisted that he maintain pastoral connection with the congrega-
tion. It was finally agreed to retain him as pastor with the under-
standing that when he felt so disposed he might preach, but the
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actual work of the Church was committed to the hands of an
associate pastor. This did not prove to be the most satisfactory
arrangement, for it was all but impossible to find any minister
who could measure up to the standard set by Dr. Grimké—someone
whom the people could love and follow as they had their old pastor.
Dr. Grimké, as his diary shows, was ever present to test the service
rendered by his associate and all other ministers who occupied that
pulpit. Few could meet the requirements. They often said things
with which he could not agree. Dr. Grimké was a plain logical out-
spoken minister ever fighting all compromise with the world,
especially if there were manifested any tendency toward modernism.
There was not a scintilla of such thought in the message of Dr.
Grimké. In some such fashion, however, this arrangement con-
tinued until his death on October 11, 1937, although the Church
in the meantime suffered not only on this account but because of
the depression.



I. ADDRESSES DEALING WITH THE CAREERS OF
DISTINGUISHED AMERICANS

1
BisHoP DANIEL ALEXANDER PAYNE!

I am to speak to you this evening, on what to me is a very
attractive subject: The life and character of Bishop Daniel
Alexander Payne. Without stopping for any preliminary remarks,
by way of introduection, I will plunge at once into the subject.

The external facts which go to make up the history of this
noble man of God, may be briefly stated as follows: He was born
in Charleston, South Carolina, February 24, 1811. His father died
when he was four and a half years old, and his mother when he was
nine and a half. After the death of his parents he lived with his
grandmother, a devout Christian woman. At eight years of age
he began going to school and continued until he was twelve. In
these four years he learned to read, write, and cipher as far as the
rule of three. In his thirteenth year he left school and was hired
out to a shoe merchant with whom he stayed but for a short while.
He was next put to learn the carpenter’s trade, at which he worked
for four years and a half. He then spent nine months in learning
the tailor’s trade. At the age of fifteen he was very seriously im-
pressed religiously, so much so that he applied to the authorities
of the Methodist Episcopal Church and was taken under its care
as a probationer, though his conversion did not take place until
three years later. It was at this time, or shortly afterwards, while
earnestly engaged in prayer in his room, that he had clearly and
distinetly made up his mind the impression that God had called
him to educate himself and to be the educator of his people. This
impression, to use his own language, ‘‘was irresistible and divine,
and gave a new direction to my thoughts and efforts.”’ His great
desire now was to fit himself for this work, and to get at it as
soon as possible. Accordingly, he determined to devote every mo-
ment of his leisure to study, and every cent not absolutely required
to supply him with the bare necessities of life to the purchase of
hooks. In order to raise the money needed for books, he made

1Delivered in Washington, D. C., December 10 and 17, 1893,
1
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tables, benches, clothes horses, and corset bones, which he sold
on Saturday nights, in the market or along the streets. In order to
find the time necessary to enable him to pursue his studies while
working at his trade, he would eat his meals in a few minutes and
devote the rest of the hour allowed him to reading and study. On
knocking off in the evening he used to go directly home, and not
unfrequently, would be found at his books until 12 o’clock. He
used to rise also every morning at 4 o’clock and work until 6
o’clock. In this way he succeeded in reading a number of books,
and in rendering himself proficient in several branches of learning.

At nineteen years of age he felt that the time had come for
him to undertake the second part of the work to which he believed
God had called him, the work of educating his own people. Ac-
cordingly, he forsook the carpenter’s trade for the life of an
educator. In 1829 his first school was opened, with three pupils,
for each of whom he received fifty cents a month. He also taught
three others at night, for which he also received fifty cents each.
The first three were free; the last three were slaves. This was cer-
tainly not a very promising outlook. Three dollars a month, for
board, lodging, clothing, and other incidentals was not a very
pleasing prospect : nor did the financial outlook improve. At the
end of the year, he was in such pecuniary straits that he was
forced to consider seriously the question of giving up the experi-
ment altogether and of secking a livelihood in some other way,
and came very near doing so; but he was finally restrained by two
considerations. The first was an interview which he had with a
wealthy slave-holder who was en route to the West Indies for his
health, and who desired to secure the services of a free colored
boy as an attendant. The second was the conviction, or rather
reflection, that to abandon the school house was to be false to the
trust which he believed God had imposed upon him. Accordingly,
in 1830, he reopened his school, with muech brighter prospeets.
There was a decided increase in the attendance. The growth was
so rapid that the school soon outgrew the building, and he was
forced to secure other and more commodious quarters. And so it
continued to grow until it became not only the largest but by far
the most influential school for the education of colored people in
Charleston, if not in the entire South.

While he was seeking to educate others, he still continued to ap-
ply himself diligently to the cultivation of his own mind. His
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attainments at first were limited to reading, writing, spelling, and
arithmetic. To these he afterwards added geography, map drawing,
English grammar, English compeosition, geometry, descriptive
chemistry, natural philosophy, descriptive astronomy, Greek, Latin,
French, painting, botany, zoology, and natural history. As these
subjects were sufficiently mastered by him to teach them, they
were added to the curriculum, and thus the standard of the school
steadily improved. The good work begun in 1829, and started
afresh in 1830 under more favorable circumstances, went on pros-
perously, until 1835, when the Legislature of South Carolina passed
a law making it a eriminal offense not only to teach slaves to read
or write, but also free persons as well. The penalty annexed to
the violation of this law so far as free colored persons were con-
cerned, was a fine of fifty dollars and fifty lashes. The effect of
this law was to bring his labors abruptly to an end, which was
a source of great sorrow and regret to him. He felt keenly the
injustice of it, and for a time, was in a state of great agitation
over it, during which he was led to question the existence and
justice of God. He could not understand why one race should
be allowed to oppress another, as the whites were oppressing the
blacks. The thoughts which were passing through his mind, he
has embodied in a poem, which I will not take the time to read,
but which you will find in his Recollections of Seventy Years, pages
29-34 inclusive.

In the midst of his distress and agitation, he had a dream, which
finally determined him to seck a field of labor in the North, where
he would be enabled to pursue his chosen vocation without let or
hindrance. The dream was a very singular one. He dreamed
that he was lifted up from the earth, and without wings fled to-
wards the North. He was clad in the pink robe which he always
wore in the school room. On reaching the North, he kept flying
up and down, just south of the great lakes which separate Canada
from the United States. This he took as the hand of God, indi-
cating the direction in which he should go. Accordingly, having
closed his school, he made all arrangements for leaving the home
of his birth for a strange land among strangers. This preparation
consisted in getting his few personal effects together, and in secur-
ing such letters of recommendation to influential friends in the
North, as might be helpful to him. These letters were cheerfully
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and gladly given by such men as Drs. Capers, Palmer, Gadson,
and Kennedy. Armed with these letters, and with a firm faith
in God, he sailed from Charleston on May 9, 1935, then a young
man of only twenty-four. On reaching New York, he made the
acquaintance of the Rev. Peter Williams, pastor of the colored
Protestant Episcopal Church, at whose house he met for the first
time Dr. Alexander Crummell, who was then a young man pre-
paring for school. He also proceeded, soon after his arrival, to
deliver the letters of introduction which he had brought with him.
He was kindly received by all, but was advised by these gentlemen,
with a single exception, to turn his face towards Africa. It was
not of Africa, however, that he was thinking, but of his poor,
benighted brethren in this country; and to help them was the great
desire of his heart. It was not until he came to the pastor of
the Lutheran Church, to whom he had a letter from the Rev. Dr.
Bachman, that he heard one note of encouragement in the line
in which he desired to work. The Society of Inquiry on Missions,
located in Gettysburg, had just voted to educate a talented, pious
voung man of color for the intellectual, moral, and social elevation
of the free colored people in this country; and was in search of
such a man. After talking with him and reading his testimonials,
so impressed was Dr. Strobel with his intelligence and high Chris-
tian character, that he frankly told him that he thought that he
was just the man they were looking for; and finally persuaded
him to consent to enter the Lutheran Theological Seminary at
Gettysburg, with the view of the better qualifying himself for
work among the colored people. Strange, as it may seem, up to this
time he had felt no inclination whatever towards the ministry,
and consented to enter the seminary, only with the understanding,
that he did not thereby commit himself to the work of preaching
after his graduation. During his stay at the Seminary, he made
a most favorable impression upon all of his teachers, and advanced
rapidly in the various studies assigned to him. He studied Greek,
Hebrew, GGerman, ecclesiastical history, mental philosophy, archaeo-
logy, and systematic theology.

‘While at the Seminary he made himself useful by gathering
together all the colored children in the neighborhood and organiz-
ing them into a Sabbath School, which he was allowed to hold in
one of the rooms of the Seminary building. He also conducted
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from time to time religious exercises for adults, which resulted
in the conversion of many.

After two happy and prosperous years at the Seminary, he
was forced, greatly to his regret, and the regret of his teachers,
to relinquish his studies, owing to an affection of the eyes, brought
on by reading in a recumbent position.

From the Seminary he went to Carlisle, Pennsylvania, at which
place the conviction first entered his soul that it was his duty
to preach the Gospel. ‘‘Necessity is laid upon me; yea, woe is me
if I preach not the Gospel,”’ was the passage that sent the con-
viction home to his heart. With this thought upon his mind he
returned to Gettysburg, and after consultation with Dr.
Schmucker, and with his advice, determined to join the African
Methodist Episcopal Church, as furnishing a wider field of useful-
ness than the Lutheran Church. With this end in view, he went to
Philadelphia, for the purpose of talking the matter over with
Bishop Morris Brown; but while there, through the influence of a
friend of his father, was induced to change his mind. He was
told that the African Methodist Episcopal Church was opposed
to an educated ministry; that the ministers of that denomination
often introduced their sermons with the statement that they
thanked God that they had never rubbed their heads against a
college wall, or studied Latin, Greek, or Hebrew: and that the
people would respond and say ‘‘Amen, and Glory to God.”” He
determined therefore, to join the Lutheran Church, and was re-
ceived and licensed by that body in June, 1837, and two years
later was ordained. At this time he had extended to him three
different calls from churches: from the Colored Presbyterian
Church, East Troy, from the Second Colored Presbyterian Church,
Philadelphia, and from the Second Colored Protestant Episcopal
Church, New York City. The two latter he declined, but accepted
the former. His first regular charge was in a Presbyterian church.

While at Troy, he was sent by the citizens as a delegate, to
what was known as the National Moral Reform Society, which
held its session that year in Philadelphia. There he met the Rev.
Samuel Cornish, Rev. Joshua Leavitt, Theodore D. Weld, Lewis
Tappan, and other members of the Executive Committee of the
Anti-Slavery Society. On his return to Troy, he received a com-
mission from the society as one of its lecturers, at a salary of
three hundred dollars a year, and travelling expenses. This he
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declined, however, on the ground that he had consecrated himself
to the work of preaching the Gospel. In this same year, he met
with an accident which silenced him for nearly twelve months.
On the last night of the year he preached so long, and earnestly
that he ruptured the left gland of the throat, which resulted in
the total loss of his voice. In consequence he resigned his pas-
torate, and went to Carlisle, Pa., where under careful and skillful
treatment he finally recovered his voice. From there he went to
Philadelphia, and in 1839 began a work similar to the one he
had begun in Charleston ten years before, the work of school
teaching. This he continued to do until the summer of 1843.
‘While in Philadelphia he became better acquainted with the
A. M. E. Church, and in the winter of 1841 joined the Quarterly
Conference of Bethel Church, in that eity. In 1842 he was re-
ceived by the Philadelphia Annual Conference, on trial as a local
preacher, and into full connection in May, 1843. Almost imme-
diately afterwards he entered the itinerancy, in obedience to the
call of Bishop Morris Brown. As soon as possible he turned his
school over to the Rev. Dr. Alexander Crummell, then a young
man just beginning the ministry, and started for Washington,
D. C., where he began his active work in the A. M. E. Church,
as the pastor of Israel Chureh, at the foot of the Capitol. While
here he organized the first association of colored ministers con-
sisting of himself, the Rev. John F. Cook, the founder of the
church of which I have the honor to be pastor, and the Rev. L.
Collins, who was then pastor of Zion Church, South Washington.
While here he also first wrote and published his thoughts on Min-
isterial Education, in the form of five letters, which gave great
offense and created a good deal of excitement throughout the
church. Theyv were denounced in the strongest terms—were char-
acterized as ‘‘full of absurdities,’”’ as ‘‘teaching infidelity in its
rankest form.”’ Some went so far as to call him a ‘‘devil.”” Others
charged him with ‘‘branding the ministry with infamy, and reck-
lessly slandering the general character of the Connection.”” So
intense was the excitement that the editor of the magazine in which
the letters were published said, ‘‘Great fear is entertained by some,
that if the measure proposed be adopted by the General Conference,
discord and dissolution will necessarily take place in the church
between the ignorant and intelligent portions of it. ‘‘Notwith-
standing this note of alarm, the general excitement and the abuse
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with which he was assailed, there were some men in the church
who saw that he was on the right track, and who were determined
to stand by him, in his warfare against ignorance. Among them,
were the venerable Bishop Morris Brown, Jas. G. Bias, H. C.
Turner, Abram D. Lewis, John M. Brown, who afterwards be-
came bishop, John Vashon, Henry Gordon, Elymas Johnson,
James Reed, and Dr. Martin R. Delany. And so the fight went on.

At the General Conference of 1844, an opportunity was af-
forded him of laying his plans before the church, which he did in
the form of a resolution to institute a course of instruction for the
education of the ministry. The resolution as soon as introduced
was promptly voted down by a large and overwhelming majority.
It was evident not only from the size of the vote in the negative,
but from the whole spirit and tenor of the meeting, that the rep-
resentatives of the church were not in sympathy with this educa-
tional nonsense, as it seemed to them. They had come up, among
other things, for the express purpose of putting down this dis-
turber of the peace of the church, this new prophet of education:
and they were not disposed to give him any quarter whatever. The
next day, however, through the influence of the Rev. A. D. Lewis,
the motion was reconsidered, at the close of a most powerful and
eloquent speech, which so convinced the brethren of the folly of
voting it down, that it was passed without a dissenting voice. A
committee, was then appointed, of which Bishop Payne was made
chairman, known as the Education Committee whose duty it was
to prepare a course of studies to be pursued hereafter by young
preachers. The Committee made its report on the sixth day of
the session, and outlined a two years’ course of studies for ex-
horters, and a four years’ course for preachers. The first em-
braced the study of the Bible, Smith’s English Grammar, Mitchell’s
Geography, the Discipline of the Church, Wesley’s Notes, the
History of the M. E. Church, and Watson’s Life of Wesley. The
second course embraced Smith’s English Grammar, Mitchells’
Geography, Paley’s Evidences of Christianity, History of the Bible,
Horne’s Introduction, Schmucker’s Popular Theology, Mental
Philosophy, Natural Theology, Watson’s Institutes, Ecclesiastical
History, Goodrich’s Church History, Porter’s Homiletics, D’Au-
bigne’s History of the Reformation, the Geography and Chronology
of the Bible. The report of the committee was adopted, and with
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its adoption the African Methodist Episcopal Church entered upon
a new era in its history.

Through the untiring effort of this man, the church was now
firmly committed to the policy of intelligence as against ignorance
in the pulpit. Its aim henceforth would be, not only to see that
the Gospel was preached, but that it was done by men who had
had, at least, some intellectual preparation for it.

Up to this time, any ignoramus who imagined that he was
called to preach, who thought that the Lord had need of him, felt
that it was his right to be ordained, or at least to be licensed; and
no objection was interposed by the church, under the impression
that if a man opened his mouth the Lord would fill it. Bishop
Payne was the first man in the A. M. E. Church who saw clearly
the evil of that policy, who had the courage publicly to express
his disapproval and who set himself resolutely, and determinedly
to overthrow it. And he did overthrow it, or at least greatly
modified it, be it said to his praise and everlasting honor.

The victory of 1844 was a great and signal triumph. As a dee-
laration of principle, it marked an epoch in the history of the
church. The church had yet, however, to be educated up to the
stand which the General Conference had taken. A declaration of
principles was all right; but something more was necessary in order
to render it effective. This Bishop Payne clearly saw, and hence
turned his attention at once to the preparation of a series of essays,
eight in all, on the subject of ministerial education, which were
published and widely circulated, in the hope of broadening and
deepening the interest already felt, and of securing the earnest
cooperation of the whole church. Nothing shows more clearly how
profoundly interested he was in the whole subject, and how deeply
desirous he was for the success of the movement which had been
inaugurated, than his words in the closing number of this series.
They are such noble words that I cannot refrain from quoting
them, in part, at least.

‘““We now conclude our essays,’”’ he says, ‘“‘by an appeal to all
who are concerned, i. e., the whole church. And first we appeal
to the venerable fathers of the connection, and call upon you to
assist us in this glorious enterprise, by giving your sanction to our
efforts. While we acknowledge that your advanced life and domes-
tic cares may present insuperable barriers to your improvement,
we hail you as the pioneers of the church. You, with the enter-
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prising Richard Allen, have gone forth, the broad-ax of primitive
labor upon your shoulders, entered the forest, hewn down the
timber, and erected the stupendous fabrie, which constitutes our
Zion. O cheer us then, while we labor to beautify it, and carry it
on to perfection. Let it never be said, that you were opposed to
the cause of sacred learning, or that you hindered the car of
improvement. But while you are descending to your peaceful and
honorable graves, let us hear your invigorating voice saying unto
us: Go on, my sons, go on. Then shall the bright pages of his-
tory hand down your memories as a precious legacy to unborn
generations, who, with hearts of gratitude, shall look to this period
and thank heaven that their progenitors were not the enemies, but
the friends of education.

‘‘Beloved young brethren, we appeal to you, because a glorious
career of usefulness lies before you, an uncultivated field, long
and wide invites you to enter and drive the ploughshare heavier
through its length and breadth. Truth declares that the soil is
deep and rich, and will yield an abundant harvest. Up, up, to the
toil. The reward is in the fruits, your resting-place is in heaven.
Put forth every effort, employ every means, embrace every oppor-
tunity to cultivate your minds, and enrich them with the gems of
holy learning: Be not satisfied with little things; lift your standard
to the skies, and your attainments will be great. Swear eternal
‘hatred to ignorance, and let your banner float upon the breeze of
heaven with this inseription

‘Wisdom to riches we prefer,
And gold is dross compared to her.

‘‘Venerable mothers of Israel. We call upon you to aid us in
this glorious reformation. Give us your influence; give us your
money; give us your prayers. Teach your children from their
infaney to value learning more than riches, and wisdom more than
gold. Teach them that the glory of their manhood consists not
in eating and dressing, but in the cultivation of the immortal mind,
and the purity of their morals. The fall of ignorance is as cer-
tain as the fall of Babylon, and the universal spread of knowledge
as the sun; for the Lord has said it. The beaming chariot of the
genius of knowledge is rolling triumphantly onward to the con-
quest of the world : therefore, the opposers of education must either
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ground the weapons of their unequal warfare, or be erushed to
death beneath its ponderous wheels.

‘“A period of light has already dawned upun the A. M. E.
Church. Its morning star was seen in the days of the General
Conference of 1844. Its opening glories were manifested in the
decrees of the Educational Convention of 1845. Blessed is the man
or woman who will aid the enterprise of heaven. Yea, thrice
blessed is the one who will hasten on this age of light. As for our-
selves, we have dedicated our all to this sacred work. We have
laid our souls and bodies, our time, our influence, our talents,
upon the altar of our people’s improvement and elevation; there
we intend to bleed, and smoke, and burn, till life itself shall be
extinet.

‘“The calamitous fact that our people are entombed in ignorance
and oppression forever stares us in the face. It shall be the fuel
of the flame that consumes us, and while we talk, and write, and
pray, we shall rise above opposition and toil, cheered and inspired
by that God whose lips have said, The priest’s lips shall keep
knowledge.’’

How clearly he saw what was needed, how earnestly he plead
for the dawning of a brighter day, and how determined he was
to leave nothing unsaid or undone to make that day possible.
Wherever he went, North or South, East or West, the gospel
which he never failed to preach, was the gospel of light. Every-
where his voice could be heard saying, throughout the church,
Let there be light. That he was misunderstood, that he was re-
garded as a fanatie, as a setter forth of strange doctrines, is not to
be wondered at when we remember the dense ignorance that en-
veloped the A. M. E. Church at that time, and in faet our people
in general. He is no longer misunderstood and abused, however;
the church now sees, and has seen for a number of years, the wis-
dom of the course which he advocated, and now has for him only
praise. All unite in acknowledging the greatness of his services,
and to nothing does the church refer today with greater pride
than to his noble efforts in behalf of education.

In 1845 his field of labor was changed from Washington to
Baltimore, where he continued to labor for five years in the double
capacity of teacher and preacher. While there he was married
to a very amiable lady of this city, who died, however, within a
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year. In the city of Baltimore he did a grand work, and made
himself felt as a power for good. '

He became involved, however, while there, in a very serious
and bitter church quarrel, which grew partly out of an effort on
his part to modify some extravagances of worship. He was always
opposed to shouting, and the outlandish manner in which God
was worshipped, in many of the churches; and he did not hesitate
to express his disapprobation. It was the attempt on his part, to
put an end to some of these antics, as carried on by what was then
known as ‘‘singing and praying bands’’ that precipitated the
trouble, and that came very near breaking the church to pieces.
He held his own, however, and finally came out victorious.

In the year 1848 he was appointed by the General Conference
historiographer of the church. At this conference he was also
strongly urged by Bishop Quinn to allow his name to be used as
a candidate for the bishopric, assigning as a reason that it was the
earnest desire of many of his brethren, that he should fill that
office. This, however, he positively refused to do.

In 1850 he officiated at the funeral of Bishop Morris Brown,
preaching the funeral discourse, which shows the estimation
in whicki he was beginning to be held. In the same year, with a
view of gathering materials for the work which had been assigned
him as historiographer of the church, he was left without appoint-
ment by his own request, and spent the time from 1850 to 1852,
in visiting every church of the connection in the Eastern and
Western states, and in the South as far as New Orleans. He also
visited Canada. From this extended tour, he returned just in
time for the General Conference of 1852, which met in the ecity
of New York, and was ordered by Bishop Quinn to preach the
opening sermon, which he did, taking as his text 2 Cor. 2:16, ‘“Who
is sufficient for these things?’’ The sermon made a profound im-
pression upon all who heard it, and brought him still more prom-
inently before the church.

This was the General Conference, you will remember, at which
he was elevated to the bishoprie, a position which he did not de-
sire and from which he sought earnestly to escape; but found it
impossible to do so. The feeling that was expressed at the con-
ference of 1848, as to the desirability of making him bishop stead-
ily grew during the intervening four years. The more his brethren
saw of him, the more they came to know the man, to understand
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his spirit and temper, the more they felt that he was the man of
all others for the place, and they were determined to elect him.
No change, however, had come over his own mind, he was still un-
willing to allow his name to be used, he still refused to yield to
the wishes of his brethren. The motive which influenced him was
not indolence or timidity, nor was it a desire on his part to escape
any duty or responsibility, which the Great Head of the church
might see fit to lay upon him; but a profound sense of his utter
unfitness for so high and responsible a position.

In nothing, perhaps, is the character of the man more strikingly
exhibited than in his bearing and attitude at this time. In de-
seribing his feeling he says, ‘‘ About twelve months before the con-
ference of 1852, I saw and felt that my brethren were determined
to elect me, and, therefore, I prayed earnestly up to that time,
that God would take away my life rather than allow me to be
put into an office, for which I felt ‘myself utterly unfit. The an-
nouncement of my election fell like the weight of a mountain upon
me, and caused me to weep like a child, and tremble like a tree
shaken by a tempest. I now felt that to resist this manifest will of
the Great Head of the church, so clearly and emphatically ex-
pressed, would bring upon me his displeasure. I yielded, because
I felt that the omnipotent arm that had thrust me into the position,
would hold me in it.”’

This reads almost like a romance. The contrast between it and
the spirit that is now in the church, is so great that it is difficult
for us to realize that there ever was a time when men had to be
almost literally thrust into this office against their will. And yet,
this is the strange, the delightful spectacle that is here presented
to us. Under a deep sense of the responsibilities involved in the
office of the bishoprie, and under a sense of his own unfitness for
it, this man positively declines to have his name used as a candi-
date, and four years later, when without consulting him he was
elected, bursts into tears, and trembles from head to foot; accepts
the position only because it was thrust upon him, and because he
saw no honorable way of getting out of it.

Today all that is changed. Every man now wants to be a
bishop. Every man thinks he is fitted for it. Every man thinks
that he is entitled to it. And there is hardly anything that men
will not stoop to do in order to obtain the coveted prize. Every
form of demagoguery has found its way into the church. Every
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species of wire-pulling is resorted to, and even bribery itself, it is
alleged, has been employed by candidates for the sacred office.

Fifty years ago the great obstacle that stood in the way of the
church’s progress was ignorance. There was one man at that
time who saw the evil of it, and had the wisdom and courage to
sound the alarm, and through his influence it was throttled to
death, or at least, so held in check as to make progress possible.
The great obstacle that stands in the way of the chureh’s progress
today, is no longer ignorance; but the worst form of demagogism,
the combination of unprincipled men within the church to get the
control, the monopoly of all positions of honor and trust of a gen-
eral character. For years there has been a concerted effort in this
direction; for years this evil has been growing. And unless an-
other Daniel A. Payne arises to inaugurate another warfare
against it, and continue that warfare until bad men, unprincipled
men, are put down, either driven out of the church entirely, or
relegated to the back, the usefulness of the church is at an end.
It may increase in numbers, but in moral and spiritual power it
will become a constantly diminishing factor.

There is no possible excuse for ever allowing bad men to occupy
high and responsible positions, positions which bring them prom-
inently before the public. There are good men within the chureh,
intelligent, upright, pious, God-fearing men, adequate to every
need. If bad men are allowed to work their way to the front, good
men are responsible for it.

There is but one way to defeat this combination of bad men
to get control, and that is by the thorough organization of good
men to resist their demands. That is the next great crusade upon
which this church must enter if it is to save itself from an igno-
minious failure, and is to preserve intact the glorious inheritance
which has come down to it through the labors of such men as
Bishop Payne and others, who have not only held aloft the torch
of intelligence, but also the banner of purity. There is no
better evidence of the unfitness of a man for the high office
of the bishoprie, than his eagerness for it, and his willingness to
enter into combinations, and to stoop to wire-pulling in order to
get it. The saintly man of whom we are speaking was simply in-
capable of such a thing. He was never an office-seeker, but the
office always sought him. He was never found thrusting himself
forward, but was always thrust forward by others. The thing
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we call love of office, the desire for power for personal aggrandize-
ment, had no place in his make-up. His one and only desire was
to do good. Hence the men who gathered around him were not the
tricksters, the self-seekers, the ecclesiastical demagogues. He had
no ax to grind, no favors to ask, stood in no need of combinations.
Hence he was always independent, always untrammeled, always
free to act out his honest eonvictions. And that is the quality that
is needed to command respect, in order to enforce authority. The
man who comes to the bishopric through wire-pulling, through
politico-ecclesiastical combinations is not free, in the nature of the
case, cannot be, and never can command the respect which is neces-
sary to make the office what it ought to be. It is a significant fact,
that the man of all others, who went into the bishopriec against his
will, who had it thrust upon him, is the man who stands highest in
the estimation of the church. No man in all its history has had
anything like the influence which he had. No man commanded,
while he lived, such universal respect. And it is safe to say, no
man for years, if ever again, will occupy the same commanding
position in the church. And one reason for this is to be found in
the manner in which he entered the bishoprie, and the spirit in
which he continued to exercise it. He did not ask for the office.
He did not turn a finger to secure it. e owed his election to no
man or combination of men. It came to him unsought; and he
accepted it as a sacred trust from God; and in that spirit he con-
tinued to exercise it to the end of his life.

There is a lesson in this for the whole church. The spirit ex-
hibited by this man is what it needs, and must have in those who
are elevated to positions of honor and trust, if it is to fulfill its high
mission. For more than forty years, his example has been a con-
stant rebuke to all self-seeking demagogues in the church. And
now that he is gone, it is the duty of the church to hold up his
example and make it the standard by which to determine in all of
its great ecclesiastical gatherings the question as to the fitness of
men for high places. I know something of the pain and sadness
that filled his soul, at this growing spirit of demagoguery in the
church, and this unholy and unseemly greed for office. 1 shall
never forget a conversation which I had with him shortly after
one of the general elections for bishops. In speaking of the elec-

. tion, he said, It was simply disgraceful. The church cannot sur-
‘vive another such election. The methods adopted, the character
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of the aspirants, and the spirit in which the whole affair was con-
ducted was most abhorrent to him.

At the next General Conference, this same spirit will, in all
probability again assert itself. It is almost sure to appear. The
wires are already being manipulated, cliques and ecombinations are
already being formed. Men are already nominating themselves
for the vacancies that have been created by death. What will the
chureh do about it? I do not know what it will do, but I know
what it ought to do. In the name of this dead saint, whose life
was a constant protest against that spirit, it ought to arise in the
majesty of its strength, and stamp it out; or at least, set itself reso-
lutely to resist it. There is nothing that would give the good Bishop
greater pleasure than the defeat of such self-seeking demagogues.
There is no greater tribute of respect that the church could pay
to his memory than to stand by the great principles for which he
contended, and which were so nobly exemplified in his own life,—
the principles of purity of fitness; of the office seeking the man, and
not the man the office.

PART SECOND
BisHoP DANIEL ALEXANDER PAYNE

In my previous paper on Bishop Payne, I ended with his elec-
tion to the Bishopric in 1852, and called special attention to the
manner in which he regarded the proposition to make him bishop,
the effect of the announcement of his election upon him, and the
spirit in which he entered upon the discharge of its high and
solemn duties and responsibilities.

Resuming the thread of the narrative, the next thing of im-
portance in his life was his second marriage. In 1854 he was
united in wedlock to Mrs. Eliza .J. Clark, of Cincinnati, and trans-
ferred his residence from the East to that city. Two years later,
in July, 1856, he removed to what was then known as Tawawa
Springs, now Wilberforce, which continued to be his home up to
the time of his death. His object in selecting Tawawa Springs was
the prospect of the establishment of a school, of the M. E. Church
at this point, for the education of persons of color. The school
was opened in October of the same year, under the name of Wil-
berforce University. Bishop Payne was elected one of its Trustees,
and thus became closely and intimately associated with it from its
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inception. In 1862, owing to the financial pressure caused by the
Civil War, the school was closed and continued closed until 1863.
As things did not improve financially, the M. E. Church concluded
to give up the work and sell the property. This fact was com-
municated to Bishop Payne on the tenth day of March, 1863, and
in the city of Cincinnati he entered into a contract with the authori-
ties of the M. E. Church to purchase the property at the cost of
$10,000 for the A. M. E. Church. At that time he had not ten dollars
in hand towards it, but he had a firm faith in God and the convie-
tion that if the matter could be properly brought before the church,
the money could be raised. In this faith he went to work, and by
June, three months afterward, the first payment of $2,500 was
made. The School was then reorganized under a new charter, and
a new Board of Trustees elected. The Bishop became its first
president, a position which he continued to hold for thirteen years,
and the Rev. John G. Mitchell, the present head of the Theological
Department, its first principal. Two years afterwards, greatly to
his sorrow and regret, on the very night that Lincoln was assas-
sinated, the main building was laid in ashes. Thus his labors were
greatly increased. As President of the University he had not only
to see to the raising of the original $10,000, but the means neces-
sary to meet the current expenses and the doing his share of the
work of teaching, but money had also to be raised for the erection
of a new building. He did not become discouraged, however, but
with his usual vigor and faith, addressed himself earnestly to the
work, and soon another building, more beautiful than the former,
rose upon the ruins of the old. This University is one of his
noblest monuments, and will continue to be so as long as there is
one brick left standing upon another. The Theological Department
has, within the last few years, been reorganized, and is now called
by his name,—which is a fitting recognition of his eminent services
in the cause of Christian education.

During the great struggle for freedom no one was more pro-
foundly and deeply interested in that struggle than himself. In
1862 we find him in Washington urging upon President Lincoln
the importance of signing the Act which had just passed both
houses liberating the slaves in the District of Columbia. And when
the struggle was finally ended, and the slaves were emancipated,
his heart overflowed with joy. As soon as the way was open for



ADDRESSES 17

missionary and philanthropie work in the South, his thoughts were
turned towards his brethren there, and he was soon in their midst,
hard at work. He first went to South Carolina, and there organ-
ized the first A. M. E. Conference in the state. From South Caro-
lina he went to Georgia, after which he returned to Ohio, where
he had been called to look after the interests of the University.

Two years afterwards, in 1867, he sailed for England and the
Continent, for the double purpose of soliciting funds for Wilber-
force, and of attending the Evangelical Alliance, which met that
vear at Amsterdam, Holland. The voyage was a very delightful
one, and he had the pleasure of having on board two such dis-
tinguished men as William Lloyd Garrison and George Thompson,
—the famous and eloquent English anti-slavery lecturer. His mis-
sion to England, so far as the school was concerned, was a failure.
He found it impossible to induce the English people to give any
money to Wilberforce. This he attributed to two causes, one was
that the institution was poor. ‘‘To a question of Secretary Whip-
ple of the American Missionary Society, as to how he had suc-
ceeded his answer was, ‘‘Poorly, because I find English Christians
just like American Christians; they give power only to the power-
ful, and wealth only to the rich.”” Another reason was that the
wave of English enthusiasm had spent itself before he reached
England. ““If you had come just after the war,’”’ his landlady
said to him, ‘‘when English enthusiasm was at its height, you
might have obtained something; but now I fear it is too late.”’
Another and third reason was suggested by John Bright, namely,
that England had already sent over millions of dollars to aid the
freedmen, and that America had immense resources within her-
self to supply the wants of her people. In other respects, however,
his visit was a very pleasant and profitable one. At the Evangeli-
cal Alliance he met many distinguished men, among whom were
Drs. Tholuck, Guthrie, MeCosh, and Krummacher.

He also visited Paris, and enjoyed the opportunity which he
had long desired of perfecting himself in the French language.
He attended lectures at the Sorbonne, and the College de France,
and thus had the opportunity of hearing many distinguished
French scholars and scientists.
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The next year he found himself again in America, busily em-
ployed in his labors in the double capacity of college president and
bishop.

In his efforts to improve the condition of our people he was
also very active in organizing literary societies, and mothers’ meet-
ings, in connection with the various churches. The first were de-
signed largely for the intellectual development of the young people.
The Bethel Literary of this city was organized through his in-
fluence. And the second were for the instruction of mothers in all
matters pertaining to the proper care and management of the home,
and the proper rearing of children. In this way his influence has
been very widely felt in many homes. His treatise on Domestic
Education, a book that ought to be more widely read than it is, was
designed especially to assist parents in this delicate, difficult, and
important work.

As an author, in addition to many poems, hymns, and articles
on various subjects, published from time to time in the papers
and magazines, he has left behind him three volumes: his treatise
on Domestic Education, his Recollections of Seventy Years, and
the first volume of his ITistory of the A. M. E. Church, which was
published in 1891. Up to the very last, he was busily employed
working on the second volume which was nearing its completion.

In 1893 it was my good pleasure to spend the greater part of
my vacation at Wilberforce, and to be much with him. I used to
go down and read to him every afternoon, and most precious
moments they were. Among the things that I now remember, as
having read to him were that charmingly written Life of Professor
Agassiz by his wife, and two articles from the Rcview of Reviews,
one on Mr. Edison and the other on Sir William Thompson, the
two great clectrical kings of this generation, which greatly de-
lighted him. The activity of his mind was something remarkable,
and his interest in everything of an improving nature was just as
great during the last yvear of his life as at any previous period of
his history. His body was growing feebler, but there was no dim-
inution in his intellectual strength and in his interest in the great
living issues of the day. When the time came for me to leave I
shook hands with him, and looked into his dear face, as I had done
on previous oceasions, little dreaming that it was for the last time.
It was not long, however, only five months,—before the tidings
came that he was no more. On the afternoon of the 29th of De-
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cember in 1893 in the quiet of his beautiful evergreen cottage home
he fell asleep in the armns of his loving Lord and Saviour, whom
he had so long and faithfully served.

