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Socrates

399 BCE

The Apology

by Plato

I do not know, men of Athens, how my
accusers affected you; as forme, [ was almost
carriedaway inspite of myself, so persuasively
® did they speak. And yet, hardly anything of
what they said is true. Of the many lies they
told, one in particular surprised me, namely
that you should be careful not to be deceived
by an accomplished speaker like me. That they
were not ashamed to be immediately proved
wrong by the facts, when I show myself not to
be an accomplished speaker at all, that I
8 thought was most shameless on  their
part—unless indeed they call an accomplished
speaker the man who speaks the truth. If they
mean that, I would agree that I am an orator,
but not after their manner, for indeed, as[ say, practically nothing they said was true. From me you
will hear the whole truth, though not, by Zeus, gentlemen, expressed in embroidered and stylized
phrases like theirs, but things spoken at random and expressed in the first words that come to mind,
for I put my trust in the justice of what I say, and let none of you expect anything else. It would
not be fitting at my age, as it might be for a young man, to toy with words when [ appear before
you.

One thing I do ask and beg of you, gentlemen: if you hear me making my defence in the same
kind of language as lam accustomed to use in the market place by the bankers' tables, where many
of you have heard me, and elsewhere, do not be surprised or create a disturbance on that account.
The position is this: this is my first appearance in a lawcourt, at the age of seventy; I am therefore
simply a stranger to the manner of speaking here. Just as if I were really a stranger, you would
certainly excuse me if I spoke in that dialect and manner m which I had been brought up, so too
my present request seems a just one, for you to pay no attention to my manner of speech—be it
better or worse—but to concentrate your attention on whether what I say is just or not, for the
excellence of a judge lies in this, as that of a speaker lies in telling the truth.

It is right for me, gentlemen, to defend myself first against the first lying accusations made
against me and my first accusers, and then against the later accusations and the later accusers.
There have been many who have accused me to you for many years now, and none of their
accusations are true. These [ fear much more than 1 fear Anytus and his friends, though they too
are formidable. These earlier ones, however, are more so, gentlemen; they got hold of most of you
from childhood, persuaded you and accused me quite falsely, saying that there is a man called
Socrates, a wise man, a student of all things in the sky and below the earth, who makes the worse
argument the stronger. Those who spread that rumour, gentlemen, are my dangerous accusers, for
their hearers believe that those who study these things do not even believe in the gods. Moreover,
these accusers are numerous, and have been at it a long time; also, they spoke to you at an age
when you would most readily believe them, some of you being children and adolescents, and they
won their case by default, as there was no defence.

Sacrates, Roman mural 1" century
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Introduction to Western Philosophy The Apology-

What 15 most absurd m all this 1 that one camnot even know ormention therr names unless one
of them 1s a wrter of comedies. Those who maliciously and slanderously persuaded you—who 4
also, when persuaded themselves then persuaded others—all those are most difficult to deal with:
one cannot bring one of them into court or refute him; one must simply fight with shadows, as it
were, iInmaking one's defence, and eross-examine when no one answers. [ want you to realize too
that my accusers are of two kinds: those who have accused me recently, and the old ones 1
mention; and to think that | must first defend myself against the latter, for you have also heard their
accusations first, and to a much greater extent than the more recent. €

WVery well then. I must surely defend myselt and attempt to uproot from your minds 1n so short
a time the slander that has resided there so long. [ wish this may happen, ifit 15 in any way better 19
tor you and me, and that my defence may be successtul, but T think this 15 very difficult and Tam
fully aware of how difficult 1t 15. Even so, let the matter proceed as the god may wish, but [ must
obey the law and make my defence.

Let us then take up the case from its beginning. What 1s the accusation from which arose the
slander m which Meletus trusted when he wrote out the charge against me? What did they say b
when they slandered me? 1 must, as if they were my actual prosecutors, read the athidavit they
would have swom. It goes something like this: Socrates 15 guilty of wrongdoing in that he busies
himself studying things in the sky and below the earth; he makes the worse into the stronger
argument, and he teaches these same things to others. Y ou have seen this yourselves in the comedy
of Aristophanes, a Socrates swinging about there, saying he was walking on air and talkingalot ¢
of other nonsense about things of which I know nothing at all. I do not speak in contempt of such
knowledge, it someone 15 wise in these thmgs—lest Meletus bnng more cases against me—but,
gentlemen, T have no part in it, and on this point I eall upon the majority of you as witnesses. [
think it nght that all those of youwho have heard me conversing, and many of you have, should
tell each other if anyone of you has ever heard me discussing such subjects to any extent at all. 4
From this you will leam that the other things said about me by the majority are of the same kind.

Mot one of them s true. And if you have heard from anyone that I undertake to teach people
and charge a fee for it, that is not true either. Yet I think it a fine thing to be able to teach people e
as Gorgias of Leontini does, and Prodicus of Ceos, and Hippias of Elis.' Each of these men can
go to any city and persuade the young, who can keep company with anyone of their own fellow-
citizens they want without paying, to leave the company of these, to join with themselves, pay 20
them a fee, and be grateful to them besides. Indeed, I learned that there is another wise man from
Paros who 15 visitmg us, for I met a man who has spent more money on Sophists than everybody
else put together, Callias, the son of Hipponicus. 5o [ asked lim—he has two sons—"Callias," 1
said, "if your sons were colts or calves, we could find and engage a supervisor for them who would
make them excel in their proper qualities, some horse breeder or farmer. Now smcee they are men, b
whom do you have in mind to supervise them? Who 15 an expert in this kind of excellence, the
human and social kind? 1 think you must have given thought to this smee you have sons. [s there
such a person,” [ asked, "or 15 there not?” "Certainly there 15." he said. "Who 15 he™" 1 asked,
"What is his name, where is he from? and what 15 his fee? "His name, Socrates, is Evenus, he
comes from Paras, and his tee 15 five minas." [thought Evenus a happy man, ithereally possesses ¢
this art, and teaches for so moderate a fee. Certainly [ would pride and preen myselfif I had this
knowledge, but I do not have it, gentlemen.

One of you might perhaps interrupt me and say: "But Socrates, what 15 your occupation? From
where have these slanders come? For surely if yvou did not busy yourselfwith something out of the
common, all these rumours and talk would not have ansen unless you did something other than

1. These were all well-known Sophists
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most people. Tell us what it 15, that we may not speak madvisedly about you" Anyone who says 4
that seems to be nght, and 1 will try to show you what has caused this reputation and slander.
Listen then. Perhaps some of you will think [ am jesting, but be sure that all that I shall say is true.
What has cause dmy reputation 15 none other than a certam kind ot wisdom. What kind of wisdom?
Human wisdom, perhaps. It may be that [ really possess this, while those whom I mentioned just
now are wise with a wisdom more than human; else T cammot explain it, for [ certainly do not = ¢
possess it and whoever says [ do 1s Iying and speaks to slander me. Do not create a disturbance,
gentlemen, even if you think [ am boasting, for the story [ shall tell does not onginate with me, but
I will refer you to a rustworthy source. [ shall call upon the god at Delphi as witness to the
existence and nature of my wisdom, it it be such. Y ouknow Chairephon. He was my toend from
youth, and the friend of most of you, ashe shared yourexile and your return. You surely know the 24
kind of man he was, how impulsive 1n any course of action. He went to Delphi at one time and
ventured to ask the oracle—as [ say, gentlemen, do not create a disturbance—he asked 1f any man
was wiser than I, and the Pythian replied that no one was wiser. Chairephon is dead, but his
brother will testify to you about this.
Consider that I tell you this because [ would inform you about the origin of the slander. When
I heard of this reply [ asked myselt: "Whatever does the god mean? Whatis lis nddle? | am very b
conscious that T am not wise at all; what then does he mean by saying that T am the wisest? For
surely he does not Ie; 1t 15 not legitimate for him to do so." For a long time [ was at aloss as to his
meaning; then [ very reluctantly tumed to some such investigation as this: I went to one of those
reputed wise, thinking that there, it anywhere, | could refute the oracle and say to it: "This man
is wiser than [, but you said [ was.” Then, when [ examined this man—there 15 no need for me to
tell you his name, he was one of our public men—my experience was something hike this: I ¢
thought that he appeared wise to many people and especially to himselt, but he was not. I then
tried to show him that he thought himself wise, but that he was not. As a result he came to dishike
me, and so did many of the bystanders. So [ withdrew and thought to myself: "T am wiser thanthis 4
man; it 15 likely that neither of us knows anything worthwhile, but he thinks he knows something
when he does not, whereas when [ do not know, neither do [ think I know; so [ am likely t© be
wiser than he to this small extent, that [ do not think T know what [ do not know." After this [
approached another man, one of those thought to be wiser than he, and [ thought the same thing,
and so T came to be disliked both by him and by many others. e
After that | proceeded systematically. [ realized, to my somow and alarm, that [ was getting
unpopular, but I thought that I must attach the greatest importance to the god's oracle, so [ must
go to all those who had any reputation for knowledge to examine its meaning. And by the dog,
gentlemen of the jury—for [ must tell you the truth—1I expenenced something like this: in my
imvestigation in the service of the god 1 found that those who had the highest reputation were 22
neary the most deficient, while those who were thought to be inferior were more knowledgeable.
I must give you an account of my journeyings as if they were labours [ had undertaken to prove
the oracle irefutable. After the poliicians, I went to the poets, the wnters of tmagedies and
dithyrambs and the others, intending in their case to catch myself being more ignorant then they.
So I took up those poems with which they seemed to have taken most trouble and asked them what
they meant, in order that | might at the same time leamn somethmg from them. Tam ashamedtotell b
you the truth, gentlemen, but I must. Almost all the bystanders might have explamed the poems
better than their authors could. T soon realized that poets do not compose their poems with
knowledge, but by some inbom talent and by inspration, like seers and prophets who also say
many fine things without any understanding of what they say. The poets seemed to me to havehad ¢
asmmilar expenence. At the same time [ saw that, because of their poetry, they thought themselves
very wise men in other respects, which they were not. So there again I withdrew, thinking that [
had the same advantage over them as [ had over the politicians.

b)
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Finally I went to the craftsmen, for I'was conscious of knowingpractically nothing, and I knew
that I would find that they had knowledge of many fine things. In this I was not mistaken; they
knew things [ did not know, and to that extent they were wiser than 1. But, gentlemen of the jury,
the good craftsmen seemed to me to have the same fault as the poets: each of them, because of his
success at s craft, thought limself very wise in other most important purswits, and this emor of
theirs overshadowed the wisdom they had, so that T asked myself, on behalf of the omcle, whether
I should prefer to be as I am, with neither therr wisdom nor their ignorance, or to have both. The ¢
answer | gave myselfand the oracle was that it was to my advantage to be as [ am.

As aresult of this investigation, gentlemen of the jury, I acqured much unpopularity, of a kind that

15 hard to deal with and 15 a heavy burden; many slanders came from these people and a reputanon 23
for wisdom, for in each case the bystanders thought that I myself possessed the wisdom that [
proved that my interlocutor did not have. What is probable, gentlemen, s that in fact the god is

wise and that his oracular response meant that human wisdom is worth little or nothing, and that
when he says this man, Socrates, he i1s using my name as an example, as if he said: "This man
among you, mortals, 15 wisest who, hke Socrates, understands that his wisdom 1s worthless.” So il
even now [ continue this investigation as the god bade me—and [ go around seekmg out anyone,
ciizen or stranger, whom I think wise. Then 1t I do not think he 15, [ come to the assistance of the

god and show him that he 15 not wise. Because of this occupation, [ do not have the leisure to
engage m public affairs to any extent, nor indeed to look after my own, but [ live in great poverty
because of my service to the god.

Furthermore, the young men who tollow me around of their own free will, those who have
maost leisure, the sons of the very rich, take pleasure in heanng people questioned; they themselves ¢
often imitate me and try to question others. | think they tind an abundance of men who believe they
have some knowledge but know little or nothing. The result 15 that those whom they guestion are
angry, not with themselves but with me. They say: "That man Socrates s a pestilential fellowwho
corrupts the young." If one asks them what he does and what he teaches to corrupt them, theyare 4
silent, as they do not know, but, so as not to appear at a loss, they mention those accusations that
are available agamst all phulosophers, about "things in the sky and things below the earth,” about
"not believing in the gods" and "making the worse the stronger argument;” they would not want
to tell the truth, I'm sure, that they have been proved to lay claim to knowledge when they know
nothing. These people are ambitious, violent and numerous; theyare continually and convineingly
talking about me; they have been filling your ears fora long time with vehement slanders agaimst
me. From them Meletus attacked me, and Anytus and Lycon, Meletus being vexed on behalf of ¢
the poets, Anytus on behalf of the craftsmen and the politicians, Lycon on behalf of the orators,

o that, as [ started out by saying, I should be surprised if I could nd you of so much slander in so

short a time. That, gentlemen of the jury, 15 the truth for you [ have hidden or disguised nothing,. 24
I know well enough that this very conduct makes me unpopular, and this 15 proot that what T say

1s frue, that such 1s the slander agaimst me, and that such are 1ts causes. If you look mnto this either

now or later, this 15 what you will find. b

Let this suffice as a defence against the charges of my earlier accusers. After this [ shall Ty
to defend myselt against Meletus, that good and patriotic man, as he says he 15, and my later
accusers. As these are a different lot of accusers, let us again take up their sworn deposttion. It
goes something like this: Socrates 15 guilty ofcorruptmg the youngand of not believing inthe gods
m whom the city believes, but in other new spiritual things. Such 1 their charge. Let us examine
it point by point. c

He says that I am guilty of comupting the young, but [ say that Meletus is gulty of dealing
frivolously with serious matters, of imesponsibly bringing people into court, and of professing to
be seriously concerned with things about none of which he has ever cared, and I shall try to prove

o)
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that this is so. Come here and tell me, Meletus. Surely you consider it of the greatest importance 4
that our young men be as good as possible? —Indeed T do.

Come then, tell the jury who improves them. You obviously know, in view of your concern.

You say you have discovered the one who corrupts them, namely me, and you bring me here and
accuse me to the jury. Come, inform the jury and tell them who it 15. You see, Meletus, that you
are stlent and know not what to say. Does this not seem shametul to you and a sufficient proofof
what [ say, that you have not been concerned with any of this? Tell me, my good sir, who improves
our young men? —The laws. €

That 15 not what [ am asking, but what person who has knmowledge of the laws to begin
with?—These jurymen, Socrates.

How do you mean, Meletus? Are these able to educate the young and improve
them ™ —Certainly.

All of them, or some but not others?—All of them.

Very good by Hera. You mention a great abundance of benefactors. But what about the
audience? Do they improve the young or not? —They do, too. 25

What about the members of Council?7—The Councillors, also.

But, Meletus, what about the assembly? Do members of the assembly corrupt the young, or
do they all improve them?—They improve them.

All the Athenians, it seems, make the young into fine good men, except me, and Talone corrupt
them. Is that what you mean?—That 15 most definitely what [ mean.

You condemn me to a great misfortune. Tell me: does this also apply to horses do you think? b
That all men improve them and one mdividual corrupts them? Or 1s quite the contrary true, one
mdividual is able to improve them, or very few, namely the horse breeders, whereas the majority,
if they have horses and use them, corrupt them? Is that not the case, Meletus, both with horses and
all other animals? Of course it 1s, whether you and Anytus say so ornot. It would be a very happy
state of affairs if only one person comrupted our youth, while the others improved them.

You have made it sufficiently obvious, Meletus, that you have never had any concem forour ¢
youth; you show your indifference clearly; that you have given no thought to the subjects about
which you bring me to tnal.

And by Zeus, Meletus, tell us also whether it 15 better for 2 man to iveamong good or wicked
fellow-citizens. Answer, my good man, for lam not asking a ditficult question. Do not the wicked
do some harm to those who are ever closest to them, whereas good people benefit
them ™—Certainly.

And does the manexist whowould rather be harmed than benefited by his associates? Answer, 4
my good sir, for the law orders you to answer. Is there any man who wants to be hamrmed? —Of
course not.

Come now, do you accuse me here of corrupting the young and making them worse
deliberately or unwillingly7—Deliberately.