In looking back over this remarkable record, there are several
things in it, which I think may be helpful to us, and to which I
desire especially to direct attention. And notice, if you please,
the difficulties under whiech he labored, in his efforts to educate
himself. Bear in mind the fact that he was born nearly 83 years
ago, in a slave state, at a time when slavery was at its height, and
when the darkness of ignorance which had settled down over our
people was most dense; that he was born in a seetion of the country
and in the midst of circumstances which tended to erush out of the
colored man every desire for improvement and every noble aspira-
tion. Bear in mind also the faet that he lost both of his parents
before he was ten years of age, and that all the schooling he ever
got, until he entered the Seminary at Gettysburg, when he was a
man, twenty-fours years of age, ended with his twelfth year. Bear
in mind also the fact that his education when he left school con-
sisted simply of his ability to read and write and cipher as far
as the rule of three. Bear in mind also the additional fact that he
was early thrown upon his own responsibility, and had to earn his
own living, and that he was always of a frail and delicate con-
stitution. His long life has been a marvel to all, and was made
possible only by the utmost care on his part. Bear in mind also the
fact that between the ages of twelve and nineteen all the time he
had for study was a few moments snatched from his work in the
day, during the hours allotted for meals, and at night, after his
work was over, and early in the morning before it began.

And yet, notwithstanding these facts, notwithstanding the dif-
ficulties and obstacles that stood in the way, he succeeded in mak-
ing himself a well-educated man—in so enlarging the scope of his
knowledge that he beecame proficient in many grades of learning—
in history, in philosophy, in many of the seiences, in the higher
mathematics, and in some languages, both ancient and modern.
What a lesson is this to our young men and women who are living
today, and who are surrounded by schools, colleges, universities,
and every means of self-improvement; and yet who are content,
in many instances, to remain in ignorance. If this man succeeded
in doing what he did, years ago, under the very great disadvantages
under which he labored, what ought not we to be able to do who are
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living today, in this age of light and knowledge? His life in this
respect foreibly illustrates the truth of the adage, ‘‘ Where there’s
a will, there’s a way.’”” It shows in a most striking manner what
things are possible to an earnest soul, whose mind is fully made
up to succeed, even under the most discouraging circumstances.
The eager desire for knowledge which he exhibited, and his reso-
lute purpose and determination to make something of himself is
Jjust what is needed by our young people everywhere today.

In the extract which I made from his closing essay on the sub-
jeet of education how his own eagerness for knowledge is revealed,
and his earnest hope in seeking to arouse in others the same noble
desire. ‘‘Put forth every effort,”’ is the language of this appeal
to the young men, ‘‘employ every means, embrace cvery oppor-
tunity to cultivate your minds and enrich them with the gems of
holy learning. Be not satisfied with little things,—lift your stand-
ard to the skies,—swear eternal hatred to ignorance, and let your
banner float upon the breeze of heaven with this inseription,

‘“Wisdom to silver we prefer,
And gold is dross compared to her.”’

This thirst for knowledge which he sought to arouse in others, and
of which he was so early conscious, never forsook him. He was a
student to the last. He never reached the point where he felt
that his knowledge was complete. He was constantly reaching out
for more, and died feeling as the great Newton did, that he had
succeeded in gathering only a few pebbles on the margin of the
boundless ocean of truth. In this respect it would be well for all
of our young people to think of this man of God, and to seek
earnestly to emulate his example.

In the second place, notice, if you please, what were some of
the influences that helped to make him what he was morally and
spiritually. Under this head there are three facts which to my
mind are of special significance: and the first is, that both his
father and mother, as well as his grandmother, with whom he
lived after the death of his parents, were persons of eminent piety.
He speaks of his father as ‘‘an earnest Christian and a faithful
observer of family worship;'’ of his mother as ‘‘a woman of ami-
able disposition, gentle manners, and fervent piety.”” And of the
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‘‘holy example of his grandmother.”” The home in which he was
born and reared was a Christian home, in the best sense of that
term, a home where God was revered, and where the Christian
graces were most beautifully exhibited, so that every day of his
life he was made to see the beauty of holiness, and to feel the sacred
influences of religion.

The second fact is that he was by his parents solemnly dedicated
to the service of God. Speaking of himself he says, ‘‘I was the
child of many prayers. My father dedicated me to the service
of God before I was born, declaring that if the Lord would give
him a son, that son should be consecrated to him,—and named him
after the prophet Daniel. After my birth I was taken to the house
of God, and there again consecrated to his service in the holy
ordinance of baptism. From the sanctuary my parents returned
home with me, and on bended knees, my pious father, holding me
up in his arms, again dedicated me to the service of the Lord.”
Thus showing that the earnest desire of these parents was that he
might grow up to be a good man, that he might early come to
know the Saviour, and that his life might be spent in his service.
This was no empty sentiment, but the deep, soul-felt desire of
their hearts. And it had its influence in shaping the character of
the boy.

The third fact is that he was the object of special care and
attention on the part of his parents. They labored earnestly to
train him up in the way he should go. He was not left to himself
to develop as he might, without any special guidance or direction.
He was not only a child of prayer, but also of the most patient,
painstaking labor. Nothing was left undone that was fitted to
make him what they so earnestly desired him to be. Speaking of
his mother and grandmother he says, ‘‘ After the death of my
father it was my mother’s invariable custom to take her little
Daniel by the hand and lead him to the class meeting, seating him
by her side. In this way I became early impressed with strong
religious feeling. After her death my grandmother took charge
of me. She did much towards stimulating me to attain unto a
noble character, and to this day I feel the influence of her godly
lessons and holy example.”” Mark the language, not only the effect
of her holy example, but of her godly lessons as well. She not
only lived before him a noble Christian life, but was careful also
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to instruct him, line upon line, and precept upon precept, in the
way he should go; thereby following the divine direction.—‘‘ And
these words which I command thee shall this day be upon thy
heart; and thou shalt teach them diligently unto thy children, and
shall talk of them when thou sittest in" thine house, and when thou
walkest by the way, and when thou liest down and when thou risest
up. And thou shalt bind them for a sign upon thine head, and
they shall be for frontlets between thine eyes. And thou shalt
write them upon the doorposts of thine house, and upon thy gates.”’

Again in speaking of his early life, in the same connection, he
says: ‘‘Many a time, when the people of God were telling their
experience in the divine life in the class-meeting, I have felt the
Spirit of God moving my childish heart. When I was only eight
vears old, such was the effect of a sermon upon my young heart,
that I went home erying through the streets, and sought the garden
and prayed. After my mother’s death I was often led by the
Spirit to go to the garret, and bend the knee, and look up to
heaven, besceching the Lord to make me a good boy.”” Whence
this desire to be a good boy? Where did it come from? It was
the result of his carly training. It was because the thought had
been implanted there, and kept constantly before him by his sainted
father and mother while they lived, and continued to be emphasized
by his grandmother, after their death. He was made to feel from
his earliest infancy, that to be good and upright, was the thing
of greatest importance. Under such cireumstances, it is not sur-
prising that he grew up to be the noble man that he was, honored
and respeeted by all who knew him. And, here, there is an im-
portant lesson for those who are parents. If our sons and daugh-
ters are to command the same respeet which this man commanded,
if they are to develop equally noble characters, we have got to see
to it that the home influences which surround them are of the right
kind, and that the same care and interest which were manifested
in his development are manifested in theirs. We cannot fold our
arms and allow our children to grow up simply as the weeds grow,
as is true in the great majority of cases today, and hope for any
such results. One reason why, in all his teaching, he laid such
emphasis upon proper home training, was hecause he had experi-
enced in his own early life the transcendent importance of it, and
bore in his own noble character and life the evidence of its value.
The child who is conseerated to GGod hefore birth, who is recon-
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secrated to him after birth in baptism, and again dedicated to him
at the family altar; who is made the subject of special prayers,
who is surrounded by the influence of godly parents and who is
carefully instructed in God’s Word, is bound to develop rightly.
If our children do not grow up to be good, upright, virtuous men
and women it is because there has been some negleet somewhere.
What this man became under proper home influences our children
may become; and it is our duty as parents to see that these in-
fluences are not wanting.

In the third place, notice, if you please, what the great under-
lying motive of his life was. It was the desire to do good, to be
useful, to leave the world better than he found it, to be of service
to his fellow men. Like his Divine Lord and Master, the crowning
ambition of his life was not to be ministered unto but to minister,
and to give himself for others. In the poem already referred to,
written on the eve of his departure from Charleston, in which
he pours out his soul, the closing lines are these:

‘“Guide Thou my feet, great Sovereign of the sky.
A useful life by sacred wisdom crowned,
Is all I ask, let weal or woe abound.”’

He was on the eve of his departure from his home to a strange
land among strangers, not knowing what was before him, and not
caring very much, if only he might be useful. In that sad hour
of his life, when the darkness seemed deepest, the thought that was
uppermost in his mind, was this thought of service, this desire to
be a blessing to his fellow men. And in his Recollections of Sev-
enty Years, published in 1888, fifty-three years afterward, he says
in the same noble spirit: ‘‘And now I feel my years of labor com-
ing to a close. I consecrate, O Thou Most High and Holy One,
the remainder of my days to thy divine service. O give unto me
the mind that was in Him, who went about doing good. All the
work of salvation and of education committed to my oversight
vouchsafe to bless, to build up, and to establish for the benefit of
all the generations and for all the races. Let the translation of
the Bible, and the diffusion of its life-giving truths by the living
missionary, go on without faltering. Let the victories of thy con-
quering Cross be ever increasing. Let its living trophies in the
heathen world be as innumerable as the stars in the skies, and as
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countless as the sands upon the ocean shores. To all these glorious
ends, O Lord Jesus, make thy aged and feeble servant helpful.

Yes, helpful. That is the word that expresses the keynote of
his life. He wanted to be helpful. And this desire of his heart
was gratified. God made him a blessing, not only to the great
church with which he was connected, but to our people in every
section of the country, and of all denominations. May his noble
ambition to be of service descend upon us, and through us be
transmitted to our children, and to our children’s children to the
remotest generation.

In the fourth and last place, there are a few of his leading
characteristics to which I would now direct attention in closing
in the hope that we may all lay them to heart and seek earnestly
in these respects to emulate his noble example. He was a godly
man, a man of real piety. Religion to him was no mere empty
profession. It was his life. He had the profoundest reverence for
God and all things sacred. His whole life was pervaded by the
thought of God, and he desired from the great depths of his heart
to do only that which was well pleasing in his sight.

In the second place, he was a thoroughly conscientious man. He
was influenced by a sense of duty in all that he did. To convinece
him that a thing was right was all that was ever necessary in
order to secure his support. That settled, he could always be
relied upon. If any man ever followed the right, as he understood
it, with invincible determination, he did. This, all men who had any
knowledge of him knew and respected him for it. Even his worst
enemies, if he had any, or his best friends, however widely they
might differ from him, never questioned for a moment his integrity
of character, his honesty of purpose. All felt that whatever course
he might take, it was because he believed it to be right. He was
never consciously, I believe, influenced by any other motive, than
a sincere desire to do his duty. That was the impression he made
upon everybody with whom he came in contact. I remember an
incident which oceurred one winter while he was lying ill at Jack-
sonville, Fla., which furnished a practical illustration of the point
we are considering.

Among the letters that came to him while he was lying on a
sick bed was one from a clergyman of his own church, but of an-
other Episcopal District. It was an earnest appeal to the Bishop
to be present at a certain conference where he expected to be
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arraigned for trial on charges which had been preferred against
him. He had no faith in his own bishop, and he had no faith in
the men before whom he was to be tried. He believed that their
purpose was to find him guilty, regardless of the evidence. And
his object in writing—and this was the thing which especially
impressed me in the letter—was that he believed that the presence
of the Bishop, and the mere fact of his being there would act as
a check upon his enemies and insure him a fair trial and this was
why he wanted him to come. It was a splendid tribute to the char-
acter of the man, to his known integrity and uprightness. And
that was the feeling in regard to him throughout the church. No
one believed that he would knowingly do injustice to any one.

He was a man of genuine moral courage. He had convictions,
and he was ready to stand by them come what may. It was not
the popular side of any question that he was looking for. He was
never afraid of giving offense, or of incurring the disapprobation
of others, in the discharge of his duty, in doing what he felt to be
right. He was always willing to suffer for conscience’ sake. Never
did he allow himself to swerve a hair’s breadth from the right,
as he understood it, by threats, or angry demonstrations of any
kind. This was seen in the stand which he took on the subject
of an educated ministry, at a time when he knew that it would
excite the bitterest opposition, and that it would bring down upon
his head every species of abuse.

He did not hesitate, however, but boldly spoke out what was
in his heart. It was also seen, shortly after his election to the
bishoprie, in the position which he took as to the eligibility of
white persons to join the A. M. E. Church. This question was
raised in the city of Philadelphia by the application of a white
lady to join one of the A. M. E. churches. This lady was the
teacher of a colored school, and on that account was ostracised by
the whites. She very naturally, therefore, found her associates
among the colored people, and in order the more completely to
identify herself with the people among whom she was laboring,
worshipped at Bethel Church, and finally made application, and
was received as a member of one of the classes. To this, however,
the colored sisters objected. The Bishop was in New England at
the time, and on his return was asked if the discipline of the church
permitted the admission of white persons. His answer was, that
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the A. M. E. Church, like Christianity itself, was open to all and
for all. On learning that the women were determined to have her
turned out, he visited the pastor, and finding that he had author-
ized the class-leader, and the local preacher to receive her, ex-
pressed the hope that he would defend her right, which he prom-
ised to do, but did not. The opposition increased daily; she was
insulted in the class-room and elsewhere. Not satisfied with this,
they threatened that if the woman was not expelled they would
withhold support from the pastor, and starve the bishop out. The
pastor, alarmed at this aspect of things, seeing that his bread and
butter were at stake, proceeded forthwith to carry out the wishes
of his parishioners, and she was expelled. It was not so, however,
with Bishop Payne. He would not yicld one inch to this unright-
eous demand; the threat of starving him out did not influence him
in the least, unless it was to strengthen him in the position he had
taken. To borrow his own language,—*‘I resolved to let those evil-
minded ones know that I belonged to that class of Christian min-
isters, who cannot be controlled by back nor belly. I hired two
rooms, fitted them up, bought kitchen utensils, and commenced
keeping bachelor’s hall. I not only did my own cooking, but
washed my own garments, that I might support the right, and up-
hold the government of the church.”” And that was the kind of
man he was,—utterly fearless in the discharge of his duty. He was
no time-server, no trimmer, to suit the prevailing sentiment about
him, but a courageous, uncompromising defender of the right, re-
gardless of consequences to himself.

The same spirit showed itself again in his endorsement of what
Prof. B. T. Washington said about the intellectual and moral un-
fitness of a very large class of colored ministers. IIe knew at the
time, that he would be denounced for it, that his own church
would be down on him, for allowing his name to appear in con-
nection with such a statement, but he did not allow such considera-
tions to influence him in the least. He knew that what was said
was true, or at least believed it to be true, and he was not afraid
to avow what he honestly believed, though such avowal might ex-
pose him to criticism and abuse. In this respect he was not un-
like his great namesake, the prophet Daniel, and like the noble
army of martyrs who scaled their faith with their blood.

Let us earnestly pray, that this noble spirit of heroism, of
courage, may descend upon us and may long remain with us, and
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that many others of like spirit may be raised up to fight the battles
of the Lord.

‘‘Standing by a purpose true,
Heeding God’s command,
Honor them the faithful few,—
All hail to Daniel’s band.
Many mighty men are lost,
Daring not to stand,

Who for God had been a host
By joining Daniel’s band.
Dare to be a Daniel,

Dare to stand alone,

Dare to have a purpose firm,
Dare to make it known.’’

In the fourth place, he was a broad-minded man. There was
nothing narrow about him. He was a Methodist by profession, but
his sympathies were eircumscribed by no mere denominational lines.
He was interested in every branch of the Christian church, and
felt just as much at home in other churches as he did in his own.
He was first a Christian, and secondly a Methodist : hence whatever
was Christian claimed his sympathy, and wherever he saw progress,
development, growth, whether in his own denomination, or out of
it, he rejoiced in it. The feeling that his church was better than
other churches, or that it was the only church, had no place what-
ever in his make-up. He was entirely free from all narrow sec-
tarian or denominational prejudices, and did everything in his
power to discourage the spirit of strife, of unholy rivalry and an-
tagonism that too often exists between different denominations.
He was an exceptional man in this respect, and furnished in his
own beautiful life a noble example of what a broad-minded, liberal
Christian ought to be. To him all Christians were brothers, and
all evangelical denominations were branches of the one true
church,—*‘One Lord, one Faith, one baptism, one God and Father
of all, who is above all and in all, and through all.”’

There are many other things that might be said of this noble
man of God, but time will not permit. Suffice it to say the race
has lost in him one of its noblest representatives. In all the ele-
ments that go to make up moral and spiritual greatness, greatness
in the highest and best sense of the term, he was one of the most
princely men that it has ever been my privilege to meet. He was
a credit not only to the A. M. E. Church, and to the colored race,
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but to Christianity and to all humankind. In him white and black
alike felt that there was something which no man dare call com-
mon or unclean. The nobility of soul that lay back of the color
of his skin foreced from all alike the recognition which he deserved.

In looking back over his long and eventful life; in thinking
of his struggles and achievements, of his self-sacrificing devotion
to the good of the race, and of his untiring efforts in behalf of
Christianity and of every worthy cause, the language that comes
instinctively to our lips is, ‘‘ Well done, good and faithful servant.’’
There are no words in our language that so fittingly sum up the
results of his life as these words, good and faithful. And there
on the serene heights of that summit where ‘‘God himself is sun
and moon,’”’ we leave him; rejoicing in the fact, that though he is
no longer with us in person, we still enjoy the fruits of his labors,
and still have his noble example to inspire us, to make the most
of our opportunities and to devote ourselves unselfishly to the good
of others.

2
REv. ALEXANDER CRUMMELL!

We have met here this evening under the auspices of the Pas-
tor’s Union of this city to do honor to the memory of our late
colleague and friend, Dr. Alexander Crummell, whose death we
most deeply deplore. He was identified with this Union from its
organization. He was among those who called it into being, and
for many months our meetings were held at his study on O Street.
There are a few of us still here who will remember those days and
the pleasant moments that were spent in that upper room. I can, in
imagination almost see him now sitting at his desk among his books,
and hear the familiar tones of his voice as he used to come forward
to greet us each Monday morning. He was never too busy, never so
engaged as not to find time to spend an hour or an hour and a
half with his ministerial brethren each week.

He was a member of the Episcopal Church, but all other de-
nominations were to him equally a part of the one true church of
Jesus Christ. There wasn’t a taint of bigotry about him,—the
feeling that his church was the only church. The ecclesiastical
rights of all denominations he recognized, and claimed no superior-
ity for his own church over other churches. This was the spirit
TDelivered December 17, 1898.
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that he brought into the Union, and this was the spirit that char-
acterized him during his entire connection with it. He believed
profoundly in the unity of the faith,—that all believers, whatever
might be their ecclesiastical connections, were one in Christ Jesus,
and, therefore, brethren. Between all the denominations he felt,
therefore, that only the most kindly feeling should exist, which is
not always the case, however. Too often it is one of hostility, of
conflict, of antagonism. Instead of uniting their forces in trying
to pull down the strongholds of wickedness, making common cause
against the common enemy, they expend their strength and energy
in efforts to weaken each other. No man saw more clearly than
he did the evil of this spirit, or more deeply deplored it. And one
reason why he was anxious for the organization of this Pastors’
or Interdenominational Union, and why he took such a deep in-
terest in it, was because he felt that it would have the effect of
helping to remedy this unfortunate condition of things and bring
about a spirit of fraternity. And in this he was not mistaken. It
has had just that effect. It has brought us all as ministers and
_ churches nearer to each other. We have come to learn from con-
tact with each other that no one denomination has a monopoly of
the people of God, or of God’s faithful ministers.

Another reason which influenced the Doctor was the opportun-
ity which he saw in such a union, for us as colored ministers to
confer on all matters affecting our interest as a people in this com-
munity and country. This aspect of it he greatly valued, for he
was an intense race man. The race idea, any matter affecting the
interest of our people was very dear to him, and our meetings were
often turned to splendid account in this respect. It was through
this Union, as you will remember, that attention was called to the
utterance of one of our judges touching a Negro criminal and a
bill introduced into the House of Representatives asking for an
investigation, and in case the facts were found to be true as al-
leged, for his impeachment and removal.

The Doctor saw in such a union also a means of mutual help-
fulness. It would give opportunity for the exchange of thoughts
on various subjects, of profiting by each other’s reading and study
and criticism. And in this respect the Union has been a very great
blessing to us all. Under the leadership of so eminent a scholar
and thinker our meetings have often been veritable feasts of good
things. How we shall miss him. How we have already missed him.
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The annual dinner which has been one of the most pleasant fea-
tures of our Union came as the result of a suggestion from him,
if my memory serves me right. This much I am sure of, in that
dinner he always took the deepest interest. To him it was not
to be a mere material feast, an occasion where a number of hard-
worked (and poorly paid) ministers might come together once a
year and have a good dinner, but the thought with him mainly was
the feast of reason which was to be associated with it.

The material or Epicurean aspect of it was entirely subordinate
to the intellectual. Of course, we were to have a good dinner, but
that was of secondary importance with him. It was the other feast
in which he took the deepest interest, and to which he mainly di-
rected his attention. The feast of reason was to consist of after-
dinner speeches. But who was to select the subjects? Who was to
assign the speakers? The Doctor took charge of all that. Suitable
subjects were selected, the speakers assigned, and to the consterna-
tion of us all, not a man was overlooked or omited. Every member
was expected to say something, each one was required to make
some contribution to the intellectual uplift of the occasion. And
we all did. But as these after-dinner speeches required some work,
a little extra labor, in addition to what was already pressing upon
us in our several charges, there was a disposition on the part of
some of the brethren after the first dinner to rebel against the rul-
ing of our worthy President. When we were getting ready for our
last dinner, during the discussion which it precipitated, it was
suggested that we have only one speech, that the whole time be
given to the President. Of course, if there was to be hut one speech
the President was the man to make it. As the discussion waxed
warm, many reasons were assigned why the whole time should be
given to the Doctor. Mention was made of his long ministerial
career, of his rich and varied experience, of the many good things
which he had treasured up in the stores of his knowledge, which
he might say to us and which would be of value to us. Some of
us also thought of the fact that he was nearing the end of the
journey of life, though we did not for a moment suppose that the
end was really as near as it was, and felt anxious to avail our-
selves of every opportunity to get out of him all that we could.

But the Doctor was not to be turned aside from the course
which he had mapped out, and upon which he had set his heart,
hv any such move as that. He knew, of course, that so far as the
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desire to hear him was concerned, that what was said was true,
for we had always given him every reason to believe that we were
not only glad to hear him at any and all times, but at any length;
he saw, however, in this very great desire to hear him at this par-
ticular time, and to hear no one else, only a clever attempt on the
part of the brethren to get out of making speeches themselves.
And so without heeding what was said, he went right on, made
out his list of subjects and assigned the speakers. The dinner came
off, and was a great success. The speeches were exceptionally fine.
At the close, and just before we were about to separate, the Doctor
arose in his place at the head of the table, his face beaming with
satisfaction, and after expressing his gratification at what he had
heard, said, with a twinkle in his eyes, and a glance at some of us
who had been most pronounced in our opposition to general speech
making, ‘‘This splendid meeting that we have had, is a fitting
rebuke to those brethren who felt that we ought not to have after
dinner speeches.”” We all laughed, and had to admit that the re-
sults had vindicated the wisdom of his course. As we gathered
about him, it was a source of pride to us all that we had among us
one so wise, so strong.

I mention this little incident simply to show how deeply, pro-
foundly interested he was in this Union, and how anxious he was
to make it tell in every possible way for our good. He saw in this
annual dinner an opportunity of setting us thinking along certain
lines, of giving us a great intellectual uplift, and he was deter-
mined to allow no disposition on our part to make it a mere festive
occasion, or to get out of doing a little extra work, to defeat this
end. I remember one brother playfully saying, after the meeting,
when it was evident that the Doctor was determined to carry his
point, ‘““Why, the Doctor is a perfect Tzar.”” Well, it is a good
thing to be under such a Tzar. I wish that we had a great many
more of them,—people who will not let us rest in our indolence,
who keep constantly before us high ideals, and who speak to us
with authority, with a power, a force which compels obedience.
Such an imperial force was the Doctor in our Union.

One of the strongest evidences of the high estimation in which
he was held by us is to be found in the fact that he was our only
President. He often protested against his reelection, but the vote
was always unanimous. We all felt that it would have been en-
tirely out of place for any one else to fill that position as long as
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he was among us. It was his by right of age, by length of service
in the ministry, by scholarly attainments, and by rare mental en-
dowments. We felt honored in having such a presiding officer.
We all looked up to him, valued his ecriticisms, and listened with
the most respectful attention to whatever he had to say. It was
always delightful to hear him talk. Widely read on almost every
subject, he was always full of information; and as he was a ready
talker, expressing himself in the choicest English, however few
might be present, if he were there, we were always sure of having
an interesting and profitable meeting. As a presiding officer he
was always dignified, always courteous, rarely ever absent, rarely
ever tardy. We, who came, expected to see him, and we were
scarcely ever disappointed: never when he was in the city, and
able to be out.

We all had the profoundest respect for him; the greatest ad-
miration for his rare gifts and endowments. He was a ripe scholar,
a man of varied attainments and of commanding ability. But I
think I can go a step farther than this and say that our feeling
for him was something more than merec admiration; he had a
warm place in our hearts. We were all strongly attached to him.
I remember when Dr. J. Albert Johnson and myself were on our
way to New York to attend the funeral as the representative of
this Union, we talked of him; and as the time was too short to
permit us to go to Brooklyn, and supposing that the body was there,
and that it would not be opened in the church, we deeply de-
plored the fact that we would not be permitted again to look upon
the face of our dead friend. But after reaching the church, and
while we were quietly sitting in the pastor’s study, the sexton
came and said, ‘‘Gentlemen, have you seen the remains?’’ We
said, ‘“No, why? Where are they?’’ He said, ‘‘In the chapel.
Come with me and I will show you the way.”” We rose and went
with him. And as we stood around the casket, in the quiet of that
room, and looked upon that calm, sweet, familiar face, so kingly
in its grand repose, we were both profoundly touched. There was
something more than admiration of which we were conscious. We
recognized in him a friend and brother,—our hearts went out to-
wards him: we felt that we had sustained a personal loss. And
what is true of us, is true of all the members of this Union. He
had a warm place in all of our hearts.

The very last meeting we had before we adjourned for the
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summer, he was with us. There were not many present, only a
few of us, but we sat for an hour or more and chatted pleasantly
together. And when we separated, it was with the full expecta-
tion that when we resumed our meetings in the fall, we would all
look each other in the face again, as we had done during previous
years; but the great Head of the church had decreed otherwise.
It was to be our last meeting with that grand old sage and patriarch
who had presided for so many years over our deliberations. The
next time we were called together it was to take action upon his
death. With sad hearts, and with many precious memories erowd-
ing upon us, we met. After appointing a committee to represent
the Union at his funeral, we adopted the following resolutions,
which were read at the grave in the presence of the family and
friends, and which but faintly express the high estimation in which
he is held by us.

‘“Whereas the Ministers’ Union of Washington, D. C., has
heard with very deep sorrow of the death of Dr. Alexander Crum-
mell; Resolved,

(1) We acknowledge the sad impression made upon us, and
feel most keenly the loss of so noble a man. He lived worthily,
and his life was an inspiration. Mature in years, ripe in scholar-
ship, gracious in manners, strong of will, abounding in energy,
and rich in the endowment of character, he was the foremost Negro
of the American pulpit. He was the friend of education, and
had firm faith in the Negro mind. He was compassionate, and
carried the burdens of a race on his great heart. In his death, the
Ministers’ Union loses its president and foremost member; the
church a strong defender; the race a wise counsellor, a skillful
advocate, and a most faithful public servant. Resolved,

(2) That we extend our truest sympathy to the bereaved fam-
iy and commend them to the great Christ’s pity. Resolved,

(3) That these resolutions be spread upon the minutes, and a
copy of the same be sent to the family of the deceased.”’

It is not my province this evening to pronounce the eulogy
upon this eminent servant of God, this prophet of righteousness,
this man of stern, uncompromising hostility to wrong, who for so
many years was a tower of strength in this community to the
good, and a terror to the evil doer, and who for more than a half
century labored with untiring effort for the good of the race, and
who, in his own noble personality, beautifully illustrated the pos-
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sibilities of Negro character and scholarship. What I have said has
had reference simply to his connection with this Union, under
whose auspices this meeting is held. The memorial address, in-
volving an analysis of his character and an account of the many
lines of activity in which he was engaged in this country and in
Africa for the betterment of our condition as a people, and the
advancement of the kingdom of Lord Jesus Christ, will be pro-
nounced by the Rev. (George Frazier Miller, pastor of St. Augus-
tine Church, Brooklyn, N. Y., whom I now have the pleasure of
introducing to you. Mr. Miller was a warm personal friend of the
Doctor, and from his intimate acquaintance with him and his
scholarly attainments is eminently fitted to perform the task which
has been committed to him by this Union, and which he has lov-
ingly consented to undertake.

3
FREDERICK DOUGLASS*

On the twentieth day of February, 1895, there passed from
the stage of action the greatest representative of the colored race
that this country has yet produced; one of the most illustrious
citizens of the Republie; and one of the most remarkable men of
the last century. My purpose at this time is to look back over
that remarkable career of Frederick Douglass, covering a period
of nearly eighty years, with a view of forming some estimate of
the man, of the debt we owe him, and of getting from his life
courage and inspiration for the future.

1. As to the man. By nature he was cast in a great mould,
physically, intellectually, morally.

Physically, what a splendid specimen of a man he was: tall,
erect, massive, and yet moving with the grace and agility of an
Apollo. How Phidias or Michelangelo would have delighted
to chisel in marble, or cast in bronze that noble form and figure!
It was always a pleasure to me just to look at him. His presence
affected me like some of the passages of rugged grandeur in Milton,
or as the sight of Mt. Blane, rising from the vale of Chamouni,
affected Coleridge, when for the first time he looked out upon
that magnificent scene. I think all who came in contact with him
T Delivered on March 10, 1898.
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felt the spell of his splendid presence. The older he grew, the
whiter his locks became, the more striking was his appearance,
and the more did he attract attention wherever he appeared,
whether on the street or in public gatherings. I was never more
impressed with this fact than at the great Columbian Exposition
in Chicago. One morning I had the pleasure of going with him
to the Art Gallery. There were several things that he wanted to
show me, he said. The first thing that we stopped before was a
piece of statuary, ‘‘Lincoln Dying.”” We had been standing there
but a short time before a ecrowd gathered about us. I was ab-
sorbed in what he was saying, and did not at first notice it, but
he took in the situation at once, it was an old story to him, and
said, ‘“Well, they have come; let us pass on.”” And wherever
we went in the building the same thing was repeated. It seemed
as if nearly everybody knew him, but even those who did not know
him were attracted by his remarkable appearance.

Intellectually, what a splendid specimen of a man he was! His
intellect was of a very high order. He possessed a mind of remark-
able acuteness and penetration, and of great philosophic grasp.
It was wonderful how readily he resolved effects into their causes,
and with what ease he got down to the underlying facts and prin-
ciples of whatever subject he attempted to treat. Hence he was
always a formidable antagonist to encounter. No man ever crossed
swords with him who was not forced to acknowledge, even when
he did not agree with him, his transcendent ability. He had the
faculty of seeing at a glance the weak points in an opponent’s
position, and, with the skill of a trained dialectician, knew how
to marshal all the arguments at his command, in the form of facts
and principles, in refutation of the same. It was to me a constant
delight to witness the play of his remarkable powers of mind as
they came out in his great speeches and published articles. He
had a strong, mighty intellect. They called him the Sage of
Anacostia; and so he was—all that that term implies—wise,
thoughtful, sound of judgment, diseriminating, far-seeing.

Morally, what a splendid specimen of a man he was—lofty in
sentiment, pure in thought, exalted in character. Upon the loftiest
plain of a pure and noble manhood he lived and moved. No one
need ever be ashamed to call his name. There he stands, in the
serene, beautiful white light of a virtuous manhood! For more
than fifty years he was before the public eye: not infrequently
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during that time he was the object of the bitterest hatred, and
yet during all those years, in the face of the strongest opposition,
with the worst passions arrayed against him, no one dared even.
to whisper anything derogatory of him, or in any way reflecting
upon the purity of his life, or upon the honesty and integrity of
his character. There have been among us, in the past history of our
race, men who were richly endowed intellectually, and who, like
him, possessed also that rarest of gifts, the mighty gift of elo-
quence—men who could hold entranced great audiences by the
hour, the fame of whose eloquence has come down to us; but when
you have said that of them, you have said all. Beyond that, you
dare not go. When it comes to character, which infinitely trans-
cends in point of value all mere intellectual endowments, or even
the gift of eloquence, we are obliged to hang our heads, and re-
main silent, or go backward and cover their shame. But not so
here. No one need ever hang his head when the name of Frederick
Douglass is mentioned, or feel the necessity of silence. No man
need ever go backward to cover anything in his life. There is the
record, covering a period of fifty vears! Read it, and put your
hand upon anything in it if you can. Character! character! was
one of the things that his name always stood for. Physically, he
was great; intellectually, he was great; morally, he was great. Had
he not been morally straight, whatever may have been his other
gifts and graces, he never would have risen to the place of power
and influence which, for more than a generation, he occupied. He
never would have won for himself the respect in which he was
held. Had he not been sound morally, we would not be saying
today what we are saying of him, nor would any such gathering
as assembled in the city of Washington at the time of his funeral
to pay the last tribute of respeet to his memory have been wit-
nessed. It was because, in addition to the admiration which all
felt for his transcendent intellectual endowments and his marvelous
eloquence, there was the conviction that back of, and beyond, and
above all these, there was a pure and exalted manhood. It was
because we could say of him as Mark Antony said of Brutus,
‘‘His life was gentle, and the elements

So mixed in him, that Nature might stand up,
And say to all the world, This was a man.”’

One of the things that I am especially proud of is that this
greatest representative that our race has yet produced was a pure
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man, a man of unblemished reputation, a man of sterling integrity
of character, whose example we can commend to our children and
to the generations that are to follow them. Let us make much of
this; and let the fiat go forth; let it ring out from every pulpit,
and from every schoolhouse, from all of our colleges and univer-
sities, from every hilltop, and every valley, that the men who
aspire to leadership among us must be pure, clean, upright in
character and life. In the presence of this splendid record that
is before me; with the full knowledge of all that this man was, of
what his sentiments were, I stand here today, and in the name
of Frederick Douglass say to this race of ours all over the coun-
try, stand up for a pure leadership; honor the men, and the men
only, whose character you can respect, and whose example you can
commend to your children.

“‘God give us men—
Men whom the lust of office does not kill,
Men whom the spoils of office cannot buy,
Men who possess opinions and a will,
Men who have honor, men who will not lie:
Tall men, sun-crowned, who live above the fog
In public duty, and in private thinking.’’

And such was the great man of whom I am speaking.

‘‘Beautiful in elevation, the joy of the whole earth,
Is Mount Zion, on the sides of the north,
The city of the great King’’

is what the Psalmist wrote as he looked out upon the Holy City;
and so, we feel, as we look upon this man, that there is a beauty,
a moral grandeur in his life that is to us, and will remain to us, a
joy forever.

In attempting to analyze his life, with a view of forming
some estimate of it, there are several things to be taken into con-
sideration: the circumstances under which it began; the obstacles
which it had to contend with; and what it became.

I. As to the circumstances under which he was born. These
may be briefly set forth in two statements. (1) He was born a
colored man; he was identified with a despised race, a race which
‘““had no rights which white men were bound to respect.”” The
condition of the colored people in this country, even free colored
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people, ninety years ago was sad, inexpressibly sad. There was
not even a glimmer of light along the horizon. All was dark,
gloomy, discouraging. (2) He was born a slave, a piece of prop-
erty, a chattel, a thing to be bought and sold, to be cuffed and
kicked about at the will of another. The fundamental assumption
underlying the system of slavery was the supposed inferiority of
the Negro—the natural, inherent, God-ordained inferiority. Its
great aim was to crush out of him every noble aspiration; to de-
grade him to the level of the brute, and to make him a mere beast
of burden. Hence it made it a erime for him to learn to read and
write; almost to think. He was to have no views or opinions of
his own. He was simply to reflect those of others, to be obedient
to the mandates of his master. Its whole code of ethics was summed
up in the injunction, ‘‘Servants, obey your masters.”’ This man
was born under this accursed system—a system which entirely ig-
nored the fact that he was a man, or that he had the right to exer-
cise any of the prerogatives of a man. This was not only the
prevailing sentiment in the South: it was largely the prevailing
sentiment in the North. Church and State alike were in league
with the South against the Negro. Almost the entire North was
pro-slavery. It was worth almost a man’s life to say anything
against the Slave Power. It was in Boston, the city which contains
Faneuil Hall, the ‘‘Old Cradle of Liberty,’”’ that Garrison was
dragged through the streets by a ‘‘broadecloth mob.’’ It was in the
state of Connecticut that Prudence Crandall’s school was destroyed
because she dared to admit colored pupils. What Theodore Parker
said in his great sermon entitled, ‘‘The True Idea of a Christian
Church,’’ perfectly reflects the then existing sentiment of the
North.

‘‘Are there not three million brothers of yours and mine in
bondage here, the hopeless sufferers of a savage doom; debarred
from the civilization of our age, the barbarians of the nineteenth
century; shut out from the pretended religion of Christendom, the
heathens of a Christian land; chained down from the liberty un-
alienable in man, the slaves of a Christian republic? Does not a
cry of indignation ring out from every legislature in the North;
does not the press war with its million throats, and a voice of in-
dignation go up from East and West, out of the hearts of Freemen?
Oh, no. There is none of that cry against the mightiest sin of this
age. The rock of Plymouth, sanctified by the feet which led a
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nation’s way to freedom’s large estate, provokes no more voice
than the rottenest stone in all the mountains of the West. The
few who speak a manly word for truth and everlasting right are
called fanatics; bid be still, lest they spoil the market. Great God!
and has it come to this, that men are silent over such a sin? ’Tis
even so. Then it must be that every church which dares assume the
name of Christ, that dearest name to men, thunders and lightens
on this hideous wrong. That is not so. The Church is dumb
while the State is only silent: while the servants of the people are
only asleep, God’s ministers are dead.”’

Such were the conditions under which this man was born; and
such were the adverse circumstances against which he had to con-
tend.

In looking back over this life; in studying it carefully, as he
himself has written it, the first thing that impresses us, and that
gives promise that something may yet come out of it is his rebellion
against this system under which he was born. It asserted his
inferiority; it declared that he was created simply for the con-
venience and the pleasure of others. This, in his inmost soul, he
branded as a lie. Slave though he was, there came welling up into
his soul the conviction that he was a man. And, with that convie-
tion, its corollary, that being a man he ought to be free. Byron,
in his Prisoner of Chillon, speaks of the

‘‘Eternal spirit of the chainless mind’’;

and it was this spirit that came into Douglass’ soul, and that came
there never to depart. The consciousness, I am a real man; I ought
to be free, are the two first steps in the progress of this man
upward.

A third step was soon taken, when he pleaded with his mistress
for the privilege of learning to read, and by her assistance mastered
the alphabet, thereby getting hold of the key which was to unlock
to him the treasures of wisdom and knowledge. One of the most
pathetic things in this history is the eagerness, the avidity, with
which this little slave boy appropriated the crumbs of knowledge
that lay about him. In imagination, I can see him now with his
spelling book concealed under his coat, pressing into his service
his little white play-fellows, whom he met along the streets as he
was sent on errands or during his hours of play, making them his
teachers. The spirit of liberty is not only stirring in this boy’s
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breast, but a thirst for knowledge is also taking possession of him.
The immortal mind, that marvelous thing we call the intellect, is
beginning to work. The alphabet is soon mastered; the ability to
read is soon acquired; and one book, at least, comes into his pos-
session, the ‘‘Columbian Orator,”’ from which he drank in great
draughts of the bracing air of liberty as he studied the utterances
of such men as Chatham, Fox, Pitt, and others. Thus his ideas
‘were enlarged, and his desire to be free greatly stimulated. The
truth of what his master had said to his mistress, when forbidding
her to continue to instruet him, ‘‘Learning will do him no good,
but a great deal of harm, making him disconsolate and unhappy,’’
he began now keenly to realize, for he became more dissatisfied
with his eondition than ever.

In this frame of mind a fourth step soon followed: the solemn
purpose and determination to be free is formed. It was the
natural and logieal outcome of what had gone before:

I am a man.

I ought to be free.

I will be free.

Garrison said, ‘‘I am in earnest. I will not excuse. I will not
equivocate. I will not retreat a single inch; and I will be heard.”’
And in the same spirit this man said: I will be free. No Emaneci-
pation Proclamation; no stroke of the pen of the immortal Lincoln
gave freedom to him. He wrote his own emancipation proclama-
tion ; he struck with his own hands the fetters from his limbs. On
the third of September, 1838, he turned his back forever upon
slavery, and quietly settled down in the town of New Bedford,
Mass., where he labored as a common workman, putting in coal,
digging cellars, working on the wharves, and doing whatever he
could get to do that was honorable, in order to make an honest
living for himself and family. Let our young people take note of
this. It may give them a hint or suggestion that may be of service
to them in the future. This man was not ashamed to work. It is
hard for us, who knew him only after he had risen to greatness and
power, to think of him as putting in coal, digging cellars and work-
ing as a common laborer on the wharves: and yet he did; and was
not ashamed of it either; and never was ashamed of it. All honest
toil was honorable in his estimation. ‘

In his new environment, in order to keep from starving, it was
necessary for him to work; and he did work, and work hard. He
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did not forget, however, in the midst of his struggles, to keep soul
and body together, that he also had a mind that needed to be fed.
He still had a desire to improve himself. The old love for knowl-
edge still burned within him. And hence, all the leisure he could
command he gave to the cultivation of his mind. He read books,
and he read the newspapers, especially that great fountain head
of anti-slavery thought and sentiment, The Liberator. This paper
he read carefully, week by week, as it came out, with ever-increas-
ing interest and profit. And so things went on until 1841, when
quite unexpectedly to himself, and only three years after his escape
from slavery, he loomed into notice: and then began that marvelous
career which ended only with his death. Incredible as it may
seem, in the short space of nine years from his escape from slavery,
he was lecturing to great audiences, both in this country and in
England, captivating them with the magic of his eloquence and
his masterly appeals in behalf of his enslaved brethren. He had
also become editor of a paper, The North Star, which took rank
with such papers as The Liberator, The Anti-Slavery Standard,
and others.

The most wonderful thing about it all is not that he was able
to talk to great audiences and edit a paper, but that he was able
to do these things so well. Men heard him with astonishment;
questioned; even doubted the truth of his story; wondered whether
his speeches and editorials were not written for him. It seemed
incredible to them that he could ever have been a slave, or that he
had so recently made his escape, or that he had had no educational
advantages. Some said right out that they did not believe it.
Either they must deny his story, or else admit that he was a prod-
igy: and this they were not ready to do. Even many who were
disposed to be friendly were not quite prepared, at that time, to
concede the possibility of a Negro prodigy. Their doubts did not
deter him, however. While they were puzzling their brains and
philosophizing about him, he moved steadily on. Day by day he
continued to grow, to expand, to develop; more and more did he
attract attention; and more and more did he make his influence
felt. It was not long before he won his way to the very front
rank and took his place by the side of the greatest of the anti-
slavery leaders. Sixty-eight years ago this man was unknown,
save to a few in the town of New Bedford. Today he is known
everywhere. Sixty-eight years ago the name of Frederick Douglass
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was no more than any other name: today it is one of earth’s hon-
ored names. On Wednesday, February 20, 1895, when he passed
away, the whole civilized world took note of it, and acknowledged
that one of earth’s great men had fallen. The Washington Star,
in commenting upon his death, said: ‘‘Of remarkable men, this
country has produced at least its quota, and among those whose
title to eminence may not be disputed, the figure of Frederick
Douglass is properly conspicuous. Born into captivity, and con-
strained for years by anti-educational environment, he nevertheless
achieved greatness such as rewards the conscientious efforts of but
few.”’

The Philadelphia Press said: ‘‘The death of Frederick Doug-
lass has been followed by wide public notice of the honors he has
received, the consideration with which he has been treated, and the
positions he has filled. But it is worthwhile remembering, in the
interest of justice and equality—twin duties of the Republic—that
these honors and this consideration were both infinitely less than
he would have received in any other civilized country in the
world.”’

An ex-editor of the Philadelphia Inquirer said: ‘‘That the
whirligig of time brings its revenges was never better illustrated
than in the death columns of the newspapers yesterday. In one col-
umn, imposing headlines announced the demise of Frederick Doug-
lass, ex-slave of Talbot county, Maryland. In another, two lines
served to chronicle the death of the late Charles Carroll of Carroll-
ton. The latter inherited great wealth and a proud name in Amer-
ican annals. The other was born a piece of animated chattels,
without a name, taking the proud one of the master that owned
him, and afterwards discarding it for that of Douglass, with a
double s. The one came from an ancestor who signed the Declara-
tion of Independence. The other left children and grandchildren
who are proud to claim him as an ancestor who helped to make
possible the Proclamation of Emancipation. These are our two
great charters of liberty. When history makes its final award, it
will not give a higher place to Charles Carroll of Carrollton for
that Magna Carta that left the black man enslaved than to Fred-
erick Douglass for the labors of a lifetime in securing that other,
which washed out the blot in the ’scutcheon of the nation. It was
an unconscious realization of the platitude of the Declaration of
Independence that all men are created equal, so long a mockery
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where all men were not free, that the newspapers should almost
overlook the descendant of the ‘signer’ in paying an obituary trib-
ute to the slave-born hero who earned a renown greater than an
cestry ever conferred.’’
The Philadelphia Record said: ‘‘Frederick Douglass was the
most famous citizen of Washington. No other Washingtonian,
white or black, has the world-wide reputation that he had. Indeed,
when you stop to think of it, it would be difficult to name any
other man, white or black, in the whole country who would be as
well known as Frederick Dougless in every corner of the world.
Lincoln and Grant were such men, but I cannot think of anyone
now, except President Cleveland and ex-President Harrison, who
are ex officio, so to speak, our world-wide celebrities. Dr. Holmes
was the last of our men of letters who had this world-wide fame,
and no other class of men or women seems to have produced an
- international character in our time. Our great lawyers are per-
haps known by lawyers the world over; our physicians by phy-
sicians, clergymen by eclergymen, journalists by journalists, busi-
ness men by business men, and so on; but where is the man or
woman who is known in all countries by people of all classes?’’
These are but samples of the many comments which his death
called forth. There have been other men in the history of our
country who have risen from humble beginnings to places of power
and influence. Lincoln was a rail splitter, Grant was a tanner,
Garfield was a canal driver. These men had no such obstacles to
overcome, however, as this man had. They were not identified
with a despised race. They were not born slaves. Public sentiment
was not against them. The schools and colleges of the land were
not shut to them. Every avenue was opened to them. In his case
however, the very reverse was true; everything was against him.
And yet, in spite of his environments, with everything to discour-
age him, with obstacles, like mountains, rising before him at every
step, by the sheer force of his character, by almost super-human
efforts, for it seems almost like a miracle now, as we look back over
that life:
On with toil of heart and knee and hands,
Through the long gorge to the far light,
he won his way upward to a place by their side. And there he
stands today; and will stand: and not by sufferance either, but by
right. Indeed, in view of all the circumstances, when we remember
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where he began, and where he ended; what his environments were,
and what he became, he is, it seems to me, the most conspicuous
and shining example of the century in which he lived, of what
ability, and pluck, and character, and hard work can do to carve
out a great and honorable carcer in spite of adverse circumstances.
His great example stands colossal! No one need ever despair, how-
ever humble his origin, however his pathway may be beset with
difficulties, with this record before him, of patient earnest toil, of
unflagging energy, of unswerving devotion to principle, of high
ideals steadily adhered to.

II. Notice now the debt we owe this man. Why should we,
as a race, honor the memory of Frederick Douglass? What has he
been to us? What has he done for us? It is impossible fully to
estimate his services: nor shall I attempt, at this time, in what I
shall say to do so. A few things may be noted, however, that will
enable us, in a measure, at least, to approximate the greatness of
those services.

(1) He consecrated to the welfare of the race his splendid
oratory. Some of us, who are living today, were permitted to hear
him, and were thrilled by his magnetic utterances, but it was after
the great anti-slavery struggle was over, and the war of the Re-
bellion had ceased. Those who heard him in the earlier days, when
he was in the prime of his splendid manhood, tell us that we can
form but very little idea of what his power was in those earlier
days, from what he was in his later years. He spoke as one
having authority, with a power that stirred every heart. God gave
him the gift of oratory, the passion of eloquence, as He gives to
but few men. And this gift of eloquence, of passion and pathos,
this ability to stir men’s souls, he gave to his race. And who
can estimate the influence of that voice, as it rang out in every part
of the North, in behalf of his oppressed and enslaved brethren. In
1852, at a meeting at one of the large halls in Philadelphia, he
spoke for two hours to an audience which filled every seat and
packed the aisles. Ten o’clock came, and he stopped amid cries
of ““Go on, Go on!”” He stopped and said, ‘‘I don’t often have a
chance to talk to such an audience of friends. You who are stand-
ing are certainly wearied. We will take a five-minute recess, and
allow anyone to retire who wishes to do so.”” The time was up,
and he spoke for another hour and a quarter, and not a man or
woman left the hall. Three hours and a quarter is a long time to
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sit and listen, much less to stand, and yet such was the power of his
eloquence that men forgot they were standing and ceased to take
note of the time. A writer in the New York Evangelist describes
a scene which took place in that city, and which will give us some
idea of what the power of this man was, as he went from placc
to place, a living protest against the iniquity of the slave system.
He says: ‘“When Anthony Burns was taken by slave hunters in
the streets of Boston, and Dred Scott was handed over in Missouri
to his captors by a Supreme Court decision, the end of forbearance
had come, the limit of endurance was passed, the slave power had
humiliated the nation. In those days it was necessary for politi-
cians ‘to trim ship’ with extraordinary vigilance and adroitness.
To them Douglass seemed a specter of defeat. If he lifted those
once manacled arms before the people, even before they caught the
tremulous tones of his magical voice, they were swayed by uncon-
trollable emotion. Once in the old Broadway Tabernacle, filled up
to the dome, as Douglass was announced, the vast crowd sprang up
as one man, and the Marseillaise hymn, with the refrain ‘Free soil,
free speech, free press, free men,’ rolled out through doors and
windows, blocking the street with lingering listeners for a hun-
dred yards either way. Meanwhile Douglass stood with bowed
head, great tears coursing down his cheeks.”” His simple presence
was often more effective than the eloquence of other men.

(2) He consecrated -to the service of his race, his time and
all the powers of his body and mind. He labored incessantly; he
was instant in season and out of season; he worked by day and by
night; he was at it, and always at it. The wonder is that even his
iron constitution did not break down under the strain. He himself
tells us that he used to write all day, and then take the train and
go off at night and speak, returning the same evening or early the
next morning, only to resume his work at his desk.

In addition to writing and speaking, he was also an active agent
of the Underground Railroad. From his house many a fugitive
crossed the line into Canada. He labored also in many other ways.

Some men have said: ‘‘Douglass was selfish; he always had an
eye to his own interest,’’ implying that it was not the race that he
was thinking about so much as of himself. For this base insinua-
tion, for that is the only term which properly characterizes it, I
have the utmost contempt. When I think of how richly this man
was endowed; of the great services which he rendered to freedom,
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and remember that his salary was only four hundred and fifty dol-
lars a year; when I think of his self-sacrificing efforts to carry on
his paper, The North Star, putting every cent he could into it,
even mortgaging the house over his head, I say I do not believe it.
I have read his life carefully; and I had the honor of knowing him
intimately for a number of years; and as I look back over those
years, I can recall nothing that would in any way justify such an
accusation. In the summary which he gives at the close of Part II
of his life, we get a true insight into the spirit that animated him
during his long and eventful career, as well as the motives which
prompted him to make a record of that life. He says: ‘‘It will be
seen in these pages that I have lived several lives in one: first,
the life of slavery; secondly, the life of a fugitive from slavery;
thirdly, the life of comparative freedom; fourthly, the life of con-
flict and battle; fifthly, the life of victory, if not complete, at least
assured. To those who have suffered in slavery, I can say I, too,
have suffered. To those who have taken some risks and encoun-
tered hardships in the flight from bondage, I can say I, too, have
endured and risked. To those who have battled for liberty, broth-
erhood, and citizenship, I can say I, too, have battled. And to
those who have lived to enjoy the fruits of victory, I can say I,
too, live and rejoice. If I have pushed my example too prominently
for the good taste of my Caucasian readers, I beg them to remem-
ber that I have written in part for the encouragement of a class
whose aspirations need the stimulus of success.’’

‘I have aimed to show them that knowledge can be obtained
under difficulties; that poverty may give place to competency; that
obseurity is not an absolute bar to distinetion, and that a way is
open to welfare and happiness to all who will resolutely and wisely
pursue that way; that neither slavery, stripes, imprisonment nor
proseription need extinguish self-respect, erush manly ambition,
or paralyze effort; that no power outside of himself can prevent a
man from sustaining an honorable character and a useful relation
to his day and generation; that neither institutions nor friends
can make a race stand unless it has strength in its own legs; that
there is no power in the world that can be relied upon to help the
weak against the strong or the simple against the wise; that races,
like individuals, must stand or fall by their own merits.”’

Continuing, he says: ‘I have urged upon them self-reliance,
self-respect, industry, perseverance and economy. Forty years of
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my life have been given to the cause of my people and, if I had
forty years more they should all be sacredly given to the same great
cause.’’

There is not a trace of selfishness there. If any man ever lived
who loved this race, who desired to see it succeed, and who labored
earnestly for its freedom, for its elevation, for its protection under
the law in order that it might have a fair chance in life, that man
was Frederick Douglass. He loved this race with all the depth and
strength of his great soul. One of the most touching things I have
ever heard of him was told me by a friend. He happened to be
calling at the house while Mr. Douglass was preparing his great
speech on Southern Outrages. He took this friend into his study
and read him portions of that speech; and, when he came to the
part which deseribed the sufferings of our poor brethren in the
South, great strong man though he was, the tears ran down his
cheeks and choked his utterance, so that he was unable to proceed.
Tell me this man was selfish, that he was thinking only of himself!
It will be a long time before this race will have another Douglass
to lean upon; a long time before it will find another man to carry
it, in his heart of hearts, as he carried it. ‘‘Forty years of my
life I have given to the cause of my people; and if I had forty more
they should all be sacredly given to the same great cause’’ is not
the utterance of selfishness, but of a great soul whose chief desire
was the good of his people.

If I forget thee, O Jerusalem,

Let my right hand forget her skill.

Let my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth,

If I remember thee not;

If I prefer not Jerusalem

Above my chief joy.
So sang the exiled Jews, so felt they towards the Holy City. And
so felt Frederick Douglass towards this race. It was ever upper-
most in his thought; and never did he forget it for a moment.

(3) It was largely due to the influence of Mr. Douglass that
the colored man was allowed to shoulder his musket and strike a
blow for his own freedom, and for the preservation of the Union.
In Chapter Eleven of his life, entitled ‘‘Secession and War,’’ he
says:

‘“When the Government persistently refused to employ colored
troops; when the emancipation proclamation of General John C.
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Fremont in Missouri was withdrawn; when slaves were returned
from our lines to their masters; when Union soldiers were stationed
about the farm houses of Virginia to guard and protect the master
in holding his slaves; when Union soldiers made themselves more
active in kicking colored men out of their camps than in shooting
rebels; when even Mr. Lincoln could tell the poor Negro that ‘he
was the cause of the war,’ I still believed, and spoke as I believed,
all over the North, that the mission of the war was the liberation
of the slaves, as well as the salvation of the Union: and hence from
the first I reproached the North that they fought the rebels with
only one hand, when they might strike effectively with two; that
they fought with their soft white hand, while they kept their black
iron hand chained and helpless behind them; that they fought the
effect while they protected the cause, and that the Union cause
would never prosper till the war assumed an anti-slavery attitude,
and the Negro was enlisted on the loyal side. In every way pos-
sible, in the columns of my paper and on the platform, by letters
to friends at home and abroad, I did all that I could to impress
this conviction upon this country.”’

And when the general government finally came to its senses, and
Governor Andrew of Massachusetts was given permission to raise
two colored regiments, it was through the columns of his paper that
the cry rang out: ‘‘Men of color, to arms, to arms!’’ It was his
pen that wrote the burning words: ¢‘Liberty won by white men
would lose half its luster.”’ ‘““Who would be free themselves must
strike the first blow.”’ ¢‘Better even die free than live slaves.”’ ‘‘By
every consideration that binds you to your enslaved fellow-country-
men and to the peace and welfare of your country; by every aspi-
ration which you cherish for the freedom and equality of your-
selves and your children; by all the ties of blood and identity
which make us one with the brave black men now fighting our bat-
tles in Louisiana and South Carolina, I urge you to fly to arms
and smite with death the power that would bury the government
and your liberty in the same hopeless grave.’’

He took also a very active interest in securing just and fair
treatment for the colored soldier after his services were accepted.
To this end, he not only wrote and spoke, but visited Washington

“and had an interview with President Lincoln and Secretary Stan-
ton, in the course of which he urged ‘‘the right of colored soldiers
to receive the same wages as the white soldiers; the right of the
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colored soldier to receive the same protection when taken prisoner,
and to be exchanged as readily, and on the same terms, as other
prisoners; that if Jefferson Davis should shoot or hang colored sol-
diers in cold blood, the United States Government should without
delay retaliate in kind and degree upon Confederate prisoners in
its hands; that when colored soldiers performed great and uncom-
mon services on the battlefield, they should be rewarded by dis-
tinctions and promotions precisely as white soldiers are rewarded
for like services.”” And he never ceased to press this matter upon
the attention of those in authority until the end aimed at was
accomplished.

(4) He rendered also most important services in bringing
about the enfranchisement of the race. Even Mr. Garrison and
other anti-slavery leaders questioned at first the wisdom of such a
step, but Mr. Douglass never doubted, never hesitated. To him
suffrage was necessary to enable the colored man to protect him-
self; and hence he addressed himself to the subject with all the
earnestness of his nature, using all the means within his power to
secure it for him. He says: ‘‘From the first I saw no chance of
bettering the condition of the freedman until he should cease to
be merely a freedman and should become a citizen. I insisted that
there was no safety for him or for anybody else in America out-
side the American government; that to guard, protect and maintain
his liberty the freedman should have the ballot; that the liberties
of the American people were dependent upon the ballot-box, the
jury-box and the cartridge box; that without these no class of peo-
ple could live and flourish in this country; and this was now the
word for the hour with me, and the word to which the people of
the North willingly listened when I spoke. Hence regarding, as
I did, the elective franchise as the one great power by which all
civil rights are obtained, enjoyed and maintained under our form
of government, and the one without which freedom to any class
is delusive, if not impossible, I set myself to work with whatever
force and energy I possessed to secure this power for the recently
emancipated millions.’’

With this end in view, with other gentlemen, he brought the
matter to the attention of President Johnson, and the next morning
published a letter on the subject which was very widely circulated
and commented upon at the time, and which had the effect of
bringing the subject prominently before the country. He spoke
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also earnestly of the matter before the National Loyalists’ Con-
vention, which met in Philadelphia in September, 1866. He labored
also personally with many scnators when the matter was before
that body, visiting them daily, and pressing upon them the neces-
sity and the justice of the measure. And so he continued to work
until he had the satisfaction of seeing it enacted into law in the
form of the Fifteenth Amendment to the Constitution.

There are many other things that might be mentioned under
the general head which we are considering, but time will not per-
mit. Suffice it to say that during the last fifty years of his life
there was no measure looking to the betterment of our condition,
as a people in this country, in which he was not a leading actor.
For fifty years he allowed no opportunity to pass unimproved in
which, either by his voice or pen, he could make the way easier and
the future brighter for this race. Whenever we needed a defender,
he was always on hand. Whenever there were rights to be asserted,
he always stood ready to make the demand: never lagging behind,
always at the front. For over fifty years he stood as the sentinel on
the watch-tower, guarding with the most jealous care the interest
of this race. I remember how I felt when he was appointed Min-
ister to Haiti. I did not want him to go, and I wrote and told him
s0, and told him why. It was because I felt that we could not spare
him out of the country. It seemed to me our interests would not be
quite so safe if he were away. The very fact that he was here filled
me with the assurance that all would be well. And that is the way
I think we all felt—a sense of security in the consciousness of the
fact that Great Douglass was in our midst.

In politics he was a Republican. He loved the Grand Old Party
of Liberty; but when it proved recreant to its trust; when it was
ready to sacrifice the colored man, to trample upon his rights, to
push him aside out of deference to popular race prejudice, then
it was that he turned upon it and cauterized it with actual light-
ning. I shall never forget the article which he wrote on ‘‘The Rea-
sons for the Defeat of the Republican Party,’’ published, I think, in
Harper’s Weekly. It was a masterly arraignment of that party
for its cowardice and its perfidy, and showed how deeply con-
cerned he was for the welfare of his race, and how he was ever
looking out for its interests.

In the Twenty-fifth Chapter of Matthew’s Gospel, Jesus is rep-
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resented as saying, in the great day of solemn account, to those
on his right hand:

Come, ye blessed of my Father, inherit the kingdom prepared
for you from the foundation of the world: for I was hungry, and
ve gave me to eat; I was thirsty, and ye gave me drink; I was a
stranger, and ye took me in; naked, and ye clothed me; I was sick,
and ye visited me; I was in prison, and ye came unto me.”” And,
in a sense, this is what we can all say as a race as we think of this
man. He was all that is here implied to us. In our distress and
suffering; in our hours of loneliness and despondency, when we
felt discouraged and sick at heart, he stood by us, and watched
over us, and ministered to our necessities, and cheered us by his
voice and presence. What is it that he did not do? In what way
did he not manifest his interest? What more could he have done
than he did? What stronger proof could he have given us of his
disinterested interest in us than he did during his whole publie
career? To even intimate, however faintly, that he was moved by
selfish considerations is the basest ingratitude.

There are many other things that I would like to speak of did
the time permit. I would like to speak of some of his personal
traits and characteristics—of his gentleness, his sympathetic nature,
his tenderness, his generosity, his great-heartedness. There was
nothing mean or close-fisted or penurious about him. God blessed
him with means, and he used it for the glory of his Maker and the
good of his fellow men. He was all the time giving to some good
cause or reaching out the helping hand to the needy. Years ago,
when there was a movement to purchase a building for the use of
the Colored Young Men’s Christian Association in the ecity of
Washington, made necessary because they were shut out of the
white association, in company with the International Secretary,
Mr. Hunton, we called upon him and laid the matter before him.
He listened to us, and when we were through said: ‘‘Gentlemen,
I am not a rich man; I can’t give you as large a subseription as I
would like to, but I will do something. Put me down for two hun-
dred dollars. And that is but a sample of what he was constantly
doing.

In the city of Baltimore, some years before he made his escape
from slavery, while he was working in one of the shipyards, he
was set upon by some white laborers, was mobbed, dreadfully
beaten, and came very near losing his life. The ery was, ‘““Kill
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the nigger!”’ Among those who responded to that ery and who
tried hard to kill him was a man who, up to a short time before
Mr. Douglass’ death, was still alive and living in Baltimore. He
was then old, sick, decrepit and in great destitution. Mr. Doug-
lass heard of it while in Baltimore, called upon him, spoke kindly
to him and, in parting, left a ten-dollar note in his hand. It was
a beautiful, a gracious thing for him to do, but it was just like him.
He was all the time doing noble things. God bless his memory and
give us more men like him.

I might also speak of his love of the beautiful in art and in
nature. At the great Columbian Exposition the Art Gallery was a
constant delight to him. He reveled in its treasures. He loved
also all nature—the flowers, and the grass, and the trees, and the
birds, and the drifting clouds, and the blue sky, and the stars. He
had a poet’s love of nature. With Wordsworth he could say:

‘“To me the meanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.”’

How often have I heard him speak, as I have sat with him on
the front porch of his beautiful home in Anacostia, or under the
trees on the hillside, with the lovely landscape stretching out on all
sides around us, of the pleasure which it gave him, the satisfaction,
of how it rested him to commune with nature.

I might also speak of his love of music—his passionate love of
music—especially the music of the violin. He had a kind of rev-
erence for that instrument. It seemed to him almost like a living
thing. How lovingly he handled it! With what enthusiasm he
spoke of it! He could hardly resist the temptation to speak to a
man who carried a violin. He used to say: ‘“No man can be an
enemy of mine who loves the violin.”’ He never missed an oppor-
tunity of hearing a great violinist. It was his favorite instrument.
Not even Paganini himself had a more passionate love for it.

He delighted also in vocal music, especially in sacred musie, in
the old hymns of Zion that breathe the sentiment of love, of trust,
of hope. One of his favorite hymns was ‘‘Seeking for Me,’’ be-
ginning: -

Jesus, my Saviour, to Bethlehem came,
with the refrain:

Seeking for me! Seeking for me!
Oh it was wonderful, blest be His name,
Seeking for me, for me. Seeking for me!
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Another was:

In thy cleft, O Rock of Ages,
Hide Thou me;

When the fitful tempest rages,
Hide Thou me;

* Where no mortal arm can sever
From my heart Thy love forever,
Hide me, O Thou Rock of Ages,

Safe in Thee.

That hymn I shall never forget. The last time it was my
privilege to be at his home, only a few weeks before he passed away,
after dinner was over we all repaired to the sitting room and he
himself suggested that we should have some music. His grandson
Joseph was there, and we knew, therefore, that a rich treat was in
store for us. We had music on the piano, and music on the violin,
and singing. In the singing he took the leading part. Standing
in the doorway between the sitting room and the hall, with violin
in hand, he struck up the last-mentioned hymn, ‘‘In thy cleft, O
Rock of Ages,’’ and sang it through to the very end with a pathos
that moved us all. We all spoke of it afterwards. It seemed to
take hold of him so. The closing lines especially seemed to touch
the great depths of his nature. I can almost hear now the deep
mellow tones of his voice and feel the solemnity that pervaded the
room as he sang the words:

In the sight of Jordan’s billow,

Let Thy bosom be my pillow;

Hide me, O Thou Rock of Ages,
Safe in Thee.

as if he had a kind of presentiment that the end was near, that he
was already standing on the very brink of that Jordan over which
he was so soon to pass, and over which we shall all one day pass.
The prayer uttered that night,

Let Thy bosom be my pillow,
Hide me, O Thou Rock of Ages,
Safe in Thee.

I believe was answered. His noble head was pillowed on the bosom
of the ‘‘Strong Son of God’’ when he fell asleep in death, and
he is safe in Him.
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It is hard to realize that he is no longer among us; that we shall
never again look upon his noble form, nor hear his eloquent voice,
nor receive from him the gracious benediction of that radiant
smile which so often played upon his face.

He is gone, but the memory of his great deeds remains. Never
can we forget him. Never can we cease to hold him in grateful
remembrance. What he was, and what he did, will remain to us
forever a joy and inspiration.

Mourn for the man of amplest influence,

Yet clearest of ambitious crime,

Our greatest, yet with least pretense,

Rich in saving common-sense,

And as the greatest only are,

In his simplicity sublime. .

O good gray head which all men knew,

O voice, from which their omens all men drew,
O iron nerve to true occasion true,

O fall’n at length that tower of strength
Whieh stood foursquare to all the winds that blew.

To those of us who are members of the race with which he was
identified, I would say: ‘‘Let us keep his shining example ever
before us. Let each one of us endeavor to catch his noble spirit;
to walk upon the same lofty plain of a pure and exalted manhood
upon which he moved: and together, in the consciousness of the
fact that he is no longer with us, let us consecrate ourselves anew
with what powers we may possess to the furtherance of the great
cause to which he gave his life.”’

And may I not also, in his name, appeal to the members of the
dominant race, especially to those who revere his memory, to join
with us in continuing to fight for the great principles for which
he contended until in all sections of this fair land there shall be
equal opportunities for all, irrespective of race, color or previous
condition of servitude until, to borrow the language of another,
‘‘Character, not color, shall stamp the man and woman.’”’ And
when black and white shall clasp friendly hands, in the con-
seiousness of the fact that we are all brothers, and that God is the
Father of us all.
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4
FREDERICK DougLASS ?

In 1896 the Commissioners of the District saw fit, in virtue
of the power vested in them, to affix the name of Douglass to one
of our school buildings, in honor of Frederick Douglass. This was
a splendid tribute to the worth of the man, and that building
stands now, and will stand in the years to come, as a monument
to his memory. Theodore Tiltum, in his notable series of ‘‘Son-
nets to the Memory of Mr. Douglass,’’ closes with these lines:

What final wreath of olive, oak or bay,
Which to withhold would do the dead a wrong,
Is due him for the fetter, yoke and thong
Which, as a slave, he bore for many a day?

If to his wintry burial, blooming May

Had come herself, chief-mourner of the throng,
And stopt his bier as it was borne along,

And laid a million lilies on his clay—

Not one of all these fading funeral-flowers

Would have survived the frost! . .. So—(since, alas!
Such honors fade)—my Country, hark to me!

Let us in yonder Capitol of ours,

Mould him a statue of enduring brass

Out of the broken chains of slaves set free!

Some day, let us hope that the suggestion of Mr. Tilton will be
taken up and carried out; some day let us hope that the majestic
form of this man, who has lifted the name Douglass to a pinnacle
higher than it ever before occupied, may yet find a place in yonder
Capitol by the side of the other immortals who have made illus-
trious this great Republic. Of all the men who look down upon us
in yonder Hall of Statuary, none is more worthy of a place there
than he. In real services to his country; in the part which he
played in bringing about the second great charter of our liberties—
The Emancipation Proclamation—and thus in removing one of
the greatest obstacles to our progress as a nation; in his life-long
devotion to the principles of justice and humanity; in his patient,
painstaking efforts to set clearly before the American people, to
borrow the language of Kidd, ‘‘the stern and immutable condi-
tions of moral fitness and uprightness, through which alone a peo-
TDelivered at Miner Teachers College, February 14, 1907.
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ple can long continue to play a great part on the stage of the
world,’’ he is surpassed by none; and there, among the Nation’s
benefactors, he ought to stand. But whether that idea is ever
realized or not, here is a monument which, in my judgment, is
vastly more significant than any statue that might be carved in
marble or cast in bronze—a schoolhouse, the symbol of light, of
knowledge, of elevation, has been named for him—a Common
School, not a college, or university, or professional school, where
only the exceptional few may hope to go, but a school that is opened
to all alike—rich and poor, high and low, the dull and stupid as
well as the bright and intelligent—the people’s school: a school-
house which is a part of that system of education which lies at the
basis of the Republie, having for its special object the elevation
of the masses, where the poorest and humblest may enter and be
fitted for intelligent and virtuous citizenship, and through which
they may work their way up to honorable recognition.