What follows, Meletus? Are you so much wiser at your age than [ am at mme that you
understand that wicked people always do some harm to their closest neighbors while good people e
do them good, but I have reached such a pitch ofignorance that I do not realze this, namely that
if I make one of my associates wicked [ nn the nsk of being harmed by him so that [do such a
great evil deliberately, as you say? I do not believe you, Meletus, and I do not think anyone else 26
will. Either I do not corrupt the young or, 1t 1 do, 1t 15 unwillingly, and you are lying in either case.

Mow if | corrupt them unwillingly, the law does not require you to bnng people to court for such
mwilling wrongdoings, but to get hold of them pnivately, to instruct them and exhort them; for
clearly, if | leam better, 1 shall cease to do what [ am doing unwallingly. Yow however, have
avoided my company and were unwillng to instruct me, but you bring me here, where the law
requires one to bring those who are in need of punishment, not of instruction.

/
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And so, gentlemen of the jury, what I said 15 clearly true: Meletus has never been at all b
concerned with these matters. Nonetheless tell us, Meletus, how you say that I comrupt the young;
or 15 it obvious from your deposition that it 15 by teaching them not to believe in the gods in whom
the city believes but in other new spintual things? Is this not what you say [ teach and so corrupt
them? —That 15 most certainly what | do say.
Then by those very gods about whom we are talking, Meletus, make this clearer to me and to
the jury: I cannot be sure whether you mean that [ teach the belief that there are some gods—and
therefore I myself believe that there are gods and am not altogether an atheist, nor am I guiltyof ¢
that—not, however, the gods in whom the city believes, but others, and that this is the charge
against me, that they are others. Or whether you mean that 1 do not believe in gods at all, and that
this 15 what I teach to others. —This 15 what [ mean, that you do not believe 1n gods at all.
You are a strange fellow, Meletus. Why do you say this? Do [ not believe, as other men do,
that the sun and the moon are gods?™ —WNo, by Zeus, jurymen, for he says that the sun s stone, and
the moon earth.
My dear Melems, do you think you are prosecuting Anaxagoras? Are you so contemptuous
of the jury and thmk them so ignorant of letters as not to know that the books of Anaxagoras of
Clazomenae are full of those theories, and further, that the young men learn from me what they
can buy from time to time for a drachma, at most, in the bookshops, and ridicule Socrates if he
pretends that these theories are his own, especially as they are so absurd? Is that, by Zeus, what ¢
you think of me, Meletus, that ] do not believe that there are any gods? —That 15 what | say, that
you do not belhieve in the gods at all.
You cannot be believed, Meletus, even, 1 think, by yourself. The man appears to me,
gentlemen of the jury, highly insolent and uncontrolled. He seems to have made this deposition
out of insolence, violence and youthful zeal. He 15 Iike one who composed a riddle and 15 tryimg
it out: "Will the wise Socrates realize that [ am jesting and contradicting myself, or shall [ deceive
him and others?" [ think he contradicts himself in the affidavit, as 1fhe said: "Socmates 15 guilty of 27
not believing in gods but believing in gods,"” and surely that is the part of a jester!
Examine with me, gentlemen, how he appears to contradict himself, and you, Meletus, answer
us. Remember, gentlemen, what lasked you when I began, not to create a disturbance 1if [ proceed
in my usual manner. b
Does any man, Meletus, believe in human activities who does not believe in humans? Make
him answer, and not again and again create a disturbance. Does any man who does not believe in
horses believe m horsemen's activities? Orin flute-playmg activiies but not m flute-players? No,
my good sir, no man could. If you are not willing to answer, I will tell you and the jury. Answer
the next question, however. Does any man believe in spintual activities who does not believe in
spints?™—MNo one. c
Thank you for answenng, if reluctantly, when the jury made you. Now you say that [ believe
m spintual things and teach about them, whether new or old, but at any rate spintual things
according to what you say, and to this you have sworn in your deposition. But if | believe in
spimtual things I must quite mevitably believe in sprits. [s that not 507 Itis indeed. [ shall assume
that you agree, as you do not answer. Do we not believe spirits to be either gods or the children
of gods? Yes or no?™—Of course. d
Then since [ do belhieve in spints, as you admit, if spints are gods, this 1s what | mean when
I say you speak in nddles and in jest, as you state that [ do not believe in gods and then agan that
I do, smee | do believe in spirits. If on the other hand the spints are children of the gods, bastard
children of the gods by nymphs or some other mothers, as they are said to be, what man would
believe children of the gods to exist, but not gods? That would be just as absurd as to believe the
young of horses and asses, namely mules, to exist, but not to belheve in the existence ofhorsesand ¢
asses. Y oumust have made this deposition, Meletus, erther to test us or because you were ata loss

8
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to find any true wrongdomg of which to accuse me. There 1s no way inwhich you could persuade
anyone ofeven small mtelligence that it 15 possible for one and the same man to believe in spiritual
but not also in divine things, and then again for that same man to believe neither in spirits nor in
gods nor in heroes. 28
I do not think, gentlemen of the jury, that it requires a prolonged defence to prove that Tam
not guilty of the charges in Meletus' deposition, but this is sutficient. On the other hand, you know
that what I said earlier 15 true, that [ am very unpopular with many people. This will be my
undoing, if I am undone, not Meletus or Anytus but the slanders and envy of many people. This
has destroyed many other good men and will, I think, continue to do so. There is no danger that b
it will stop at me.
Someone might say: "Are you not ashamed, Socrates, to have followed the kind of occupation
that has led to your being now m danger of death?™ However, 1 should be right to reply to him:
" ou are wrong, sit, if you think that a man who 1sany good at all should take mto account the nisk
of Iife or death; he should look to this only inhis actions, whether what he does 15 night or wrong,
whether he is acting like a good or a bad man."” According to your view, all the heroes who died
at Troy were inferior people, especially the son of Thetis® who was so contemptuous of danger ¢
compared with disgrace. When he was eager to kill Hector, his goddess mother wamed him, as [
believe, in some such words as these: "My child, if you avenge the death of yowr comrade,
Patroclus, and you kill Hector, you will die yourself, for your death is to follow immediately after
Hector's.” Heanng this, he despised death and danger and was much more afraid to live a coward
who did not avenge his friends. "Let me die at once,” he said, "when once | have given the 4
wrongdoer his deserts, rather than remain here, a laughing-stock by the curved ships, a burden
upon the earth.” Do you think he gave thought to death and danger?
This is the truth of the matter, gentlemen of the jury: wherever aman has taken a position that
he believes to be best, or has been placed by his commander, there he must [ think remain and face
danger, without a thought for death or anything else, mather than disgrace. It would have been a
dreadful way to behave, gentlemen of the jury, if, at Potidaea, Amphipolis and Delium, T had, at
the risk of death, like anyone else, remained at my post where those you had elected to command ¢
had ordered me, and then, when the god ordered me, as [ thought and believed, to live "the life of
a philosopher, to examine myself and others, Thad abandoned my post for fear of death or anything
else. That would have been a dreadful thing, and then [ might truly have justly been brought here
for not believing that there are gods, disobeying the oracle, fearmg death, and thinking [ was wise 29
when I was not. To fear death, gentlemen, 15 no other than to thmk Dnc!-;clflu.'i.t;c when one 1s not,
to thmk one knows what one does not know. No one knows whether death may not be the greatest
of all blessings for 4 man, yet men fear it as if they knew that it is the greatest of evils. And surely
it is the most blameworthy ignorance to believe that one knows what one does not know. It is
perhaps on this point and in this respect, gentlemen, that I differ from the majonty of men, andif b
I were to claim that I am wiser than anyone in anything, it would be in this that as I have no
adequate knowledge of things in the underworld, so I do not think Thave. Ido know, however, that
it s wicked and shametul to do wrong, to disobey one's supenor, be he god or man. I shall never
fear or avoid things of which [ do not know, whether they may not be good rather than things that
[ know to be bad. Even if you acquitted me now and did not believe Anytus, who said to you that
either I should not have been brought here in the first place, or that now I am here, you camnot = ¢
avoid executingme, forif Tshould be acquitted, your sons would practise the teachings of Socrates
and all be thoroughly comrupted; if you said to me in this regard: "Socrates, we do not believe
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Anytus now; we acquit you, but only on condiion that you spend no more time on this
mvestigation and do not practise philosophy, and if you are caught doing so you will die;" if, as

I say. you were to acquit me on those terms, [ would say to you: "Gentlemen of the jury, lam 4
grateful and [ am your friend, but I will obey the god rather than you, and as long as [ draw breath

and am able, I shall not cease to practise philosophy, to exhort you and 1 my usual way to point

out to anyone of you whom [ happen to meet: Good Sir, you are an Athenlan, a citizen of the
greatest city with the greatest reputation for both wisdom and power; are you not ashamed of your
eagerness to possess as much wealth, reputation and honours as possible, while you do not care

for nor mve thought to wisdom or truth or the best possible state of your soul?” Then, if one of you ¢
disputes this and says he does care, I shall not let him go at once or leave him, but I shall queston

him, examine him and test him, and if [ do not think he has attained the goodness that he says he

has, I shall reproach him because he attaches hittle mportance to the most important things and
greater importance to inferior things. I shall treat in this way anyone T happen to meet, young and

old, citizen and stranger, and more so the citizens because you are more kindred to me. Be sure 30
that this 15 what the god orders me to do, and 1 think there 15 no greater blessmg tor the city than

my service to the god. For [ go around doing nothimg but persuading both young and old among
younot to care for your body or your wealth in preference to or as strongly as for the best possible
state of your soul, as [ say to you: "Wealth doe s not bnng about excellence, but excellence makes b
wedlth and everything else good for men, both individually and collectively.”

MNow 1f by saying this [ cormupt the young, this advice must be harmtul, but it anyone says that
I grve different advice, he 15 talking nonsense. On this point [ would say to you, gentlemen of the
jury: "Whether you believe Anytus or not, whether you acquit me or not, do so on the
inderstanding that this 18 my course of action, even 1f I am to face death many times." Donot ¢
create a disturbance, gentlemen, but abide by my request not to cry out at what T say but to listen,
tor I think it will be to your advantage to listen, and I am about to say other things at which you
will perhaps cry out. By no means do this. Be sure that if you kill the sort of man I say I am, you
will not harm me more than yourselves. Netther Meletus nor Anytus can harm me inany way; he
could not harm me, for [ do not think it 15 permtted that a better man be harmed by a worse;
certainly he might kall me, or perhaps bamsh or disfranchise me, which he and maybe others thmk 4
to be great harm, but I do not think so. [ thmk he 15 doing himself much greater harm doing what
he 15 doing now, attempting to have a man executed unjustly. Indeed, gentlemen of the jury, [ am
far from making it defence now on my own behalf, as might be thought, but on yours, to prevent
you from wrongdoing by mistreatng the god's @it to you by condemnmg me; for it you kallme ¢
you will not easily find another ke me. 1was attached to this city by the god—though it seems
a ndiculous thing to say—as upon a great and noble horse which was somewhat sluggish because
of its size and needed to be strred up by a kind of gadtly. It 1s to fulfill some such functon that
I believe the god has placed me in the city. [ never cease to rouse each and everyone of you, to
persuade and reproach you all day long and everywhere I find myself in your company.

Another such man will not easily come to be among you, gentlemen, and if you believeme you 3/
will spare me. ¥ ou might easily be annoyed with me as people are when they are aroused from a
doze, and strike out at me; it convinced by Anytus you could easily kill me, and then you could
sleep on for the rest of your days, unless the god, in his care for you, sent you someone else. That
lamthe kind of person to bea gift of the god to the eity youmight realize from the fact that it does
not seem like human nature for me to have neglected all my own affairs and to have tolerated this
neglect now for so many years while I was always concemed with you, approaching each one of b
you like a father or an elder brother to persuade you to care for virtue (greré). Now if I profited
from this by chargmg a fee for my advice, there would be some sense to it, but you can see for
yourselves that for all their shameless accusations, my accusers have not been able in their
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impudence to bring forward a witness to say that [ have ever received a fee or ever asked for one. ¢
I, on the other hand, have a convinemg witness that I speak the truth, my poverty.

It may seem strange that while | go around and give this adwvice privately and interfere in
private atfairs, [ do not venture to go to the assembly and there advise the eity. You have heard me
mve the reason for this in many places. | have a divine or spintual sign which Meletus has
ridiculed in his deposition. This began when I was a child It is a voice, and whenever it speaks it
turns me away from somethmg [ am about to do, but it never encourages me to do anything. This 4
15 what has prevented me from taking part in public atfairs, and I think 1t was quite rnight to prevent
me. Be sure, gentlemen of the jury, that 1f Thad long ago attempted to take part in politics, [ should
have died long ago, and benefited neither you nor myself. Do not be angry with me for speaking
the truth; no man will survive who genuinely opposes you or any other crowd and prevents the
ocowrrence of many unjust and illegal happenings in the city. A man who really fights for justice ¢
must lead a private, not a public, life 1t he 15 to survive for even a short time.

I shall give you great proofs of this, not words but what you esteem, deeds. Listen to what 32
happened to me, that you may know that I will not yield to any man contrary to what 15 right, for
fear of death, even 1f [ should die at once for not yielding. The things 1 shall tell you are
commonplace and smack of the lawcourts, but they are true. [ have never held any other office in
the city, but I served as a member of the Council, and our tribe Antiochis was presiding at the time
when you wanted to try as a body the ten generals who had tailed to pick up the survivors of the
naval battle.” This was illegal, as you all recognized later. I was the only member of the presiding 5
commuittee to oppose your doing something contrary to the laws, and [ voted against it. The orators
were ready to prosecute me and take me away; and your shouts were egging them on, but [ thought
Ishould run any nsk on the side of law and justice rather than join you, for fear of prison or death,
when you were engaged m an unjust course.

This happened when the city was still a democracy. When the oligarchy was established, the
Thirty* summoned me to the Hall, along with four others, and ordered us to bring Leon from ¢
Salamis, that he might be executed. They gave many such orders to many people, in order to
implicate as many as possible in their guilt. Then I showed again, not in words but in action, that,
if it were not rather vulgar to say so, death is something I couldn't care less about, but that my
whole concern 15 not to do anything unjust or mpious. That government, powerful as it was, did 4
not frighten me into any wrongdoing. When we left the Hall, the other four went to Salamis and
brought in Leon, but Twent home. I might have been put to death for this, had not the govemment
fallen shortly afterwards. There are many who will witness to these events.

Do you think T would have survived all these years if [ were engaged in public affairs and, ¢
actimg as a good man must, came to the help of justice and considered this the most important
thing? Far from it, gentlemen of the jury, nor would any other man. Throughout my life, in any
public activity I may have engaged in, [am the same man as [ am m pnvate life. | have never come
to an agreement with anyone to act unjustly, neither with anyone else nor with anyone of those
who they slanderously say are my pupils. I have never been anyone’s teacher. Ifanyone, youngor 33
old, desires to listen to me when I am talking and dealing with my own concems, [ have never
begrudged this to anyone, but I do not converse when [ recerve a fee and not when I do not. Tam
equally ready to question the rich and the poor it anyone 15 willing to answer my questions and

1. This was the battle of Arginusas (south of Lesbos) i 406 BC ., the last Athenian victory o f the war.
A violent storm prevented the Athenians from rescuing the survivors, For this they were trnied in Athens and
sentenced to death by the assembly,

4. This was the harsh oligarchy that was set up after the final defeat of Athens in 404 BC. and that ruled
Athens for some nine months in 404-2 before the democracy was restored.
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histen to what T say. And I cannot justly be held responsible for the good or bad conduoct of these
people, as | never promised to teach them anything and have not done so. If anyone says that he
has leamed anything from me, or that he heard anything pnivately that the others did not hear, be
assured that he is not telling the truth.

Why then do some people enjoy spendmg considerable time in my company? Y ou have heard
why, gentlemen of the jury, | have told you the whole truth. They enjoy hearmg those bemg
gquestioned who think they are wise, but are not. And thisis not unpleasant. To do thishas, as[say, ¢
been enjoined upon me by the god, by means of oracles and dreams, and in every other way that
a divine manifestation has ever ordered a man to do anything. This 15 true, gentlemen, and can
easily be established.