It is fitting that a school of this character should bear the name
of Frederick Douglass, for, though he stood preeminent among us,
‘‘a peer of princes, yea a king,’’ as Mr. Tilton has expressed it, no
man was nearer in his sympathies to the masses of our people; no
man desired or labored more earnestly for their elevation than he
did. No man struck heavier blows or performed more Herculean
labors when the great struggle for freedom was in operation; but
when victory came, when the fiat went forth proclaiming the free-
dom of the slave, when the ‘‘irrepressible conflict’’ had come to a
glorious termination and the ‘‘clang of bell and sound of gun,”’
as Whittier has expressed it, had proclaimed the knell of slavery,
no man entered more earnestly into the work of uplifting the race.

It was not the exceptional few, the few who had enjoyed ex-
ceptional opportunities for cglture and development, that arrested
his attention, but the great mass of our people—ignorant, degraded,
the great unwashed who were down, and who needed a helping
hand in their efforts to rise. These were the people that he thought
most of and that he desired most to help. There is a peculiar fit-
ness, therefore, in associating his name with a school that is for the
people; that aims to get under this great ignorant mass and lift it
up. Frederick Douglass was never ashamed of his people. How-
ever degraded or ignorant they might be, he would still say.
““‘These are my people—my poor people.”’ How often I have heard
him speak of them in this manner; and how much pathos he could
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put in these words, ‘‘My poor, poor people!’”’ He was always pro-
foundly touched as he thought of their condition. The whole past
seemed to ecrowd upon him, the centuries of degradation through
which they had passed, and he was disposed to pity rather than
blame them. In spite of the many things which he saw in them
which he deeply deplored, which he would gladly have had other-
wise, they were still his people—his poor people. He never sought
to disown them, to get away from them, to cast them off. He had
faith in them. All they needed was an opportunity. And he was
all the time trying to make that opportunity for them.

And that is just what our public schools are doing, bringing
to the masses the opportunity which they need, the kind of training
that will fit them for life’s duties and responsibilities. If the statue
never comes; if yonder Capitol is never graced with the majestic
form of Frederick Douglass, what matters it, so long as a school-
house stands which bears his name? That is a more fitting tribute.
It represents more of the things which he loved, and more of the
things that he would have his race treasure up and live for, now
that he is no longer with us. I shall love to think ¢f hiu always
in connection with our public schools. No man loved these schools
more than he did; no man took a deeper interest in the advance-
ment of the children than he did; no man delighted more to listen
to their public exercises; and no man felt a greater pride in their
triumphs and successes.

In 1897, the year after this building of which I have spoken
was named for Mr. Douglass, another thing was done which has
been a source of very great satisfaction to me, and I am sure to all
of our people, and that was the setting apart by the School Trus-
tees of a day to be known as Douglass Day in our schools. I don't
know with whom this idea originated, or from whom the proposition
came, or how it came to be considered by the Board. It was con-
sidered, however, and favorably acted upon. It was a great deal to
ask the Trustees to do. Under ordinary circumstances such a pro-
posal would not have been entertained for a moment; but it was
entertained and, without a dissenting voice, carried. That fact in
itself is a splendid tribute to Mr. Douglass. Nothing but his ex-
ceptional character and his exceptional manner made such action
possible. I know of no other representative of our race, and I
have a very high opinion of some of them, of whom such a proposi-
tion at that time would have been thought of, or could have been
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carried through that Board. Here is one Negro that all, without a
dissenting voice, unite in saying that if a day is to set apart in
commemoration of anyone, he is the man. There are no jealous
rivals to contest the honor with him—there he stands, by common
consent, the great representative Negro.

Now that a day has been set apart, however, the thing which
most concerns me, and which I desire especially to emphasize, is
that we see to it that we make the most of it. It is not enough
that this day has been set apart; it is of the utmost importance
that the officials of our schools, that all of our teachers and super-
visors in all of the grades, from the highest to the lowest, should
understand the true significance of this day, the purpose for which
it has been instituted. What is its significance; what is the mean-
ing of it? It means that once in every year the children of our
public schools, in the Normal, in the High, in all the grades below,
shall be called upon to think of this man, to look into and carefully
study his character and life. And that means, also, that the teach
ers who have charge of these children shall themselves make this
great character and life a study, in order that they might intelli-
gently direet the children to a true understanding of the man.

Well, but what of that? What advantage is there in this annual
diversion from the ordinary routine of school work? What is to
be gained by having teachers and pupils turn to the contempla-
tion of this man’s character and life? Is there anything in the
man worth thinking about, anything worthy of emulation? There
is, and it is in that fact that the true significance of the action of
the Trustees in setting apart this day is be found. It is because
Mr. Douglass is what he is that it becomes important that the eyves
of the rising generation should be kept fixed upon him. Every part
of that life is worthy of careful study. Turn the pages where you -
will, you will find much that is interesting, instructive, inspiring—
much that is stimulating along all lines of noblest endeavor. No
man can read that marvelous record without desiring to make some-
thing out of himself, without feeling, as Lowell has expressed it,

. . . the soul within him climb
To the awful verge of manhood.

Here is a man who began at the lowest rung of the ladder.
There isn’t a child in all of our public schools, however humble his
condition, who began down where he started. He was a mere thing,
a chattel, a piece of property; and yet that thing, that piece of
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property, became in the course of time one of the most potent
factors in moulding public sentiment, during one of the most event-
ful periods in the history of our country.

Here was a man who had few or no opportunities for obtain-
ing an education; who ecame up under conditions where it was a
crime for him to learn to read and write, a misdemeanor for him
to be found with a book in his hand ; and yet, what a thinker he be-
came; what a marvelous command of English he acquired! Read
his speeches and put them by the side of the greatest productions
of our greatest orators, and they do not suffer in comparison in
point of thought and diction. He was a great master of English
prose, and spoke on the subjects which he touched with the pro-
fundity of a Plato or Socrates. Here was a man who began life
in the moral miasma of the slave system, in the midst of the de-
grading influences of slavery, and yet who came out of it as
pure as the light, with character unsullied, and who, all through
life, kept the torch of a pure and noble manhood brightly burning.

In a letter which I received from Mrs. Douglass after his death,
thanking me for some words which I had uttered in a sermon
in honor of him, occurs the following striking passage: ‘‘I used to
tell Mr. Douglass that nothing in his later life was to me more
wonderful than his character as a child. And it does seem to me,
as if the flaming sword of an archangel had been about him from
his birth to his death.”” And that was true. He was a man of
singular purity of character.

Here was a man who began life, in spite of bad environments,
with high ideals, who wanted to make something of himself, and
wanted to do something for others. His was no petty, selfish, ig-
noble ambition that began and ended with self. He had larger
ideas of life and nobler aspirations than merely the desire to make
a way for himself: he thought of others as well as of himself, and
desired, in some way, to be a blessing to them. His was the spirit
embodied in the lines:

If any little word of mine
May make a life the brighter,
If any little song of mine
May make a heart the lighter;
God help me speak the little word
And take my bit of singing
And drop it in some lonely vale,
To set the echoes ringing.
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Here was a man of genuine courage,—a man who dared to do right;
who dared to be true to his eonvictions; who was never afraid to
be on the unpopular side; but who lived, and wrought, and suf-
fered, in the sublime faith which expressed itself in the declara-
tion, ‘‘One with God is a majority.”’

Here is a man who had a soul within him, a big sympathetic
heart; a man who knew how to put his great loving arms about
those who needed to be succored, a man, who, like Abou ben Adhem,
loved his fellow men, and who possessed all the tenderness of a
woman. Here was a man who never played hide and seek with the
interests of his race. Men never had to ask what Frederick Doug-
lass thought about any matter affecting the rights and interests
of his people. He boldly denounced every species of injustice and
oppression, from the mean petty spirit that discriminates against
us in so-called Christian churches, in hotels and restaurants, and

“that forces us to ride in ‘‘Jim Crow Cars,’’ down to the cowardly,
brutal, and bloody spirit of mob violence that disgraces the South-
ern section of our country. Like the prophets of old, he lifted up
his voice like a trumpet; he eried aloud, and spared not.

Here was a man who was a man. There are so many apologies
for men in the world that it is really refreshing to come in con-
tact with a real man. The old Latins had the true idea of a man
when they described him by the term wvir, which means strength,
force. And the apostle Paul had the same idea in mind when he
wrote, ‘‘Quit you like men; be strong.’”” Here was a man who was
strong. God never made him to be putty in the hands of anyone.
He was fashioned out of no such stuff as lackeys, and sycophants,
and time servers are made of, men that can be manipulated, mere
tools in the hands of others, who stand ready to do the biddings
of their masters. He was a man, every inch a man, he stood erect,
in the strength of his own individuality. And that means a great
deal. Manhood is a thing to be prized; upon which we should put
a high estimate. It isn’t every day that we are permitted to look
upon a man. There are not a great many manly men: and there-
fore we should make much of this man of whom we are speaking;
we should keep his shining example ever before us.

It is not my purpose to prolong these remarks, to enter upon
any extended eulogy of Mr. Douglass: this much I want to say,
however, in addition to what has already been said. I regard the
setting apart of a Douglass Day in our schools as of special value.
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From it very large results may be made to flow. If it is properly
used it can be made one of the mightiest educational forces in con-
nection with our public schools, in uplifting our people. The
young men and women, the boys and girls who make up these
schools cannot be brought face to face each year, with the life and
character of such a man without catching his spirit, and, without,
like him, starting out to make something of themselves. As the
years go by, if our teachers and school officials are alive to the
educational possibilities of the day, and will make it a point to see
that careful preparation is made for it, we may expect to see hun-
dreds of the pupils of these schools awakened to a true sense of
the mission of life, from the thoughts, the sentiments, the ideas,
which this day, as it recurs year after year, shall bring to their
attention. The inauguration of this day means, or rather it may
be made to mean, if it is properly used, the entering of Mr. Doug-
lass upon a mission, that, if possible, will prove even more fruitful
of good than all that he accomplished while in life. Though in-
visible, yet perceptibly and powerfully, he will continue, in this
way, to speak to the best thoughts, and the noblest aspirations of
the pupils of these schools, in all the years that are to come. The
setting apart of this day, I regard as an important step in the
higher education of these children; for what I call higher educa-
tion is the education that lifts, that elevates, that ennobles. I care
not how much Greek, and Latin, and the higher mathematies you
may give them, if they are not made better by it, if they are not
lifted to higher conceptions of life, if they are not filled with noble
ambitions and aspirations, it is not higher, but lower education.
That education is highest which is most uplifting in its influence,
and out of which come the most beneficent results. And such a
foree is the life and character of Frederick Douglass.

His picture ought to be in all of our school buildings; and his
life, written by himself, ought to be in the library of every build-
ing. The one will enable the children to look upon the outward
form of the man, the noble face upon which, we who knew him,
delighted to look; the other, will enable them to penetrate beneath
the mere exterior to the real man, to see him as he was in the
make-up of his soul, and to understand the forces that made him
the power that he was while he lived, and that still give him such
a hold upon us, such a warm place in our hearts. The book and
the picture, under the wise and intelligent direction of the teachers
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will make him a living power and reality to the children. And
thus shall be realized what our poet Dunbar has expressed:

The current that he sent throughout the land,
The kindling spirit of his battle ery

O’er all that holds us we shall triumph yet
And place our banner where his hopes were set.

Oh, Douglass, thou hast passed beyond the shore,
But still thy voice is ringing o’er the gale.

Thou’st taught thy race how high her hopes may soar
And bade her seek the heights, nor faint, nor fail.

She will not fail, she heeds thy stirring cry,

She knows thy guardian spirit will be nigh.

In the struggle through which we are passing in this country, as a
race, we need not only brainy men like Douglass, but men also
like him in point of charaecter, clean, pure men, if we are to succeed
in overcoming the obstacles that lie across our pathway. Char-
acter is the thing that will tell more than anything else. And you,
the young people of this race who are coming up, and who hold in
your hands, in a large measure, its future, should understand this.
You can do more to help this race on in the struggle that it is
making to rise, by living clean pure lives than in any other way.
And the race has a right to expect this of you; and it is your duty
to see that it is not disappointed in this expectation. George Mac-
donald has said:

Be noble,—that is more than wealth;
Do right,—that is more than place.

Nobility of character, uprightness of econduct, are incomparably
more valuable than wealth, or place, or both together—are more
desirable possessions. . . . And these are the great lessons which the
life and character of Frederick Douglass hold up and emphasize.
He was noble; he did right; ‘‘the path of duty was, to him, ever
the way to glory.”” And if you are to be helpful to this race, in
the most effective way; if through you it is to be glorified, you
have got to find the same path and follow it with the same un-
swerving devotion.

May God bless this race of ours, and fill you, the young people
who are coming up, with the same noble spirit that animated this
man; may God fill us all with high ideal, with noble aspirations,
with the earnest purpose and determination not to go to the bad,
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as so many of our enemies are already affirming of us, but to make
for ourselves a name that shall be everywhere honored and re-
spected.

It is to this high calling of a true manhood and womanhood
to which you are summoned on this day which has been set apart
to commemorate the life and character of this great and good
man, Frederick Douglass.

It may not be for me to win the height

To which my being and my soul aspire;

Life may not give to me the dear delight
Of granted heart’s desire.

Yet though success for me may never spin
The golden thread of its sweet fellowship,
'T'is mine, when failure’s cup is at my lip,
Still to deserve to win!

It may not be for me to win the love
Such as I fain would reap from passing years
It may be only given me to prove

Sad harvestry of tears.

But never dourest fate may wrest from me

The sacred privilege to serve and wait,

Still it shall be my aspiration great
Worthy of love to be!

Or as another has expressed it:

Build it well, whate’er you do;

Build it straight and strong and true;
Build it clean and high and broad;
Build it for the eye of God.

FREDERICK DougLass!

Dear children, I have been asked by your teachers to be present
at these exercises today and to occupy about ten minutes of the
time in saying a word to you, on the Life and Character of Fred-
erick Douglass. I am glad to be here, and to have this opportunity
of doing my little to help keep before you the memory of this great
and good man in whose honour this day has been set apart by the
Trustees of our Public Schools.

TDelivered February 14, 1908.



64 THE Works oF Fraxcis J. GRIMKE

The Scotch had their Douglas, the hero of many battles in the
Scotch war of independence, the bravest and most faithful sup-
porter of Robert Bruce; the whites in this country had their Doug-
las, Stephen A., known as ‘‘The Little Giant, of the West’’; and
we have ours, the noble Frederick, the eloquent orator and de-
fender of human rights. The fact that he was a great man, that
he stood out among the most illustrious men of a century remark-
able for great men, is a reason, in and of itself why we should
cherish his memory and should seek to familiarize ourselves with
the facts which go to make up his remarkable career; but when
we remember that he was identified with us, that he was a mem-
ber of our race, our hearts should swell with pride as we think of
him; and when we remember still farther that he was not only one
of us, but that he loved us with a most passionate devotion, and
that he consecrated himself with all of his splendid powers to the
work of uplifting us, and of creating a public sentiment in favour
of justice and humanity in dealing with us, in addition to admira-
tion and pride, our hearts should go out towards him with the
most tender regard.

He was not only great as a man, but great in his defence of
us, and in the many services which he rendered to us. He was
true to the heart’s core to this race. He was never found crying
it down, and he never stood by, and saw any one else erying it
down, without lifting up his voice in its defence. His great right
arm was ever stretched out to defend it from foes within as well
as from foes without. You who are coming up, the young people
in our schools, the boys and girls, the young men and women of
our race, should understand this, and cherish it as a sacred legacy.
Here is one Negro to whom the whole black race in every section
of this country could look and feel assured that its interests were
always safe in his keeping. He never proved traitor; never allowed
selfish considerations to obscure his vision, or to blunt his moral
sensibilities. Every interest of this race was sacred in his keeping.
I would just as soon have expected the apostle Paul to prove false
to Jesus Christ, as for this man to have proven false to his race.

When I contrast him with the generality of our Negro poli-
ticians, whose one and only thought is self—to whom the race
means nothing, only so far as they can use it to advance their
own selfish interest,—who dare not speak a manly word for fear
of offending their political bosses, and thus of diminishing their
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chances of getting their hands into the public erib, I find my ad-
miration for him constantly growing. The more I study his life
and character, the more do I realize what a rare man he was,—
rare in his fidelity to his race, in the vigilance which he exercised
in guarding its every interest. With him the race was always
first. It was never subordinated to personal or selfish ends. It
was never a question with him when the interests of his race were at
stake as to how he might be personally affected by the position
which he might take. It was the larger aspect of things, the wider
interest of the whole people, which always determined his course.

The Stars and Stripes mean a great deal to white Americans,
they go into ecstasies over the flag; nothing seems to delight them
more than to wave ‘‘Old Glory,’’ as they call the flag; and, that
is the way I feel about this man, I always like to hold him up,
and wave him before the eyes of the Negro youth of the land.
And that is what I am here for today,—to throw out before you
the colossal figure of Frederick Douglass. There he is—I want you
to look upon him, and to keep him ever before your mind’s eye. He
was every inch a man:—manly in his bearing; manly in his utter-
ances; manly in the qualities of his soul. He symbolizes in himself
even more than Old Glory does, for the flag has not always been .
the symbol of liberty and fair play, it has not always stood for
human rights: it has stood for the rights of white men, and for
Anglo-Saxon supremacy, but not for the rights of man as man,
as was true of this man. As the days and weeks and months and
years go by, as selfishness comes in more and more to complicate
the race issue in this country, the more will we learn to differen-
tiate, to separate this man from the miserable set of so-called race
leaders with which we are cursed today,—most of whom are leaders
only in the sense of being foremost in the scramble for office, for
the loaves and fishes, with absolutely no concern as to what be-
comes of the race, how it is despoiled of its rights and trampled
upon, so long as they are taken care of.

Douglass was a man to be proud of, a man to be honoured, a man
to be held in grateful and everlasting remembrance. As Theodore
Tilton has expressed it:

There never walked a grander man than he!

He was a peer of princes—yea a king!

Crowned in the shambles and the prison-pen,—
The noblest slave that ever God set free!
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Not since our land of liberty was young,

‘When fiery Otis passed away in flame,
And Patrick Henry’s burning lips grew cold,
Hath mortal silence hushed a braver tongue
Than of this Bondman, who, in Freedom’s name,
Spake, like the Byzantine, with mouth of gold.

Chief of his tribe, he centered in his soul—

As their evangel—all their hopes and fears!

—Through all his lifetime, as their wisest head,

He planned to lead them to some happy goal.
(How they shall lack him in the coming years,

And wish him back among them, from the dead.)

How true these closing lines are! Yes, we have missed him, and,
again and again have wished him back, especially, in these trou-
blous times, in these days of gathering darkness, when our enemies
seem to be multiplying and springing up on all sides. What a
comfort and inspiration it would be to us, if he were here, if we
could hear his voice, and look into that grand, lion-like face of
his! But, while, in one sense, he is not with us, in another sense,
he is: his spirit is here; we have his grand example. And, this
day which has been set apart in his honour is for the very purpose
of keeping him ever before us, so that you, the yvoung people of
our race, may drink in his spirit, and come up, filled with the same
purpose and determination which inspired his noble life of unsel-
fish devotion to his race and to humanity.

There are many things that might be said to you, on the life and
character of this great man, but as the time is limited, and in the
nature of the case, must be on an occasion like this, I shall have
to content myself with pointing out only a few of them.

And first of all, let me remind you of the fact that this man
was born a slave. He did not belong to himself, he did not belong
to his parents, he had no control of his time, labour, or anything
else pertaining to himself. He was simply a piece of property,
as much so as a house, or a horse, or a cow, liable at any time to
bhe sold or to be kicked and cuffed about without any redress.

In the second place, he was born with no opportunities of im-
proving himself. There wasn’t a school to which he could go. It
was against the law for him to learn to read and write. Severe
penalties were attached to anyone who was found teaching a
slave. He came up in almost midnight darkness, so far as knowl-
edge was concerned and the opportunities of obtaining it.
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In the third place, he was born poor; he didn’t even own the
clothes on his back, and he was shut up by the very system of
which he was a victim, the slave system, to a life of poverty, with
no prospect of ever being able to own anything.

In the fourth place he was born under bad social conditions,
in an atmosphere where virtue, purity of life, was not specially
regarded,—on the contrary, where everything tended to push one
down, morally; slavery had no restraining influence upon the pas-
sions, upon the sensuous nature of the slave. It tended to make
him a beast, to sink him to the level of a mere animal. There isn’t
a child in all this broad land that is not more favourably situated
than this man was; there isn’t one of you here this afternoon that
isn’t far better off than he was. He was born a slave, you were
born free; he was born without any opportunities of improving
his mind, you have every facility offered to you,—free schools and
free textbooks, and well trained and well qualified teachers to in-
struet you; he was born poor, you are also poor, perhaps, but you
are free, you are entitled to what you earn; his earnings belonged
to another; his environments were bad, were unfavourable to high
moral development; your environments, in some cases, may be
also bad, but you may change yours if you will; his was enforced,
was a part of the system of which he was a victim. In every way
you are better off than he was, your chances are better than his
were. And yet, see what this man made of himself, see what he
became, see, how everywhere he was honoured and respected.

There is a lesson here for you, the young people who are com-
ing up,—you who belong to this struggling Negro race, you through
whom it must be helped or hindered in its efforts to rise, which you
ought to lay to heart, which you ought not to allow to pass without
being quickened and stimulated by it.

If this man, with all the disadvantages against which he had
to contend, with no such facilities as you enjoy, with no such in-
centives as you have, succeeded in doing what he did, in forging
his way to the front, in living an honourable and useful life, what
have we a right to expect of you who are so much more favourably
situated? What ought you to require of yourself? If these op-
portunities are not utilized; if you do not make an earnest and
honest effort to make a good record for yvourselves, it will be to your
everlasting shame.
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I do not mean by this to say you may all become Frederick
Douglasses in intellectual greatness, in the eloquence of your ut-
terances, or in the wide sweep of your influence; but I do mean
to say, that in all the elements that go to make up a true man
or woman,—in fidelity to duty, in purity of soul, in loyalty to the
right, in love of truth, in earnestness of purpose, in steady, pa-
tient, persistent resistance to the spirit of caste, and to every form
of injustice and oppression,—you may be like him, every one of you.
The way is wide open; the same path that he trod, you may tread;
the same kind of life that he lived, you may live, if you will. It
is all with you. If you want to grow up to be good men and
women, clean, pure men and women, men and women that people
will be glad to think of when you are gone, and to hold you up as
examples to others, you may. All you have to do is to make up
your mind to do it, and persist in it, and you are bound to succeed.
‘What a glorious thought is that! And I want you all to cateh it,
and to take it home with you, and to keep it ever before you. To
be a true, pure man, as Frederick Douglass was, is the noblest thing
in life. We honour him most of all for his moral worth, for his
sterling integrity of character, and for the purity of his life. And
these are the things for which you will be most honoured, and re-
spected, while you live, and after you are gone—the things without
which life is not worth living.

The qualities that stood out prominently in this man’s life, are
the qualities that our young people, especially, need to lay to heart,
and without which they will be failures.

He believed in work. He did not believe in loafing, in stand-
ing idly by waiting for something to turn up. He was all the time
seeking to turn something up. He was never seen standing at
street corners, or prowling idly about the street. He was an in-
dustrious man, a man who believed thoroughly in the inspired
declaration, ‘‘In the sweat of thy brow shalt thou eat bread’’; ¢‘If
a man will not work, neither shall he eat.”’

He was a self-respecting man. He carried about with him the
consciousness that he was made in the image of God, and therefore,
that there were certain things that were beneath his dignity, as a
man, to which he could not stoop. In other words, he reverenced
his own nature, as a man,—and hence always deported himself in
a way which commanded respect from others.
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He was an honest man: he robbed no.man; he defrauded no
man; he wanted only what was his own, what he was justly
entitled to; he was guilty of no sharp practices. ‘‘Thou shalt not
steal,”” was a cardinal principle in his life, to which he strictly
adhered. Hence no one was ever afraid to trust him; he was the
very soul of honour. He paid his debts; he rendered to every
man his due.

He was pure, chaste in character and life. He had no sym-
pathy with anything that savoured of looseness, of immorality in
any shape or form. He lived in an entirely different atmosphere.
No one would have dared to have told a smutty, obscene or vulgar
story in his presence. The bent of his mind was away from such
low degrading thoughts and associations. And so let it be with
you. See to it that all such things are put far away from you;
that you have nothing to do with people who take pleasure in such
things, whose thoughts run in the direction of what is impure.
Don’t keep company with a boy; don’t be seen with him, if he
shows any disposition to indulge in improper language, or to tell
stories of a questionable character. He isn’t fit for a decent boy
to associate with: and you ought to make him feel by the treatment
you accord him that you despise his ways; that you disapprove of
his character and conduct.

And, what I say to the boys, I say also to the girls. The same
course ought to be pursued by you. The girl who shows any dis-
position to indulge in talk unbecoming a lady, ought to be marked
and treated with the contempt which she deserves. Frederick
Douglass was a pure man,—pure in thought, in word, and deed.
Nothing impure ever escaped his lips. He was a gentleman. And
the boy who isn’t a gentleman,—the girl who isn’t a lady,—I am
sorry for. I know of no one who is more utterly despicable, or
who ought to be more heartily despised, than a vulgar, foul-
mouthed boy, or a girl who is not chaste in thought and word.
See to it that you hold high the banner of purity. Never allow
it to trail in the dust where you are.

Mr. Douglass was a temperate man. He was never seen stand-
ing about liquor saloons or going in and out of them. He saw the
evil of intemperance and eschewed it, and did what he could, both
by example and precept, to discourage the use of intoxicants among
us, as a people. He was no friend to the saloon, to the liquor-
traffic, to the intoxicating bowl.
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He believed in the principle of doing well whatever we under-
take to do. He had no patience with slovenliness, with inefficiency,
with doing anything in a slipshod, careless, indifferent way. He
always endeavoured to put his best into whatever he did. He was
never content with inferior work; Excelsior, was the motto that
he carried on his banner all through life; he believed thoroughly
in the principle, ¢ Whatever is worth doing at all, is worth doing
well.”’—And so, let me say to you, in closing, if you are to make
a success of life, if you are to follow the example of Frederick
Douglass, if you are to walk in his footsteps, you have got to in-
corporate these great principles into your lives, you have got to
make them a lamp to your feet and a light to your path:—you
have got to be industrious, self-respecting, honest, pure, temperate,
—you have got to do well whatever you undertake to do.

And this is the message that I bring you today, from our
great departed leader, who loved you while he lived, and who, in
the higher sphere in which he now is, still thinks of you with inter-
est, I am sure, and longs to see you grow up to be good men and
women, a credit to yourselves, a joy to your parents, a blessing
to the community in which you live, and an honour to your race.
The best evidence that you can give of your appreciation of his
character, and of his great services, and the way to give him
greatest pleasure,—is to live worthy lives, is to be true to the
great principles that were so magnificently exemplified in his own
life. '

I am glad to see that you have on your platform here a bust
of Mr. Douglass. Day by day as you look upon the face of this
great and good man may you drink in his noble spirit, and catch
inspiration from his beautiful character and life. It is a face
full of strength, of sweetness and of nobility,—a face that you will
do well to carry ever in your memories. Remember, as you go
in and out of this building, that Frederick Douglass is looking
down upon you; is observing your conduct. If you study hard,
and do right, it will be gratifying to him; but if you neglect your
studies, and do things that you ought not to do, or say things that
vou ought not to say, it will have the opposite effect upon him,—
it will not be pleasing to him; it will be painful to him. The fact
that Frederick Douglass, now, in a sense, abides in this building,
should lead you all to do your level best, to be always on your
good behaviour. This is what, I am sure, he is expecting of you;
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and you will not, I am persuaded, disarp. 1t his expectations.—
The spirit of Douglass is here, and fills this room, and this build-
ing if that bust means anything. Try to think of this every time
you come into this room and building, and throw wide open all
the windows of your souls so that the light from his great soul
may flash in upon you, and give you the illumination that will
enable you to see as he saw, the things that are true, and just,
and pure, and lovely, and of good report, and to rejoice in them,
as he rejoiced in them.

6
Mgs. HELEN PI1rTs DoucGLass!

The special purpose that brings us together at this time is to
pay the last tribute of respect to the memory of our deceased
friend, Mrs. Helen Pitts Douglass, who departed this life on Tues-
day of this week, after being confined to her room for some months
by serious illness. She always seemed so strong, that when the
first announcement of her serious illness was made, it was a shock
to some of us at least. There were others, however, who knew
that for years she had been suffering from an affection of the
heart. As far back as ten years ago, she was advised of this fact
by the doctor, who told her that it was necessary for her to be
very careful, if she wanted to prolong her days. She was not to
over-exert herself in any way, and was to avoid all excitement.
Unfortunately, however, it was not in her nature to spare herself,
and so the end has come sooner than it might otherwise have been.

She was born in the state of New York a little over sixty-five
years ago; was educated at Mt. Holyoke Seminary in Massachu-
setts; came to this city some years ago, where she continued to
reside up to the time of her death. Nearly twenty years ago, at
my residence, which was then at 1608 R Street, N. W., I had the
honor and the pleasure of uniting her and my dear and dis-
tinguished friend Frederick Douglass in the bonds of holy matri-
mony. During these nearly twenty years I have had the oppor-
tunity of meeting Mrs. Douglass frequently, at Cedar Hall, as well
as in my own home, where she was always most warmly welcomed
by Mrs. Grimké and myself. Since the death of Mr. Douglass,
during the nearly eight years that have intervened, I have seen
even more of her than I did before; so that I have had ample op-
TDelivered December 5, 1903,
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portunity of knowing her. And I can say of her what cannot be
said of many persons, the more intimately I came to know her,
the clearer and fuller the insight which I got into her soul, the
more highly did I esteem her. OQur estimate of people is not al-
ways improved by a close, intimate knowledge of them. The re-
verse is often the case. As we know them, our opinions of them
change, and change for the worse. It was not so in the case of
Mrs. Douglass, however. Those who knew her most intimately are
the ones who held her in highest estimation.

She was in every way a worthy consort of the great and good
man whose honored name she bears. She was no ordinary woman,
either in her moral qualities, or in her intellectual endowments.
She had a strong intellect, was well-educated, and showed a mind
well disciplined and enriched by study and reading. She was a
thoughtful woman, and had, in a remarkable degree, the power
of expressing herself clearly and foreibly. She had a great thirst
for knowledge, and was deeply interested in almost every depart-
ment of inquiry. She was fond of books and thoroughly digested
what she read. One department of learning she was particularly
interested in, and that was archaeology. In a little club of which
she was a member, we always looked to her for information when
anything came up touching upon such matters. And we always
found her well informed. In the papers and magazines, when we
came across anything of this character, we would always say,
‘Well, Mrs. Douglass will be interested in this, and we would save
the item for her. In that little gathering where we have spent
so many pleasant and profitable evenings together, I am sure every
member will miss her.

Mrs. Douglass had many excellent qualities. She was a woman
of great strength of character. And by that I mean, not only that
she had a large endowment of will-power, but also of moral force.
She was no reed shaken by the wind; she was not one who could
be moved by every passing influence. She had the ability to take
a position and hold it against the world. The word, strength, ex-
presses better than any word I know of, the quality which I have
in mind, and which was possessed in such a high degree by her.

She was a conscientious woman; and by that I mean, that the
standard which she sought always to follow, was the standard of
duty. I do not believe, under any circumstances, she would know-
ingly have swerved a hair’s breadth from what she felt to be right.
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In this respect, she was a Puritan of the Puritans. Duty to her
was, as Wordsworth has expressed it, ‘‘Stern Daughter of the
voice of God.”” And that voice she sought ever to follow. It was
never with her a question of expediency or of interest, in the
narrow selfish sense of the term, it was always the larger, the
broader question of duty, of right, which absorbed her thoughts
and determined her action. This thing we call conscience, this
still, small voice that speaks within us, that speaks to what is best
within us, is a wonderful thing. And wherever it is strong enough
to make itself felt, to compel obedience, it always lifts and glorifies
the life and eclothes it with power. And this was true in her case.
It was this hewing ever to the line of duty, which we all recog-
nized in her, that was one of the secrets of our high regard for
her. :
She was a woman of magnificent courage. Physical courage, I
believe, she possessed, but I refer now particularly to moral
courage,—the courage of one’s convictions. Most of us are cowards,
we are afraid of public sentiment, afraid to do the unpopular
thing, to incur the displeasure of somebody. There was absolutely
not a particle of that feeling in her. Convinced that she was right,
she moved calmly and serenely on, pursuing the even tenor of her
way, unaffected by frowns, or criticism, or other manifestations of
displeasure. She had the qualities that go to make a hero; she
had the spirit of a martyr; she would have willingly gone to the
stake I believe, for her principles. Someone has said, ‘‘Convic-
tions are not worth much unless one has the courage first to utter
them, then to defend them, and last and best of all, to live up to
them.”” And that was true of her; she had convictions and she
lived up to them, and did it in the face of a hostile public senti-
ment. Her courage, to me, was simply magnificent. .

I have seen her again and again under circumstances which
showed the mettle that she was made of. There was not a drop of
coward blood in her veins. She was free, untrammeled, save by
the dictates of her own conscience. The heathen might rage and
the people imagine a vain thing, but it had no intimidating effect
upon her. She dared to do what she felt to be right. There is
something positively sublime to me about this quality of soul; and
it is one of the rarest of qualities. If we had a few more men
and women of her stamp, how much greater would be the strides of
the world in its onward march towards higher and better things;
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but the trouble is there are so many timid ones, so many who are
afraid to speak out or to act out their convictions. And so the
cause of righteousness is retarded, and the forces of evil are
strengthened.

She was a woman of remarkable self-possession. After my
return from my vacation, having learned of her serious illness,
and after having had a talk with the doctor, who informed me
that there was really no hope of her recovery, and that it would
likely not be very long before the end would come, I called upon
her. I found out also that the serious nature of her illness, with
its almost certain outcome, had also been communicated to her, so
that when I saw her, she knew that her life was hanging on a very
slender thread that was liable to snap at any moment, and yet she
never betrayed in the least, the slightest nervousness. She was in
absolute possession of herself. She talked to me about many things
that she wanted done in case of her death, in the most matter-of-
fact way, things that were very near her heart, and that she
wanted, I know, to live to see accomplished, and the prospect that
she would not, that her course was almost run, must have power-
fully affected her emotional nature, and yet it never came to the
surface. Through the entire interview, there was that marvellous
self-control, which never gave way. She greeted me with a smile,
when I came into the room, and when we parted, the same beauti-
ful smile was playing upon her face. Miss Messer said to me,
when we came out, ‘‘Isn’t it wonderful, wonderful.”’

She was a perfectly sincere woman. There was not a particle
of deceit about her. She was as transparent as the light. There
was never any difficulty in knowing where she stood, or what her
real feelings were towards anyone. She never sought to mislead,
to make a false impression to seem to be other than what she really
was. It was said of Nathaniel, ‘‘Behold, an Israelite indeed, in
whom there is no guile.”” And that, I think, could be truthfully
said of her; she was utterly guileless, there was no trace of any-
thing that seemed even to horder on deceit.

She was a kind-hearted woman. To those who met her only
casually she may have seemed a little cold, but such was not the
case. Rarely have I met a person whose sympathies could be more
easily touched, or who possessed a larger amount of the milk of
human kindness. Distress and suffering of any kind appealed to
her at once; and she was always ready, to the extent of her ability,
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and beyond her ability, to lend a helping hand to those who were
in need. I have thought, in some cases that I have known of, that
through her very kindness of heart she was sometimes imposed
upon, was led to waste her sympathies as well as her means on
unworthy objects. She had a big, generous heart. And those of
her friends who knew her intimately, know that she was a warm-
hearted woman, and that in the hour of sickness or sorrow, or
distress of any kind, no one could be more surely depended upon.