If I corrupt some young men and have cormrupted others, then surely some of them who have
grown older and realized that T gave them bad advice when they were young should now
themselves come up here to accuse me and avenge themselves. If they were unwilling to doso  d
themselves, then some of their kindred, their fathers or brothers or other relafions should recall it
now 1f their family had been harmed by me. | see many of these present here, first Cnto, my
contemporary and fellow demesman, the father of Cntoboulos here; next Lysanias of Sphettus, the
father of Aeschines here; also Antiphon the Cephisian, the tather of Epigenes; and others whose
brothers spent their time i this way; Nicostratus, the son of Theozotides, brother of Theodoms,
and Theodotus has died so he could not influence him; Paralios here, son of Demodocus, whose e
brother was Theages; there is Adeimanttls, son of Anston, brother of Plato here; Acantidorus,
brother of Apollodorus here.

I could mention many others, some one of whom surely Meletus should have brought in as
witness in his own speech. Ifhe forgot to do so, then let him do it now; Twill yield time if he has 34
anything of the kind to say. You will find quite the contrary, gentlemen. These men are all ready
to come to the help of the comruptor, the man who has harmed their kindred, as Meletus and Anytus
say. Mow those who were cormupted might well have reason to help me, but the uncormupted, their
kindred who are older men, have no reason to help me except the nght and proper one, that they
know that Meletus is lying and that [ am telling the truth.

Very well, gentlemen of the jury. This, and maybe other similar things, s what [ have tosay b
in my defence. Perhaps one of you might be angry as he recalls that when he himself stood tnal
on a less dangerous charge, he begged and pleaded and implored the jury with many tears, that he
brought his children and many of his friends and family mto court to arouse as much pity as he
could, but that I do none of these things, even though I may seem to be running the ultimate risk.
Thinking of this, he might feel resentful toward me and, angry about this, cast lis vote in anger. ¢
If there 1s such a one among you—I do not deem there 1s, but if there 15— think it would be right
to sayin reply: My good sir, [ too have a household and, in Homer's phrase, I am not bom "from
cak or rock” but from men, so that [ have a family, indeed three sons, gentlemen of the jury, of
whom one 15 an adolescent while two are children. Nevertheless, ['will not beg you to acquit me
by bonging them here. Why do I do none of these things? Not through arogance, gentlemen, nor
through lack of respect for you. Whether I am brave in the face of death 1sanother matter, but with
regard to my reputation and yours and that of the whole city, it does not seem nght to me to do
these things, especially at my age and with my reputation. For it 15 generally believed, whether it
be true or false, that in certam respects Socrates 15 supenor to the majority of men. Now if those ¢
of you who are considered superior, be 1t in wisdom or courage or whatever other virtue makes
them so, are seen behaving like that, 1t would be a disgrace. Yet ] have often seen them do this sort
of thing when standmg tnal, men who are thought to be somebody, doing amazing things as ifthey
thought 1t a termble thing to die, and as if they were to be immortal if you did not execute them. 35
I think these men bring shame upon the city so that a stranger, too, would assume that those who
are outstanding m virtue among the Athenians, whom they themselves select from themselves to
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Section 1: The Parthenon

Art Humanities Primary Source Reading 1

Thucydides, "Funeral
Oration of Pericles"

EXCERPT FROM HISTORY OF THE PELOPONNESIAN WAR, 5TH CENTURY B.C.

Thucydides, one of the most important Greek writers of the period during which the Parthenon
was constructed, is the author of a history of the war between Athens and Sparta (the so-called
Peloponnesian War, 431-404 BCE). As an Athenian general, Thucydides was a first-hand
witness to the conflict. His history. an incomplete work in eight books, includes a famous
speech by the statesman Pericles, one of the mos! prominent leaders of the Athenian
democracy. The speech is a funeral oration, delivered during public ceremonies the winter after
the beginning of the war 1o honor soldiers killed in the first campaign. As a tribute fo the fallen,
Pericles praises the city of Athens as the embodiment of the ideals Athenian soldiers died to
defend. To the grieving populace, he says. | would have you day by day fix your eyes upon
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the greatness of Athens” alluding at least in part to the city's massive religious sancluary,
whose cenlerpiece was the Parthenon. Set high above the city on the Acropolis plateau, this
termple to Athena had been inavgurated in 432, only cne year before the outbreak of war. The
Parihenon and its lavish sculptural decoration ransformed the Acropolis into a celebration of
Athenian civic principles and pride; it was in many ways a political monument as well as a
religious center.

Thee Greek world of the Sih century BCE was divided into mone or less autonomous ciby-states,
of which Athens and Sparta were amaong the most powerful and feared. While the strength and
discipline of the Spartan land army is legendary even loday, the Athenians, with their enormous
fleet, held a decided advantage at sea. Around these two powers gathered an ever-shifting
kaleidoscope of allies; battles were fought on many fronts throughout the Greek mainland,
armong the Asgean islands, and at siles as far distant as Sicily. Pericles himsalf succumbed to
the plague which swept Athens only a few years after he delivered this funeral oration. After
twenty-seven years of war, the cily was evenlually starved into submission. Though the
Athenians soon threw off the Spartan yoke, thay never regained the old confidence described
o eloguently by Pencles and given such splendid visual form by the monuments of the

Acropolis.

34. During the same winter, in accordance with an old national custom, the funeral of those
who first fell in this war was celebrated by the Athenians al the public charge. Tha caramony s
as follows: Three days before the celebration they erect a tent in which the bones of the dead
are laid out, and every one brings 1o his own dead any offering which he pleases. At the time of
the funeral the bones are placed in chests of cypress wood, which are conveyed on hearses;
there is one chest for @ach tribe. They also carry a single emply litter decked with a pall for all
whose bodies are missing, and cannot be recovered afler the battle. The procession is
accompanied by any one who chooses, whether citizen or stranger, and the famale relatives of
the deceased are present at the place of interment and make lamentation. The public sepulchre
is situated in the most beautiful spol outside the walls; there they always bury those who fall in
the war; only after the batle of Marathon the dead, in recognition of their pre-eminant valour,
wera interred on the field. When the remaing have been laid in the earth, some man of known
ability and high reputation, chosen by the city, delivers a suitable oration over them; after which

the people depart. Such is the manner of interment. and the ceremony was repeated from time
to time throughout the war. Over those who were the first buried Pericles was chosen to speak.
Al the fitting moment he advanced from the sepulchre to a lofty stage, which had been erected
In order that he might be heard as far as possible by the multitude, and spoke as follows:

35. “Most of those who have spoken here before me have commended the lawgiver who added
this oration to our other funeral customs, It seemed to them a worthy thing that such an honour
should be given at their burial to the dead who have fallen on the field of battie. But | should
have preferred that, when men's deeds have been brave, they should be honoured in deed
only, and with such an honour as this public funeral, which you are now witnessing. Then the
reputation of many would not have been imperilled on the eloquence or want of eloquence of
one, and their virtues believed or not as he spoke well or ill. For It is difficult to say neither o0
little nor too much:. and even moderation is apt not to give the impression of truthfulness. The
friend of the dead who knows the facts is likely to think that the words of the speaker fall short
of his knowledge and of his wishes; another who is not so well informed. when he hears of
anything which surpasses his own powers, will be envious and will suspect exaggeration.
Mankind are tolerant of the praises of others so long as each hearer thinks that he can do as
well or nearly as wel himself, but, when the speaker rises above him, jealousy is aroused and
he begins 1o be incredulous. However, since our ancestors have set the seal of their approval
upon the practice, | must obey, and to the utmost of my power shall endeavour to satisfy the
wishes and beliefs of all who hear me.
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36. “| will speak first of our ancestors, for it is right and seemly that now, when we are
lamenting the dead, a tribute should be paid to their memory There has never been a lime
when they did not inhabit this land, which by their valour they have handed down from
generation o genaration, and we have received from them a free state. But if they were worthy
of praise, stll more were our fathers who added to their inheritance, and after many a struggle
transmitied to their sons this great empire. And we ourselves assembled here to-day, who are
gtill most of us in the vigour of life, have carmed the work of improvement further, and have
richly endowed our city with all things, 5o that she is sufficient for hersell both in peace and
wiar. Of the military exploits by which our various possessions ware acquired, or of the anargy
with which we or our fathers drove back the tide of war, Hellenic or Barbarian, | will not speak;
for the tale would be long and is familiar o you. But bafore | praise the dead, | should like to
point out by what principles of action we rose to power, and under what institutions and through
whal manner of life our empire bacame great. For | conceive that such thoughts are not
unsuited o the occasion, and that this numerous assembly of cilizens and strangers may
profitably listen to them.

37. “Our form of government does nol anter into rivalry with the institutions of others. We do not
copy our neighbours, but are an example o them. It is true that we are called a democracy, for
the administration s in the hands of the many and not of the few. Bul while the law secures
equal justice to all alike in their private disputes, the claim of excellence is also recognised; and
when a citizen is in any way distinguished, he iz preferrad to the public service, not as a matter
of privilege, but as the reward of mert. Neither i= poverty a bar, but a man may benafit his
country whatlever be the obscurity of his condition. There & no exclusivenass in our public life,
and in our private intercourse we are not suspicious of one another, nor anmgry with our
neighbour if he doas what he likes; we do not put on sour looks al him which, though harmlbess,
are not pleasant. Whilke we are thus unconstrained in our private inlercourse, a spirit of
revarance pervades our public acts: we are prevented from doing wiong by respact for the
authorities and for the laws, having an especial regard to those which are ordained for the
protection of the injured as well as o those unwritten laws which bring upon the transgressor of
them the reprobation of the general sentiment.

38. “And we have not forgotten 1o provide for our weary spirts many relaxations from toil;, we
have regular games and sacrifices throughout the year, our homes are beautiful and elegant;
and the dalight which we daily feel in all these things helps t© banish melancholy. Because of
the greatness of our city the fruits of the whole earth flow in upon us; 5o that we enjpoy the
goods of other countries as freely as of our oWwn.

38. “Than, again, our military fraining & in many respects superior to that of our adversanes.
Our city s thrown open to the world, and we never expel a foreigner or prevent him from seeing

or learning anything of which the secret if revealed to an enemy might profit him. We rely not
upon management or trickery, but upon our own hearts and hands. And in the matter of
education, whereas they from early youth are always undergoing laborious exercises which are
to make them brave, we live at ease, and yet are equally ready to face the perils which they
face.' And here is the proof. The Lacedaemonians come into Attica not by themselves, but with
their whole confederacy following, we go alone into a neighbour's country, and although our
opponents are fighting for their homes and we on a foreign soil, we have seldom any difficulty
in overcoming them. Our enemies have never yet felt our united strength; the care of a navy
divides our attention, and on land we are obliged 1o send our own citizens everywhere. But
they, if they meet and defeat a part of our army, are as proud as if they had routed us all, and
when defeated they pretend to have been vanquished by us all.

40. "If then we prefer to meet danger with a light heart but without laborious training, a courage
which is gained by habit and not enforced by law, are we not greatly the gainers? Since we do
not anticipate the pain, although, when the hour comes, we can be as brave as those who
never allow themselves 10 rest; and thus too our city Is equally admirable in peace and in war.
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For we are l[overs of the beautiful, vet simple in our tastes, we cultivale the mind without 055 of
manliness. Wealth we employ, not for talk and ostentation, but when there is a real use for it.
To avow poverty with us s no disgrace; the frue disgrace is in doing nothing o avoid it. An
Athenian citizen does not neglect the state because he takes care of his own household; and
even those of us who are engaged in business have a very fair idea of poliics. We alone
regard a man who takes no interest in public affairs, not as a harmless, but as a useless
character; and if few of us are originators, we are all sound judges of a policy. The great
impadiment to action is, in our opinion, not discussion, but the want of that knowledge which is
gained by discussion preparatory to action. For we have a peculiar power of thinking before we
act and of acting too, whereas ofher men are courageous from ignorance bul hesitate upon
reflection. And they are surely 1o be esteemed the bravest spirits who, having the clearest
sense both of the paing and pleasures of

life, do not on that account shrink from danger. In doing good, again, we are unlike others; we
make our friends by conferring, not by receiving favours. Now he who confers a favour is the
firmer friend, because he would fain by kKindness keep alive the memory of an obligation; but
the recipient is colder in his feelings, because he knows that in requiting another's generosity
he will not be winning gratitude but only paying a debl. We alone do good to our neighbours not
upon a calculation of interest but in the confidence of freedom and in a frank and fearless spirit.
41. To sum up: | say that Athens is the school of Hellas, and that the individual Athenian in his
own parson seems to have the power of adapling himself to the most varied forms of action
with the utmost versatility and grace. This i no passing and idle word, but truth and fact; and
the assertion is verified by the position to which these qualities have raised the state. For in the
hour of Irial Athens along among har conl@mporanas is superior 1o the report of her. No anemy
who comes against her i indignant at the reverses which he sustains at the hands of such a
city, no subject complains that his masters are unworthy of him. And we shall assuredly not be
without witnesses: there are mighty monuments of our power which will make us the wonder of
this and of succeeding ages; we shall not need the praises of Homer or of any other panegyrist
whose poelry may please for the moment, although his representation of the facts will not bear
the light of day. For we have compelled every land and every sea to open a path for our valour,
and have everywhere planted eternal memonals of our friendship and of our enmity. Such is
the city for whose sake these men nobly fought and died: they could not bear the thought that
she might be taken from them; and every ong of us who survive should gladly toil on her bahalf.
42, “| have dwelt upon the greainess of Athens because | want t©o show yvou that we are
contending for a higher prize than those who enjoy none of these privileges, and to establish by
manifest proof the mernit of the men whom | am now commemorating. Their loftiest praise has
been already spoken. For in magnifying the city | have magnified them, and men like them
whose virtues made her glorious. And of how few Hellenes can it be said as of them, that their
deeds when weighad in the balance have been found egual o their fame! Methinks that a
death such as theirs has been gives the rue measure of a man's worth; it may be the first
revelation of his virtues, but is at any rale their final seal. For even those who come short in
other ways may justly plead the valour with which they have fought for their country; they have

blotted out the evil with the good, and have benefited the state more by their public services
than they have injured her by their private actions. None of these men were enervated by
wealth or hesitated to resign the pleasures of life; none of them put off the evil day in the hope,
natural to poverty, that a man, though poor, may one day become rich. Butl, deeming that the
punishment of their enemies was sweeter than any of these things, and that they could fall in
no nobler cause, they determined al the hazard of their lives to be honourably avenged, and to
leave the rest. They resigned 10 hope their unknown chance of happiness; but in the face of
death they resolved o rely upon themselves alone. And when the moment came they were
reminded to resist and suffer, rather than to fly and save their lives; they ran away from the
word of dishonour, but on the battie-field their feet stood fast, and in an instant, at the height of
their fortune, they passed away from the scene, not of their fear, but of their glory.

43. “Such was the end of these men; they were worthy of Athens, and the living need not desire
to have a more heroic spirit, although they may pray for a less fatal issue. The value of such a
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gpirit Is not to be expressed in words. Any one can discourse to you for ever aboul the
advantages of a brave defence, which you know already But instead of listening 1o him | would
have you day by day fix yvour eyes upon the greainess of Athens, until you become filled with
the love of her, and when you are impressed by the spectacle of her glory, reflect that this
empire has been acquired by men who knew their duty and had the courage 1o do it, who in the
hour of conflict had the fear of dishonour always present to them, and who, if ever they failed in
an enterprize, would nol allow their virtues to be lost 1o their country, but freely gave their lives
to her as the fairest offering which they could present at her feast. The sacrifice which they
collectively made was individually repaid to them; for they received again aach one for himself
a praise which grows not old, and the noblest of all sepulchers — | speak not of that in which
their remains are [aid, but of that in which their glory survives, and is proclaimed always and on
every filling oceasion both in word and deed. For the whole earth is the sepulchre of famous
men; not only ane they commemorated by columns and inscriptions in their own country, but in
foreign lands there dwells also an unwritten memorial of them, graven not on stone but in the
hearts of men. Make them your examples, and, esleeming courage 1o be freedom and freedom
to b happiness, do nol weigh oo nicely the perils of war. The unfortunate who has no hope of
a change for the better has less reason 1o throw away his life than the prosperous who, if he
survive, is always liable 1o a change for the worse, and to whom any accidental fall makes the
most serious difference. To a man of spirit, cowardice and disaster coming logether are far
more better than death striking him unperceived at a time when he is full of courage and
animated by the genaral hope.

44, “Wherefore | do nol now commiserate the parents of the dead who stand hera; | would
rather comfort them. You know that your life has been passed amid manifold vicissitudes, and
that they may be deemed fortunate who have gained most honour, whether an honourable
death like theirs, or an honourable sorrow like yours, and whose days have been so ordered
that the term of their happiness is likewise the term of their life. | know how hard it s 1o make
you feel this, when the good fortune of others will too often remind you of the gladness which
once lightened your hears. And sorrow is felt at the want of those blessings, not which a man
never knew, but which were a part of his life before they were taken from him. Some of you are
of an age at which they may hope t©o have other children, and they ought 1o bear their sorrow
better; not only will the children who may hereafter be born make them forget their own lost
ones, but the city will be doubly a gainer. She will not be left desolate, and she will be safer.
For a man's council cannot have equal weight or worth, when he alone has no children to risk
in the general danger. To those of you who have passed their prime, | say: "Congratulate
yoursalves that you have bean happy during the greater part of your days; remember that your
life of sorrow will not last long, and be comforted by the glory of those who are gone. For the
love of honour alone is ever young, and not riches, as some say, but honour is the delight of
men when they are old and useless "

45, “To you who are the sons and brothers of the departed, | see that the struggle to emulate
them will be an arduous one. For all men praise the dead, and, however pre-eminent your
virtue may be, hardly will you be thought, | do not say to equal, but even to approach them. The
living have their rivals and detractors, but when a man is oul of the way, the honour and
good-will which he receives is unalloyed. And, if | am to speak of womanly virtues to those of
you who will henceforth be widows, et me sum them up in one short admonition: To a woman
not to show more weakness than is natural to her sex is a great glory, and not 10 be talked
about for good or for evil among men.

46. “| have paid the required tribute, in obedience o the law, making use of such fitting words
as | had. The tribute of deeds has been paid in part; for the dead have been honourably
interred, and it remains only that their chiidren should be maintained at the public charge until
they are grown up: this is the solid prize with which, as with a garland, Athens crowns her sons
living and dead, after a struggle like theirs. For where the rewards of virtue are greatest, there
the noblect citizene are enlisted in the service of the etate. And now, when you have duly
lamented, every one his own dead, you may deparl.”

47. Such was the order of the funeral celebrated in this winter, with the end of which ended the
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first vear of the Peloponnesian War. As soon as summer returned, the Peloponnesian army,
comprising as before bwo thirds of the force of each confederate state, under the command of
the Lacedaesmonian king Archidamus, the son of Zeuxidamus, invaded Attica, whare they
established themselves and ravaged the country. They had notl been there many days when
the plague broke out at Athens for the first time. A similar disorder is said 1o have previously
smitten many places, particularly Lemnos, but there is no record of such a pestilence occurring
elsawhere, or of 30 great a destruction of human life. For a while physicians, in ignorance of the
nature of the disease, sought to apply remedies; but it was in vain, and they themselves were
among the first viclims, because they often came info contact withi it. No human art was of any
avail, and as lo supplications in temples, enquiries of oracles, and the like, they were utterly
ueselass, and at last men were overpowerad by the calamity and gave them all up.

MOTES
1. Or, “perils such as our stremgth can bear”; or “perils which are enough to daunt us.®

Thucydides’ *Funeral Oration of Pericles® from History of the Peloponnesian War was translated
by Benjamin Jowett. Clarendon Press, 1000
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“Speech to the Troops at Tilbury”
Elizabeth |
1588
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The Speech to the Troops at Tilbury was delivered in August 1588 by Queen Elizabeth I of
England to the land forces earlier assembled at Tilbury in Essex in preparation of repelling the
expected invasion by the Spanish Armada. Prior to the speech the Armada had been driven from
the Strait of Dover in the Battle of Gravelines eleven days earlier, and had by now rounded
Scotland on 1ts way home, but troops were still held at ready in case the Spanish army of
Alexander Farnese, the Duke of Parma, might vet attempt to invade from Dunkirk; two days later
they were discharged. On the day of the speech, the Queen left her bodyguard before the fort at
Tilbury and went among her subjects with an escort of six men.

Queen Elizabeth I's Speech to the Troops at Tilbury, 1588

My loving people,

We have been persuaded by some that are careful of our safety, to take heed how we commit
ourselves to armed multitudes, for fear of treachery; but 1 assure you [ do not desire to live to
distrust my faithful and loving people. Let tyrants fear, | have always so behaved myself that,
under God, | have placed my chiefest strength and safeguard in the loyal hearts and good-will of
my subjects; and therefore | am come amongst you, as you see, at this time, not for my recreation
and disport, but being resolved, in the midst and heat of the battle, to live and die amongst you
all; to lay down for my Geod, and for my kingdom, and my people, my honour and my blood,
even in the dust. [ know I have the body but of a weak and feeble woman; but I have the heart
and stomach of a king, and of a king of England too, and think foul scomn that Parma or Spain, or
any prince of Europe, should dare to invade the borders of my realm; to which rather than any
dishonour shall grow by me, I myself will take up arms, | myself will be your general, judge, and
rewarder of every one of your virtues in the field. I know already, for your forwardness you have
deserved rewards and crowns; and We do assure you in the word of a prince, they shall be duly
paid you. In the mean time, my lieutenant general shall be in my stead, than whom never prince
commanded a more noble or worthy subject; not doubting but by your obedience to my general,
by your concord in the camp. and your valour in the field. we shall shortly have a famous victory

over those enemies of my God, of my kingdom, and of my people.
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“St. Crispin’s Day Speech”

Shakespeare, Henry V
1599

“St. Cripin’s Day Speech”, Shakespeare, Henry V
Enter the KING

WESTMORELAND. O that we now had here
But one ten thousand of those men in England
That do no work to-day!

KING. What's he that wishes so?

My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin;
If we are mark'd to die, we are enow

To do our country loss; and if to live,

The fewer men, the greater share of honour.
God's will! | pray thee, wish not one man more.
By Jove, | am not covetous for gold,

Nor care | who doth feed upon my cost;

[t yearns me not if men my garments wear,
Such outward things dwell not in my desires.
But if it be a sin to covet honour,

I am the most offending soul alive.
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No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England.
God's peacel | would not lose =0 great an honour

As one man more methinks would share from me
For the best hope | have. O, do not wish one more!
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host,
That he which hath no stomach to this fight,

Let him depart; his passport shall be made,

And crowns for convoy put into his purse;

We would not die in that man's company

That fears his fellowship to die with us.

This day is call'd the feast of Crispian.

He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd,

And rouse him at the name of Crispian.

He that shall live this day, and see old age,

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,
And say 'To-morrow is Saint Crispian.’

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars,
And say 'These wounds | had on Crispian's day.'
Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot,

But he'll remember, with advantages,
What feats he did that day. Then shall our names,
Familiar in his mouth as household words-

Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter,
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester-
Be in their flowing cups freshly rememb'red.

This story shall the good man teach his son;

And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by,

From this day to the ending of the world,

But we in it shall be remembered-

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me

Shall be my brother; be he ne'er so vile,

This day shall gentle his condition;

And gentlemen in England now-a-bed

Shall think themselves accurs'd they were not here,
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day.
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“Give Me Liberty or Give Me Death”
Patrick Henry
1775

GIVE ME DEATH 7

1ghits

“GIVE ME LIBERTY, OR

Patrick Henry’s “Give Me Liberty or Give Me Death” Speech
2:31 min.

The question before the House is one of awful moment to this country. For my
own part, | consider it as nothing less than a question of freedom or slavery; should |
keep back my opinions at such a time, through fear of giving offense, | should consider
myself as guilty of treason towards my country.

Mr. President, it is natural to man to indulge in the illusions of hope. [But] Is this
the part of wise men, engaged in a great struggle for liberty? Are we disposed to be of
the number of those who, having eyes, see not, and, having ears, hear not, the things
which so nearly concern their salvation? For my part, whatever anguish of spirit it may
cost, | am willing to know the whole truth; to know the worst, and to provide for it.
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| know of no way of judging of the future but by the past. And judging by the past,
| wish to know what there has been in the conduct of the British ministry for the last ten
years to justify those hopes with which gentlemen have been pleased to comfort
themselves and the House. Is it that insidious smile with which our petition has been
lately received? Trust it not, sir. Suffer not yourselves to be betrayed with a kiss. Ask
yourselves, are fleets and armies necessary to a work of love and reconciliation? Let us
not deceive ourselves, sir. These are the implements of war and subjugation; the last
arguments to which kings resort. | ask gentlemen, sir, Has Great Britain any enemy, in
this quarter of the world, to call for all this accumulation of navies and armies? No, sir,
she has none. They are meant for us: they can be meant for no other. And what have
we to oppose to them?

Shall we try argument? Sir, we have been trying that for the last ten years. Sir,
we have done everything that could be done to avert the storm which is now coming on.
We have petitioned; we have remonstrated; we have supplicated; we have prostrated
ourselves before the throne, and have implored its interposition to arrest the tyrannical
hands of Parliament.

Our petitions have been slighted; our remonstrance’'s have produced additional
violence and insult; our supplications have been disregarded; and we have been
spurned, with contempt, from the foot of the throne! In vain, after these things, may we
indulge the fond hope of peace and reconciliation? There is no longer any room for
hope. If we wish to be free, we must fight! | repeat it, sir, we must fight! An appeal to
arms and to the God of hosts is all that is left us!

It is in vain, sir, to extenuate the matter. The war is actually begun! Our brethren
are already in the field! Why stand we here idle? |s life so dear, or peace so sweet, as to
be purchased at the price of chains and slavery? Forbid it, Almighty God! | know not

what course others may take; but as for me, give me liberty or give me death!
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“Ain’t I A Woman?”

Sojourner Truth

1851
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Sojourner Truth (1797-1883): Ain't I A Woman?
Delivered 1851

Women's Convention, Akron, Ohio

Well, children. where there 1s so much racket there must be something out of kilter. I think that
'twixt the negroes of the South and the women at the North, all talking about rights, the white
men will be 1 a fix pretty soon. But what's all this here talking about?

That man over there says that women need to be helped into carriages, and lifted over ditches,
and to have the best place everywhere. Nobody ever helps me into carnages, or over mud-
puddles, or gives me any best place! And ain't I a woman? Look at me! Look at my arm! I have
ploughed and planted, and gathered into barns, and no man could head me! And ain't I a woman?
I could work as much and eat as much as a man - when I could get it - and bear the lash as well!
And ain't I a woman? I have borne thirteen children, and seen most all sold off to slavery, and
when I cried out with my mother's grief, none but Jesus heard me! And ain't I a woman?

Then they talk about this thing in the head; what's this they call it? [member of audience
whispers, "intellect"] That's it, honey. What's that got to do with women's rights or negroes’
rights? If my cup won't hold but a pint, and yours holds a quart, wouldn't you be mean not to let
me have my little half measure full?

Then that little man in black there, he says women can't have as much rights as men, 'cause
Christ wasn't a woman! Where did your Christ come from? Where did your Christ come from?
From God and a woman! Man had nothing to do with Him.

If the first woman God ever made was strong enough to turn the world upside down all alone,
these women together ought to be able to turn it back , and get 1t right side up again! And now

they 1s asking to do 1it, the men better let them.

Obliged to you for hearing me, and now old Sojourner ain't got nothing more to say.
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“The Hypocrisy of American Slavery’
Frederick Douglass
1852

——y . TR

Fredenck Douglass:
The Hypocnisy of Amenican Slavery,
July 4, 1852

Frederick Douglass (1817-1893), born a slave in Maryland, became the best known Black
American leader of the 19th century. The first half of his life, after his escape from slavery in
1838, was spent in the abolition movement. Later he served in a number of positions, inlcuding
US ambassador to Haiti. His 1845 autobiography, The Narrative of the Life of Frederick
Douglass: an American Slave was a major influence on debate, although to escape re-
enslavement, Douglass had to leave the US to seek refuge in England. With financial help from
English Quakers, Douglass purchased his own freedom from his former owners and returned in
1847 as a free man. From Rochester, New York, he published the abolitionist paper The North
Star, and helped escaped into Canada. In 1852, , invited to give speech in Rochester, Douglass
delivered the following indictment of a a nation celebrating freedom and independence, while
keeping slaves. Fellow citizens, pardon me, and allow me to ask, why am | called upon to speak
here today? What have [ or those I represent to do with your national independence? Are the
great principles of political freedom and of natural justice, embodied in that Declaration of
Independence, extended 1o us? And am |, therefore, called upon 1o bring our humble offering to
the national altar, and to confess the benefits, and express devout gratitude for the blessings
resulting from your independence to us?

Would to God, both for your sakes and ours, that an affirmative answer could be truthfully
retumed to these questions. Then would my task be light, and my burden casy and delightful. For
who is there so cold that a nation's sympathy could not warm him? Who so obdurate and dead to
the claims of gratitude, that would not thankfully acknowledge such priceless benefits? Who so
stolid and selfish that would not give his voice to swell the hallelujahs of a nation's jubilee, when
the chains of servitude had been tom from his limbs? | am not that man. In a case like that, the
dumb might eloquently speak, and the "lame man leap as an hart.”
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But such is not the state of the case. [ say it with a sad sense of disparity between us. | am not
included within the pale of this glorious anniversary! Your high independence only reveals the
immeasurable distance between us. The blessings in which you this day rejoice are not enjoyed
in common. The rich inhentance of justice, hiberty, prosperity, and independence bequeathed by
your fathers 1s shared by you, not by me. The sunlight that brought life and healing to you has
brought stripes and death to me. This Fourth of July is yours, not mine. You may rejoice, | must
mourn. To drag a man in fetters into the grand illuminated temple of liberty, and call upon him to
join you in joyous anthems, were inhuman mockery and sacrilegious rony. Do you mean,
citizens, to mock me, by asking me to speak today? If so, there 1s a parallel to vour conduct. And
let me warn you, that it is dangerous to copy the example of a nation (Babylon) whose crimes,
towering up to heaven, were thrown down by the breath of the Almighty, burying that nation in
irrecoverable ruin.

Fellow citizens, above vour national, tumultuous joy, | hear the mournful wail of millions, whose
chains, heavy and grievous yesterday, are today rendered more intolerable by the jubilant shouts
that reach them. If I do forget, if I do not remember those bleeding children of sorrow this day,
"may my right hand forget her cunning, and may my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth!"

To forget them, to pass lightly over their wrongs and 1o chime in with the popular theme would
be treason most scandalous and shocking, and would make me a reproach before God and the
world.

My subject, then, fellow citizens, 1s "Amencan Slavery.” [ shall see this day and its popular
characteristics from the slave's point of view. Standing here, identified with the Amenican
bondman, making his wrongs mine, | do not hesitate to declare, with all my soul, that the
character and conduct of this nation never looked blacker to me than on this Fourth of July.

Whether we tum to the declarations of the past, or to the professions of the present, the conduct
of the nation seems equally hideous and revolting. Amenica is false to the past, false to the
present, and solemnly binds herself 1o be false 1o the future. Standing with God and the crushed
and bleeding slave on this occasion, | will, in the name of humanity, which is outraged, in the
name of liberty, which is fettered, in the name of the Constitution and the Bible, which are
disregarded and trampled upon, dare 1o call in question and to denounce, with all the emphasis |
can command, cverything that serves to perpetuate slavery -- the great sin and shame of
Amenica! "l will not equivocate - | will not excuse.” | will use the severest language | can
command, and yet not one word shall escape me that any man, whose judgment is not blinded by
prejudice, or who is not at heart a slave-holder, shall not confess 1o be nght and just
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But | fancy I hear some of my audience say it is just in this circumstance that you and your
brother Abolitionists fail to make a favorable impression on the public mind. Would you argue
more and denounce less, would you persuade more and rebuke less, your cause would be much
more likely to succeed. But, I submit, where all is plain there 1s nothing to be argued. What point
in the anti-slavery creed would you have me argue? On what branch of the subject do the people
of this country need light? Must | undertake to prove that the slave 1s a man? That point is
conceded already. Nobody doubts it. The slave-holders themselves acknowledge it in the
enactment of laws for their government. They acknowledge it when they punish disobedience on
the part of the slave. There are seventy-two crimes in the State of Virginia, which, if committed
by a black man (no matter how ignorant he be), subject him to the punishment of death; while
only two of these same crimes will subject a white man to like punishment.