She was a woman who carried into life, and all through life,
a serious purpose. To her, ‘‘Life was real, life was earnest,”” She
realized its solemn significance, and sought to make every moment
tell. Hence she had no desire for its vain pomp and glory, and
no time to devote to its frivolities, to its giddy and empty pleas-
ures. She always had in view something which tended to her own
uplift or to the uplift of others. She had no sympathy with the
dilettante idea of life which so many have today, and which is
responsible in a large measure for the little that is being accom-
plished in comparison with what might be. She believed fully in
the great principle enunciated by Longfellow in his ‘‘Psalm of
Life—"’

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way;

But to act that each tomorrow
Finds us farther than today.

And that is the view which we all need to have, if we are to make
the most of life, and are to receive at last, the approbation of our
own conscience, and the well done of God.

She had a deep-seated hatred of injustice and oppression of
every kind. She believed in fair play for all of God’s children,
white and black alike, in every section of our country and through-
out the world. Nothing stirred her more quickly or more deeply
than the attempt of the strong to oppress the weak; than any
exercise of tyranny, whether it be the tyranny of the mob or the
individual. Hence she became deeply profoundly interested in the
so-called Negro problem in this country, and threw her influence
actively in seeking to bring about more favorable conditions. At
one time she travelled and lectured, especially, on the Convict
Lease System in the South, and sought by her earnest words to
arouse the conscience of the nation in regard to this matter. I do
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not believe, and I say it deliberately, weighing my words carefully,
that the colored people had a truer or better friend in all this wide
world, than she.

One of the most striking and beautiful things about her was
her singular devotion to the memory of Mr. Douglass. No man,
I believe, ever held a warmer place in the affections of a woman
than he held in hers; no man, I believe, was ever blessed with a
truer, a more whole-hearted devotion than was manifested by her.
Everything connected with Mr. Douglass was precious in her sight.
The fact that he was in any way associated with anything put the
stamp of sacredness upon it. The chair in which he used to sit,
after he had passed away, had a ribbon tied over it so as to pre-
vent anyone from occupying it; the place at the head of the table
where he used to sit, no one was ever permitted afterwards to
occupy; the little bouquet of nasturtiums, that he was so fond
of, was kept always at his plate as long as they lasted; the croquet
ground upon which he spent so many pleasant afternoons, was
never used afterwards. And one of the most touching and beau-
tiful things of all, I think, was to see her rise from her seat, or
before she was seated, and walking to the head of the table kiss
the back of the chair upon which the great man had sat. And
this she did, not only in the privacy of the home, when there was
no one present but the immediate members of the family, but on all
occasions, whoever might be present. Some people have been cruel
enough to insinuate that she married Frederick Douglass because
of his money. There are some things that money can buy,—it can
buy palaces, and titles, and it may be a seat in the United States
Senate; but it cannot buy the affections of a true woman. She
married Frederick Douglass because she loved him. There are
some women who may be won by gold, but Helen Pitts was not of
that class. She was as far removed from them as the East is from
West. If Mr. Douglass had been worth millions, instead of thou-
sands, he would have sought her hand in vain, had there not been
the consciousness on her part of real genuine love for him. Any-
one who knows anything about Mrs. Douglass knows that she was
simply incapable of being actuated by any such sordid motives,
especially in connection with that most sacred of all relations, the
marriage bond. No; a thousand times, no,—no such thought ever
entered her mind. They were both ‘‘groping for the keys of the
heavenly harmonies,’’ and they found them in the grasp of each
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other’s hanas, and in the sympathetic touch of each other’s souls;
and that was the secret of their union, and it is the secret of every
true and lasting union.

I want to say a word also in reference to her beautiful hos-
pitality. Her home was always open to her friends. Nothing gave
her greater pleasure than to welcome them here. She was always
glad to see them. The latchstring was always on the outside of
the door, and a warm welcome on the inside. And those of us
who have enjoyed her hospitality know how genuine it was.

Tliere is only one thing more that I want to say, and that is,
that while she was not afraid to die, she nevertheless desired
earnestly to live. During one of my interviews with her, she said,
‘‘There never was a time, it seems to me, when there were greater
reasons why I should live than now.”” One thing especially which
she had in mind, and which she desired to accomplish, was the
organization of a strong association, which should have as its ob-
ject the maintenance of this home as a perpetual memorial to Mr.
Douglass. Ever since his death this thought has been absorbing
her; to this end she has sacrificed everything; for she denied her-
self of things that she ought to have had, and that she could easily
have had, had it not been for this object upon which she had set
heart. It was really pathetic. She had very little encouragement,
and many discouragements, and yet she never faltered in her pur-
pose, she never for one moment gave up the idea, or even enter-
tained the thought of it. The possibility of a failure seems never
to have dawned upon her. She felt that if the matter could only
be brought properly to the attention of the colored people, they
would, of course, take hold of it; would be glad of the opportunity
of showing their appreciation of Frederick Douglass and of what
he had done.

It was in vain that we pointed out to her how slow people were
to respond to such appeals; it was in vain for us to point her to
the Washington Monument and the Grant Monument: how in the
one case the Government itself had to come to the rescue, and in
the other, it was only after the most extraordinary effort that it
was accomplished. Our words made not the slightest impression
upon her. The simple fact was, her heart was so firmly fixed upon
it that it was impossible to dislodge the idea from her mind. She
saw that, and saw nothing else. I have never seen anything quite
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like it,—such tenacity of purpose, such all-absorbing interest. It
was the burden of all the interviews I had with her during the
closing days of her life. Ever and anon it was the same thing.
It was the first thought, and it was the last thought with her.
Nothing gave her such joy, nothing brought such brightness to her
face, as a word of encouragement, something which pointed in the
direction in which she was looking, which said to her, ‘‘Cheer up,
things are looking brighter for the Douglass Memorial Associa-
tion.”’

And, one of the most remarkable things about this entire move-
ment is, that from beginning to end, there was no thought of her-
self. It was all about him. Her one desire was to honor him, to
enshrine his memory. I remember once suggesting to her, in case
the project should fail, that it might be well to take the money
that might be gotten from the sale of the place and establish a
scholarship in some of our schools of learning, which should bear
her name and Mr. Douglass’s. She did not take at all kindly to
the suggestion because it seemed to imply the possibility of a
failure, or the abandonment of her idea of setting this place apart
as a memorial. She finally said, however, ‘‘If a scholarship should
cver be established, it doesn’t make any difference about me, let it
bear his name, call it the Frederick Douglass scholarship.”” How
beautiful it was in her; how unselfish. No thought of herself,—
all for him.

She had very large ideas about this place. In the years to come
she saw multitudes coming up here to see the home of Frederick
Douglass, as they now go to Mount Vernon to see the home of
George Washington; and as they went away they would take with
them impressions of the great man who had lived here. It was
because Frederick Douglass was what he was; because of his per-
sonal worth as a man; because he stood for so much that was
highest and best in character and life, and because of the splendid
services which he rendered to the cause of freedom, that she desired
this place to stand, located as it is at the capital of the nation,
as a perpetual rostrum from which he might continue for ages
to speak to the nation, to young men and old men, to white men
and black men, of the things which make for righteousness and
which make life worth living. And so she hoped that it would
become in time, a great educational centre, a great source of uplift
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and inspiration to the whole people. Not a university, in the ordi-
nary sense of the term, but a shrine where pilgrims may come, and
where they may dream dreams and have visions of greater things.
The idea is a magnificent one.

We promised her that we would do all we could to further this
object. And we will; and, I believe, you who are here today, and
who knew her, and loved her, will do all you can to aid us. It
ought not to fail. Such devotion, such sublime consecration, such
noble unselfishness ought not to be allowed to fail from lack of
sympathy and cooperation on our part. The appeal which she
makes, enforced by her own noble example, to the whole American
people, white and black alike, is that this place, the home of Fred-
erick Douglass, where he lived for more than a quarter of a cen-
tury, and where he breathed his last, might be preserved as a
memorial to him, as a kind of Mecca, where men of all classes and
conditions and races might come and learn wholesome lessons of
life and duty. This is what she wanted; this is what she earnestly
desired; she closed her eyes in death with this object, resting as a
precious burden upon her heart; and she now lays it upon us as a
sacred obligation to be taken up by us and carried out.

If she were permitted to speak here today, I know just what
she would say, what she has often said to me, and to others, ‘‘Do
what you can to help the cause.’”” That is her message to all of us
today. Whenever we think of her, as I am sure, we will all do,
let us remember how she felt about this place and what she wants
each one of us to do. When we meet her again, as we shall some
sweet day, in the better land, nothing will give her greater pleas-
ure than to know that we did all we could to realize her wishes in
regard to this place. It will bring joy to her heart; it will make
us doubly precious to her. And so as we say, Farewell to her to-
day, as we commit her body to the ground, earth to earth, ashes
to ashes, dust to dust, let us, one and all, in loving remembrance
of her, resolve to take up this burden which she has laid upon us,
and do what we can with it. We can at least make the effort to
carry out her wishes.

It will seem strange to come here, and not be greeted by her;
it has seemed strange to us as we have come here within the last
eight years, not to be greeted by the great soul whose outstretched
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hand and beautiful smile we all remember. How often we have
longed, as we have stood here,

For the touch of a vanished hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still.

But it will seem doubly strange to us, if the time should ever come
when he shall not be permitted even to come here, because it shall
have passed into other hands. It was just that possibility that
Mrs. Douglass saw, and that she wanted to avert. She never
wanted the time to come when the home of Frederick Douglass,
the place where he lived and where he breathed his last, should
ever be closed to any one. She wanted it free, so that all might
come, and feel at home here. And that is what she asks us, what
she asks the whole American people to help to do; to make it free
for all.

It is sad to think that this noble woman,—one of the noblest it
has ever been my lot to know,—is no longer with us; and yet the
memory of her heroic life will always be a joy, an inspiration to
us. It isn’t often that we meet a woman of the type of Mrs.
Douglass,—a woman of her strength of character, of her courage,
of her independence, and breadth of vision.

A noble type of good
Heroic womanhood.

If I had to write her epitaph, those are the words that I would
select. She was heroic in the truest and best sense of that term.
Few women have had greater burdens to bear,—misunderstood,
misrepresented, unjustly criticized, her motives impugned, her high-
est and holiest purposes distorted, ostracized, given the cold
shoulder by those from whom she had a right to expect better
treatment ; we never shall be able to know fully what her burdens
were, her heartaches, her sorrows; we know that they were many,
and yet how magnificently she bore up under them all. A silent
sufferer.

Greatly as we shall miss her, I cannot help rejoicing, that this
heroic soul, has at last passed beyond into the deep and abiding
peace of the better land, where these burdens no longer press upon
her, where her poor sorrowing heart no longer bleeds. The acci-
dent of birth, the color of one’s skin, the race to which one belongs,
and the thousand and one things that come in to disturb our
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peace, to bring about estrangements, and that rise as barriers here,
have no meaning there. Today she is free from all these annoy-
ances.

Not a wave of trouble rolls
Across her peaceful breast.

How delightful it is to think of her in this deep and abiding
peace.

Calm is thy slumber as an infant’s sleep;

But thou shalt wake no more to toil and weep;

Thine is a perfect rest, secure and deep;—
Good Night! Good Night!

Until the shadows from the earth are cast;

Until he gathers in his sheaves at last;

Until the twilight gloom be overpast,—
Good Night! Good Night!

7

CENTENNIAL OF THE BIRTH oF WILLIAM LLOYD GARRISON,
December 10, 1905!

On December 10th, in the year 1805, there was born into the
world, at Newburyport, Massachusetts, an infant, the centennial
of whose birth we have met here this morning, as hundreds and
thousands of our people all over the land will do, to commemorate.
That infant was William Lloyd Garrison, the noted anti-slavery
leader, to whose labors, more than to any other man’s, is due the
abolition of slavery in this country. It is meet and proper that
this event should not be allowed to pass without some public and
general recognition, on the part, particularly of those who have
been more directly benefited by his labors. And this is why this
day is to be generally observed, and why our people have been
asked to come together in the churches all over the country to
listen anew to the story of this great-hearted man in his tireless
efforts for the liberation of the slaves, and his uncompromising
warfare against the combined forces of the enemies of freedom.

During the century that intervened between his birth and the
present a great many things of deep and abiding interest have
transpired, things that have meant and that will continue to mean
a great deal to this Republie, to the millions who are here, and who

1 Delivered at the Fifteenth Street Presbyterian Church, December 10, 1905.
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are yet to come; but I know of no single event that is comparable,
in point of interest and value, to that great movement that was
inaugurated by him, and that he lived to see brought to a success-
ful and glorious termination.

What was that movement? What was it that he started out to
do? It was to revolutionize public sentiment on the subject of
slavery; it was to break the fetters that bound the slave, and set
him free. That was a most stupendous and perilous undertaking!
Why was it stupendous? Why was it perilous? Because of the
state of the country at that time. What was the state of the
country at that time? It was almost completely under the power
of the Slave Oligarchy. North, South, East, West, everywhere,
it was all powerful, everywhere its insidious influence was felt.
It controlled the Press; it muzzled the Pulpit, or made it its ally;
it had its way in State as well as in National legislation; the great
lights of the legal profession stood ready to do its bidding, to
justify its every demand; and back of it was the whole com-
mercial, banking, monetary, interest of the country. In the politi-
cal world, in the religious world, in the business world, its influence
was all dominant. Whenever this Goliath of the Slave Power ap-
peared the whole nation seemed to tremble, just as the Israelites
did when the man of Gath stood forth and defied the armies of
the living God. That great, huge mass of flesh struck terror to
them; even the king was awed by his commanding presence.

Mrs. Stowe, in her Men of Our Times, has this paragraph,
which will explain, in part, the subtle and all-powerful influence
of the South at this time. She is speaking of the mob spirit in
Boston :

““It is difficult, at this distance of time, to conceive of such
scenes as occurring in Boston. They are to be accounted for by
two things. First, the intense keenness of the instincts of the
Slave-holding power in the United States, in diseriminating from
afar what the results of the anti-slavery discussion would be, and
the real power which was arising in the apparently feeble body
of the Abolitionists; and second, the ties of politics, trade, blood
relationship, friendship and religion that interlaced the South
with the North, and made the North for many years a tool of
southern dictators, and a mere reflection of southern sympathies.
There was scarcely a thing in northern society that was not inter-
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woven and intertwisted with southern society. Northern schools
and colleges were full of southern scholars—northern teachers
were all the while seeking places on southern plantations. The great
political bodies had each its southern wing; every religious denomi-
nation had its southern members and southern interests. Every
kind of trade and industrial calling had its southern outlet. The
shipbuilders of Maine went to Charleston for their cargoes. Plan-
tations were fitted out at the North by every kind of trade. Our
mercantile world was truly and in fact one firm with the South,
and felt any disturbance to them as virtually as the South itself.”’
The Slave Oligarchy was not only all-powerful, but it was also
most intolerant. It had no disposition to listen itself or to allow
anybody else to listen to anything which in any way called in ques-
tion its right to own slaves. Free speech and the freedom of the
press was not only suppressed in the South, but it was demanded
that the same rule should be enforced in the North. It was all the
time talking itself, but it wasn’t willing to have the friends of the
slave talk; it was all the time ventilating its views through the pa-
pers and magazines, but it wasn’t willing to have the friends of
freedom do the same. This is why Lovejoy was murdered; this is
why Pennsylvania Hall in Philadelphia was burned ; this is why the
riots in New York occurred; this is why the Abolitionists were
mobbed in various parts of the country when they attempted to
hold public meetings. The spirit of the Slave Oligarchy was one
of utter intolerance. It wanted to be heard, but it wasn’t willing
to hear anybody else. Those who did not accept its views had no
rights which it was bound to respect, the Constitution and laws to
the contrary notwithstanding. Such was the state of the country,
the condition of things when Mr. Garrison began, John the Baptist-
like, to ery in this wilderness of pro-slavery sentiment and interest.
‘What was there to encourage him in this stupendous undertak-
ing; what hope was there that he would be successful? There
was none, 80 far as appeared to the outward eye, so far as earthly
resources were concerned. Everything pointed the other way. All
that was great, all that was powerful, all that was influential, in
Church and State, in the social and in the commerecial world was
arrayed against him. It didn’t seem possible for him to succeed,
any more than it seemed possible for David to succeed when he
went forth to meet Goliath. What chance was there for that
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stripling, that little shepherd lad, with only a bag thrown across
his shoulder, a simple sling in his hand and a few smooth stones
picked up from the side of the brook in a contest with the mighty
man of Gath, ten feet high, with a helmet of brass upon his head,
with a coat of mail enveloping his body, with greaves of brass upon
his legs, a javelin of brass between his shoulders and a great spear
in his hand, the head of which weighed six hundred shekels of iron.
It seemed a foolhardy thing for David to go out against such a
foe, but he didn’t think so; nor did Mr. Garrison think that it was
a foolhardy thing for him to measure arms with this Goliath of
American slavery.

What was it that sustained him, that kept his courage up in
the face of such seemingly insurmountable obstacles, such giant
foes? It wasn’t because he had underestimated the strength of the
enemy. No man knew better than Mr. Garrison how strongly
slavery had entrenched itself in the Republie, how wide and varied
were the interests that it touched; no man knew better than he did
the sentiment of the North as well as the South on the subject of
slavery; and no man knew better than he did that the slave power
was determined to have its way at any cost, and therefore that the
struggle would be a long and desperate one, becoming more and
more violent as the end approached. He knew fully what the strug-
gle meant, and he knew the foe which he had to fight in all the
plenitude of its power. And yet he never faltered; he never seemed
to take into consideration for a moment the tremendous odds
against him. On the contary, we find him coming to the contest
with an assurance, with a buoyancy of spirit, with a noble daring
that challenges the admiration of the world, and that places him
among the greatest of the heroic spirits of earth. Instead of show-
ing the white feather in the presence of this giant evil, which had
been growing for more than two centuries, and which had so woven
itself not only into the industrial and commereial interests of the
South, but of the whole country, that there were thousands of men
who were willing to lay down their lives in support of it, and, at a
time when the power of the Slave Oligarchy seemed greatest, he
fulminated those sublime words—among the noblest that ever fell
from human lips and which gave notice to all the enemies of free-
dom in every section of the country of the kind of man they had to
reckon with and as to what they had to expect from him: ‘‘I am
in earnest; I will not equivocate; I will not excuse; I will not re-
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treat a single inch; and I will be heard.”” That was the spirit in
which Mr. Garrison confronted the slave power and all the enemies
of freedom in the land; and that was the spirit in which he con-
tinued the contest to the end. He was always active, always ag-
gressive, always in the forefront of the battle; his was always ‘‘a
faithful heart and a tireless brain.’’

‘What was it that sustained him; that kept him from losing
heart; that made him always hopeful; that kept his courage up
through all the thickening of the combat? What was it? (1) It
was faith in God. He believed in a great and infinite Spirit; in
a moral Ruler of the universe, who'had no sympathy with wrong,
with injustice, with oppression in any shape or form; he believed
that this great Being was omnipotent; that He was on the side of
the oppressed and that, therefore, that side must ultimately
triumph. The Second Psalm had evidently burnt itself into his
inmost consciousness:

Why do the nations rage,

And the peoples meditate a vain thing?

The kings of the earth set themselves,

And the rulers take counsel together

Against Jehovah, and against his anointed, saying,
Let us break their bonds asunder,

And cast away their cords from us.

He that sitteth in the heavens will laugh:

The Lord will have them in derision.

Thou shalt break them with a rod of iron;
Thou shalt dash them in pieces like a potter’s vessel.

Mr. Garrison’s faith was in the mighty God of Jacob. He be-
lieved that ultimately every obstacle that stood between the slave
and freedom would go down before the omnipotent arm of Jehovah.
He never doubted this; never questioned for a moment on which
side God was fighting. Every blow that he struck, every word that
he uttered, every article that emanated from his pen was in the
consciousness, in the full assurance that God was back of him; that
he was fighting on the side that God approved. Hence his mag-
nificent courage, his utter fearlessness, his never-failing hopeful-
ness. ‘‘In the shadow,’’ though unseen, he believed with Lowell
that God was standing, and that He was ‘‘keeping watch above His
own.”’
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In the second place, Garrison believed firmly in the right,
and that right would triumph. ‘‘We may be personally defeated,’’
he says, ‘‘but our principles never.”’

““Truth forever on the scaffold.
‘Wrong forever on the throne.
Yet that scaffold sways the future.’’

The wrong may have a temporary triumph, but it will not last;
it is bound, sooner or later, to be beaten down, to be dethroned.
All history is but a confirmation of that great truth, and Mr. Gar-
rison knew it, and to it he pinned his faith, and in the strength
of that faith gave himself up to the work, never doubting what
the outcome would be. In that world-wide conflict that is ever
going on between truth and error, between right and wrong, Brown-
ing expresses the faith of his own heart in his immortal lines:

One who never turned his back, but marched breast forward,
Never doubted clouds would break,
Never dreamed, though right were worsted, wrong would triumph,
Held we fail to rise, are baffled to fight better,
Sleep to wake.

And this is what Mr. Garrison believed; and this is what he
meant in saying, ‘‘We may be personally defeated, but our prin-
ciples never.”’

In the third place, he believed that he was right. Deep down
in the bottom of his soul God had implanted the conviction, a con-
viction which nothing was able to shake, that slavery was wrong.
Whatever others might think of it, to him it was evil, and only
evil. ‘‘I hate slavery as I hate nothing else in the world,’”’ he
says. ‘‘It is not only a crime, but the sum of all eriminality; not
only a sin, but the sin of sins against Almighty God.”’

In the fourth place, he believed that it was his duty to take the
part of the slave; to speak in his behalf; to use all the power that
he had to secure his release. Whether others felt that way or not,
that was the way he felt. It was a responsibility from which he
could not free himself, and from which he did not desire to be freed.
‘“As to our moral obligation, it belongs to our nature, and is a
part of our accountability, of which neither time nor distance,
neither climate nor location, neither republican nor monarchical
government can divest us. Let there be but one slave on the face
of the globe; let him stand on one extremity of the glohe, and
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place me on the other; let every people, and tribe, and clime, and
nation stand as barriers between him and myself; still I am bound
to sympathize with him—to pray, and toil, and plead for his deliv-
erance; to make known his wrongs and vindicate his rights.”’

In the fifth place, he was a man who had the courage of his con-
victions; a man who was not afraid to stand alone and be counted
for the right. ‘“When one stands alone with God for truth, for
liberty, for righteousness, he may glory in his isolation’’ is what he
says; and it reveals the spirit of the man. How magnificently
Lowell brings this out in his splendid tribute to him:

‘Who is it will not dare himself to trust?
‘Who is it hath not strength to stand alone?
Who is it thwarts and bilks the inward MUST?
He and his works, like sand, from earth are blown.

Men of a thousand shifts and wiles, look here!

See one straightforward conscience put in pawn
To win a world; see the obedient sphere

By bravery’s simple gravitation drawn!

Shall we not heed the lesson taught of old,
And by our Present’s lips repeated still,

In our own single manhood to be bold,
Fortressed in conscience and impregnable will?

And this expresses the very soul of Mr. Garrison. He was al-
ways ‘‘fortressed in conscience and impregnable will’’; he was
ever under the influence of the ‘‘inward must,’’ the ‘‘everlasting
yea.”” And hence in his actions and in his utterances he was never
influenced by the state of public sentiment about him, whether
favorable or unfavorable, whether for him or against him. He
dared to do right; he dared to stand by his convictions. ‘‘As for
myself,”’ he says, ‘‘I deem it, with the Apostle, a small thing to be
judged of man’s judgment. I solicit no man’s praise; I fear no
man’s censure.”” In the face of such seemingly insurmountable
obstacles; with a hostile public sentiment confronting him; with
principalities, and powers, and might, and dominion arrayed
against him; with the whole nation, as it were, standing in battle
array on the one side and he on the other, we can understand
now what it was that sustained him; that kept up his spirit; that
inspired him to take the stand which he did and to hold on with the
splendid tenacity which he showed. It was his faith in God; his
faith in the ultimate triumph of the right; his belief in the justice



88 Tue Works or Francis J. GRIMKE

of his cause; his sense of obligation to the slave, and his dauntless
spirit. ‘‘My reliance for the deliverance of the oppressed uni-
versally is upon the nature of man, the inherent wrongfulness of
oppression, the power of truth and the omnipotence of God—
using every rightful instrumentality to hasten the jubilee.”’ Such
was the spirit of the man; such were his convictions; such were the
principles by which he was animated.

Notice, now, what was his method of attack—the way in which
he sought to compass the overthrow of slavery. He insisted upon
immediate, unconditional emancipation. Slavery being wrong,
there was but one thing to do, and that was to give it up, and to
give it up at once. He had no patience with the doctrine of gradual
emancipation, because he believed it was wrong in theory and be-
cause under it he saw no hope for the slave. ‘‘Gradualism in
theory,’”’ he says, ‘‘is perpetuity in practice. Is there an instance in
the history of the world where slaves have been educated for free-
dom by their taskmasters?’’ In his speech in connection with the
dedication of Pennsylvania Hall in Philadelphia, in which he takes
severely to task David Paul Brown, who delivered the dedicatory
address, occur these words:

‘‘He would prepare the slaves for freedom, so that in the course
of half a century, he thought, they might all safely be set free!’’

The old siren song of gradualism! Prepare men to receive, at
some distant day, that which is theirs by birthright! Prepare hus-
bands to live with their wives and wives to be indissolubly allied
to their husbands! Prepare parents to cherish their own children!
Prepare the laborer to receive a just recompense for his toil! What
sort of honesty or humanity is thisf ‘‘Set free’’—from what?
Not, surely, from the restraints of law, or the obligation of so-
ciety; but from irresponsible power, usurped dominion, tyrannical
authority. Now, here is a man, claiming to be a philanthropist,
who says he is willing to have the slaves set free in fifty years—
i. e., free from despotic control! For forty-nine years, eleven months
and some odd days he consents to the exercise of this control over
them—for their special benefit, too—as excellent scholastic treat-
ment, in order to initiate them into the rudiments of liberty—into
the mystery of owning their own bodies and of receiving cash in-
stead of the lash for their labor! The Almighty demands of op-
pressors that they break every yoke and set their captives free,
without delay ; but here is one of His creatures giving a worse than
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papal indulgence to men-stealers to prolong their robbery and op-
pression for at least half a century from the present date.

‘“Whether it be right, in sight of God, to hearken unto men more
than unto God, judge ye.”” That was the gospel which Mr. Garri-
son proclaimed; that was the note which he sounded out ever and
anon. He preached the sin of slavery and the duty of immediate
repentance on the part of the slaveholder. He sought to open the
eyes of the country to the real character of slavery in its nature
and practical operations, believing that if the facts could only be
brought before the people there would be a change of sentiment
in favor of the slave. To this end he gathered from every reliable
source all the information he could in regard to the condition
and treatment of the slave, and proceeded to give it out whenever
and wherever the opportunity presented itself. Day by day, week
by week, month by month, year by year, he cried aloud and spared
not. He instituted a campaign of education through which he
hoped to awake the slumbering conscience of the nation. This
campaign he carried on first through the press. As there was no
disposition to give him a hearing in the press of the country, either
religious or secular, he started a paper of his own. On January
1, 1831, the first issue of the Liberator appeared, through which he
continued to speak to the very end of the struggle.

I am proud to be able to say that the first fifty dollars that
was sent to Mr. Garrison after the issue of the paper was from
James Forten of Philadelphia, the grandfather of Mrs. Grimké.
He recognized at once the importance of such a medium of com-
munication, and showed his interest by contributing of his means
to help carry it on.

In the opening issue of the Liberator Mr. Garrison showed
clearly the necessity of a campaign of education and of his pur-
pose to set it in motion and the spirit in which he proposed to
carry it on. ‘‘During my recent tour for the purpose of exciting
the minds of the people by a series of discourses on the subject of
slavery, every place that I visited gave fresh evidence of the fact
that a greater revolution in public sentiment was to be effected
in the free States—and particularly in New England—than at the
South. I found contempt more bitter, opposition more active, de-
traction more relentless, prejudice more stubborn and apathy more
frozen than among the slaveholders themselves. Of course, there
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were individual exceptions to the contrary. This state of things
afflicted, but did not dishearten me. I determined, at every hazard,
to lift up the standard of emancipation in the eyes of the nation
within sight of Bunker Hill and in the birthplace of liberty. That
standard is now unfurled, and long may it float, unhurt by thke
spoliations of time or the missiles of a desperate foe; yea, till every
chain be broken and every bondman set free! Let Southern op-
pressors tremble; let their secret abettors tremble; let all the ene-
mies of the persecuted blacks tremble.”’

This paper went out on its holy mission week after week, and
wherever it went it made a stir. It set the people thinking who
had never thought before or who had given the subject no serious
consideration. It broke up entirely the old state of apathy, of
indifference. The slaveholders and their sympathizers denounced
it in the bitterest terms; wanted it suppressed, even offered a re-
ward for the head of its editor. But the more it was spoken against,
the more it attracted attention to itself, the more people wanted
to read it. It made a great many mad; it set a great many teeth
gnashing; but it started the people thinking. And the moment
they began thinking on the subject the revolution had begun. As
long as the people didn’t think, as long as they were kept in the
dark, the slave power was safe; but it couldn’t stand the light; it
wouldn’t bear investigation. This is why it wanted this paper
suppressed. It was doing the very thing that it didn’t want done.
It was making the people think; it was showing slavery up in its
true light. It knew perfectly well that when the facts were fully
known in regard to slavery what the result would be. This is
why the Legislature of Massachusetts was asked to pass a law mak-
ing it a penal offense for a citizen of Massachusetts to print and
publish abolition sentiment.

Second, Mr. Garrison sought to flood the country with light by
means of the living voice through lectures, addresses, private con-
versation, whenever and wherever the opportunity presented itself.
He not only spoke himself, but others were associated with him,
both men and women, who were sent everywhere to disseminate
anti-slavery principles, and to make known the faects in regard to
slavery. As the apostles, as the early Christians went forth pro-
claiming the truths of Christianity to a world lying in darkness,
so these men and women went out as missionaries of freedom to
teach, to instruct, to pour in upon the darkened minds of their
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countrymen the light of truth in reference to slavery. And though
they were mobbed, though their meetings were often broken up, the
truths which they proclaimed went marching on; the precious seeds
sown by them were not all snatched away by the birds of the air,
but some fell into good soil and sprang up and brought forth fruit.
These meetings, these public discussions were fruitful of great
good; they were of immense service to the cause of freedom. It
was in such gatherings that those mighty masters of eloquence like
Douglass, and Phillips, and Weld shone with such peculiar lustre.
Never had the world listened to more convincing arguments, to
more impassioned appeals, to more soul-stirring eloquence or to
loftier sentiments than from these apostles of freedom.

Mr. Garrison sought to unify the forces of freedom; to bring
together the men and women who thought and felt as he did, whose
sympathies were with the oppressed, into organizations in various
parts of the country in order to give greater efficiency to the work.
Hence there came into being in 1832 the New England (afterwards
the Massachusetts) Anti-Slavery Society; then the New York City
Anti-Slavery Society, and in December, 1833, in Philadelphia, the
American Anti-Slavery Society, composed of delegates from all of
the free States. Mr. Garrison recognized the importance of organi-
zation, of coming together at stated times for consultation, for the
purpose of talking over the work and planning for it, and of keep-
ing alive, in this way, anti-slavery sentiment in the various sections
and communities. And these societies were centers of vitalizing
influences; they kept the members in touch with each other and
with the friends of freedom all over the country. They were the
connecting links, as it were, that bound the whole together.
Through them the interest locally was kept up; through them the
fires of enthusiasm were kept brightly burning. In this way,
through this network of organization, a great impetus was given
to the cause.

These were the channels through which Mr. Garrison worked—
the press, the living voice, heard in public discussion, in lectures,
in addresses, and these local, State and national organizations.
These were the weapons with which he assailed slavery. These
were the instrumentalities that he used to revolutionize public sen-
timent.

How effective they were you know, I know, we all know—the
whole country knows. The change in public sentiment which he
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started out to effect came. Soon the whole North was ablaze with
anti-slavery sentiment. Now, I do not mean to say that Mr. Garri-
son did this alone; he did not. There were a great many influences
that contributed to the result. Harriet Beecher Stowe, through
Uncle Tom’s Cabin, wrought mightily for freedom; so did Whittier
and Lowell through their inspiring lyries; so did Phillips, and
Douglass, and Sumner, and Parker Pillsbury, and Henry Ward
Beecher, and Abby Kelly Foster, and Lucretia Mott, and Lydia
Maria Child, and a host of others. They all did their part, they
all contributed to the result. But Mr. Garrison was the moving
spirit; it was through him that all the others were quickened into
life; it was the red-hot coal from the altar of his heart that kindled
the fires of liberty in theirs. He inspired them and sent them forth
as missionaries of freedom. Mr. Phillips said, at his funeral, and
no one knew better than he did, what he was saying:

‘“The great party that put on record the statute of freedom
was made up of men whose conscience he quickened and whose in-
tellect he inspired, and they long stood the tools of a public senti-
ment that he created. The grandest name beside his in the Amer-
ica of our times is that of John Brown. Brown stood on the plat-
form that Garrison built; and Mrs. Stowe herself charmed an audi-
ence that he gathered for her with words that he inspired from a
heart he kindled. Sitting at his feet were leaders born of the
Liberator, the guides of public sentiment. I know whereof I affirm.
It was often a pleasant boast of Charles Sumner that he had read
the Liberator two years before I did, and among the great men
who followed his lead and held up his hands in Massachusetts,
where is the intellect, where is the heart that does not trace to this
printer boy the first pulse that bade him serve the slave! For
myself, no words can adequately tell the measureless debt I owe
him, the moral and intellectural life he opened to me. I feel like
the old Greek who, taught himself by Socrates, called his own
scholars the disciples of Socrates.”’

And that was the feeling that was shared by all; all recognized
him as the great moving spirit, as the source of the life-giving in-
fluence which had quickened them into being. I remember hearing
Theodore D. Weld, himself one of the greatest of anti-slavery ora-
tors, a marvelously gifted man, say once that up to the time he
met Mr. Garrison he thought that he was interested in the subject
of slavery; felt that perhaps something ought to be done, but,
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as a matter of fact, he never did anything; but that from the time
he came in touch with the great soul of Garrison, after listening
to one of those marvelously luminous and soul-stirring discourses
of his, he became an entirely different man; a new spirit came over
him. He was transformed. He saw slavery as he had never seen
it before, and felt that he had never felt before a deep sense of
personal obligation to do something. Mr. Garrison, he said, took
hold of him as nobody else had done. Ever afterwards he was alive,
wideawake, active, earnest, in the thickest of the fray. And so
from him was constantly going forth this regenerating, life-giving
influence. He is a most wonderful personality; his a most inspir-
ing record! Nowhere in the annals of the world will you find a
more magnificent specimen of moral heroism, of noble daring! It
is a record that has made the whole human race the richer; and
from which, in all the coming ages, the springs of liberty, the world
over, will be fed:

Mr. Garrison lived to see the abolition of slavery; to see his
labors crowned with success. And in the city of Boston, where he
had been dragged through the streets by a Broadcloth Mob, his
statue today adorns the most magnificent and aristocratic of its
avenues.

We stride the river daily at its spring,

Nor, in our childish thoughtlessness, foresee,
‘What myriad vassal streams shall tribute bring,
How like an equal it shall greet the sea.