What 1s this but the acknowledgment that the slave 1s a moral, intellectual, and responsible
being? The manhood of the slave is conceded. It is admitted in the fact that Southem statute
books are covered with enactments, forbidding, under severe fines and penalties, the teaching of
the slave to read and write. When you can point to any such laws in reference to the beasts of the
field, then I may consent to argue the manhood of the slave. When the dogs in your streets, when
the fowls of the air, when the catile on your hills, when the fish of the sea, and the reptiles that
crawl, shall be unable to distinguish the slave from a brute, then I will argue with you that the
slave is a man!

For the present it 1s enough to affirm the equal manhood of the Negro race. Is it not astonishing
that, while we are plowing, planting, and reaping, using all kinds of mechanical tools, erecting
houses, constructing bridges, building ships, working in metals of brass, iron, copper, silver, and
gold; that while we are reading, writing, and ciphering, acting as clerks, merchants, and

secretaries, having among us lawyers, doctors, ministers, poets, authors, editors, orators, and
teachers; that we are engaged in all the enterprises common to other men -- digging gold in
California, captunng the whale in the Pacific, feeding sheep and cattle on the hillside, living,
moving, acting, thinking, planning, living in families as husbands, wives, and children, and
above all, confessing and worshipping the Christian God, and looking hopefully for life and
immortality beyond the grave -- we are called upon to prove that we are men?

Would you have me argue that man is entitled to liberty? That he is the rightful owner of his own
body? You have alrcady declared it. Must [ argue the wrongfulness of slavery? Is that a question
for republicans? Is it to be scttled by the rules of logic and argumentation, as a matter beset with
great difficulty, involving a doubtful application of the principle of justice, hard to understand?
How should 1 look today in the presence of Amernicans, dividing and subdividing a discourse, to
show that men have a natural nght to freedom, speaking of it relatively and positively, negatively
and affirmatively? To do so would be to make myself ndiculous, and to offer an insult to your
understanding. There is not a man beneath the canopy of heaven who does not know that slavery
1s wrong for him.
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What! Am I to argue that it 15 wrong to make men brutes, to rob them of their liberty, to work
them without wages, to keep them ignorant of their relations to their fellow men, to beat them
with sticks, to flay their flesh with the lash, to load their limbs with irons, to hunt them with
dogs, to sell them at auction, to sunder their families, to knock out their teeth, to burn their flesh,
to starve them into obedience and submission to their masters? Must [ argue that a system thus
marked with blood and stained with pollution is wrong? No - [ will not. I have better
employment for my time and strength than such arguments would imply.

What, then, remains to be argued? Is it that slavery 1s not divine; that God did not establish it;
that our doctors of divinity are mistaken? There is blasphemy in the thought. That which 1s
inhuman cannot be divine. Who can reason on such a proposition? They that can, may - | cannot.
The time for such argument 1s past.

At a time like this, scorching irony, not convincing argument, is needed. Oh! had [ the ability,
and could I reach the nation's ear, | would today pour out a fiery stream of biting ridicule,
blasting reproach, withering sarcasm, and stern rebuke. For it 1s not light that is needed, but fire;
it 1s not the gentle shower, but thunder. We need the storm, the whirlwind, and the earthquake.
The feeling of the nation must be quickened; the conscience of the nation must be roused; the
propriety of the nation must be startled; the hypocrisy of the nation must be exposed; and its
crimes against God and man must be denounced.

What to the American slave is your Fourth of July? I answer, a day that reveals to him more than
all other days of the year, the gross injustice and cruelty to which he is the constant victim. To
him your celebration is a sham; your boasted liberty an unholy license; your national greatness,
swelling vanity; your sounds of rejoicing are empty and heartless; your shouts of liberty and
equality, hollow mock; vour prayers and hymns, vour sermons and thanksgivings, with all your
religious parade and solemnity, are to him mere bombast, fraud, deception, impiety, and
hvoocrisy - a thin veil to cover up crimes which would diserace a nation of savages. There is not
a nation of the earth guilty of practices more shocking and bloody than are the people of these
United States at this very hour.

Go search where you will, roam through all the monarchies and despotisms of the Old World,
travel through South America, search out every abuse and when you have found the last, lay your

facts by the side of the everyday practices of this nation, and you will say with me that, for
revolting barbarity and shameless hypocrisy, America reigns without a rival.

Frederick Douglass - July 4, 1852
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“What to the Slave is Fourth of July?”

Frederick Douglass
1852
FREDERICK DOUGLASS'S "FOURTH OF JULY"” SPEECH (1852)
July S, 1852
Mr, President, Friends and Fellow Citizens:

He who could address this audience without a quailing sensation, has stronger nerves than |
have. 1 do not remember ever to have appeared as a speaker before any assembly more
shrinkingly, nor with greater distrust of my ability, than I do this day. A feeling has crept over
me, quite unfavorable to the exercise of my limited powers of speech. The task before me is
one which requires much previous thought and study for its proper performance, | know that
apologies of this sort are generally considered flat and unmeaning. I trust, however, that mine
will not be so considered. Should I seem at ease, my appearance would much misrepresent
me. The little experience I have had in addressing public meetings, in country school houses,
avails me nothing on the present occasion.

The papers and placards sav, that [ am to deliver a 4th July oration, This certainly, sounds
large, and out of the common way, for me, It is true that | have often had the privilege to
speak in this beautiful Hall, and to address many who now honor me with their presence. But
nelther their famillar faces, nor the perfect gage I think 1 have of Corinthlan Hall, seems to
free me from embarrassment.
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The fact is, ladies and gentlemen, the distance between this platform and the slave plantation,
from which I escaped, is considerable—and the difficulties to be overcome in getting from the
latter to the former, are by no means slight. That I am here today, is, to me, a matter of
astonishment as well as of gratitude. You will not, therefore, be surprised, if in what I have to
say, I evince no elaborate preparation, nor grace my speech with any high sounding exordium.
With little experience and with less learning, I have been able to throw my thoughts hastily
and imperfectly together; and trusting to your patient and generous indulgence, I will proceed
to lay them before you.

This, for the purpose of this celebration, is the 4th of July. It is the birthday of your National
Independence, and of your political freedom. This, to you, is what the Passover was to the
emancipated people of God. It carries your minds back to the clay, and to the act of your
great deliverance; and to the signs, and to the wonders, associated with that act that day.
This celebration also marks the beginning of another year of your national life; and reminds
you that the Republic of America is now 76 years old. I am glad, fellow-citizens, that your
nation is so young. Seventy-six years, though a good old age for a man, is but a mere speck
in the life of a nation. Three score years and ten is the allotted time for individual men; but
nations number their years by thousands. According to this fact, you are, even now only in the
beginning of you national career, still lingering in the period of childhood. I repeat, I am glad
this is so. There is hope in the thought, and hope is much needed, under the dark clouds
which lower above the horizon. The eye of the reformer is met with angry flashes, portending
disastrous times; but his heart may well beat lighter at the thought that America is voung. and
that she is still in the impressible stage of her existence. May he not hope that high lessons of
wisdom, of justice and of truth, will yvet give direction to her destiny? Were the nation older,
the patriot's heart might be sadder, and the reformer's brow heavier. Its future might be
shrouded in gloom, and the hope of its prophets go out in sorrow. There is consolation in the
thought, that America is young. Great streams are not easily turned from channels, worn deep
in the course of ages. They may sometimes rise in quiet and stately majesty, and inundate the
land, refreshing and fertilizing the earth with their mysterious properties. They may also rise
in wrath and fury, and bear away, on their anary waves, the accumulated wealth of vears of
toil and hardship. They, however, gradually flow back to the same old channel, and flow on as
serenely as ever. But, while the river may not be turned aside, it may dry up, and leave
nothing behind but the withered branch, and the unsightly rock, to howl in the abyss-sweeping
wind, the sad tale of departed glory. As with rivers so with nations.

Fellow-citizens, 1 shall not presume to dwell at length on the associations that cluster about
this day. The simple story of it is, that, 76 years 80, the people of this country were British
subjects. The style and title of your “sovereign people” (in which you now glory) was not then
bom. You were under the British Crown, Your fathers esteemed the English Government as
the home government and England as the fatherand, This home government, you know,
although & considerable distance from your home, did, in the exercise of its parental
prerogatives, impose upon its colonial children, such restraints, burdens and limitations, as, in
its mature judgment, it deemed wise, right and proper.

But, your fathers, who had not adopted the fashionable idea of this day, of the infallibility of
qovernment, and the absolute character of its acts, presumed to differ from the home
government in respect to the wisdom and the justice of some of those burdens and restraints.
They went so far in their excitement as to pronounce the measures of government unjust,
unreasonable, and oppressive, and altogether such as ought not to be quietly submitted to. 1
scarcely need say, fellow-citizens, that my opinion of those measures fully accords with that of
your fathers. Such a declaration of agreement on my part, would not be worth much to
anybody. It would, certainly, prove nothing, as to what part I might have taken, had I lived
during the great controversy of 1776. To say now that America was right, and England wrona,
is exceedingly easy. Everybody can say it; the dastard, not Jess than the noble brave, can
flippantly discant on the tyranny of England towards the American Colonies. It is fashionable
to do so; but there was a time when, to pronounce against England, and in favor of the cause
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of the colonies, tried men's souls. They who did so were accounted in their day, plotters of
mischief, agitators and rebels, dangerous men. To side with the right, against the wrong, with
the wealk against the strong, and with the oppressed against the oppressor! here lies the
merit, and the one which, of all others, seems un fashionable in our day. The cause of liberty
may be stabbed by the men who glory in the deeds of your fathers. But, to proceed.

Feeling themselves harshly and unjustly treated, by the home government, your fathers, like
men of honesty, and men of spirit, earnestly sought redress. They petitioned and
remonstrated; they did so in a decorous, respectful, and loyal manner. Their conduct was
wholly unexceptionable. This, however, did not answer the purpose. They saw themselves
treated with sovereign indifference, coldness and scorn. Yet they persevered. They were not
the men to look back.

As the sheet anchor takes a firmer hold, when the ship is tossed by the storm, so did the
cause of your fathers qgrow stronger, as it breasted the chilling blasts of kingly displeasure.
The greatest and best of British statesmen admitted its justice, and the loftiest eloquence of
the British Senate came to its support. But, with that blindness which seems to be the
unvarying characteristic of tyrants, since Pharach and his hosts were drowned in the Red sea,
the British Government persisted in the exactions complained of.

The madness of this course, we believe, is admitted now, even by England; but, we fear the
lesson is wholly lost on our present rulers.

Oppression makes a wise man mad. Your fathers were wise men, and if they did not go mad,
they became restive under this treatment. They felt themselves the victims of grievous
wrongs, wholly incurable in their colonial capacity. With brave men there is always a remedy
for oppression. Just here, the idea of a total separation of the colonies from the crown was
born! It was a startling idea, much more so, than we, at this distance of time, regard it. The
timid and the prudent (as has been intimated) of that day, were, of course, shocked and
alarmed by it.

Such people lived then, had lived before, and will, probably, ever have a place on this planet;
and their course, in respect to any great change, (no matter how great the good to be
attained, or the wrong to be redressed by it,) may be calculated with as much precision as can
be the course of the stars. They hate all changes, but silver, gold and copper change! OF this
sort of change they are always strongly in favor.

These people were called tories in the days of your fathers; and the appellation, probably,
conveyed the same idea that is meant by a more modern, though a somewhat less
euphonious term, which we often find in our papers, applied to some of our old politicians.

Their opposition to the then dangerous thought was earnest and powerful; but, amid all their
terror and affrighted vociferations against it, the alarming and revolutionary idea mowved on,
and the country with it.

On the 2d of July, 1776, the old Continental Congress, to the dismay of the lovers of ease, and
the worshippers of property, clothed that dreadful idea with all the authority of national
sanction. They did so in the form of a resolution; and as we seldom hit upon resolutions,
drawn up in our day, whose transparency is at all equal to this, it may refresh your minds and
help my story if I read it.

Resolved, That these united colonies are, and of right, ought to be free and Independent
States; that they are absolved from all allegiance to the British Crown; and that all political
connection between them and the State of Great Britain is, and ought to be, dissolved.
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Citizens, your fathers Made good that resolution. They succeeded; and today you reap the
fruits of their success. The freedom gained is yours; and you, therefore, may properly
celebrate this anniversary. The 4th of July is the first great fact in your nation's history—the
very ring-bolt in the chain of your yet undeveloped destiny.

Pride and patriotism, not less than gratitude, prompt you to celebrate and to hold it in
perpetual remembrance. I have said that the Declaration of Independence is the RINGBOLT to
the chain of your nation's destiny; so, indeed, I regard it. The principles contained in that
instrument are saving principles. Stand by those principles, be true to them on all occasions,
in all places, against all foes, and at whatever cost.

From the round top of your ship of state, dark and threatening clouds may be seen. Heavy
billows, like mountains in the distance, disclose to the leeward huge forms of flinty rocks! That
bolt drawn, that chain, broken, and all is lost. Cling to this day—cling to it, and to its
principles, with the grasp of a storm-tossed mariner to a spar at midnight.

The coining into being of a nation, in any circumstances, is an interesting event. But, besides
general considerations, there were peculiar circumstances which make the advent of this
republic an event of special attractiveness.

The whole scene, as I look back to it, was simple, dignified and sublime.

The population of the country, at the time, stood at the insignificant number of three millions.
The country was poor in the munitions of war. The population was weak and scattered, and
the country a wilderness unsubdued. There were then no means of concert and combination,
such as exist now. Neither steam nor lightning had then been reduced to order and discipline.
From the Potomac to the Delaware was a journey of many days. Under these, and
innumerable other disadvantages, your fathers declared for liberty and independence and
triumphed.

Fellow Citizens, I am not wanting in respect for the fathers of this republic. The signers of the
Declaration of Independence were brave men. They were great men too—great enough to give
fame to a great age. It does not often happen to a nation to raise, at one time, such a number
of truly great men. The point from which I am compelled to view them is not, certainly the
mast favorable; and yet I cannot contemplate their great deeds with less than admiration.
They were statesmen, patriots and heroes, and for the good they did, and the principles they
contended for, I will unite with you to honor their memory.

They loved their country better than their own private interests; and, though this is not the
highest form of human excellence, all will concede that it is a rare virtue, and that when it is
exhibited, it ought to command respect. He who will, intelligently, lay down his life for his
country, is a man whom it is not in human nature to despise. Your fathers staked their lives,
their fortunes, and their sacred honor, on the cause of their country. In their admiration of
liberty, they lost sight of all other interests.

They were peace men; but they preferred revolution to peaceful submission to bondage. They
were quiet men; but they did not shrink from agitating against oppression. They showed
forbearance; but that they knew its limits. They believed in order; but not in the order of
tyranny. With them, nothing was "settled” that was not right. With them, justice, liberty and
humanity were “final;" not slavery and oppression. You may well cherish the memory of such
men. They were great in their day and generation. Their solid manhood stands out the more
as we contrast it with these degenerate times.
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How circumspect, exact and proportionate were all their movements! How unlike the
politicians of an hour! Their statesmanship looked beyond the passing moment, and stretched
away in strength into the distant future. They seized upon eternal principles, and set a
glorious example in their defence. Mark them!

Fully appreciating the hardships to be encountered, firmly believing in the right of their cause,
honorably inviting the scrutiny of an on-looking world, reverently appealing to heaven to
attest their sincerity, soundly comprehending the solemn responsibility they were about to
assume, wisely measuring the terrible odds against them, your fathers, the fathers of this
republic, did, most deliberately, under the inspiration of a glorious patriotism, and with a
sublime faith in the great principles of justice and freedom, lay deep, the corner-stone of the
national super-structure, which has risen and still rises in grandeur around you.

OF this fundamental work, this day is the anniversary. Our eyes are met with demonstrations
of joyous enthusiasm. Banners and penants wave exultingly on the breeze. The din of
business, too, is hushed. Even mammon seems to have quitted his grasp on this day. The ear-
piercing fife and the stirring drum unite their accents with the ascending peal of a thousand
church bells. Prayers are made, hymns are sung, and sermons are preached in honor of this
day; while the guick martial tramp of a great and multitudinous nation, echoed back by all the
hills, valleys and mountains of a vast continent, bespeak the occasion one of thrilling and
universal interest—a nation’s jubilee.

Friends and citizens,; I need not enter further into the causes which led to this anniversary.
Many of you understand them better than I do. You could instruct me in regard to them. That
is a branch of knowledge in which yvou feel, perhaps, a much deeper interest than your
speaker. The causes which led to the separation of the colonies from the British crown have
never lacked for a tongue. They have all been taught in your common schools, narrated at
your firesides, unfolded from your pulpits, and thundered from your legislative halls, and are
as familiar to you as household words. They form the staple of your national poetry and
eloguence.

I remember, also, that, as a people, Americans are remarkably familiar with all facts which
make in in their own favor. This is esteemed by some as a national trait—perhaps a national
weakness. It is a fact, that whatever makes for the wealth or for the reputation of Americans,
and can be had cheap! will be found by Americans. I shall not be charged with slandering
Americans, if I say I think the Americans can side of any guestion may be safely left in
American hands.

I leave, therefore, the great deeds of your fathers to other gentlemen whose claim to have
been regularly descended will be less likely to be disputed than mine!

The Present

My business, if I have any here today, is with the present. The accepted time with God and his
cause is the ever-living now.

"Trust no future, however pleasant, Let the dead past bury its dead: Act, act in the living
present, Heart within, and God overhead.”

We have to do with the past only as we can make it useful to the present and to the future. To
all inspiring motives, to noble deeds which can be gained from the past, we are welcome. But
now is the time, the important time. Your fathers have lived, died, and have done their work,
and have done much of it well. You live and must die, and you must do your work. You have
no right to enjoy a child's share in the labor of your fathers, unless your children are to be
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blest by your labors. You have no right to wear out and waste the hard-earned fame of vour
fathers to cover your indolence. Sydney Smith tells us that men seldom eulogize the wisdom
and virtues of their fathers, but to excuse some folly or wickedness of their own. This truth is
not a doubtful one. There are illustrations of it near and remote, ancient and modern. It was
fashionable, hundreds of years ago, for the children of Jacob to boast, we have “Abraham to
our father,” when they had long lost Abraham's faith and spirit. That people contented
themselves under the shadow of Abraham's great name, while they repudiated the deeds
which made his name great. Need I remind you that a similar thing is being done all over this
country today? Need I tell you that the Jews are not the only people who built the tombs of
the prophets, and garnished the sepulchres of the righteous? Washington could not die till he
had broken the chains of his slaves. Yet his monument is built up by the price of human blood,
and the traders in the bodies and souls of men, shout, "We have Washington to "our father.”
Alas! that it should be so; vet so it is.

"The evil that men do, lives after them, The good is oft interred with their bones.”

Fellow-citizens, pardon me, allow me to ask, why am I called upon to speak here today? What
hawe I, or those I represent, to do with your national independence? Are the great principles
of political freedom and of natural justice, embodied in that Declaration of Independence,
extended to us? and am I, therefore, called upon to bring our humble offering to the national
altar, and to confess the benefits and express devout gratitude for the blessings resulting from
vour independence to us?

Would to God, both for your sakes and ours, that an affirmative answer could be truthfully
returned to these guestions! Then would my task be light, and my burden easy and delightful.
For who is there so cold, that a nation's sympathy could not warm him? Who so obdurate and
dead to the claims of gratitude, that would not thankfully acknowledge such priceless benefits?
Who so stolid and selfish, that would not give his voice to swell the halleluiahs of a nation's
jubilee, when the chains of servitude had been torn from his limbs? I am not that man. In a
case like that, the dumb might eloquently speak, and the "lame man leap as an hart.”

But, such is not the state of the case. I say it with a sad sense of the disparity between us. 1
am not included within the pale of this glorious anniversary! Your high independence only
reveals the immeasurable distance between us. The blessings in which you, this day, rejoice,
are not enjoyed in common. The rich inheritance of justice, liberty, prosperity and
independence, bequeathed by your fathers, is shared by you, not by me. The sunlight that
brought life and healing to vou, has brought stripes and death to me. This Fourth July is yvours,
not mine. You may rejoice, I must mourn. To drag a man in fetters into the grand illuminated
temple of liberty, and call upon him to join you in joyous anthems, were inhuman mockery
and sacrilegious irony. Do you mean, citizens, to mock me, by asking me to speak today? If
s0, there is a parallel to your conduct. And let me warn you that it is dangerous to copy the
example of a nation whose crimes, towering up to heaven, were thrown down by the breath of
the Almighty, buryving that nation in irrecoverable ruin! I can today take up the plaintive
lament of a peeled and woe-smitten people!

"By the rivers of Babylon, there we sat down. Yea! we wept when we remembered Zion. We
hanqed our harps upon the willows in the midst thereof. For there, they that carried us away
captive, required of us a song; and they who wasted us required of us mirth, saying, Sing us
one of the songs of Zion. How can we sing the Lord's song in a strange land? If I forget thee,
O Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her cunning. If I do not remember thee, let my tongue
cleave to the roof of my mouth.”

Fellow citizens; above your national, tumultuous joy, I hear the mournful wail of millions!
whose chains, heavy and grievous yesterday, are, today, rendered more intolerable by the
jubilee shouts that reach them. If I do forget, if I do not faithfully remember those bleeding
children of sorrow this day, "may my right hand forget her cunning, and may my tonque
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cleave to the roof of my mouth!” To forget them, to pass lightly over their wrongs, and to
chime in with the popular theme, would be treason most scandalous and shocking, and would
miake me a reproach before God and the world. My subject, then, fellow-citizens, is AMERICAN
SLAVERY. I shall see, this day, and its popular characteristics, from the slave’s point of view.
Standing, there, identified with the American bondman, making his wrongs mine, I do not
hesitate to declare, with all my soul, that the character and conduct of this nation never
looked blacker to me than on this 4th of July! Whether we tumn to the declarations of the past,
or to the professions of the present, the conduct of the nation seems egually hideous and
revolting. America is false to the past, false to the present, and solemnly binds herself to be
false to the future. Standing with God and the crushed and bleeding slave on this occasion, I
will; in the name of humanity which is outraged, in the name of liberty which is fettered, in the
name of the constitution and the Bible, which are disregarded and trampled upon, dare to call
in question and to denounce, with all the emphasis I can command, everything that serves to
perpetuate slavery—the great sin and shame of America! "I will not equivocate; I will not
excuse;"” I will use the severest language [ can command; and yet not one word shall escape
me that any man, whose judgment is not blinded by prejudice, or who is not at heart a
slaveholder, shall not confess to be right and just.

But I fancy I hear some one of my audience say, it is just in this circumstance that you and
your brother abolitionists fail to make a favorable impression on the public mind. Would you
argue more, and denounce less, would you persuade more, and rebuke less, your cause would
be much more likely to succeed. But, I submit where all is plain there is nothing to be arqued.
What point in the anti-slavery creed would you have me argue? On what branch of the subject
do the people of this country need light? Must I undertake to prove that the slave is a man?
That point is conceded already. Nobody doubts it. The slave-holders themselves acknowledge
it in the enactment of laws for their government. They acknowledge it when they punish
disobedience on the part of the slave. There are seventy-two crimes in the State of Virginia,
which, if committed by a black man {no matter how ignorant he be), subject him to the
punishment of death; while only two of the same crimes will subject a white man to the like
punishment. What is this but the acknowledgement that the slave is a moral, intellectual and
responsible being. The manhood of the slave is conceded. It is admitted in the fact that
Southern statute books are covered with enactments forbidding, under severe fines and
penalties, the teaching of the slave to read or to write. When you can point to any such laws,
in reference to the beasts of the field, then I may consent to argue the manhood of the slave.
When the dogs in your streets, when the fowls of the air, when the cattle on your hills, when
the fish of the sea, and the reptiles that crawl. shall be unable to distinguish the slave from a
brute, then will I argue with you that the slave is a man .

For the present, it is enough to affirm the equal manhood of the negro race. Is it not
astonishing that, while we are ploughing, planting and reaping, using all kinds of mechanical
tools, erecting houses, constructing bridges, building ships, working in metals of brass, iron,
copper, silver and gold; that, while we are reading, writing and cyphering, acting as clerks,
merchants and secretaries, having among us lawyers, doctors, ministers, poets, authors,
editors, orators and teachers; that, while we are engaged in all manner of enterprises
common to other men, digging gold in California, capturing the whale in the Pacific, feeding
sheep and cattle on the hillside, living, moving, acting, thinking, planning, living in families as
husbands, wives and children, and, abowve all, confessing and worshipping the Christian's God,

and looking hopefully for life and immortality beyond the grave, we are called upon to prove
that we are men!

Would you have me argue that man is entitled to liberty? that he is the rightful owner of his
own body? You have already declared it. Must I argue the wrongfulness of slavery? Is that a
question for Republicans? Is it to be settled by the rules of logic and argumentation, as a
matter beset with great difficulty, involving a doubtful application of the principle of justice,
hard to be understood? How should I look today, in the presence of Americans, dividing, and
subdividing a discourse, to show that men have a natural right to freedom? speaking of it
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relatively, and positively, negatively, and affirmatively. To do so, would be to make myself
ridiculous, and to offer an insult to your understanding. There is not a man beneath the
canopy of heaven, that does not know that slavery is wrong for him.

What, am I to argue that it is wrong to make men brutes, to rob them of their liberty, to work
them without wages, to keep them ignorant of their relations to their fellow men, to beat them
with sticks, to flay their flesh with the lash, to load their limbs with irons, to hunt them with
dogs, to sell them at auction, to sunder their families, to knock out their teeth, to burn their
flesh, to starve them into cbedience and submission to their masters? Must I argue that a
system thus marked with blood, and stained with pollution, is wrong? No I will not. I have
better employment for my time and strength, than such arguments would imply.

What, then, remains to be arqued? Is it that slavery is not divine; that God did not establish
it; that our doctors of divinity are mistaken? There is blasphemy in the thought. That which is
inhuman, cannot be divine! Who can reason on such a proposition? They that can, may; I
cannot. The time for such argument is past.

At a time like this, scorching irony, not convincing argument, is needed. O! had I the ability,
and could I reach the nation's ear, I would, to day, pour out a fiery stream of biting ridicule,
blasting reproach, withering sarcasm, and stern rebuke. For it is not light that is needed, but
fire; it is not the gentle shower, but thunder. We need the storm, the whirlwind, and the
earthguake. The feeling of the nation must be quickened; the conscience of the nation must
be roused; the propriety of the nation must be startled; the hypocrisy of the nation must be
exposed; and its crimes against God and man must be proclaimed and denounced.

What, to the American slave, is your 4th of July? I answer: a day that reveals to him, more
than all other days in the year, the gross injustice and cruelty to which he is the constant
victim. To him, your celebration is a sham; your boasted liberty, an unholy license; your
national greatness, swelling vanity; your sounds of rejoicing are empty and heartless; your
denunciations of tyrants, brass fronted impudence; your shouts of liberty and equality, hollow
mockery; your prayers and hymns, vour sermons and thanksgivings, with all vour religious
parade, and soclemnity, are, to him, mere bombast, fraud, deception, impiety, and hypocrisy—
a thin veil to cover up crimes which would disgrace a nation of savages. There is not a nation
on the earth guilty of practices, more shocking and bloody, than are the people of these
United States, at this very hour.

Go where you may, search where you will, roam through all the monarchies and despotisms of
the old world, travel through South America, search out every abuse, and when you have
found the last, lay your facts by the side of the every day practices of this nation, and you will
say with me, that, for revolting barbarity and shameless hypocrisy, America reigns without a
rival.

The Internal Slave Trade

Take the American slave-trade, which we are told by the papers, is especially prosperous just
now. Ex-Senator Benton tells us that the price of men was never higher than now. He
mentions the fact to show that slavery is in no danger. This trade is one of the peculiarities of

American institutions. It is carried on in all the large towns and cities in one half of this
confederacy; and millions are pocketed every vear, by dealers in this horrid traffic, In several
states, this trade is a chief source of wealth. It is called (in contradistinction to the foreign
slave-trade) "the internal slave-trade.” It is, probably, called so, too, in order to divert from it
the horror with which the foreign slave-trade is contemplated. That trade has long since been
denounced by this government, as piracy. It has been denounced with burning words, from
the high places of the nation, as an execrable traffic. To arrest it, to put an end to it, this
nation keeps a squadron, at immense cost, on the coast of Africa. Every-where, in this
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country, it is safe to speak of this foreign slave-trade, as a most inhuman traffic, opposed
alike to the laws of God and of man. The duty to extirpate and destroy it, is admitted even by
our DOCTORS OF DIVINITY. In order to put an end to it, some of these last have consented
that their colored brethren {nominally free) should leave this country, and establish
themselves on the western coast of Africal It is, however, a notable fact, that, while so much
execration is poured out by Americans, upon those engaged in the foreign slave-trade, the
men engaged in the slave-trade between the states pass without condemnation, and their
business is deemed honorable.

Behold the practical operation of this internal slave-trade, the American slave-trade, sustained
by American politics and American religion. Here you will see men and women, reared like
swine, for the market. You know what is a swine-drover? I will show you a man-drover. They
inhabit all our Southern States. They perambulate the country, and crowd the highways of the
nation, with droves of human stock. You will see one of these human flesh jobbers, armed
with pistol, whip and bowie-knife, driving a company of a hundred men, women, and children,
from the Potomac to the slave market at New Orleans. These wretched people are to be sold
singly, or in lots, to suit purchasers. They are food for the cotton-field, and the deadly sugar-
mill. Mark the sad procession, as it moves wearily along, and the inhuman wretch who drives
them. Hear his savage yells and his blood-chilling caths, as he hurries on his affrighted
captives! There, see the old man, with locks thinned and gray. Cast one glance, if you please,
upon that young mother, whose shoulders are bare to the scorching sun, her briny tears
falling on the brow of the babe in her arms. See, too, that girl of thirteen, weeping, yes!
weeping, as she thinks of the mother from whom she has been torn! The drove moves tardily.
Heat and sorrow have nearly consumed their strength; suddenly you hear a quick snap, like
the discharge of a rifle; the fetters clank, and the chain rattles simultaneously; your ears are
saluted with a scream, that seems to have torn its way to the centre of your soul! The crack
you heard, was the sound of the slave-whip; the scream you heard, was from the woman you
saw with the babe. Her speed had faltered under the weight of her child and her chains! that
gash on her shoulder tells her to move on. Follow this drove to Mew Orleans. Attend the
auction; see men examined like horses; see the forms of women rudely and brutally exposed
to the shocking gaze of American slave-buyers. See this drove sold and separated for ever;
and never forget the deep, sad sobs that arose from that scattered multitude. Tell me citizens,
WHERE, under the sun, you can witness a spectacle more fiendish and shocking. Yet this is but
a glance at the American slave-trade, as it exists, at this moment, in the ruling part of the
United States.

I was born amid such sights and scenes. To me the American slave-trade is a terrible reality.
When a child, my soul was often pierced with a sense of its horrors. I lived on Philpot Street,
Fell's Point, Baltimore, and have watched from the wharves, the slave ships in the Basin,
anchored from the shore, with their cargoes of human flesh, waiting for favorable winds to
waft them down the Chesapeake. There was, at that time, a grand slave mart kept at the
head of Pratt Street, by Austin Woldfolk. His agents were sent into every town and county in
Maryland, announcing their arrival, through the papers, and on flaming "hand-bills,” headed
CASH FOR MEGROES. These men were generally well dressed men, and very captivating in
their manners. Ever ready to drink, to treat, and to gamble. The fate of many a slave has
depended upon the turn of a single card; and many a child has been snatched from the arms
of its mother, by bargains arranged in a state of brutal drunkenness.