O small beginnings, ye are great and strong,
Based on a faithful heart and weariless brain!
Ye build the future fair, ye conquer wrong,

Ye earn the crown, and wear it not in vain.

And now as I close this record, brief and imperfect as it has
been, and as it must necessarily be, owing to the limited time allot-
ted to a service like this, it is:—(1). With a sense of profound
gratitude to God for having given us such a friend, in the hour of
our direst need. He was the divinely chosen instrument for begin-
ning the great movement which resulted in the overthrow of slav-
ery. And how nobly he did his part; how true he was to us; how
faithfully he stood by us, through thick and thin, to the very end.
We can never forget him. Let us cherish his memory; and let us
teach our children, and our children’s children to the remotest
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generation, to do the same. As the old corporal in Napoleon’s
army said to the surgeon, when he was probing for the bullet,
‘‘Probe deeper, and you will find the Emperor,’’ so let it be with
the members of this race. Deep down in our hearts let this man
find a place, an abiding place. (2). I have come from the study
of this record, saying to myself, O for a Garrison today! We
need men of his stamp,—men of clarified vision, of moral ear-
nestness, of splendid daring, men who see the right and who are
not afraid to stand up for the right; big-hearted men, whose
sympathies are not circumscribed by race lines, to take part in the
struggle through which we are now passing, for our civil and po-

litical rights, as the early Abolitionists took part in the struggle for
freedom.

Milton ! thou shouldst be living at this hour:
England hath need of thee: she is a fen

Of stagnant waters; altar, sword, and pen,
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower,
Have forfeited their ancient English dower
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men:
Oh! raise us up, return to us again;

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power.
Thy soul was like a star, and dwelt apart:
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea;
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free;
So didst thou travel on life’s common way,
In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart
The lowliest duties on itself did lay.

So wrote Wordsworth of Milton: and o feel I in reference to
Garrison, and the men and women who were associated with him.
‘We have need of them today! We need men and women of their
stamp; of their moral fiber; of their hatred of wrong, of oppres-
sion, of injustice. Even the old Party of Freedom no longer lis-
tens to the cry of the oppressed; no longer gives any serious con-
sideration to moral issues. It is now a party of expediency, of
policy,—and policy dictated by a mammon-loving spirit, by a pow-
erful monetary interest, that doesn’t care who goes down, whose
rights are trampled upon, so long as it is finanecially profitable.

‘When Mr. Garrison began the great struggle for freedom,
public sentiment in this country stood behind the Slave Power,
upheld it; and public sentiment today stands behind that same
power, in another form, in its efforts to rob us of our civil and
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political rights. But where is the man today with the ‘‘dauntless
spirit and a press’’ to challenge this Goliath of proseription and
race prejudice that is walking up and down the land? There is
no Liberator! There is no Garrison! There are no men built on
his heroic mould! There is no inspired prophet erying aloud!
There are spurts of righteous indignation now and then; occasion-
ally someone speaks out, but it is only occasionally. The old fire;
the old persistency ; the old hatred of wrong, of oppression, which
made it impossible to keep silent, is wanting. We hear no one to-
day, saying, ‘‘I am in earnest—I will not equivocate; I will not
excuse—I will not retreat a single inch—And I will be heard.’”’ It
is a rare thing now to find a man who wants to be heard. The
tendency is to skulk away; to get out of sight. Everywhere, in
every section of the land, there are scores upon scores of men, little
men, and big men, in the pulpit and out of it, who are ready and
anxious to be heard, on every conceivable subject, except human
rights, except the rights of the black man. The Garrisons, the
Phillipses, the Sumners, the Lovejoys,—have gone, and they have
left no successors,—no men who, feel as they felt,—the ‘‘Woe is
me, if I keep silent.”” Silence is the rule now, even among our
professed friends. Only occasionally a note of protest is heard.
There is no propaganda now, carried on by men and women like
those who were in the Anti-slavery ranks, whose watchword is
Liberty, Fraternity, equality of rights and opportunities; whose
aim is to redress the wrongs from which we are suffering. We are
so absorbed with material things, with money getting, that there
seems to be no burning convictions on human rights anymore.
..... ‘‘Right is on the scaffold,’”’ and ‘‘wrong is on the throne’’:
and the disposition is to let things alone. And they are being let
alone.

As T have been reading during the past few weeks, in view of
this centennial celebration, one of the things that especially im-
pressed me, was the type of men and women that were engaged
in that struggle. What a tonic it has been to me to come in
touch with them; to look into their great souls, and to feel the
throbbings of their great hearts. How refreshing, how strengthen-
ing, how soul-inspiring it has been to me to live, and move, even
for a little while, in company with men and women whose first, and
last, and only thought was, ‘‘Is it right?’’ not, ‘‘Will it pay? Is
it expedient? Ts it popular?’’ but, ‘‘Is it right?’’ and who were
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willing to sacrifice themselves and all that they had to further the
ends of justice, of truth, of righteousness. And, these are the
kind of men and women that we need to-day, in large numbers.

A time like this demands Strong minds, great hearts,

true faith and ready hands:

Men whom the lust of office does not kill;

Men whom the spoils of office cannot buy;

Men who possess opinions and a will;

Men who have honor—men who will not lie;

Men who can stand before a demagogue

And scorn his treacherous flatteries without winking;

Tall men, sun-crowned, who live above the fog

In public duty, and in private thinking—

For while the rabble, with their thumb-worn creeds,

Their large professions and their little deeds,

Wrong rules the land, and waiting Justice sleeps.

Mingle in selfish strife, lo! Freedom weeps,

I have come from the study of this record feeling, more pro-
foundly than I have ever felt before, that if we are to succeed; if
the enemies that are now arrayed against us are ever to be over-
thrown, we have got:—(1). To put-our trust in God; we have
got to lean upon more than an arm of flesh. And, if we are to
expect any help from God, we have got to live right; we have got
to make his law a lamp to our feet, and a light to our path. If
we forsake him; if we go the way he doesn’t want us to go; if we
do the things he doesn’t want us to do, he will leave us to our
enemies, and we will perish. Mr. Garrison’s faith was in God;
and we have got to have faith in God if we are to succeed,—a
faith that purifies the heart, and that keeps us in the way of
righteousness.

(2). We have got to be in earnest: we have got to feel that
the things that we are contending for are worth contending for;
we have got to put a high estimate upon them; they have got so
to take possession of us as to enlist in their attainment all of our
powers. ‘‘The zeal of thine house hath eaten me up,’’ is what was
said of Jesus. And that is the spirit that we must carry into this
work. It was the spirit that animated Mr. Garrison. How tre-
mendously in earnest he was. He entered upon the task which he
had set before him with his whole heart, soul, mind, and strength.
Never did he become indifferent, cold, lukewarm, never did his
zeal flag,—to the very end, he was the incarnation of earnestness.
And we have got to be in earnest; we have got to take more than
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a casual, occasional, superficial interest in the great struggle in
which we are engaged. There are too many of us who are half-
hearted, who have to be constantly spurred up; who are saying,
Rights are nothing, money is everything.

(3). We have got to agitate; we have got to continue to keep
before the public eye the facts touching the wrongs from which
we are suffering in this country, and the rights of which we are
deprived, though guaranteed in the Constitution; we have got to
continue to cry aloud, not only in obedience to our own self-respect,
to our own sense of right, but for the sake of the whole country.
in order that public sentiment may be educated to see the wrong,
and ultimately to redress it. Unless public sentiment changes,
the wrongs from which we are suffering will never be righted;
and there is no way of changing pu‘blic sentiment, but by turning
on the light, by showing conditions as they actually are. That
was just the method that Mr. Garrison pursued; and just the
method that the enemies of freedom didn’t want him to pursue.
He kept turning on the light, kept showing slavery up as it really
was; and they said, That is just what we don’t want. And that
is the same cry that we hear from the enemy to-day, the enemy
from within as well as from without, ‘‘Don’t agitate; stop com-
plaining.”’ If there is any one lesson, more than another, that
the Anti-Slavery struggle teaches, it is the importance of agita-
tion. It was the instrument by means of which Mr. Garrison
revolutionized public sentiment. Where would we be to-day, if
he had listened to those who were decrying agitation, who were
seeking to suppress agitation ?

A southern white man riding in a street car in Atlanta, said,
in the course of conversation, ‘‘I hate that fellow DuBois, because
he is all the time agitating, all the time complaining.’” And,
then, after a moment’s reflection, he said, ‘‘ Well, after all, that is
the only way we ever got our rights.”” And that is the only way
we will ever get ours: we have got to agitate. Don’t make any
mistake about that; don’t listen, for a moment, to the silly talk
which we hear sometimes, even from our own people, about not
agitating. As long as there are wrongs to be righted, there must
be agitation ; there will be agitation.

(4). We have got to have a press that is loyal to our interests;
a press that cannot be bought, bribed, or intimidated; that rings
true every time.
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(5). We have got to make use of the living voice. We have
got to seek opportunities, or make them, to be heard—on the ros-
trum, in public gatherings. We haven’t done enough of this.
This is one way of helping to make public sentiment,—and one
of the most effective ways.

(6). We have got to stand up for our rights. There must be
no backing down; no cowardly surrender; no yielding to the de-
mands of the enemy. Nothing is to be gained by such a course.
It is always a hindrance instead of a help; it always impedes the
progress of truth, of righteousness, instead of accelerating it; it
only puts farther away the day of its ultimate triumph. Mr.
Garrison stood up squarely for what he believed was right. He
fought his way to victory without a single compromise, without
retreating a single inch. And we must do the same. Nothing, in
the long run, is going to win but principle. All the great moral
battles of the world have been fought out on that line. It is the
line upon which William the Silent stood, in his magnificent fight
for freedom of conscience in the Netherlands! It is the line upon
which Luther stood before the Diet of Worms, in his equally magni-
ficent contention for the Word of God as the rule of faith and
practice. And that is the way we have got to stand for our
rights, firmly, fearlessly, unflinchingly, like the ‘‘Old Guard’’
‘‘Die, but never surrender.’’

(7). We have got to organize our forces; we have got to come
together;: we have got to understand each other, understand what
we are driving at: and we have got to work together, we have
got to understand that in union there is strength. Whatever petty
factions there may be among us, on the great issues, on the things
that are vital, we have got to stand together, and pull together.
The importance of organization is one of the things that we have
got to learn. The Anti-Slavery Movement was thoroughly organ-
ized ; and that was one of the things which contributed largely to
its success.

(8). We have got to keep a stout heart, notwithstanding the
tremendous forces that are arrayed against us. Nothing seemed
more improbable than the abolition of slavery when Mr. Garrison
began his agitation; nothing seemed more improbable when Wil-
liam the Silent and Luther began their labors, than that they
would succeed. There were many discouragements; there were
times when there wasn’t a glimmer of light, when everything
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seemed to be against them, but their courage never failed them:
they were always hopeful. And so it must be with us. We have
our discouragements, our dark days, but we mustn’t lose heart;
we must be hopeful, ever hopeful.

Thrice blessed is he to whom is given
The instinct that can tell

That God is on the field, when he
Is most invisible.

In that beautiful hymn of Dr. Washington Gladden, beginning,
‘“O Master, let me walk with Thee,’’ occur these lines:

Teach me Thy patience; still with Thee

In closer, dearer company,

In work that keeps faith sweet and strong,
In trust that triumphs over wrong;

In hope that sends a shining ray

Far down the future’s broadening way;

And that is the spirit in which we must work :—far down the
future, in spite of our present environments, we must be able to
see the light of a better day for us, and in that light, live. We
must never lose sight of the fact, that there is a silver lining to the
cloud; that there is a better day coming. It was in this spirit, in
1848, that Mr. Garrison wrote:—

‘““How much remains to be done! How swarm the foes of lib-
erty and equality ! How numerous are their banners, how extended
their ranks, how malevolent their purposes! Over what continent,
kingdom, people or tribe, do they not hold mastery? What vigil-
ance and determination, what energy and enterprise do they not
exhibit! What resources, inventions, machinations, are theirs!
They rule with a rod of iron. Though they have obtained unmi-
versal conquest they sigh for another world to subjugate. But—
as sure as light is more pleasant than darkness, and truth is
stronger than falsehood, they are yet to be put to flight, and their
reign of cruelty is to terminate. Their courage is only beastly: it
has no moral quality: and in conflict with spiritual heroism, it
quickly becomes pusillanimous. Their power is only an aggrega-
tion of self-destructive materials, and constantly exposed to spon-
taneous combustion. One brave, disinterested, world-wide spirit,
whose faith is an eternity of steadfastness, and whose love is God-
inspired, can carry dismay through all their ranks. It is only for
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the sacramental host of God’s elect to be up and doing, in a spirit
worthy of their cause and profession, to usher in that glorious day
when the great human family, now isolated and hostile,

‘“Like kindred drops, shall mingle into one.’’

‘“There is never any reason for despair in a righteous cause.
And, we must not despair; must not lose heart; we must struggle
on, and fight on, in hope.”’

These are some of the impressions that have been left upon my
mind as I have come from the study of this record; and I trust
that we may all feel their importance, and may lay them to heart.

May the spirit of Garrison descend upon us all; and in his
spirit may we take up the work that is before us and continue it,
in the full assurance that it will ultimately be crowned with
success, though we may not live to see it.

All hail to the great soul of Garrison! We rejoice in the thought
of him, not only because of what he was to us, but also because of
what he will be, as an inspiring, uplifting force, to all the genera-
tions of men, in all the coming ages.

Let his great example stand

Colossal, seen of every land,

And keep the soldier firm, the statesman pure:
Till in all lands and thro’ all human story

The path of duty be the way to glory.

The best tribute that we can pay to the memory of this great
and good man, is to ‘‘march breast forward:’—forward against
the enemy, against those who would rob us of our ecivil and po-
litical rights,—against all that tends to degrade us, to drag us
down to lower levels, morally and spiritually ;—forward, in the
pursuit of all that tends to lift us up, to make us better men and
women.

On this centennial occasion, in the presence of this grand life
that spent itself for us, let us solemnly pledge ourselves to God,
and to each other, to be true men and women, and to train our
children to walk in our footsteps. The shackles have fallen from
our limbs: let us see to it that we do not come under a worse
bondage,—the bondage of sin, the slavery of passion, of evil desires
and appetites. Though we may still be in the shadow of slavery,
let our faces be towards the light; though we may still be groping,
let it be for the ‘‘keys of the heavenly harmonies.’”” Let our
motto be, EXCELSIOR! Let our WATCHWORD be, ONWARD,
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UPWARDS! While we are to stand up squarely and uncom-
promisingly for our rights as American citizens, we must. also
stand up in the same uncompromising spirit for what is highest
and best in personal character and life. Though we succeed in
getting our rights, as we shall some day, if we fail to govern our-
selves, to restrain our passions, to lift ourselves to the plane of true
manhood and womanhood, the great battle for freedom will have
been fought in vain; we shall prove ourselves unworthy of the
sacrifices that were made by: Mr. Garrison and the men and
women who were associated with him in our behalf.

If we are worthily to commemorate the sacrifices, the devotion
of the friends of freedom, we must come up to these anniversaries
in the consciousness of the fact that we have done our best to
conserve our rights and to make the most of ourselves along all
lines, materially, intellectually, morally, spiritually. Only as we
come up in this spirit and with this consciousness, can we fittingly
commemorate the great deeds of these anti-slavery heroes, men
and women who were willing to risk everything and to suffer
everything that we might be free. Not only for our own sake,
but as a fitting tribute to them, we must stand up for our rights,
and for what is highest and best in character and life. This, it
seems to me, is the great message of this Garrison Celebration to
us as a race: and, God grant that we may heed it ourselves, and
seek earnestly to impress it upon our children and our children’s
children. Freedom is of no value divorced from high character,
from qualities that go to make us worthy men and women.

8
CENTENNIAL OF JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER!

1807-1907

The righteous shall be in everlasting remembrance.—

PsaLm 112:6.
The memory of the righteous is blessed.—ProvERrBs 10 :7

The thought expressed in the first of these passages is, that the
upright, those who worthily serve their age and generation will
not be forgotten, but will be remembered, will be thought of ; their
memory will be cherished. The thought in the second passage is,

1 Delivered at the Fifteenth Street Presbyterian Church, December 15, 1907, and
repeated by request January 5, 1908.
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that it is helpful, it is beneficial, it is a real blessing tv keep such
in memory. It is impossible to think of them, to remember what
they were, and what they did, without being stimulated to nobler
living ourselves. This is why we have memorial days, anniver-
saries, and the like. We ought to keep in memory those who
have wrought nobly for God and humanity.

It is in view of this fact, that the friends all over the country,
especially the members of our race, have been asked to take note
of the fact that day after tomorrow, one hundred years ago, the
poet John Greenleaf Whittier was born into the world. It is an
event that ought not to be allowed to pass without some public
notice on our part for whom he labored so faithfully during the
great struggle for freedom in this country. It is an event that
ought not to be allowed to pass unnoticed by others, as well as
ourselves, because the service rendered to us as a people was serv-
ice rendered to the whole country, inasmuch as the whole country
has profited by it. And when we think of how many beautiful
and helpful things he has written, how his poems have brought
cheer and comfort and inspiration to many how thousands in
other lands, as well as our own, have been made better, purer,
nobler by them, it is an event in which the whole world ought to
be interested.

A man like John Greenleaf Whittier, though born in this
country, is not the property of this country alone, but belongs to
the human race. His great example, the noble record which he
has left behind, the thoughts that were expressed by him, and
which were by him embalmed in immortal verse, are for all the
races of mankind, and are fitted to inspire and ennoble men every-
where. The birth of such a man is not an ordinary event; it is one
in which we should all rejoice—one in which all who are inter-
ested in the forces that make for righteousness, in the things
which tend to make men better, to lift the general level of society,
to make men more thoughtful, more humane, more loving, and to
inspire them with an immortal hope, ought to rejoice. And,
therefore, I want to take the time this morning that is usually de-
voted to this service to speak of this man: I want to help us to
see what kind of a man he was; what were the nature and extent
of the services which he rendered to us, the country and to the
world, and the estimation in which he ought to be held.
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Whittier was born December 17, 1807, in the grand old Com-
monwealth of Massachusetts,—a Commonwealth that has given us
some of the greatest names in our history as a nation, and some
of the strongest, truest friends that we have had, as a race in this
country. From this old Commonwealth came William Lloyd Gar-
rison, Charles Sumner, Wendell Phillips, Lydia Maria Child,
Thomas Wentworth Higginson, Stephens Foster, Parker Pills-
bury, Julia Ward Howe, who wrote the ‘‘Battle Hymn of the
Republic,”’ which thrilled the heart of the nation, and inspired
and spurred on the forces of freedom to their heaven-appointed
task of freeing the slave:

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,
‘With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me:
As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free,
‘While God is marching on.

It was in the old Commonwealth of Massachusetts also that
Douglass, Great Douglass, that noblest Roman of us all, that
fearless leader, who never faltered, who never showed the white
feather, who was never afraid to speak in behalf of his race, who
never ceased to the day of his death to cry aloud against the
enemies of his race, against those who were seeking to rob us of
our rights, to limit our aspirations, to curtail our opportunities, to
keep us down in an inferior position—it was in the old Common-
wealth of Massachusetts, that Douglass, as a flying fugitive found
a resting place for the soles of his feet; and it was there also that
he was trained for his great after-work. The men who called
him forth, the men who supplied him with literature, the men
in motion, and in keeping in motion the great agitation which
who created the opportunities for him to be heard in the begin-
ning of his career, were Massachusetts men.

It is a remarkable fact that all the great men and women
that God intended to use in stirring this country up, in setting
was to result in the overthrow of slavery, came into the world
nearly the same time. In the first quarter of the 19th century
there came crowding into this world, and in this part of North
America, known as the United States, an unusual number of
great spirits, as if there had been a consultation, an agreement
among them in some other sphere, as to the time and place of
their advent.
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Where did they come from? Who sent them here?! How was
it that all happened to meet here at that particular time, and
that all were inspired by the same spirit,—the same love of free-
dom, the same hatred of oppression! Who brought these noble
spirits together and united them in the holy cause of freedom?
‘Who inspired their hearts? Who clarified their vision? Who en-
abled them to see eye to eye, and to pull together in a common
cause?! There is but one answer to that question. It wasn’t acci-
dental, it wasn’t the result of chance, a mere coincidence. God
was back of it. He was the active agent, the power that brought
these things to pass. These men and women were created by him;
they were brought here by him, the time of their coming was fixed
by. him, they were his agents, to do his work. And these men
and women all believed in God.

The anti-slavery struggle was not an atheistic struggle, it was
not a struggle that was carried on by men and women who
scoffed at religion, who repudiated the idea of God. Some of
them, it is true, cut loose from the church, because of the church’s
attitude on the subject of slavery; but they did not cut loose from
God, they did not repudiate religion. They believed in God; they
believed in religion, in true religion, religion which teaches the
Fatherhood of God and the brotherhood of man and lives what it
teaches. The anti-slavery struggle was a struggle that was car-
ried on, and that was fought out in dependence upon God. The
whole spirit of the Anti-slavery movement was caught and crystal-
lized by Mrs. Howe in her noble Battle Hymn already referred to.

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of
the Lord;

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of
wrath are stored!

He hath loosed the fateful lightnings of his terrible
swift sword;

His truth is marching on.

I have seen him in the watchfires of a hundred cir-
cling camps;

They have builded him an altar in the evening dews
and damps:

I have read his righteous sentence by the dim and
flaring lamps:

His day is marching on.
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I have read a fiery gospel writ in burnished rows of
steel :

As ye deal with my contemners, so with you my grace
shall deal:

Let the Hero, born of woman, crush the serpent with
his heel,

Sinee God is marching on.

He has sounded out the trumpet that shall never call
retreat;

He is sifting out the hearts of men before his judg-
ment seat;

O, be swift, to answer him! be jubilant, my feet!

While God is marching on.

All through it the thought of God rumns. It is God who is
marching on; it is his truth that is marching on; it is his day that
is marching on. It is God who has loosed the fateful lightnings.
It is God who has sounded forth the trumpet that was never to
call retreat. It was God who was back of, and in, and around,
and through the Anti-slavery movement. The men and women
who were most deeply interested in it, and who wielded the
mightiest influence in it, were all religious men, god-fearing men
and women.

Mr. Whittier was no exception to the rule. He was a deeply
religious man. He carried about with him ever a sense of the
Divine presence. No one has written more beautifully about God,
and about things spiritual than he has. His writings are pervaded
by a reverent, god-fearing spirit. Some of our most beautiful
hymns we owe to him. In our own hymnal three of his hymns
are included:

I bow my forehead to the dust,

I veil mine eyes for shame,

And urge, in trembling self-distrust,
A prayer without a claim.

Immortal love, for ever full,
For ever flowing free,

For ever shared, for ever whole,
A never ebbing sea!

Thine are all the gifts, O God,
Thine the broken bread ;

Let the naked feet be shod,
And the starving fed.
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There are many things of interest about the career of Mr. Whit.
tier. The home in which he was reared was a very humble one,
as were also the homes of Garrison, Henry Wilson, Grant, Lin-
coln, Garfield, Carnegie, and others who have risen to distinction.
His food and clothing were of the simplest kind, as well as the
household furnishings. There were no carpets, or lace-curtains,
or many of the comforts that are to be found even in the houses
of the poor today. He was no pampered child of fortune, but a
poor boy who had to content himself with very simple and plain
things. He had that, however, which was better than wealth,
the environment of a happy home, where he was surrounded by
wholesome, healthful moral influences. His mother was ‘‘a large-
hearted woman, full of sweetness and ‘light,’’ so we are told, ‘‘a
woman of real refinement and beauty of soul. She was also very
fond of books, from which, no doubt, he got his taste for literature.
His father was also ‘‘a clever man, somewhat rough, but kind-
hearted and devout.”” In such a home as this he was born and
reared. Loving hands ministered to him, and wise and loving
hearts directed him. Both by example and precept he came early
to love the things that were true, and just, and pure, and lovely,
and of good report. The great principles of righteousness, of jus-
tice, of humanity, were early implanted in his heart. It was a
great, and unspeakable blessing to him to have come into being
under such home environments. It is always a blessing to be well-
born, in the sense of having good parents,—parents of high moral
ideals and aspirations, to look after us, to direct, to shape and
mould the budding and expanding life. And this was eminently
true of Mr. Whittier.

His educational advantages, however, were very limited. At
the time he came upon the stage of action no such splendid pro-
vision was made for the education of the children of the State as
we find to-day in Massachusetts. Every opportunity is now fur-
nished to the boy or girl who wants an education, not only in
Massachusetts, but in most of the states of the Union. Our Public
School System brings within reach of all the opportunity of in-
tellectual development. It was very different, however, a hundred
years ago. Those were the days of small things, of meagre edu-
cational opportunities.

In 1814, when he was seven years of age, he began for the
first time to attend the district school. I remember once talking to
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Mr. Whittier at his home, of the disadvantages under which our
people labored in the South; and as a sample of such disadvan-
tages, made mention of the fact, that the schools, as a general
thing, for colored people, were kept open only about four months
in the year; and was surprised, when he told me, by way of en-
couragement, that when he was a boy, even in Massachusetts, the
schools were kept open only about three months in the year. All
the education that he received, until he was twenty years of age,
was in one of these district schools of three months’ duration. In
addition to this, by working at the shoe-maker trade one year,
and by teaching school another, he managed to save enough to
spend two terms in the Haverhill Academy. This was all the edu-
cation that he ever received, these were all the educational advan-
tages that he ever enjoyed.

There is an important lesson here for our young people. If
we are made of the right material; if we are determined to make
something of ourselves; if we have the spirit, the disposition to
rise, limited, even extremely cramped educational opportunities,
will not prevent us from rising, from forging to the front.

‘Who breaks his birth’s invidious bar,
And grasps the skirts of happy chance,
And breasts the blows of circumstance,
And grapples with his evil star;

‘Who makes by force his merit known,
And lives to clutch the golden key.

That was the spirit that Whittier possessed, and that enabled
him to rise in spite of his educational disadvantages; and which
will enable us to do the same. The manner in which Mr. Whittier
utilized his meagre opportunities contains in it a wholesome lesson
for us, who, though we are laboring under some disadvantages,
enjoy very much larger opportunities than this man did; and
therefore, his example ought to be a spur, a stimulus to us, in our
efforts to rise. Where there is a will, there is a way. What a
man really wants to do, he rarely ever fails to do. The failure
comes usually from lack of purpose, from lack of effort, rather
than from lack of opportunity. Very early in life Mr. Whittier
showed a love for poetry; and began comparatively early also to
write verses, One of his poems fell into the hands of Mr. Garrison,

/
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who was greatly impressed with it: so much so that he took the
pains, we are told, to look him up, and to urge upon his parents
the importance of giving him every facility for developing his re-
markable genius. His family was too poor, however, to lend him
any assistance. But he had written enough already to show that
he had decided literary talent, and his mind was fully made up
to seek his fortunes in literary pursuits. Accordingly in 1829 he
took up his abode in Boston as editor of a paper called The Amer-
ican Manufacturer, a protectionist organ, for which he received
the munificent sum of nine dollars a week. The next year he re-
turned to Haverhill as editor of The Haverhtll Gazette. The next
eighteen montks, from July, 1830, to January, 1832, he spent in
Hartford, Conn., as editor of The New England Weekly Review,
originally edited by George D. Prentice. So that within a few
years, by the time he was twenty-five years of age, he was fully
launched upon his literary career. Many things came from his
pen, in prose as well as poetry: so that by 1888 it was possible to
publish the Riverside Edition of his works in seven superb vol-
umes. It is not my purpose to dwell at any length upon his liter-
ary career. A passage from Welsh'’s Development of English Lit-
erature and Language, condenses in a few words all that there
will be time to say under this head :—

‘‘One of our most characteristic and popular poets is Whittier.
Bryant excepted, no one has been less influenced by other litera-
tures. He may be said to illustrate four principal phases of our
national history: Aboriginal life, ‘Mogg Megone;’ Colonial life,
‘Mabel Martin;’ Abolitionism, ‘Farewell of a Virginia Slave
Mother;’ the Civil War, ‘Barbara Fritchie.” His narrative and
legendary poems are especially noteworthy. ‘Maud Muller’ and
‘Skipper Ireson’s Ride’ had no prototypes; nor has the ‘Bare-
foot Boy’ a parallel.

‘‘No writer of ballads founded on our native history and tradi-
tion can be compared with him.”’

It is not by marvelous finish or by lofty imagination that
Whittier has obtained the suffrages of the reading public. He
himself disclaims these eminent merits. Yet he reaches the hearts
of his countrymen, because he has that touch of nature which is
beyond all; because he embodies, in smooth and flowing metre,
the cardinal qualities of greatness,—simplicity, sincerity, manli-
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ness, piety. The ethical element is not extraneous and occasional,
but inherent and intense. I may also mention the fact, that at the
time of his death the Chronicle of London, England, said of
him,—** Whittier was the nearest approach to our conception of an
American Robert Burns that the New World has given us.”” And
the Telegram said: ‘‘Whittier possessed no small portion of
Wordsworth’s genius. Although inferior to the best work of
Bryant and Poe, it is probable that his ‘Mogg Megone’ and ‘Maud
Muller’ will live as long as ‘Thanatopsis,” and the ‘Raven.’”’
These and other citations that might be given, show the high
estimation in which he is held, and the permanent place which he
has won for himself in the field of letters. His works will never
grow old, but will continue to be a source of joy, of inspiration, of
helpfulness to many for ages to come. It is impossible to read such
poems as ‘‘The River Path,”’ ‘‘Eternal Goodness,”’ ‘‘My Psalm,’"
‘“ Andrew Rykeman’s Prayer,”’ and ever forget them ; impossible to
read them and not be benefited by the reading. He speaks always
to the best and noblest within us. To read his poems, to cultivate
a taste for his writings is to be greatly strengthened and built up
in the elements that make for a true manhood and womanhood.
The things that are beautiful, the things that are noble, the things
that are symbolized by ‘‘light and sweetness’’ are the things that
he seeks ever to bring before us. In one of his poems occur the
lines:

‘‘I pray the prayer of Plato old.
God make me beautiful within;
And let mine eyes the good behold,
In everything save sin,”’

and they embody the spirit of all that he wrote. To make men
better, to set before them high ideals, to spur them on to be noble,
and to act nobly, was his great mission, as poet and writer. And
no poet has done more to lift up a worthy standard for men than
he has; has done more to glorify the things that are worth glorify-
ing. /
His interest in the cause of the slave began actively to show
itself about the year 1833. Mr. Pickard in his Life of Mr. Whit-
tier, says:— ‘‘In 1833, his attention had been called by Garrison
to the importance of arousing the nation to a sense of its guilt in
the matter of slavery. He did not need any change of heart to
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become an abolitionist. As a birthright Quaker he inherited the
tradition of his sect against the institution of slavery. But he
had been hoping by moral means, and by efforts within the lines
of the old parties, to secure the gradual extinction of a system so
out of harmony with our otherwise free institutions. A word from
Garrison caused him thoroughly to study the situation. All the
literature of the subject within his reach was examined carefully.
Among the Southern newspapers to which he had access he found
evidence that whatever thought of extinguishing slavery had ani-
mated the fathers of the Republic, and prompted the anti-slavery
utterances of Washington and Jefferson, no such idea was now
entertained by any of the Southern people. The demand for
slave labor in the rice swamps and cotton fields of the extreme
South had made the raising of slaves profitable in Virginia, and in
other States in which hitherto the ‘institution’ had seemed doomed
to extinction as an economic mistake. He found, too, that both
the great parties of the North were beginning to discipline their
members who were too urgent in pressing measures that might
lose to them the support of the Southern States. He had learned
something of this change in the popular feeling from the experi-
ence of his friend Garrison, who had been imprisoned at Balti-
more for his free utterance of anti-slavery sentiments. This inci-
dent occurred at about the time when Whittier took the editorship
of the New England Review, in 1830. In January, 1831, Garrison
began the publication of the Liberator in Boston. He had uttered
his memorable ultimatum: ‘I am in earnest, I will not equivocate,
I will not excuse, I will not retreat a single inch, and T will be
heard.” Whittier counted the cost with Quaker coolness of judg-
ment before taking a step that closed to him the gates of both po-
litical and literary preferment. He realized more fully than did
most of the early abolitionists, that the institution of slavery would
not fall at the first blast of their horn. When he decided to enter
upon this contest, he understood that his cherished ambitions
must be laid aside, and that an entire change in his plans was in-
volved. He took the step deliberately and after serious consider-
ation.”” This step, made at such a great sacrifice, he never after-
wards regretted. His cherished ambitions he threw to the winds,
and entered heart and soul into the cause of the slave. Ever after-
wards he was in the thickest of the fray. He had no gift for
public speaking, was no silver-tongued orator as Phillips, nor was
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he gifted with the fiery eloquence of Douglass, or the stately elo-
quence of Sumner, but he wielded a pen before which the enemies
of freedom quailed. His influence soon began to be felt every-
where. The cause of freedom was greatly strengthened by his
accession. His clear and incisive utterances, his burning and
eloquent words stirred the whole nation. In his address published
in 1833, entitled ‘‘Justice and Expediency, or Slavery considered
with a view to its Rightful and Effectual Remedy,—Abolition,’’
he sought to arouse the North to something more than a mere empty
sympathy for the slave which ended in doing nothing. Among
other things he says: ‘‘Can such hollow sympathy reach the
broken of heart, and does the blessing of those who are ready to
perish answer it? Does it hold back the lash from the slave or
sweeten his bitter bread? Oh, my heart is sick,—my very soul is
weary of this sympathy—this heartless mockery of feeling. No—
let the truth on this subject—undisguised, naked, terrible as it is,
stand out before us. Let us no longer seek to cover it—let us no
longer strive to forget it—Ilet us no longer dare to palliate it.”’

And in another place he says: ‘‘In vain you enact and abrogate
your tariffs; in vain is individual sacrifice, or sectional concession.
The accursed thing is with us, the stone of stumbling and the
rock of offense remains. Drag, then, the Achan into light; and
let national repentance atone for national sin.”’ How strong, how
earnest, how eloquent are his words. His very soul was aflame
with righteous indignation against the oppressor, and his heart
overflowed with sympathy for the oppressed. He was naturally of
a very sensitive nature, was made of the very finest fiber, so that
his capacity for sympathy as well as moral indignation, was greater
than that of most men: and the slave got the full benefit of his
great sympathetic heart.

In order to appreciate fully what this espousal of the cause of
the slave involved to Mr. Whittier, it is only necessary to bear
in mind two things,—the fact that he was a poor young man,
just in the beginning of a promising literary career, and the
unpopular character of the anti-slavery cause. The step which he
took involved social ostracism, neglect, and, possible personal vio-
lence. The state of public sentiment is evident from the fact that
Miss Martineau, after expressing her sympathy for abolitionism,
no longer found a welcome in Boston’s best society; Lydia Maria
“hild, after the publication of her ‘‘ Appeal,”’ was denied the use
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of the Athenaeum Library; Dr. Follen was deprived of his pro-
fessorship in Harvard College, because he dared to disapprove of
slavery; and Elizur Wright lost his professorship in a western
college for the same reason. When Longfellow put forth his lit-
tle pamphlet of Poems on Slavery, the editor of Graham’s Magazine
wrote to him excusing himself for the brevity with which the
poems were noticed, saying, that the word slavery was never al-
lowed to appear in a Philadelphia periodical, and that the pub-
lisher of the magazine had objected to have even the name of the
book appear in his pages.”” Mr. Whittier himself, in speaking of
his early poems and literary productions, says, ‘‘that he received
absolutely nothing for them, with the exception of a few dollars
from the Democratic Review, and Buckingham’s New England
Magazine: and the reason which he assigned for this was, ‘‘that
his pronounced views on slavery made his name too unpopular for
a publisher’s use.”’ It was a great sacrifice which this man made
in espousing the cause of the slave, but he gladly, willingly made
it.