The flesh-mongers gather up their victims by dozens, and drive them, chained, to the general
depot at Baltimore. When a sufficient number have been collected here, a ship is chartered,

for the purpose of conveying the forlorn crew to Mobile, or to New Or-leans. From the slave
prison to the ship, they are usually driven in the darkness of night; for since the anti-slavery
agitation, a certain caution is observed.

In the deep still darkness of midnight, I have been often aroused by the dead heavy footsteps,
and the piteous cries of the chained gangs that passed our door. The anguish of my boyish
heart was intense; and I was often consoled, when speaking to my mistress in the moring, to
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hear her say that the custom was very wicked; that she hated to hear the rattle of the chains,
and the heart-rending cries. [ was glad to find one who sympathized with me in my horror.

Fellow-citizens, this murderous traffic is, to-day, in active operation in this boasted republic. In
the solitude of my spirit, I see clouds of dust raised on the highways of the South; I see the
bleeding footsteps; I hear the doleful wail of fettered humanity, on the way to the slave-
markets where the victims are to be sold like horses, sheep, and swine, knocked off to the
highest bidder. There I see the tenderest ties ruthlessly broken, to gratify the lust, caprice and
rapacity of the buyers and sellers of men. My soul sickens at the sight.

"Is this the land your Fathers loved, The freedom which they toiled to win? Is this the earth
whereon they moved? Are these the graves they slumber in?"

But a still more inhuman, disgraceful, and scandalous state of things remains to be presented.

By an act of the American Congress, not yet two years old, slavery has been nationalized in its
mast horrible and revelting form. By that act, Mason & Dixon's line has been obliterated; New
York has be-come as Virginia; and the power to hold, hunt, and sell men, women and children,
as slaves, remains no longer a mere state institution, but is now an institution of the whole
United States. The power is co-extensive with the star-spangled banner, and American
Christianity. Where these go, may also go the merciless slave-hunter. Where these are, man is
not sacred. He is a bird for the sportsman's gun. By that most foul and fiendish of all human
decrees, the liberty and person of every man are put in peril. Your broad republican domain is
hunting ground for men. Not for thieves and robbers, enemies of socety, merely, but for men
quilty of no crime. Your law-makers have commanded all good citizens to engage in this
hellish sport. Your President, your Secretary of State, your lords, nobles, and ecclesiastics,
enforce, as a duty you owe to your free and glorious country, and to your God, that you do
this accursed thing. Mot fewer than forty Americans, have, within the past two years, been
hunted down, and, without a moment's warning, hurried away in chains, and consigned to
slavery, and excruciating torture. Some of these have had wives and children, dependent on
them for bread; but of this, no account was made. The right of the hunter to his prey, stands
superior to the right of marriage, and to all rights in this republic, the rights of God included!
For black men there are neither law, justice, humanity, nor religion.

The Fugitive Slave Law makes MERCY TO THEM, A CRIME: and bribes the judge who tries
them. An American JUDGE GETS TEN DOLLARS FOR EVERY WVICTIM HE CONSIGNS to slavery,
and five, when he fails to do so. The oath of any two villains is sufficient, under this hell-black
enactment, to send the most pious and exemplary black man into the remorseless jaws of
slavery! His own testimony is nothing. He can bring no witnesses for himself. The minister of
American justice is bound, by the law to hear but one side; and that side, is the side of the
oppressor. Let this damning fact be perpetually told. Let it be thundered around the world,
that, in tyrant-killing, king-hating, people-loving, democratic, Christian America, the seats of
justice are filled with judges, who hold their offices under an open and palpable bribes, and
are bound, in deciding in the case of a man's liberty, to hear only his accusers!

In glaring wiclation of justice, in shameless disregard of the forms of administering law, in
cunning arrangement to entrap the defenceless, and in diabolical intent, this Fugitive Slave
Law stands alone in the annals of tyrannical legislation. I doubt if there be another nation on
the globe, having the brass and the baseness to put such a law on the statute-book. If any
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man in this assembly thinks differently from me in this matter, and feels able to disprove my
statements, I will gladly confront him at any suitable time and place he may select.

Religious Liberty

I take this law to be one of the grossest infringements of Christian Liberty, and, if the
churches and ministers of our country were not stupidly blind, or most wickedly indifferent,
they, too, would so regard it.

AL the very moment that they are thanking God for the enjoyment of civil and religious liberty,
and for the right to worship God according to the dictates of their own consciences, they are
utterly silent in respect to a law which robs religion of its chief significance, and makes it
utterly worthless to a world lying in wickedness. Did this law concern the "mint, anise and
cummin,“—abridge the right to sing psalms, to partake of the sacrament, or to engage in any
of the ceremonies of religion, it would be smitten by the thunder of a thousand pulpits. A
general shout would go up from the church, demanding repeal, repeal, instant repeal! And it
would go hard with that politician who presumed to solicit the votes of the people without
inscribing this motto on his banner. Further, if this demand were not complied with, another
Scotland would be added to the history of religious liberty, and the stern old covenanters
would be thrown into the shade. A John Knox would be seen at every church door, and heard
from every pulpit, and Fillmore would have no more guarter than was shown by Knox, to the
beautiful, but treacherous Queen Mary of Scotland. The fact that the church of our country,
(with fractional exceptions,) does not esteem “the Fugitive Slave Law” as a declaration of war
against religious liberty, implies that that church regards religion simply as a form of worship,
an empty ceremony, and not a vital principle, requiring active benevolence, justice, love and
good will towards man. It esteems sacrifice above mercy; psalm-singing above right doing;
solemn meetings above practical righteousness. A worship that can be conducted by persons
who refuse to give shelter to the houseless, to give bread to the hunary, clothing to the
naked, and who enjoin obedience to a law forbidding these acts of mercy, is a curse, not a
blessing to mankind. The Bible addresses all such persons as "scribes, pharisees, hypocrites,
who pay tithe of mint, anise, and cumin, and have omitted the weightier matters of the law,
judgment, mercy and faith.”

The Church Responsible

But the church of this country is not only indifferent to the wrongs of the slave, it actually
takes sides with the oppressors. It has made itself the bulwark of American slavery, and the
shield of American slave-hunters. Many of its most eloguent Divines, who stand as the very
lights of the church, have shamelessly given the sanction of religion, and the bible, to the
whole slave system. They hawve taught that man may, properly, be a slave; that the relation of
master and slave is ordained of God; that to send back an escaped bondman to his master is
clearly the duty of all the followers of the Lord Jesus Christ; and this horrible blasphemy is
palmed off upon the world for Christianity.

For my part, I would say, welcome infidelity! welcome atheism! welcome anything! in
preference to the gospel, as preached by those Divines! They convert the very name of
religion into an engine of tyranny, and barbarous cruelty, and serve to confirm more infidels,
in this age, than all the infidel writings of Thomas Paine, Voltaire, and Bolingbroke, put
together, have done? These ministers make religion a cold and flinty-hearted thing, having
neither principles of right action, nor bowels of compassion. They strip the love of God of its
beauty, and leave the throne of religion a huge, horrible, repulsive form. It is a religion for
oppressors, tyrants, man-stealers, and thugs. It is not that "pure and undefiled religion™ which
is from above, and which is "first pure, then peaceable, easy to be entreated, full of mercy and
good fruits, without partiality, and without hypocrisy.” But a religion which favors the rich
against the poor; which exalts the proud above the humble; which divides mankind into two
classes, tyrants and slaves; which says to the man in chains, stay there; and to the oppressor,
oppress on; it is a religion which may be professed and enjoyed by all the robbers and

41



enslavers of mankind; it makes (God A respecter of peprenns, denies his fatherhnnd of the rare,
and tramples in the dust the great truth of the brotherhood of man. All this we affirm to be
true of the popular church, and the popular worship of our land and nation—a religion, a
church and a worship which, on the authority of inspired wisdom, we pronounce to be an
abomination in the sight of God. In the language of Isaiah, the American church might be well
addressed, "Bring no more vain oblations; incense is an abomination unto me: the new moons
and Sabbaths, the calling of assemblies, I cannot away with it is inigquity, even the soclemn
mieeting. Your new moons, and your appointed feasts my soul hatest. They are a trouble to
me; I am weary to bear them; and when ye spread forth your hands I will hide mine eyes
from you. Yea! when ye make many prayers, [ will not hear. YOUR HANDS ARE FULL OF
BLOOD; cease to do evil, learn to do well; seek judgment; relieve the oppressed; judge for the
fatherless; plead for the widow.”

The American church is guilty, when viewed in connection with what it is doing to uphold
slavery; but it is superlatively guilty when viewed in connection with its ability to abolish
slavery.

The sin of which it is guilty is one of omission as well as of commission. Albert Barnes but
uttered what the common sense of every man at all observant of the actual state of the case
will receive as truth, when he declared that "There is no power out of the church that could
sustain slavery an hour, if it were not sustained in it.”

Let the religious press, the pulpit, the Sunday school, the conference meeting, the great
ecclesiastical, missionary, bible and tract associations of the land array their immense powers
against slavery, and slave-holding; and the whole system of crime and blood would be
scattered to the winds, and that they do not do this invelves them in the most awful
respaonsibility of which the mind can conceive.

In prosecuting the anti-slavery enterprise, we have been asked to spare the church, to spare
the ministry; but how, we ask, could such a thing be done? We are met on the threshold of
our efforts for the redemption of the slave, by the church. and ministry of the country, in
battle arrayed against us; and we are compelled to fight or flee. From what quarter, I beg to
know, has proceeded a fire so deadly upon our ranks, during the last two years, as from the
Morthern pulpit? As the champions of oppressors, the chosen men of American theclogy have
appeared—men, honored for their so called piety, and their real learning. The LORDS of
Buffalo, the SPRINGS of New York, the LATHROPS of Auburn, the COXES and SPENCERS of
Brooklyn, the GANMNETS and SHARPS of Boston, the DEWEYS of Washington, and other great
religious lights of the land, have, in utter denial of the authority of Him, by whom they
professed to be called to the ministry, deliberately taught us, against the example of the
Hebrews, and against the remonstrance of the Apostles, they teach that we ought to obey
man's law before the law of God.

My spirit wearies of such blasphemy; and how such men can be supported, as the "standing
types and representatives of Jesus Christ,” is a mystery which I leave others to penetrate. In
speaking of the American church, however, let it be distinctly understood that I mean the
great mass of the religious organizations of our land. There are exceptions, and I thank God
that there are. Moble men may be found, scattered all over these Northem States, of whom
Henry Ward Beecher, of Brooklyn, Samuel J. May, of Syracuse, and my esteemed friend on
the platform, are shining examples; and let me say further, that, upon these men lies the duty
to inspire our ranks with high religious faith and zeal, and to cheer us on in the great mission
of the slave's redemption from his chains.

Religion in England and Religion in America

One is struck with the difference between the attitude of the American church towards the
anti-slavery movement, and that occupied by the churches in England towards a similar
miovement in that country. There, the church, true to its mission of ameliorating, elevating,
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and improving the condition of mankind, came forward promptly, bound up the wounds of the
West Indian slave, and restored him to his liberty. There, the guestion of emancipation was a
high religious question. It was demanded, in the name of humanity, and according to the law
of the living God. The Sharps, the Clarksons, the Wilberforces, the Buxtons, the Burchells and
the Knibbs, were alike famous for their piety, and for their philanthropy. The anti-slavery
movement there, was not an anti-church movement, for the reason that the church took its
full share in prosecuting that movement: and the anti-slavery movement in this country will
cease to be an anti-church movement, when the church of this country shall assume a
favorable, instead of a hostile position towards that movement.

Americans! yvour republican politics, not less than yvour republican religion, are flagrantly
inconsistent. You boast of your love of liberty, your superior civilization, and your pure
Christianity, while the whole political power of the nation, (as embodied in the two great
political parties, is solemnly pledged to support and perpetuate the enslavement of three
millions of your countrymen. You hurl your anathemas at the crowned headed tyrants of
Russia and Austria, and pride yourselves on your Democratic institutions, while you yourselves
consent to be the mere tools and body-guards of the tyrants of Virginia and Carolina. You
invite to your shores fugitives of oppression from abroad, honor them with banquets, greet
them with ovations, cheer them, toast them, salute them, protect them, and pour out your
money to them like water; but the fugitives from your own land, you advertise, hunt, arrest,
shoot and kill. ¥ou glory in your refinement, and your universal education; yet you maintain a
system as barbarous and dreadful, as ever stained the character of a nation—a system begun
in avarice, supported in pride, and perpetuated in cruelty. You shed tears over fallen Hungary,
and make the sad story of her wrongs the theme of yvour poets, statesmen and orators, till
your gallant sons are ready to fly to arms to vindicate her cause against her oppressors; but,
in regard to the ten thousand wrongs of the American slave, you would enforce the strictest
silence, and would hail him as an enemy of the nation who dares to make those wrongs the
subject of public discourse! You are all on fire at the mention of liberty for France or for
Ireland; but are as cold as an iceberg at the thought of liberty for the enslaved of America.
You discourse eloguently on the dignity of labor; yet, you sustain a system which, in its very
essence, casts a stioma upon labor. You can bare your bosom to the storm of British artillery,
to throw off a three-penny tax on tea; and yet wring the last hard earned farthing from the
grasp of the black laborers of your country. You profess to believe “that, of one blood, God
made all nations of men to dwell on the face of all the earth,” and hath commanded all men,
everywhere to love one another; yet you notoriously hate, (and glory in your hatred,) all men
whose skins are not colored like your own. You declare, before the world, and are understood
by the world to declare, that you “hold these truths to be self evident, that all men are created
equal; and are endowed by their Creator with certain, inalienable rights: and that, amonag
these are, life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness”; and yet, you hold securely, in a
bondage, which according to your own Thomas Jefferson, "is worse than ages of that which
your fathers rose in rebellion to oppose,” a seventh part of the inhabitants of your country.

Fellow-citizens! I will not enlarge further on your national inconsistencies. The existence of
slavery in this country brands your republicanism as a sham, your humanity as a base
pretence, and your Christianity as a lie. It destroys your moral power abroad it corrupts your
politicians at home. It saps the foundation of religion; it makes your name a hissing, and a
bye-word to a mocking earth. It is the antagonistic force in your government, the only thing
that seriously disturbs and endangers your Union. It fetters your progress; it is the enemy of
improvement, the deadly foe of education; it fosters pride; it breeds insolence; it promotes
vice; it shelters crime; it is a curse to the earth that supports it; and yet, you cling to it, as if it
were the sheet anchor of all your hopes. Oh! be wamed! be wamed! a horrible reptile is coiled
up in your nation's bosom; the venomous creature is nursing at the tender breast of your
youthful republic; for the love of God, tear away, and fling from vyou the hideous monster, and
let the weight of twenty millions, crush and destroy it forever!

The Constitution
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But it is answered in reply to all this, that precisely what I have now denounced is, in fact,
guaranteed and sanctioned by the Constitution of the United States; that, the right to hold,
and to hunt slaves is a part of that Constitution framed by the illustrious Fathers of this
Republic. Then, I dare to affirm, notwithstanding all I have said before, your fathers stooped,
basely stooped. "To palter with us in a double sense: And keep the word of promise to the ear,
But break it to the heart.”

And instead of being the honest men I have before declared them to be, they were the veriest
imposters that ever practiced on mankind. This is the inevitable conclusion, and from it there
is no escape; but I differ from those who charge this baseness on the framers of the
Constitution of the United States. It is a slander upon their memory, at least, so I believe.
There is not time now to argue the constitutional guestion at length; nor have 1 the ability to
discuss it as it ought to be discussed. The subject has been handled with masterly power by
Lysander Spooner, Esq., by William Goodell, by Samuel E. Sewall, Esq., and last, though not
least, by Gerritt Smith, Esg. These gentlemen have, as I think, fully and clearly vindicated the
Constitution from any design to support slavery for an howr.