In the latter part of 1833 he was elected a delegate to attend
the memorable convention that was called in Philadelphia to form
the American Anti-slavery Society, an organization which played
such an important part in the great struggle for freedom. There
were in attendance representatives from eleven different states,—
numbering sixty-two in all, and including nearly all of the most
prominent names in the cause of freedom. Among those present
were William Lloyd Garrison, John G. Whittier, Joshua Coffin,
Arnold Buffum, Samuel J. May, Beriah Green, Lewis Tappan,
Robert Purvis, and many others. The declaration of sentiments,
which was adopted by the convention, and which represented the
aim and purpose of the organization, was drawn by Mr. Garrison.
It is a most notable utterance, and, like our Declaration of Inde-
pendence, is not likely ever to die. It denies the right of man
to hold property in a brother man; and affirms the duty of im-
mediate and unconditional emancipation. It then goes on to say,
“‘To effect this end:

‘““We shall organize anti-slavery societies, if possible, in every
city, town, and village in our land.

‘“We shall send forth agents to lift up the voice of remonstrance,
of warning, of entreaty and rebuke.’’
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‘“We shall circulate, unsparingly and extensively, tracts and
periodicals.’’

‘“We shall enlist the pulpit and the press in the cause of the
suffering and dumb.”’

‘“We shall aim at purification of the churches, from all partici-
pation in the guilt of slavery.’’

‘““We shall encourage the labor of freemen rather than of
slaves, by giving a preference to their productions.’’

‘““We shall spare no exertions, nor means to bring the whole
nation to speedy repentance.’’

And closes by pledging to the utmost the hearty support of
the members to the overthrow of slavery. ‘‘Come what may to our
persons, our interests, or our reputations—whether we live to wit-
ness the triumph of Liberty, Justice and Humanity, or perish ut-
terly as martyrs in this great, benevolent, and holy cause.’’

To this declaration all the members affixed their signatures, and
labored with hand, and voice, and pen to realize its great aim, to
accomplish the great purpose therein set forth. Mr. Whittier, in
speaking of signing this document, said, ‘‘I set a higher value on
my name as appended to the Anti-Slavery Declaration of 1833
than on the title page of any book. ‘‘And of the Declaration it-
self he predicted that it would live ‘‘as long as our national his-
tory.”” One of the most impressive things to me about this declar-
ation is the close of it in which that most solemn pledge is entered
into. It is a pledge involving everything that men hold dear,—
their lives, their interests, their good name. Whatever the sacri-
fice might be they were willing to make it for the sake of the
slave. And it becomes all the more impressive when we remember
that these men meant every word of it. It was no mere empty
declaration on their part, no mere meaningless array of words
simply for effect; it expressed the real sentiments of their hearts.
They meant every word of it, as their after actions showed.

There is something magnificent, a moral sublimity and gran-
deur about the action of these men, that thrills me to the very
center of my being. It is only as we stand in the presence of
such men, that we come to realize the truth of what the Psalmist
said centuries ago, in speaking of man:

‘“Thou hast made him but a little lower than the angels;’’

This is sometimes rendered, ‘‘but a little lower than God.”’

It is in the presence of such men that we see the divine in
man; that we get glimpses of the possibilities of nobleness that lie
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wrapped up in the soul of man. That convention considered with
reference to the spirit that pervaded it, the men and women who
composed it, stands as one of the great landmarks, one of the
highest points reached in the moral progress of humanity. Noth-
ing that has ever taken place in this country reflects greater credit
upon it than the anti-slavery struggle. There are no names in our
history that ought to be thought of more reverently, or held in
higher estimation than those that were appended to the Declara-
tion of 1833, and the names of others who were associated with
them in the great struggle for freedom.

The two years immediately following the formation of the
American Anti-slavery Society, were signalized by several violent
attacks against the abolition movement. In 1834 the mobs in New
York City were so numerous and violent, that, for a time it was
a veritable ‘‘reign of terror.”” In 1835 the post office in Charleston,
S. C., was broken open by citizens, and all packages judged by
them to be of an inflammatory character were seized and burned.
In the same year Garrison was mobbed in Boston. Mr. Whittier
himself, shortly afterwards, in company with George Thompson,
the noted English abolitionist and orator, became the object of
mob violence.

It was not long after his thrilling experience with the mob,
that Edward Everett, then governor of the State, issued a mes-
sage on the subject of slavery, in the course of which he urged
all classes of citizens to abstain from all discussion of the subject
of slavery; and in which he also expressed his willingness ‘‘to
buckle on his knapsack and shoulder his musket to help fight the
battles of the slaveholders.””

To this message, Mr. Whittier wrote a scathing reply. It is in
this reply that the passage occurs, from which, no doubt, uncon-
sciously, it may be, Mr. Phillips got the idea, which came out in his
first great speech in Faneuil Hall, in the passage, ‘‘I thought
those pictured lips would have broken into voice to rebuke the
recreant American.”” Two years before Mr. Phillips had made
this speech, Mr. Whittier had published his open letter in reply
to the Governor’s message, in which the same idea is expressed by
him.

In 1836 Mr. Whittier became one of the three secretaries of
the Anti-Slavery Society,—his associates being Henry B. Stan-
ton and Theodore D. Weld. This carried him to New York City.
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In 1837 he removed to Philadelphia and became editor of The
Pennsylvania Freeman, a paper that had been formerly edited
by Benjamin Lundy, under the title of The National Enquirer.
It was at this time that he passed through the exciting scenes
connected with the burning of Pennsylvania Ilall, a building
which had been erected by the Abolitionists at a cost of $40,000,
and dedicated to Freedom. Mr. Whittier’s office was in this build-
ing, and all his papers, books, and other property were destroyed.
A mob of 25,000 persons surrounded the building, and fired it.
It was burnt to the ground. The feeling against the abolitionists
was very strong. And yet, in the very next issue of the Free-
man Mr. Whittier denounced the action of the mob in the strong-
est terms. Instead of being intimidated by this angry demon-
stration of the enemies of Freedom he seemed more determined
than ever to carry on the fight. The bugle note that rang out
from him was: ‘“Woe unto us if we falter through fear of man!
Citizens of Pennsylvania! your rights as well as ours have been
violated in this dreadful outrage. In the heart of your free city,
within view of the Hall of Independence, whose spire and roof
reddened in the flame of the sacrifice, the deed has been done—
and the shout which greeted the falling ruin was the shout of
slavery over the grave of Liberty! As we pointed to the smok-
ing ruins of that beautiful temple of Freedom, which we fondly
hoped would have long echoed the noble and free sentiments of
a Franklin, a Rush, a Benezet, a Jay; and as we look sadly on its
early downfall, are we bidden to learn hence the fate of our own
dwellings if we persevere! Think not the intimation will drive us
from our post. We feel that God has called us to this work, and
if it be his purpose that we should finish what we have begun,
He can preserve us, though it be as in the lion’s den or the
seven-fold-heated furnace.”” How magnificent was the courage
of these men, and how unshaken was their faith in God!

In 1850 Webster made his famous Seventh of March speech,
in which he took the position that no further restrictions on the
extension of slavery into the territories of California and New
Mexico were needed ; that the Fugitive Slave Law must be obeyed;
that colonization of the free Negroes was desirable; and that
labors of the Abolitionists had served only to fasten the sy
slavery more firmly than ever on the South. It was affer read-
ing this speech that Mr. Whittier wrote his ‘‘Ichabod,’”’ in which
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he expresses his estimate of the depth to which Webster had fallen,
and his own great sorrow that one so gifted should have so prosti-
tuted his great powers:

So fallen ! so lost! the light withdrawn
‘Which once he wore!

The glory from his gray hairs gone
Forevermore!

Let not the land once proud of him
Insult him now,

Nor brand with deeper shame his dim
Dishonored brow.

But let its humbled sons, instead,
From sea to lake,

A long lament, as for the dead,
In sadness make.

Of all we loved and honored, naught
Save power remains,—

A fallen angel’s pride of thought,
Still strong in chains.

All else is gone; from those great eyes
The soul has fled:

‘When faith is lost, when honor dies,
The man is dead!

Then, pay the reverence of old days
To his dead fame;

Walk backward, with averted gaze,
And hide his shame.

Among the finest of his Anti-slavery poems may be men-
tioned: ‘‘The Virginia Slave Mother’s Farewell,”’ ‘‘Massachu-
setts to Virginia,’’ ‘‘Stanzas for the Times,”’ ‘‘The Hunters of
Men,’’ “‘The Slave Ships,’’ ‘‘Our Fellow Countrymen in Chains,’’
‘“The Rendition,”’ ‘‘Laus Deo,’’ and ‘‘ The Branded Hand.’’ ‘‘The
Branded Hand’’ was written as a tribute to Captain Jonathan
Walker who was caught trying to assist some slaves from the
state of Florida to escape to the West Indies. He was put in
irons, taken to Pensacola, Florida, branded in the right hand by
a United States marshal with the letters S. S, slave stealer, kept
for eleven months chained to the floor of his cell all bare of
furniture, and while he was ill; and was finally released only after
a fine of $150 had been paid by Northern Abolitionists. When
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he started home from his Southern prison cell this was the wel-
come that was extended to him by Mr. Whittier, and through
him, by the friends of freedom all over the North:

‘Welcome home again, brave seaman !
with thy thoughtful brow and gray,
And the old heroie spirit of our earlier,
better day,—

With that front of calm endurance, on
whose steady nerve in vain

Pressed the iron of the prison, smote the
fiery shafts of pain!

Then lift that manly right-hand, bold
ploughman of the wave!

Its branded palm shall prophesy, ‘Sal-
vation to the Slave’;

Hold up its fire-wrought language, that
whoso reads may feel

His heart swell strong within him, his
sinews change to steel. :

Hold it up before our sunshine, up
against our Northern air,—

Ho! men of Massachusetts, for the love
of God, look there!

Take it henceforth for your standard,
like the Bruce’s heart of yore,

In the dark strife closing round ye, let
that hand be seen before!

And the tyrants of the slave-land shall
tremble at that sign,

When it points its finger Southward
along the Puritan line:

Woe to the State-gored leeches and the
Church’s locust-band,

‘When they look from slavery’s ramparts
on the coming of that hand!

“‘These Anti-slavery poems of Whittier,”’ to borrow the lan-
guage of another, ‘‘stir the soul like the sound of a trumpet, and

justify the truth of Lowell’s description in his

Critics,”’—

‘‘There’s Whittier, whose swelling and vehement heart,
Strains the straight-breasted drab of the Quaker apart.’’

‘“Fable for
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And another eminent critic says, ‘‘ He roused, condensed and
elevated the public sentiment against slavery; and many a poli-
tical time-server, who was proof against Garrison’s hottest de-
nunciations, and Phillips’ most stinging invectives, quailed before
Whittier’s smiting rhymes.’’

In his ‘‘Laus Deo,’’ written after the great struggle was over,
how his very soul leaped for joy:

It is done!
Clang of bell and roar of gun
Send the tidings up and down.
How the belfries rock and reel!
How the great guns, peal on peal,
Fling the joy from town to town!

Ring, O bells!
Every stroke exulting tells
Of the burial hour of crime.
Loud and long, that all may hear,
Ring for every listening ear
Of Eternity and Time!

Loud and long
Lift the old exulting song;
Sing with Miriam by the sea
He has cast the mighty down;
Horse and rider sink and drown;
IIe hath triumphed gloriously!

Ring and swing,
Bells of joy! On morning’s wings
Send the song of praise abroad!
‘With a sound of broken chains
Tell the nations that He reigns,
Who alone is Lord and God!

How magnificent! how glorious! how exultant is this triumph
song! His precious life was spared for nearly three decades after
the great struggle was over. In the early part of September,
1892, in his eighty-fifth year, serene, beautiful, with the peace of
God filling his soul, he passed into the skies. At the time of his
death this little poem was written by a friend, and beautifully
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expresses not only the sentiment of her own heart, but of many
others :—

‘‘Farewell, great, gentle, loving heart!

The deathless need not tears; rather to-day,

Lest weak grief harm thee, let us reverently

Look up unto that heaven where thou art,

Thanking our God for thee. The busy mart,

The State, the whole world, knew thee. Where the fray
Was wildest, while the slave in fetters lay,

Thy free soul spake, nor dared to dwell apart.

The New World’s child voicing her joys in song,
Hating her foes, battling with giant wrong—

New England’s conscience and her heritage

Art thou! a white leaf on her sacred page.

Her ancient faith and wise simplicity

And truth were thine, and she gives thanks for thee!

Of all the brave men and noble women who labored for the
cause of the slave, none, if we except, perhaps, Mr. Garrison and
Mr. Phillips, rendered more important service than Mr. Whittier.
At the anniversary meeting of the Anti-slavery Society in 1863,
Mr. Garrison paid this tribute to him: ‘‘There are few living who
have done so much to operate upon the public mind and con-
science and heart of our country for the abolition of slavery as
John Greenleaf Whittier.”” And in the New York Evangelist of
Sept. 15, 1892, immediately after his death, Dr. Cuyler paid this
beautiful tribute to him:—‘‘His most thrilling lyrics have been
his glorious trumpet blasts for Freedom; they did as much to
strengthen the anti-slavery conscience of the nation as any speeches
of Phillips, Sumner, Birney, or even the immortal Uncle Tom of
Mrs. Stowe. Whittier was one of the John the Baptists of Eman-
cipation; his voice was heard in the wilderness, crying, Repent,
repent, more than sixty years ago. In the days when Pennsylvania
Hall was burned by a pro-slavery mob in Philadelphia, and when
heroic Lovejoy was martyred at Alton, the young Quaker was
throwing red-hot shot and shell into the peculiar institution.’’

It is impossible to overestimate the services of Mr. Whittier to
the cause of Freedom. The pledge to which he committed himself
in 1833 he kept sacredly. He gave himself and all that he had to
the cause of the slave; and no one rejoiced more heartily than
he did when the shackles fell off, and he walked forth a free man.
Others may remember him for the many beautiful and helpful
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things that he has written, and for these blessings we too will
remember him, but there is an additional reason why we, as a peo-
ple, should cherish his memory. He came to our assistance at a
time when we sorely needed friends, and by his unselfish devotion
helped, and helped mightily, to bring about the great revolution in
public sentiment, which brought to us freedom, and citizenship,
and the ballot. This man might have gone quietly on his way in
pursuit of his cherished ambitions; he might have said, ‘‘This
slavery question is no business of mine; there is no reason why I
should disarrange all my plans, why I should abandon the things
upon which I have set my heart.”’ But he said nothing of the
kind. He took the subject up; looked into it; saw that slavery
was wrong; and heard the voice of God in his soul, bidding him
take up arms against it; and, regardless of consequences to him-
self, he went forth to do battle for the slave; and did it nobly.

These anniversary occasions may be made a great blessing to
us, as a people, if we enter into them in the right spirit. The
record of the lives of such men ought to be very helpful to us. We
are enabled to see what manner of men they were. They stand
for great principles; they represent great qualities of soul; they
sum up in themselves the noblest ideals of life.

We should not only be grateful to them, and teach our chil-
dren to be, but we should seek to emulate their example; to catch
their spirit; to imbibe their sentiments; to be governed by the
same great principles by which they were governed. The con-
sciousness that such men and women were our friends; that they
toiled and sacrificed for us, ought to be a constant incentive to
us to live on the highest plane, and to do our best to make the most
of ourselves and of our opportunities. These noble men and
women, by the help of God, succeeded in striking the fetters from
our limbs; it now remains for us to take up the greater work,
cheered and inspired by their example, of developing ourselves,—
materially, intellectually, morally, spiritually. If we fail it won’t
be for lack of inspiration, of encouragement. The glorious com-
pany of these choice spirits that make up the Abolition host, as
they look down upon us from the skies, is saying to us by the
sacrifices they made, by their words and acts, by the purity of their
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lives and the beauty of their characters—Press on! If we fail
the fault will be ours.

‘“The tissues of the life to be,
‘We weave in colors all our own;
And in the field of destiny
We reap as we have sown.”’

We are to do the sowing; and, as we sow so shall we reap. As
we think of these old Anti-slavery heroes let us take courage; and,
with renewed determination make up our minds to do with our
might what our hands find to do. A very good motto for each
one of us to adopt in working out this great problem of our de-
velopment is,—

‘‘I am but one;
But I am one.
I can’t do everything;
But I can do something.
What I can do, I ought to do;
And what I ought to do,
God helping me, I will do.”’

In this spirit, with the help of the Lord, and with the noble pur-
pose of going forward firmly adhered to, backed by steady, persist-
ent, earnest effort, all things are possible to us; and, in propor-
tion as we come to realize this ourselves, and, as we get our chil-
dren to realize it will be the measure of our progress. We are not
going forward any faster than we want to go forward; any faster
than we are willing to exert ourselves, to lay ourselves out in
earnest work. What these friends of freedom did for us will go
for naught unless we take up the work and carry it on in the
same spirit, with the same earnest purpose and determination to
succeed. Especially should our young people feel the thrill of
that great movement for the freedom and the uplift of a race
which began nearly a century ago. We can’t afford to lose the
inspiration which comes from the memory of that great past,
with all that it represents of suffering, of sacrifice, of heroism, of
unswerving devotion to a great cause. I am glad, therefore, when
these aniversaries come, these reminders to us of the men and
women who counted not their lives dear unto them in behalf of
an enslaved race. We ought to welecome these anniversaries, these
memorial oceasions, we ought to make much of them; we ought to
enter enthusiastically into them ; we ought to show by our presence



122 TaE Works oF Francis J. GRIMKE

on such occasions, our appreciation of what these noble men and
women did, of their splendid services in our behalf. Sometime I
have been afraid that we do not enter into such occasions with the
enthusiasm that we ought to, especially our young people. May the
time never come, anywhere in these United States, when men of
color shall hear the name of Garrison, or Phillips, or Sumner, or
Whittier, or any of the men and women who were associated with
them in the great struggle for freedom, unmoved, with indifference !
Let us cherish their memory ourselves, and teach our children to
do the same.

9
JoHN BROWN!?

And others had trial of cruel mockings and scourgings, yea,
moreover of bonds and tmprisonment : they were stoned, they were
sawn asunder, were tempted, were slain with the sword: they
wandered about in sheep skins and goat skins; being destitute,
afflicted, tormented; of whom the world was not worthy; they
wandered in deserts, and in mountains, and in dens and caves of
the earth. And these all, having obtained a good report through
faith, received mot the promise: God having provided some bet-
ter thing for us, that they without us should mot be made per-
fect —HEBREWS 11:36-40.

In every age of the world there have been men big enough and
brave enough to die for a principle. In the verses just read in
our hearing our attention is directed to some of the early martyrs
to Christianity,—men who, in spite of the fiery ordeal through
which they were made to pass, in spite of nakedness and peril
and the sword, stood true to their convictions, and firm in their
allegiance to the Jesus Christ. Paul himself who wrote or who
is supposed to have written, this epistle to the Hebrews, possessed
in an eminent degree the martyr-spirit. No fear of death deterred
him from the path of duty. On his way to Jerusalem as some
of his friends sought to dissuade him from going, telling him
that only bonds and imprisonment awaited him, you remember
the noble spirit in which he met this friendly but cowardly advice,
‘“IWhat mean ye, to weep and to break mine heart? for I am ready
not to be bound only, but also to die at Jerusalem for the name

1 Delivered December 5, 1909.
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of the Lord Jesus.”” Acts 21:13. You will recall also his equally
noble words recorded in Aects 20:22-24. ‘‘And now, behold, I go
bound in spirit unto Jerusalem, not knowing the things that shall
befall me there: save that the Holy Spirit testifieth unto me in
every city, saying that bonds and afflictions abide me. But none
of these things move me; neither count I my life dear unto myself,
8o that I might finish my course with joy, and the ministry which
I have received of the Lord Jesus to testify the gospel of the
grace of God.”’

Luther also possessed in an eminent degree the same heroic
spirit. In his denunciation of the abuses of the Romish Church,
its corruptions, its departure from the letter and spirit of the in-
spired word, he seemed never to have thought for a moment of
what might be the possible consequences to himself; nor did he
much care, so long as God’s truth was vindicated. On his way
to the Diet of Worms to meet the charges against him his friends,
solicitous for his safety, urged him on reaching Oppenheim, to
fly for his life. His reply was: ‘‘Flee! Oh no. I will go on. I
will enter the town in the name of Jesus Christ. I will enter
though there be as many devils in Worms as there are tiles on
the house tops.”” And so when he appeared before the Diet, in
response to the question of Dr. Eck, ‘Do you retract those writ-
ings or not? Will you defend all the doctrines therein contained,
or will you disavow some of them?’’ His reply was, ‘‘I stand here
ready, nay anxious, if anyone can prove me to have written
falsely, to retract my errors, and to throw my books into the fire
with my own willing hand. Unless I am convicted, however, of
error by the testimony of the scriptures or by manifest evidence,—
for I put no faith in the mere authority of the pontiff, or of coun-
cils, which have often been mistaken, and which have fre-
quently contradicted one another, recognizing, as I do, no other
guide but the Bible, the word of God, I cannot, and will not re-
tract, for we must never act contrary to our conscience. Such
is my confession of faith. Expect no other from me. I have
done. God help me. Amen.”’

This spirit has not only shown itself in matters of religion: it
has also played a most important part in the great struggle for
liberty, the world over. There have been martyrs to liberty, as
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well as to religion. No one, perhaps, has more beautifully voiced
this sentiment than Byron, in his Prisoner of Chillon:—

Eternal spirit of the chainless mind!

Brightest in dungeons, Liberty! thou art,—
For there thy habitation is the heart,—

The heart which love of thee alone can bind;

And when thy sons to fetters are consigned,—
To fetters, and the damp vault’s dayless gloom,
Their country conquers with their martyrdom,
And Freedom’s fame finds wings on every wind.
Chillon! thy prison is a holy place

And thy sad floor an altar—for ’twas trod,
Until his very steps have left a trace

‘Worn, as if thy cold pavement were a sod,

By Bonnivard! May none those steps efface!
For they appeal from tyranny to God.

It is a matter for congratulation that this spirit which has
been implanted in man by the Creator, has survived all the as-
saults that have been made upon it. Wherever the iron heel of
oppression has rested, it has found resistance, sooner or later.
However perilous it has been, there have always been found men
brave enough to stand up and speak a manly word for the op-
pressed, and to seal their testimony, when necessary, with their
blood.

This boasted land of the free, in many respects, has been and
now is one of the most despicable countries in the world. Its
treatment of the Negro as a slave, and since, as a freeman; the
cold-blooded and heartless manner in which he has been shut out
of nearly all the avenues of making an honest living; and the
brutal manner in which he has been shot down and is still being
shot down by lawless mobs in the South without redress, consti-
tute one of the darkest, if not the darkest chapter, in its history,
and reflect very seriously upon its character as a Christian nation.
On the other hand, it may be said with equal truthfulness, in
other respects, it is one of the most glorious countries in the
world. In spite of its record of injustice and oppression and
mob violence against a helpless and defenseless people, it has
produced a set of men and women that will challenge comparison
with the very finest specimens that the race has produced in any
age of the world. Go where you will you will find nowhere a
more magnificent set of men and women than was produced dur-
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ing the great struggle for freedom in this country. I do not
undervalue the character or the services of the men who gave
shape and direction to the movement which resulted in the Deec-
laration of Independence and the birth into the family of nations
of our great Republic; but I do not hesitate to say, I believe that
the men and women who shed greatest luster upon the Republic,
who furnish the materials for the most glorious chapter in its
history, are those who arrayed themselves on the side of free-
dom during the great Anti-slavery struggle. In that magnificent
crusade there was more real character shown, more manhood and
womanhood of the highest type developed,—more of all those quali-
ties we call divine, than in any other struggle that has ever taken
place on this continent. The biggest crop of morally great men
and women,—the highest kind of greatness,—which this country
has produced came out of that struggle. And therefore of all the
men and women who go to make up its history, they are the ones,
above and beyond all others, who ought to be held in grateful and
everlasting remembrance. 'When I think of these noble specimens
of humanity :—of their lofty patriotism; of their noble daring in
behalf of human rights,—in behalf of the weak and oppressed, and
compare them with some of the miserable hypocrites in high
places,—with the cowards and sycophants and time-servers with
which our land is infested today, the more am I impressed with
the importance of holding up their example, of directing special
attention to them.

It is of one of these princely sons of the Republic, one of these
heaven-born heroes, one of earth’s great martyrs to liberty, to hu-
man rights, that I desire to speak of this morning, John Brown.

My purpose is to recall briefly the salient points of his life,
and to draw a few lessons from them. Iie was born in the State
of Connecticut, May 9, 1800, a little over a century ago. At eight
vears of age he lost his mother.

At ten, through the influence of a friend, he began for the first
time to read a little history; and in this way, ‘‘By reading the
lives of great and good men, by making himself familiar with
their thoughts and sentiments, grew to dislike, we are told, frivol-
ous conversation and persons.”” Would that our young men and
women of to-day possessed more largely than they do something
of the same spirit. There is entirely too much frivolity among us.
There is a lack of seriousness which is not a promising sign. No
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race can hope to amount to very much whose young people are
given up mainly or largely to the pleasures and frivolities of life.
John Brown began early to take a serious view of life. The
thought expressed by the poet,—

A sacred burden is the life ye bear,
Look on it, lift it, bear it solemnly,
Stand up and walk beneath it steadfastly,
Fail not for sorrow, falter not for sin,
But onward, upward, till the goal ye win.

This thought began very early to take possession of him, and
to exert a controlling influence over him.

He began also very early to show an ambition to excel in
whatever he undertook, a quality which continued to characterize
him all through his life. Even as a boy he aimed to do well
whatever he undertook, and knew no such word as fail. Hence
success almost always crowned his efforts. If failure came it was
not because he hadn’t done his best to succeed.

In his fifteenth year he became a Christian, and a firm believer
in the Bible as the Word of God. This old book became his daily
companion; he loved it and studied it as he did no other book.
During the five years following his conversion he felt a very
strong desire to improve his mind; but was prevented from doing
very much in the way of reading and studying, owing to pres-
sure of business and an inflammation of the eyes from which he
was suffering. He managed, however, in spite of these obstacles,
to acquire a knowledge of arithmetic and of surveying.

In his twenty-first year he took to himself a wife; and was
most fortunate in his selection of a companion. She was not only
a woman of most excellent character, but also profoundly sym-
pathized with him in his desire to help the slave, to be of service
to the oppressed blacks in this country. In 1833, death having
deprived him of this excellent lady, he was married a second time
to a no less worthy helpmeet, by, whom he had thirteen children,
and who was loyal to him and the cause which lay so near his heart,
to the very end.

In 1846 he moved to New England, and took up his abode at
Springfield, Massachusetts. In 1849 he changed his residence to
North Elba, N. Y. Gerrit Smith had set aside a hundred thou-
sand acres of land in that part of the state, which he offered free
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to any colored families who would come and occupy them. This
invitation was accepted by quite a number, and John Brown, who
was anxious to help the colored people, and who felt that he could
be of help to them, went to see Mr. Smith with a view of settling
among them.

The substance of what he said to Mr. Smith was, ‘I am some-
thing of a pioneer; I grew up among the woods and wild Indians
of Ohio; and am used to the climate and way of life that your
colony finds so trying. I will take one of your farms myself, clear
it up and plant it, and show my colored neighbors how such work
should be done; will give them work as I have occasion, look after
them in all needful ways, and be a kind of father to them.’’

How beautiful is the spirit which these words reveal! how
Christ-like! His desire was not to be ministered unto, but to min-
ister, to be of service to others, and especially to this poor race
of ours. The little that he could do to help these colored families,
in the region of North Elba, exposed as they were to the rigors
of a northern climate, he was glad to do; but it was the condi-
tion of the millions of this race all over the country—enslaved, de-
graded, brutalized, reduced to the level of mere chattels, beasts of
burden—that weighed most heavily upon his heart and mind.
Others might be indifferent to the wrongs that were being per-
petrated upon these oppressed millions, but he was not: he felt
that it was his duty, his divinely appointed mission to strike a blow
for the liberation of the slave. And this was the thought which
now filled him; which dominated his soul; which stirred him to
the very depths of his being.

His eyes were opened to the true character of slavery by the
treatment which a little slave boy received at the hand of a cruel
master, with whom he used to spend a day occasionally as a cattle
driver, a business in which he was engaged when he was quite
young. He saw this little colored boy, who was a bright intelli-
gent little fellow, poorly clad, poorly fed, poorly lodged in win-
ter; and knocked and cuffed about, and beaten with iron shovels
or anything that came to hand, as though he were a dog. This
set him thinking. He began to reflect, he tells us, on the wretched,
hopeless condition of fatherless and motherless slave children,
sometimes raising the question, ‘‘Is God their father?’’

With a view of settling this question he began studying it in
the light of his Bible, and came to the conclusion, as the result,
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that slavery was wrong; and, though he was yet in his teens vowed
eternal hostility to it. He not only felt that it was his duty to
fight the institution of slavery, to seek its overthrow; but that he
had been especially raised up by God for that purpose. This was
all settled, ‘‘he said, that is, the part which he was to play in
the great struggle,’”’ millions of years before the world was made.
He was evidently a strong believer in predestination. He had
a firm faith in God; and a firm faith in the Bible as the Word
of God. And as he read the book day by day pondered upon its
great truths, he seemed to hear the voice of God speaking to him
out of it as clearly as Moses heard it out of the burning bush, or
Paul heard it out of the brightness above the noonday sun, on
his way to Damascus, bidding him arise and strike for the free-
dom of the slave, for the overthrow of the slave oligarchy. To
free the slave; to break every fetter and let the oppressed go free
became therefore the great purpose of his life; his master passion.
To this end everything was made subservient, every other inter-
est was subordinated. All of his plans, his every movement, had
reference to it. Ile valued men and measures in proportion as
they helped or hindered the cause upon which he had now em-
barked.

In 1858 he said to Richard Hinton, ‘‘I have never made any
business arrangement which would prevent me at any time answer-
ing the call of the Lord. T have kept my affairs in such condition
that in two weeks I could wind them up and be ready to obey the
call, permitting nothing to stand in the way of duty—neither
wife, nor children, nor worldly goods.”” He not only kept every
thing in such a condition as to be ready at a moment’s notice, but
he regulated his household expenses and ran his business with a
view of being the better able to carry out this project.

Frederick Douglass paid him a visit during his residence in
Springfield, Massachusetts, and has left us a description of that
visit in his own inimitable style. He tells us,—‘His dwelling was
a small wooden building on a back street, in a neighborhood
chiefly occupied by laboring men and mechaniecs, respectable
enough, to be sure, but not quite the place, I thought, where one
would look for the residence of a flourishing and successful mer-
chant. DPlain as was the outside of the house, the inside was
plainer. Tts furniture would have satisfied a Spartan. It would
take longer to tell what was not in the house than what was in it.
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There was an air of plainness about it that almost suggested desti-
tution. My first meal passed under the misnomer of a tea, though
there was nothing suggestive of that meal as it is generally un-
derstood. It consisted of beef soup, cabbage and potatoes,—a meal
such as a man might relish after following the plough all day.
There were no servants, the mother, daughters and sons did the
serving.’’ Mr. Douglass afterwards learned that the secret of this
extreme plainness of living was that he might save as much money
as possible for his great enterprise of freeing the slaves. Every-
thing that could be dispensed with beyond the barest necessities
was given up by himself and family for the sake of the slave.
The one thought that filled and thrilled him, the one thing for
which he stood ready to sacrifice all that he had, even life itself,
was the freedom of the slave.

It was obedience to the solemn purpose which he had formed
of fighting slavery to the death that carried him to Kansas in
1855. With the cause which precipitated that struggle you are
all familiar. By the Compromise of 1820 it had been decided that,
with the exception of Missouri, slavery should be prohibited in the
territory of the United States north of the parallel 36 degrees
and 30 minutes, and west of the Mississippi River. In 1854, how-
ever, this was repealed. A bill was introduced in Congress,
known as the Kansas and Nebraska Bill, and was passed May
31st, by which the restrictions of 1820 were removed and the two
territories of Kansas and Nebraska organized. The position taken
by Stephen A. Douglas in the discussion was what was known as
the Squatter Sovereignty Doctrine, namely, that the complexion
of the territories as to slavery or freedom was to be determined
by the majority of those who settled it. The moment this prin-
ciple was accepted and the territories thrown open, emigrants from
both sections of the country began to pour into Kansas,—those
from the North determined to make it a free state, and those from
the South equally determined to make it a slave state. In the
struggle which ensued, for a long time, the advantages were on
the side of slavery. Through the influence of border ruffians from
Missouri every obstacle was thrown in the way of northern emi-
grants. They were driven back; were tarred and feathered; their
claims were seized; their cabins were burned down; they were
often ordered by committees of Southern emigrants or the Mis-
souri rabble to leave the territory at once under penalty of death.
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The spirit of the pro-slavery party may be gathered from the
following extracts taken from a notable speech delivered at the
time in St. Joseph, Missouri, by General Stringfellow: ‘‘I tell you to
mark every scoundrel among you who is in the least tainted with
abolitionism, or free-soilism and exterminate him. Neither give
nor take quarter from the d—d rascals. I advise you, one and
all, to enter every election district in Kansas in defiance of Reeder
and his myrmidons, and vote at the point of the bowie-knife and
revolver. Neither take nor give quarter as the cause demands it.
It is enough that the slaveholding interest wills it, from which
there is no appeal.’”’ The importance of the struggle in Kansas was
fully appreciated by both sides, as is evident from the following
taken from the Charleston Mercury in 1856: ‘‘By consent of par-
ties the present contest in Kansas is made the turning point in
the destinies of slavery and abolition. If the South triumphs aboli-
tion will be defeated and shorn of its power for all time. If she
is defeated abolition will grow more and more insolent and ag-
gressive until the utter ruin of the South is consummated. If the
South secures Kansas she will extend slavery into all territories
south of the fortieth parallel of North latitude to the Rio Grande;
and thus, of course, will secure for her pent-up institution of
slavery an ample outlet, and restore her power in Congress. If
the North secures Kansas the power of the South in Congress will
gradually diminish and the slave population will become value-
less. All depends upon the action of the present moment.’’

Into this struggle between freedom and slavery, John Brown,
as might have been expected, threw himself with all the earnest-
ness of his nature. Ie took at once a leading part and made
his influence felt throughout the territory. He became a tower of
strength to the friends of freedom, and a terror to the abettors of
the slave power. Through his efforts several splendid victories
were won, notably, the battles of Black Jack and of Ossawattomie.

After remaining in Kansas a little over a year, and after en-
during many hardships, in the latter part of 1856 he started North,
reaching Boston in January, 1857, in the hope of securing aid, and
of exciting a deeper interest in behalf of the struggling cause in
Kansas. With this end in view he traveled from place to place,
made addresses, and issued an appeal. The appeal was addressed
to the friends of freedom throughout the United States, calling
upon them to hold up his hands by pecuniary aid, as his individual
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means, which he had freely used for the cause of freedom, were
nearly exhausted. After several months spent in this way he
turned his face again towards Kansas, deeply pained at the slender
results of his visit East, and the lukewarmness and criminal in-
difference of the people of the East to the sin of slavery. He
gave expression to his feeling in some notes which were found
among his papers at the homestead in North Elba, in his own
hand-writing after his death. It is entitled ‘‘Old John Brown’s
Farewell to the Plymouth Rocks, Bunker Hill Monuments, Char-
ter Oaks, and Uncle Tom’s Cabins.”” And is as follows:—‘‘He
has left for Kansas. He has been trying since he came out of the
territory to secure an outfit, or in other words, the means of arm-
ing and thoroughly equipping his regular minute men who are mixed
up with the people of Kansas; and he leaves the states with a
feeling of deepest sadness, that after having exhausted his own
small means and with his family and his brave men suffered
hunger, cold, nakedness, and some of them sickness, wounds, im-
prisonment in irons, with extreme cruel treatment, and others
death ; that after lying on the ground for months in most sickly,
unwholesome and uncomfortable places,—some of the time with
sick and wounded destitute of any shelter, and hunted like wolves,
sustained in part by Indians; that after all this, in order to sus-
tain a cause which every citizen of this glorious Republic is under
moral obligation to do, and for the neglect of which he will be held
accountable to God,—a cause in which every man woman and
child of the entire human family has a deep and awful interest:
that when no wages are asked or expected, he cannot secure amid
all the wealth, luxury, and extravagance of this heaven-exalted
people, even the necessary supplies of the common soldier. How
are the mighty fallen!”’

There is nothing, perhaps, which sets forth more fully what
this man and those who were associated with him endured in Kan-
sas for the cause of freedom, than those touching words. Though
disappointed and sorely grieved at the indifference, the lack of
sympathy with which his earnest appeal was received, he was
not discouraged, however. He returned to Kansas and with the
slender resources at his command carried on the fight, confident
that in the end victory would crown the efforts of the friends of
freedom.
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John Brown had very little faith in moral suasion in dealing
with slavery. He believed that severer measures were necessary ;
that it would yield to violence, and violence only. This was his
remedy, his method of attack from the first. He saw no hope for
slave; no hope of purging the nation of the sin of slavery except
by an appeal to arms,—through the shedding of blood. And it
was under this conviction that his plans were made which culmin-
ated at Harpers Ferry.

How the old hero was wounded; how he was struck several
times over his head with a saber, and bayoneted twice after he
was down on the ground; how for the space of thirty hours he
lay on the floor of the guardhouse weltering in his blood, without
a bed, and without receiving any attention; how he was finally
lodged in the jail at Charles Town, tried, condemned, and executed,
we are all familiar with, and therefore I will not take the time
to recount these events in detail. Suffice it to say,—in attempting
to serve others, his own life was sacrificed.

After he was pronounced dead, his body was lowered from the
scaffold; loving friends received it, and conveyed it to his home
at North Elba; and on the eighth of the month, with appropriate
ceremonies, all that was mortal of the old hero was laid to rest,
where his ashes still repose.

His body was laid to rest, but not his spirit. They had shat-
tered the earthly tabernacle, but the dauntless, irrepressible, lib-
erty-loving spirit of John Brown was still alive, and was destined
to play a still more important part in the great struggle for free-
dom, to exert a still more potent influence. It is Byron who
says,—

They never fail who die

In a great cause. The block may soak their gore;
Their heads may sodden in the sun: their limbs .
Be strung to city gates and castle walls;

But still their spirit walks abroad. Though years
Elapse and others share as dark a doom,

They but augment the deep and sweeping thoughts
‘Which overpower all others and conduct

The world, at last, to freedom.

And this was the higher mission upon which John Brown had
now entered. By his death and seeming failure, the cause was to
be greatly strengthened; a new impulse was to be given to the
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movement ; and large accessions were to be made to the ranks of
freedom. To destroy the institution of slavery and let the op-
pressed go free was the crowning ambition of this man’s life; and,
God, who knew the desire of his heart, permitted him to be ex-
ecuted at Charles Town as the most effective means to that end.
Great as were his services in life, they were vastly greater in death.
This was the view which he himself took of it, and which sub-
sequent events showed to be true. Von Holst, in the seventh
volume of his History of the United States, in referring to the
matter says,— ‘By means of that scaffold, the first erected in the
United States for a traitor, and indeed for a political eriminal,
the words, ‘He that is not for me is against me; and he who is
not against me, is for me grew to the fullness of truth.” Precisely
because it was conceded, almost without contradiction, that the
legal existence of slavery had made Brown’s execution a neces-
sity, people could not help having universally a certain feeling of
responsibility for it, since not the South alone, but the entire peo-
ple, bore before God and man, the responsibility for the legal ex-
istence of slavery. Hence, if not loudly, at least irrepressibly, the
voice of conscience, in numberless breasts, demanded an answer
to the question, whether that scaffold was a tree of malediction
and ignominy for the man who had to breathe out his life upon
it, or not rather for the people who were compelled by their in-
stitutions to erect it. Brown’s conduct, from the moment of his
arrest until his latest breath, irresistibly forced new multitudes
every day, to ask themselves this question with the honesty amnd
earnestness which its dreadful importance demanded, and the
number of those from whom it wrested the right answer, and
who had the courage publicly to confess it, swelled to even greater
proportions. The attack which he and his twenty comrades made
on slavery with powder and lead was a sublime piece of folly, but
the manner in which he bore the consequences of his act was simply
sublime without the slightest admixture of folly. The fear with
which his lawless violence had inspired the South was groundless,
but the slavocracy had no arms, offensive or defensive, against
John Brown, overpowered, mortally wounded, and hanged. Even
in his boldest dreams he had never ventured to hope that he would
be able to deal slavery a blow of such destructive force as he had
now dealt it, by his suffering and his death.”’
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The part which his death was destined to play, in the great
struggle, became more and more apparent to John Brown himself
as the hour of his execution approached. As early as February
24, 1858, he had said,—‘‘I expect nothing but to endure hardship;
but I expect to effe.t a mighty conquest, even though it be like
the last victory of Samson.’’

To his brother, Nov. 12, 1859, he wrote,— ‘I am gaining in
health slowly, and am quite cheerful in view of my approach-
ing end, being firmly persuaded that I am worth more for hang-
ing than for any other purpose.’’ He closes his letter to his sister
of the same date with the words: ‘‘Say to all my friends that I
am waiting cheerfully and patiently the day of my appointed
time, fully believing that for me now to die will be an infinite
gain and of untold benefit to the cause we love, wherefore be of
good cheer and let not your heart be troubled.”” And in his last
letter addressed to his family he says, ‘‘I am waiting the hour
of my public murder with great composure of mind and cheer-
fulness, feeling the strong assurance that in no other possible
way could I be used to so much advantage to the cause of God
and humanity; and that nothing that either I or all my family
have sacrificed or suffered will be lost.”’

This was not only the view of John Brown, but others felt the
same way. Mr. Phillips, in his funeral address over him, said,
among other things, ‘‘He has abolished slavery in Virginia. You
may say this is too much to say. Our neighbors are the last men
we know. The hours that pass us are the ones we appreciate the
least. Men walked Boston streets, when night fell on Bunker Hill,
and pitied Warren, saying, Foolish man! Thrown away his life!
Why didn’t he measure his means better?! Now we see him
standing colossal on that blood-stained sod, and severing that day
the tie which bound Boston to Great Britain. That night George
III. ceased to rule in New England. History will date Virginia
emancipation from Harpers Ferry. John Brown has loosened
the roots of the slave system; it only breathes,—it does not live,—
hereafter.”’

And so it was. While John Brown’s body was mouldering
in the grave his soul went marching on, and continued to march
on until freedom came. From Harpers Ferry there could be no
retreat. The spirit of Freedom, incarnating itself in this man,
had grappled in bloody and deadly conflict with the slave power,
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and though he was beaten down, others came forward and took
his place, and kept up the struggle until victory came. It was
at Harpers Ferry that the ‘‘trumpet that never calls retreat,”’
was sounded forth as it had not been heard before in this land.

It is impossible to overestimate the importance of the part which
John Brown played in the great struggle for freedom in this
country. He has placed the whole nation, and especially our race,
under a lasting debt of gratitude to him. Only here and there, as
we run down the long annals of history, do we find a man of his
stamp. God doesn’t send a great many such men into this world;
but occasionally he does send us a man of his stripe,—a man of
courage, of convictions, of moral earnestness, of unswerving loy-
alty to the right, a man who isn’t afraid to die in the path of
duty. And John Brown was such a man. How beautifully has
his character been sketched for us in the noble lines written to his
memory :—

A stern, brave man, of iron nerve
Stood on the gallows tree,—

A martyr to the noble thought
That all mankind was free.

For threescore years that thought had burned
Into his soul so brave,

Till he believed it came from God
That he should free the slave.

He passed through trouble, grief, and woe,—
No murmuring word he spoke;

Stern to his purpose, firm he stood
As stands the mountain oak.

Nor friend nor foe could move his soul
To swerve from his intent;

The time, he thought, at last had come,—
Bold to his work he went.

Alas, that arm, though nerved with truth,
Essayed too great a deed;

It bravely struck, and boldly too,
It battled but to bleed.

The man borne down and overcome,
Was foreed at last to yield:

But the brave soul, defiant still,
Its mighty strength revealed.
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And e’en the bravest cowered and quailed
Beneath the eagle eye,

‘Which all the petty tyrant’s rage
It did in scorn defy.

A trial? ’twas a mockery
Condemned this man to death;

With cheek unblanched he scorned their power,
E’en with his latest breath.

And when upon the gallows tree
This brave old hero stood,

Prepared in freedom’s holy cause
To sacrifice his blood ;

When asked the sign of death to give,
Replied in accents steady ;

Virginia drops the handkerchief,
John Brown is always ready.

Virginia dropped the handkerchief,
And brave John Brown is gone:

But, ah! she finds her ruin, while
His soul is marching on.

The man, whom all men thought was crazed
‘When tyrants he defied;

Saw the great future deeper far
Than all the world beside.

Such was this old hero; this martyr to liberty, to the rights of
man; this friend of the weak, of the oppressed, of the downtrod-
den; this friend of the slave, of the brother in black, when friends
were few. Others may forget him, but the members of this race
can never, will never. As long as one representative of the en-
slaved millions in this country and their descendants remain, will
his memory be cherished.

And now in closing, there are a few lessons, as a race, which
we should learn from this noble record :—We need to be domi-
nated by a great purpose, as John Brown was. John Brown had
a mark towards which he was ever pressing. He could say, and
say from the bottom of his heart,—This one thing I do; and that
one thing was the freedom of the slave. As a race we are suffer-
ing in this land from great wrongs; the purpose is to keep us
down, to deprive us of our rights, civil and political, to rivet upon
us chains that are more galling than those which bound the slave.
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Are we going to submit to it? Are we going quietly to acquiesce
in this renewed effort of the Slave Power to neutralize the great
Amendments to the Constitution, or are we going to stand up for
our rights as men, and as citizens of the Republic? John Brown
had a purpose,—let it be our purpose, a purpose which nothing
shall be able to shake,—to stand up squarely and uncompromis-
ingly for what belongs to us, for what we are entitled to. The
heathen may rage, the people may imagine a vain thing, bloody
riots may be incited, red-handed murder, in the shape of mobs,
may continue to stalk through the land; but let us not be driven
from our purpose. God is greater than presidents, or Senates, or
Houses of Representatives,—greater than political parties, greater
than all the hoards of Negro-haters, North and South, in high
places and in low places, who are seeking to hound us down. If
we are right we are bound, sooner or later, to triumph. Tenacity
of purpose,—the purpose to ‘‘sink or swim, live or die, survive or
perish,”’—is what you need, and what I need, and what the race
needs; and what we must have if we are to succeed, if we are to
hold our own in the great struggle in which we are engaged. The
fact that John Brown was willing to die that we might be free,
willing to die, that we might become citizens of this Republic,
with all that that implies, should lead us to hold sacred our rights.
Rights purchased at such a time should not be lightly esteemed.
The memory of John Brown, of the greatness of the sacrifice which
he made, should fix forever in the breast of every Negro in this
land, the purpose never to surrender the rights which he helped
to make possible to us,—rights that have been so dearly bought.
‘We need the spirit of self-sacrifice which John Brown possessed.
He lived in the plainest kind of a house, he lived on the plainest
kind of food, he dressed in the plainest kind of clothes, and his
family did the same,—and all for the sake of the cause in which
he was interested and to which he had given his life. John Brown
was willing to deny himself of a great many things, a great many
of the ecomforts of life,—to say nothing of the luxuries, in order
that he might help the slave. And that is the spirit that we need,
as a race, but which we haven’t got, I am sorry to say, in any
large measure. We have yet to learn this great lesson of self-
denial for the sake of the cause in which we are engaged. In
contending for our rights, among other things, we have got to
have money if the fight is to be properly made. If it is only a
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campaign of education, we must have money; and, if we are to
carry matters into the courts, we have got to have money,—the
lawyers are to be paid, and there are other expenses incident to
such proceedings that must be met. You can’t take a step without
money. And this money ought not to come from white men. We
ourselves ought to furnish the sinews of war; we ought to be
sufficiently interested in our own rights to be willing to make
some sacrifices in order to maintain them. Until, as a people,
we are willing to deny ourselves for the cause, we are not going to
make much headway. As long as we think more of a dollar, and
of what that dollar will bring to us in the way of personal mate-
rial comforts, than we do of our rights, the cause will languish.
It shows that while we are prating about our wrongs, and pre-
tending to be chafing under them, it is only talk. These wrongs
haven’t yet taken hold of us as they ought to, otherwise we would
be willing to make sacrifices to have them righted, or, at least, to
make a manly effort to do so. It is well enough to love the al-
mighty dollar, but we ought not to be willing to hold on to it at
the expense of our rights. The spirit of self-sacrifice, of self-
denial for the cause is what we need, more largely than we have,
as a race. ‘

We need the noble daring, the sublime courage which John
Brown possessed. John Brown was no coward. He had con-
victions, and he was not afraid to let men know what he thought.
And we need brave men in this battle which we are waging,—men
who are physically brave, men who are morally brave. There are
things that only brave men can say; there are times when only
brave men dare speak. Frederick Douglass was such a man. He
looked like a lion, and he had the heart of a lion.

‘“John Brown’s body lies mouldering in the grave,

His soul is marching on,”’
we sometimes sing. God grant that the spirit of this old bat-
tled-scarred hero, this man of dauntless courage, while it is march-
ing on, may take possession of some of us. It is impossible to wage
successfully any warfare, physical or moral, with cowards; you
have got to have brave men to lead, and brave men in the ranks.
And this is the kind of men that we need and must have, if we
are to succeed,—men who are not afraid to speak; men who are
not afraid to act; men who are not afraid to die, if it becomes
necessary.
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We need the tireless, sleepless energy of John Brown. He
was alive, wide awake in every fiber of his being. He knew how
to work, and how to work long and hard for the object which
he had in view.

We need to catch the spirit of this old hero,—his passion for
work. For there is so much to be done, in so many directions in
working out this great problem of our elevation. We need all the
energy and push that we can possibly muster up. Those that are
sleeping, must be waked up; those that are sitting with folded
hands, must be stirred to action. Everywhere, within the race,
among old as well as young, there must be generated a sense of
the importance of active, earnest work on the part of all. What-
ever our hands find to do we must be made to realize the impor-
tance of doing with our might. If we don’t we will be sure to be
left behind in the race of life. It is the man who has push and
energy and pluck that is going to succeed; and the same is true
of a race. There must be no folding of the hands; no calling for
a little more sleep, a little more slumber. We must all be active
and earnest; we must all be up and doing.

‘We need John Brown’s faith in God, and in the old book of
God. The Psalmist says,—

‘‘Qreat peace have they that love thy law.”’

And again,

Except the Lord build the house,
They labor in vain that build it:
Except the Lord keep the city,

The watchman waketh but in vain.

It is important for us, as a race, to remember this, and to hold
on to God, and to make his Word the man of our counsel, and
the guide of our lives. We may think that we can get along
without God, that we can work out the problem of our elevation
without him, but we are mistaken. Let us live ourselves, to the
glory of God and train our children to do the same. This is what
John Brown did; and this is what we must do if we are to come
out all right. In noble qualities of this man we have a splendid
example for the imitation of our race. May his inspiring example,
the example of a great purpose, steadily adhered to; of a spirit of
self-sacrifice, of sublime courage, of noble daring, of tireless, sleep-
less energy, of implicit faith and trust in God and in his Word,
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not be lost upon us, and upon our children, and our children’s
children. Let it be to us a constant spur and stimulus to all high
endeavor, to all noble action. There yet remains a great deal
to be done; but with faith in God, and faith in ourselves, and the
purpose to do the right, we cannot fail. If John Brown were
permitted to speak to us today from heaven, where he has been
now for fifty years, he would say to us, I believe, Never despair!
Never give up! The forces that are for you are greater than those
that are against you. Be patient; be earnest; be aggressive. In
spite of Atlanta riots; in spite of the official lynching, or the unjust
dismissal of Negro soldiers, and the Negro-hating spirit which it
exhibits, and all the other brood of evils that seem to be threaten-
ing you, keep a stout heart. Out of the darkness, and the seeming
triumph of the forces of oppression and injustice in 1859 when I
was executed, there came the Emancipation Proclamation, and the
great Amendments to the Constitution. Be assured of one thing,
God did not strike the shackles from your limbs, and lift you to
the plane of American citizenship, that he might desert you and
leave you in the hands of your enemies. The same power that
was with you in the dark days of slavery, and that stood behind
you when the great Amendments were being put through, is still
with you, and will econtinue to be with you to the end.

Back of all the forces that have been put in operation for the
uplift of your race, from the beginning to the present, God has
been, and still is. He it was who stirred the Anti-slavery leaders
. to action, and brought on the war, and inspired the men in Con-
gress,—men like Sumner, and Stevens, and Wade,—and that moved
upon the heart of Lincoln himself. It was the power of God,
working through human agencies, that brought about emancipation,
and that lifted you to the plane of citizenship, and clothed you
with the sacred right of the ballot. And will he now desert you?
Will he leave you naked to the tender mercies of your enemies?
Never. God doesn’t work that way; that is not his way of doing
things. These great landmarks in your history,—slavery, emanci-
pation, citizenship, the ballot, are the evidences that there is to
be no backward step. God never would have brought you thus
far unless he meant to stand by you, and to see that the rights
guaranteed to you under the Constitution, are yours in reality as
well as in name. In spite of discouragements; in spite of the gath-
ering gloom, God is leading you on.”’
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God’s ways seem dark; but, soon or late
They reach the shining hills of day.

That is what John Brown would say to us today, I believe, if he
were permitted to speak to us. Ours is not a hopeless fight, but
one that is sure to eventuate in victory.

As we go to our homes this afternoon, with the memory of this
old hero fresh upon us, let us remember what God hath wrought
since the raid on Harpers Ferry and since the great sacrifice at
Charles Town, and let us rejoice, and lift up our hearts and voices
in praise and thanksgiving to Him. Not unto us; not unto us;
but unto His great and holy Name be all the glory. Amen.

REMARKS AT THE SEMI-CENTENNIAL OF THE ORDINATION TO THE
MiNISTRY OF THE REV. JOHN B. REEVE

The special occasion that calls us together at this time is mem-
orable, because it is intended to commemorate the preaching of
the glorious gospel of the grace of God by one man for half a
century. It has been just fifty years ago today since the honored
pastor of this church was solemnly set apart by the Presbytery to
the gospel ministry.

(1). That in itself is a fact that is worthy of note. Of the
many positions that a man may fill in this life, I know of none
that is more honorable than that of the gospel ministry; nor one
that opens up a wider field of usefulness. To stand between the
living and the dead; to stand as God’s representative; to be the
bearer of the messate of salvation to a perishing world, is an
honor greater than - hat which belongs to an ambassador of the
greatest of earthly | owers. The setting apart of a man to the
office of the gospel 1ninistry is, in itself, an event of more than
ordinary interest—n«t only because of the message which he bears,
but also because of the relation which he sustains officially to the
greatest being in the universe.

(2). That this ministry has continued for fifty years is a still
more notable fact. It has been the privilege of a great many to
preach the gospel. Hundreds and thousands of faithful men have
proclaimed the glad tidings of great joy, have called sinners to re-
mt Philadelphia, in the Central Presbyterian Church, June 4, 1911,

at 11 o’clock, A. M., Semi-centennial of the Ordination of Rev. John B.
Reeve, D.D.
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pentance; but it has been granted to but few to continue in the
active ministry for half a century. Fifty years are a long time to
look back over. It is longer than many of us here this morning
have lived. For fifty years, week in and week out, month in and
month out, year in and year out, the same voice has been heard,
pointing men the way to life, saying to them,—‘‘Behold the Lamb
of God that taketh away the sin of the world.”” Think of the
number of sermons preached during these years! At the lowest
calculation, two a week, there would be fifty-two hundred; and
half as many more lectures, during the weekly services.

(3). That this ministry has continued during the whole of
these fifty years, in the same church, interrupted only by a few
years of absence, is still more remarkable. There are not many
long pastorates now. The average duration is but brief. Before
a man has had time to know his congregation, or they to know him,
there is a change, either because some more inviting field presents
itself or because the people are tired of him. There are few pas-
torates in this city, or in any of our cities, that have lasted as long
as this. There are people here today who were not born when it
began; there are people here today with children and perhaps
grandchildren, who were only children themselves when it began.
There are fathers and mothers here today whose children were
not only baptized by the venerable pastor of this chureh, but who
were themselves baptized by him in infancy. The man who for
80 many years sustains such close and intimate relations to a people,
—baptizing them in infanecy, uniting them in the holy bonds of
matrimony, visiting them when they are sick, sympathizing with
them in the hour of sorrow and distress, and saying the sad last
rites over their loved ones in the hour of death—who has wept
with them and rejoiced with them,—covering a period of years,
has a hold upon his people, an influence over them that no brief
ministry could possibly give. The bond that unites pastor and
people is a sacred bond, and, like the bond of marriage, ought not
to be severed except by death, unless there are very, very good
reasons for it. When a church extends a call to a man, and the
man accepts it, and the bond has been constituted, there ought
always to be the understanding on the part of both pastor and
people, that it is for life; or, in the phraseology of the marriage
ceremony, ‘‘till death us do part.”’ I believe that such a pastorate
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is better for the church, and better for the minister: larger and
better results grow out of it.

(4). This pastorate has not only continued for nearly the whole
of these fifty years over the same church, but during all these
years it has been an efficient pastorate, which, if possible, is still
more wonderful. Nearly fifty years is a long time for the same
man to speak to the same people without exhausting himself, with-
out losing in power and influence; fifty years is a long time for the
same man to continue to speak to the same people, and to keep up
the same high standard of pulpit ministration. It is no easy
matter to have something fresh, something interesting, inspiring,
something that is worthy of the attention of thoughtful people,
week after week in the same place, for fifty years. It requires
work, hard work, patient, painstaking, earnest effort, day in and
day out. The man who is going to feed his people, who is going
to break to them the bread of life, who is going to lead them into
green pastures and by the side of still waters, and to do it for
years, has to be a student; has to study, and study hard.

What this pulpit has been for nearly fifty years, you know and
I know; we all know. Here the gospel has been preached in its
purity, and with simplicity and power. It has been an intelligent
ministry, and a ministry of the highest character. No pulpit in
this city has commanded greater respect. It is a great thing to
live in a community for fifty years, and at the end of that time
to stand not only above reproach but to be held in the highest
estimation by it, by its best citizens, by its most worthy representa-
tives.

These fifty years have been years of earnest, faithful work for
the Master, carried on quietly, unostentatiously, with no thought
of catching the popular ear or of winning applause, but simply
with an eye single to the glory of him who seeth in secret. At
no time, during the forty-five years that I have known Dr. Reeve,
have I ever been able to discover anything like self-seeking, any
desire or disposition on his part to exploit himself with a view of
getting glory of men. He has been singularly free from that kind
of weakness. The work that he has done has been not with a view
of magnifying himself, but of magnifying Jesus Christ. To him,
I am sure, that the greatest joy of these fifty years has been the
joy of preaching the glorious gospel of the grace of God. Such a
ministry is worthy of all honor. And I, who for forty-five years
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have known something of it, of its scope, of its quality, of the spirit
that has been back of it, desire with all my heart to extend to
Dr. Reeve my warmest congratulations. When I was only a young
man, a student at Lincoln University, I sat here under the sound
of your voice, and feasted on the good things which you so lavishly
spread for us; and during all the years since, whenever I have had
the opportunity of hearing you, I have been abundantly repaid,
I have always been fed, and fed with the finest of the wheat. I am
not unmindful also of the fact that it was from this church,
under your pastorate, that I became a candidate for the gospel
ministry, and that it was by this session, over which you presided,
that I was recommended to the Presbytery. During nearly the
whole of your fifty years in the ministry I have been associated
with you in one way or another, and always most pleasantly.

I not only congratulate you myself, but I am sure, though I am
not authorized to speak for them, that I speak the sentiment of
every one of our ministers, when I say, I am not only glad that
God has blessed you, but that he has made you a blessing to so
many during these fifty years. Your career has filled us all with
pride and pleasure. I desire to assure you, for myself and for
others who share with me the same sentiment, of the high estimation
in which you are held by us, of the admiration which we feel for
the noble manner in which you have carried yourself during these
vears, and of our affectionate regard for you as a man and brother.
Our earnest prayer is that God’s richest blessings may continue to
rest upon you; that your last days may be your best days; and
that your bow may continue to abide in strength.

I wish also to extend to this church and congregation my hearty
congratulations. These years, I know, have been pleasant years
to you. Highly as Dr. Reeve may be appreciated elsewhere, no-
where is he so highly appreciated as here where he has given the
best days of his life in earnest effort to make you better men and
women. If there is any man who ought to be thoroughly loved
and appreciated, it is a good minister. And I am sure such a one
you have had for nearly fifty years. I need not tell you to esteem
him highly for his work’s sake, for this, I am sure, you will continue
to do in the future as you have done in the past. You have been
good to him in the past; see to it that you make his last days the
happiest years of his life. Let him see, more and more, as the
days and weeks and months and years go by, how fully you ap-
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preciate his long and faithful and loving ministry. May God’s
richest blessings continue to rest upon pastor and people is my
earnest prayer. .

In this connection, I feel, perhaps, that I ought also to say a
word of congratulation to the community at large. For fifty years
you have had a good man living in your midst,—a scholar, an able
divine, a man of the highest character. And this fact you have
not been unmindful of, but in various ways, and on more than one
occasion, have shown the highest estimate that you place upon
him. His long and faithful ministry here has been a blessing not
only to this church and congregation but also to the community
at large. The whole community has been made the stronger and
better because he has lived in it these nearly fifty years. It is a
great thing for a community to have had before it, in some promi-
nent conspicuous place, a strong, clean man for nearly half a
century. And this is what you have had here in the person of
Dr. Reeve. Although you may not be connected with this par-
ticular church or congregation, you have a right, therefore, to have
a part in this celebration; and I have a right to congratulate you
as well as congratulate the church. It is an event that gives us
all pleasure, and in which we all take a just pride. We can all
rejoice, and we do all rejoice, and together can say, with hearts
full of thanksgiving, to our dear brother, ‘Well done, good and
faithful servant. You have been permitted to do what but few
men have been permitted to do—to stand for fifty years, with
powers unabated, as God’s representative to a dying and sinful
world; and we trust that there are yet more years of usefulness
before you.”’

There are many things more that might be said, but I have
said enough to indicate how highly you are esteemed by us, and
what a warm place you have in our hearts. When a man has
labored as long and as effectively in a community as you have in
this, it is fitting that the alabaster box of precious ointment should
be broken and the odor be permitted to fill the room. And this
alabaster box we break today. To our dear brother, the odor is
our love, our appreciation of what he has done, of what he has tried
to do during all these years. Let him never be conscious of the
absence of this sweet odor of our love, of our appreciation. When
the time comes for him to go hence, may he be permitted to carry
the sweet consciousness of it with him into the great life beyond.
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I am sure, that in that life, among the things that will be most
precious to him, will be the memory of the affectionate regard in
which he was held by us all.

May the richest blessing of almighty God continue to rest upon
you, is my earnest prayer, and, I am sure, is the earnest prayer
of all those who have known you and loved you during all these
vears.

11
REv. JoHN B. REEVE!

On Monday morning, in the first mail, I received a letter from
my friend, Rev. Matthew Anderson of this city, telling me of the
illness of Dr. Reeve. ‘‘The physician,’’ he said, ‘‘did not think
on Friday night that he would live until morning. He has had
several sinking spells. Since then I have seen him twice. I will
keep you posted daily as to his condition.”” I wrote the Rev. Mr.
Anderson at once, thanking him for his letter, and also wrote at
the same time to the oldest daughter, Miss Annie Reeve, telling
her how sorry I was to learn of her father’s illness, and giving her
a message to give to her father for me: I said, ‘‘Give him my
love, and tell him, though absent in body we are all thinking of
him and are with him in thought, and in tenderest sympathy.’’
On Tuesday morning a second letter came from the Rev. Mr.
Anderson, in which he said: ‘‘Dr. Reeve passed away this morning
at 2 A. M. He was conscious to the very last and talked with all
who were present. I little thought when I was with him yesterday
at three o’clock that it was the last time I would see him; he ex-
pressed himself as hoping he would see me again today.’”’

A little later on in the day I received a letter also from the
daughter telling me of the death of her father; the day and time
of the funeral; and that it was the desire of her father that I take
part in these services. v

I knew, of course, from his age, that what came to him on
Monday morning, in the nature of the case, could not have been
much longer deferred. And yet, we are never prepared for death.
It always comes as a surprise. In a moment when we are least
expecting it. I had hoped that Dr. Reeve might be with us a few
years longer, at least. We are hoping next November to celebrate

1 Delivered in Philadelphia, Central Presbyterian Church, January 20, 1916,
1 o’clock, P. M.
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the 75th anniversary of the organization of the church of which
I am pastor, and among those who were scheduled to take part
in the celebration was Dr. Reeve, who, while head of the Theologi-
cal Department of Howard University, also, for a time, supplied
the pulpit of the Fifteenth Street Church: and we were especially
anxious to have him present with us on that occasion. But the
dear heavenly Father has ordered otherwise. On Monday morn-
ing the end came. And we are here today, not to mourn,—not to
indulge in vain regrets, but simply to say, at the end of this long
and useful career, ‘‘Well done! well done! Good and faithful
servant.”’

Here he came when he was only a young man, fresh from the
seminary; and here for more than fifty years he went in and out
among you, doing faithfully and earnestly the work which his
hands found to do in the vineyard of the Lord: here for more
than fifty years he stood as a tower of strength and as a shining
light to the whole community, commanding by his upright char-
acter and his intelligence the respect of the entire community
irrespective of denominational affiliation. He was officially the
pastor of this Church, but the whole community claimed him—
was proud of him, and rejoiced in his possession.

In looking back over his career, there are some things that
stand out in my own mind, to which, in the few moments that I
am expected to occupy, I desire to direct attention:

1. He was a fine preacher. He knew how to wield the sword
of the Spirit with power. The preaching of the word was not
to him a secondary matter in his ministry. It was to him the
great thing to which everything else was subordinated. It was the
thing which he particularly stressed in his ministry. Hence his
sermons were always carefully prepared. They were not simply
thrown together without much thought or reflection, hurriedly in
order to fill up the time usually allowed to the sermon in the
Sunday services. He realized that when the time came to preach,
it was the opportunity which God had given him to feed the flock
and to call sinners to repentance. And his aim always was to
make the amplest preparation—in the careful study of the pas-
sage to be expounded, in grasping clearly the truth which it con-
tained, which he saw was necessary if he was to be able to make
it plain to others—in gathering illustrations by which to illuminate
it, and arguments by which to enforce it. At the beginning of
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each week the chief thought with him was the message—the spirit-
ual food which he was to serve out to the people. As the under-
shepherd of the flock, he realized that his great mission was to
lead the flock into green pastures and by the side of still waters.
And he knew that these green pastures and still waters were not
stumbled upon, but had to be searched for, came as the result of
careful, diligent, persistent effort. The scriptures must be searched;
the truth must be digged for; waters out of the wells of salvation
must be drawn out; there must be effort put forth, constant, per-
sistent painstaking effort. No one realized this more fully than
did Dr. Reeve in the preparation of his sermons. No one could
hear him preach without realizing that careful preparation had
gone into his message. And, careful preparation, not only in the
intellectual preparation of his sermons, but also in the still more
important aspect of pulpit preparation, the spiritual side of it—
the preparation that comes from the presence and power of the
Holy Spirit, both in building the sermon, and in its delivery, as
well as in the atmosphere of the church as reflected in the attitude
of the hearers. Dr. Reeve was a man of prayer, and he realized
the necessity of Divine help in this great and important function
of the ministry. He came to the preparation of his sermons and
to their delivery, in the attitude of prayer, realizing that ‘‘though
Paul may plant, and Apollos water, the increase comes from God,’’
and upon God he always relied. Now, we ministers, don’t always
do that. We are too apt to feel that we are sufficient of our-
selves, because of our education or ability or attainments, or be-
cause of something else, and so come short, fail to accomplish the
results that we might otherwise accomplish.

It was my privilege frequently, especially in my early man-
hood, to sit under the sound of Dr. Reeve’s voice, and I can truth-
fully say, I never heard him preach a poor sermon; I never heard
him when I was not benefited, when I was not fed both intellec-
tually and spiritually. And I always felt that back of the mes-
sage was not only John B. Reeve, who had given careful prepara-
tion to what he was saying, but conjoined with him was a higher
and greater power, the presence of the Holy Spirit. The younger
men among us who are already in the ministry, or who are coming
into it, would do well to lay to heart what I have been saying
about Dr. Reeve in the matter of preparation for the pulpit. The
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temptation is, in too many cases, to become careless, to be satisfied
with shoddy, slipshod, indifferent work.

I1. He was a man of scholarly attainments. He never ceased
to be a student; he never lost his taste for study; he never allowed
himself by pressure from the outside to deprive him of his study
hour. He was always delving; always seeking to enlarge the stores
of his knowledge, to get a broader vision of things, and a greater
store of information from which, not only to enrich his own intel-
lectual and spiritual life, but also from which to draw supplies
for his pulpit ministrations. He was an omnivorous reader. I
don’t know any man among us who was as widely read as he was,
who, during his lifetime, read as many books as he did. He was
reading, always reading, and reading in many directions—history,
poetry, philosophy, fiction, books of travel—books religious and
books secular.

Very early in his college and seminary life he came to realize
with Milton the value of good books. ‘‘As good almost kill a man
as a good book;”’ you remember is what Milton said; ‘‘who kills a
man Kkills a reasonable creature, God’s image; but he who destroys
a good book kills reason itself, kills the image of God, as it were
in the eye.”” ‘‘A good book is the precious lifeblood of a master-
spirit, embalmed and treasured up on purpose to a life beyond.”’
Yes, good books; and he knew what the friendship of good books
was; and that friendship was sedulously cultivated—continued to
the very end.

The last time I was with him, we talked about books; and when
I was coming away, he spoke about the sermon which he had heard
me preach just the day before, and of the interest which he felt
in the line of thought discussed in it, and handed me a package
containing two books, which he said, he wanted me to accept, and
which dealt with one aspect of the same subject which I had treated
in my sermon. He was able to put his hand, at once, upon books
bearing upon the subject discussed. I mentioned this incident
to show how wide was his reading, how he kept in touch through
the printed page, with almost every phase of thought. And here,
too, the younger men who are coming up, and are just forming
habits, and the older men also, in many instances, might learn an
important lesson from him as to keeping up their habits of study,
and of cultivating an ever-growing friendship for good hooks.
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II1. He was a man of unusual modesty. There was not, so
far as I could ever see, a particle of egotism, of self-conceit about
him. He never was one to push himself forward; to make any
pretentious claims for himself. If any honors came to him, they
always came unsought. In this age when almost everybody seems
to be clamoring, in one way or another, for recognition, when the
whole tendency is to push oneself forward; when there seems to
be an almost entire absence of the spirit inculeated by the apostle,
in Romans 12:10, where he says, ‘‘In honor preferring one an-
other;’’ it is refreshing to find a man who never seemed to care
to be in the limelight, who seemed always content to have others
occupy the uppermost seats in the synagogue. As I look over my
ministerial acquaintance, during the last forty years, I know of
no one who had less of the spirit of Diotrephes, the desire for
preeminence, than Dr. Reeve had. He was a singularly modest
man; and the honors that came to him, the many public recep-
tions that were tendered him, from time to ti