Fellow-citizens! there is no matter in respect to which, the people of the Morth have allowed
themselves to be so ruinously imposed upon, as that of the pro-slavery character of the
Constitution. In that instrument I hold there is neither warrant, license, nor sanction of the
hateful thing; but interpreted, as it cught to be interpreted, the Constitution is a GLORIOUS
LIBERTY DOCUMENT. Read its preamble, consider its purposes. Is slavery among them? Is it
at the gateway? or is it in the temple? it is neither. While I do not intend to argue this
guestion on the present occasion, let me ask, if it be not somewhat singular that, if the
Constitution were intended to be, by its framers and adopters, a slave-holding instrument,
why neither slavery, slaveholding, nor slave can anywhere be found in it. What would be
thought of an instrument, drawn up, legally drawn up, for the purpose of entitling the city of
Rochester to a track of land, in which no mention of land was made? Now, there are certain
rules of interpretation, for the proper understanding of all legal instruments. These rules are
well established. They are plain, common-sense rules, such as you and I, and all of us, can
understand and apply, without having passed years in the study of law. I scout the idea that
the guestion of the constitutionality, or unconstitutionality of slavery, is not a question for the
people. I hold that every American citizen has a right to form an opinion of the constitution,
and to propagate that opinion, and to use all honorable means to make his opinion the
prevailing one. With out this right, the liberty of an American citizen would be as insecure as
that of a Frenchman. Ex-Vice-President Dallas tells us that the constitution is an object to
which no American mind can be too attentive, and no American heart too devoted. He further
says, the constitution, in its words, is plain and intelligible, and is meant for the home-bred,
unsophisticated understandings of our fellow-citizens. Senator Berrien tells us that the
Constitution is the fundamental law, that which controls all others. The charter of our liberties,
which every citizen has a personal interest in understanding thoroughly. The testimony of
Senator Breese, Lewis Cass, and many others that might be named, who are everywhere
esteemed as sound lawyers, so regard the constitution. I take it, therefore, that it is not
presumption in a private citizen to form an opinion of that instrument.

Mow, take the constitution according to its plain reading, and I defy the presentation of a
single proslavery clause in it. On the other hand it will be found to contain principles and
purposes, entirely hostile to the existence of slavery.

I have detained my audience entirely too long already. At some future period I will gladly avail
myself of an opportunity to give this subject a full and fair discussion.

Allow me to savy, in conclusion, notwithstanding the dark picture I have this day presented, of
the state of the nation, I do not despair of this country. There are forces in operation, which
must inevitably, work the downfall of slavery. "The arm of the Lord is not shortened,” and the
doom of slavery is certain.
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I, therefore, leave off where I began, with hope. While drawing encouragement from “the
Declaration of Independence,” the great principles it contains, and the genius of American
Institutions, my spirit is also cheered by the obvious tendencies of the age. Nations do not
now stand in the same relation to each other that they did ages ago. Mo nation can now shut
itself up, from the surrcounding world, and trot round in the same old path of its fathers
without interference. The time was when such could be done. Long established customs of
hurtful character could formerly fence themselves in, and do their evil work with social
impunity. Knowledge was then confined and enjoyed by the privileged few, and the multitude
walked on in mental darkness. But a change has now come over the affairs of mankind.
Walled cities and empires have become unfashionable. The arm of commerce has borne away
the gates of the strong city. Intelligence is penetrating the darkest corners of the globe. It
makes its pathway over and under the sea, as well as on the earth. Wind, steam, and
lightning are its chartered agents. Oceans no longer divide, but link nations together. From
Boston to London is now a holiday excursion. Space is comparatively annihilated. Thoughts
expressed on one side of the Atlantic, are distinctly heard on the other.

The far off and almost fabulous Pacific rolls in grandeur at our feet. The Celestial Empire, the
mystery of ages, is being solved. The fiat of the Almighty. "Let there be Light,” has not vet
spent its force. Mo abuse, no outrage whether in taste, sport or avarice, can now hide itself
from the all-pervading light. The iron shoe, and crippled foot of China must be seen, in
contrast with nature. Africa must rise and put on her yet unwowven garment. "Ethiopia shall
stretch out her hand unto God.” In the fervent aspirations of William Lloyd Garrison, I say, and
let every heart join in saying it:

God speed the year of jubilee The wide world o'er! When from their galling chains set free, Th'
oppress'd shall vilely bend the knee, And wear the yoke of tyranny Like brutes no more. That
year will come, and freedom's reign, To man his plundered rights again Restore. God speed
the day when human blood Shall cease to flow! In every clime be understood, The claims of
human brotherhood, And each retum for evil, good, Mot blow for blow; That day will come all
feuds to end, And change into a faithful friend Each foe. God speed the hour, the glorious
hour, When none on earth Shall exercise a lordly power, Nor in a tyrant's presence cower; But
all to manhood's stature tower, By egual birth! THAT HOUR WILL COME, to each, to all, And
from his prison-house, the thrall Go forth. Until that vear, day, hour, arrive, With head, and
heart, and hand I'll strive, To break the rod, and rend the gywve, The spoiler of his prey deprive
S0 witness Heaven! And never from my chosen post, Whate'er the peril or the cost, Be driven.
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“The Gettysburg Address”

Abraham Lincoln

1862




Transcript of the Gettysburg Address- Resource

Transcription of the Gettyshurg Address delivered at the dedication of the Cemetery at
Gettysburg.

Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent, a new nation,
conceived in Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal.

Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation, or any nation so
conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a great battle field of that war.
We have come to dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting place for those who here
gave their lives that that nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do
this.

But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate—we can not consecrate—we can not hallow—this
ground. The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, far above our
poor power to add or detract. The world will little note, nor long remember what we say here,
but it can never forget what they did here. It is for us the living, rather, to be dedicated here to
the unfinished work which they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather
for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us—that from these honored
dead we take increased devaotion to that cause for which they gave the last full measure of
devotion—that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain—that this
nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom—and that government of the people, by
the people, for the people, shall not perish from the earth.

Abraham Lincoln.

November 19, 1863.
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“Women’s Right to Suffrage”
Susan B. Anthony
1873

On Women's Right to Vote
Susan B. Anthony (1873)

Friends and fellow citizens: | stand before you tonight under indictment for the alleged
crime of having voted at the last presidential election, without having a lawful right to
vote. It shall be my work this evening to prove to you that in thus voting, | not only
committed no crime, but, instead, simply exercised my citizen's rights, guaranteed to me
and all United States citizens by the National Constitution, beyond the power of any
state to deny.

The preamble of the Federal Constitution says:

"We, the people of the United States, in order to form a more perfect union, establish
justice, insure domestic tranquillity, provide for the common defense, promote the
general welfare, and secure the blessings of liberty to ourselves and our posterity, do
ordain and establish this Constitution for the United States of America.”

It was we, the people; not we, the white male citizens; nor yet we, the male citizens; but
we, the whole people, who formed the Union. And we formed it, not to give the
blessings of liberty, but to secure them; not to the half of ourselves and the half of our
posterity, but to the whole people - women as well as men. And it is a downnght
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mockery to talk to women of their enjoyment of the blessings of liberty while they are
denied the use of the only means of securing them provided by this democratic-
republican government - the ballot.

For any state to make sex a qualification that must ever result in the disfranchisement of
one entire half of the people, is to pass a bill of attainder, or, an ex post facto law, and is
therefore a violation of the supreme law of the land. By it the blessings of liberty are
forewver withheld from women and their female posterity.

To them this government has no just powers derived from the consent of the governed.
To them this government is not a democracy. It is not a republic. It is an odious
aristocracy; a hateful oligarchy of sex; the most hateful aristocracy ever established on
the face of the globe; an oligarchy of wealth, where the rich govern the poor. An
oligarchy of learning, where the educated govemn the ignorant, or even an oligarchy of
race, where the Saxon rules the African, might be endured; but this oligarchy of sex,
which makes father, brothers, husband, sons, the oligarchs over the mother and sisters,
the wife and daughters, of every household - which ordains all men sovereigns, all
women subjects, camies dissension, discord, and rebellion into every home of the
nation.

Webster, Worcester, and Bouvier all define a citizen to be a person in the United States,
entitled to vote and hold office.

The only guestion left to be settled now is: Are women persons? And | hardly believe
any of our opponents will have the hardihood to say they are not. Being persons, then,
women are citizens; and no state has a right to make any law, or to enforce any old law,
that shall abridge their privileges or immunities. Hence, every discrimination against
women in the constitutions and laws of the several states is today null and void,
precisely as is every one against Negroes.
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“The Atlanta Compromise Speech”

Booker T. Washington
1895

Atlanta Compromise Speech
Booker T. Washington (1895)

Mr. President and Gentlemen of the Board of Directors and Citizens:

One-third of the population of the South is of the Negro race. No enterprise seeking the material, civil, or
moral welfare of this section can disregard this element of our population and reach the highest success. | but
convey to you, Mr, President and Directors, the sentiment of the masses of my race when | say that in no way
have the value and manhood of the American Negro been more fittingly and generously recognized than by
the managers of this magnificent Exposition at every stage of its progress. it is a recognition that will do more
to cement the friendship of the two races than any occurrence since the dawn of our freedom.

Not only this, but the opportunity here afforded will awaken among us a new era of industnial progress,
Ignorant and inexperienced, it is not strange that in the first years of our new ke we began at the top instead
of at the bottom; that a seat in Congress or the state legisiature was more sought than real estate or Industnal
skill; that the political convention or stump speaking had more attractions than starting a dairy farm or truck
garden,

A ship lost at sea for many days suddenly sighted a friendly vessel. From the mast of the unfortunate vessel
was seen a signal,"Water, water; we die of thirst!” The answer from the friendly vessel at once came back,
“Cast down your bucket where you are.” A second time the signal, “Water, water; send us water!” ran up from
the distressed vessel, and was answered, “"Cast down your bucket where you are.” And a third and fourth
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signal for water was answered, "Cast down your bucket where you are.” The captain of the distressed vessel,
at last heeding the injunction, cast down his bucket, and it came up full of fresh, sparkling water from the
mouth of the Amazon River. To those of my race who depend on bettering their condition in a foreign land or
who underestimate the importance of cultivating friendly relations with the Southern white man, who is their
next-door neighbor, | would say: *Cast down your bucket where you are” = cast it down in making friends in
every manly way of the people of all races by whom we are surrounded.

Cast it down in agriculture, mechanics, in commerce, in domestic service, and in the professions. And in this
connection it is well to bear in mind that whatever other sins the South may be called to bear, when it comes
to business, pure and simple, it is in the South that the Negro is given a man’s chance in the commercial world,
and im mothing is this Exposition more eloguent tham in emphasizing this chance. Our greatest danger is that in
the great leap from slavery to freedom we may overlook the fact that the masses of us are to live by the
productions of our hands, and fail to keep in mind that we shall prosper in proportion as we learn to dignify
and glorify commaon labowr, and put brains and skill into the common occupations of life; shall prosper in
proportion as we learmn to draw the line between the superficial and the substantial, the ornamental gewgaws
of life and the useful. Mo race can prosper till it learns that there is as much dignity in tilling a field as in writing
a poem. It is at the bottom of life we must begin, and not at the top. Mor should we permit our grievances to
owershadow our opportunities.

To those of the white race who look to the incoming of those of foreign birth and strange tongue and habits
for the prosperity of the South, were | permitted | would repeat what | say to my own race,“Cast down your
bucket where you are.” Cast it down among the eight millions of Megroes whose habits you know, whose
fidelity and love you have tested in days when to have proved treacherous meant the ruin of your firesides.
Cast down your bucket among these people who have, without strikes and labour wars, tilled your fields,
cleared your forests, builded your railroads and cities, and brought forth treasures from the bowelks of the
earth, and helped make possible this magnificent representation of the progress of the South. Casting down
your bucket among my people, helping and encouraging them as you are doing on these grounds, and to
education of head, hand, and heart, you will find that they will buy your surplus land, make blossom the waste
places in your fields, and run your factories. While doing this, you can be sure in the future, as in the past, that
you and your families will be surrounded by the most patient, faithful, law-abiding, and unresentful people
that the world has seen. As we have proved our loyalty to you in the past, in nursing your children, watching
by the sick-bed of your mothers and fathers, and often following them with tear-dimmed eyes to their graves,
so in the future, in our humble way, we shall stand by you with a devotion that no foreigner can approach,
ready to lay down our lives, if need be, in defense of yours, interlacing our industrial, commercial, civil, and
religious life with yours in a way that shall make the interests of both races one, In all things that are purely
social we can be as separate as the fingers, yet one as the hand in all things essential to mutual progress.

There Is no defense or security for any of us except In the highest intefligence and development of all. If
anywhere there are efforts tending to curtail the fullest growth of the Negro, let these efforts be turned into
stimulating, encouraging. and making him the most useful and intelligent citizen. Effort or means so invested
will pay a thousand per cent interest. These efforts will be twice blessed —blessing him that gives and him that
takes. There is no escape through law of man or God from the inevitabie:

The laws of changeless justice bind Oppressor with oppressed;

And close as sin and suffering joined We march to fate abreast...
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Nearly sixteen millions of hands will aid you in pulling the load upward, or they will pull against you the load
downward. We shall constitute one-third and more of the ignorance and crime of the South, or one-third [of]
its intelligence and progress; we shall contribute one-third to the business and industrial prosperity of the
South, or we shall prove a veritable body of death, stagnating, depressing, retarding every effort to advance
the body politic.

Gentlemen of the Exposition, as we present to you our humble effort at an exhibition of our progress, you
must not expect overmuch. Starting thirty years ago with ownership here and there in a few quilts and
pumpkins and chickens |gathered from miscellaneows sources), remember the path that has led from these to
the inventions and production of agricultural implements, buggies, steam-engines, newspapers, books,
statuary, carving, paintings, the management of drug stores and banks, has not been trodden without contact
with thoms and thistles. While we take pride in what we exhibit as a result of our independent efforts, we do
not for a moment forget that our part in this exhibition would fall far short of your expectations but for the
constant help that has come to our educational life, not only from the Southern states, but especially from
Northern philanthropists, who hawve made their gifts a constant stream of blessing and encouragement.

The wisest among my race understand that the agitation of questions of social eguality is the extremest folly,
and that progress in the enjoyment of all the privileges that will come to us must be the result of severe and
conmstant struggle rather than of artificial forcing. Mo race that has amything to contribute to the markets of the
world is long in any degree ostracized. It is important and right that all privileges of the law be ours, but it is
vastly more important that we be prepared for the exercise of these privileges. The opportunity to earn a
dollar in a factory just now is worth infinitely more than the opportunity to spend a dollar in an opera-house.

In conclusion, may | repeat that nothing in thirty years has given us more hope and encouragement, and
drawn us =0 near to you of the white race, as this opportunity offered by the Exposition; and here bending, as
it were, over the altar that represents the results of the struggles of your race and mine, both starting
practically empty-handed three decades ago, | pledge that in your effort to work out the great and intricate
problem which God has laid at the doors of the South, you shall have at all times the patient, sympathetic help
of my race; only let this be constantly in mind, that, while from representations in these buildings of the
product of field, of forest, of mine, of factory, letters, and art, much good will come, yet far above and beyond
material benefits will be that higher good, that, let us pray God, will come, in a blotting out of sectional
differemces and racial animosities and suspicions, in a determination to administer absolute justice, in a willing
obedience among all classes to the mandates of law. This, coupled with our material prosperity, will bring into
our beloved South a new heaven and a mew earth.
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MARY CHURCH TERRELL

What It Means to be Colored in the
Capital of the United States

Washington, D.C., October 10, 1906

ASHINGTON, D.C.. has been called *The Colored Man's

Paradise.” Whether this sobriquet was given to the na-
tional capital in bitter irony by a member of the handicapped
race, as he reviewed some of his own persecutions and rebuffs,
or whether it was given immediately after the war by an ex-
slave-holder who for the first time in his life saw colored people
walking about like freemen, minus the overscer and his whip,
history saith not. It is certain that it would be dithcult to find a
worse misnomer for Washington than *The Colored Man’s
Paradise™ if so prosaic a consideration as veracity is to deter-
mine the appropriateness of a name.

For fifteen years I have resided in Washington, and while it
was far from being a paradise for colored people, when I first
touched these shores, it has been doing its level best ever since
to make conditions for us intolerable. As a colored woman 1
might enter Washingron any night, a stranger in a strange land,
and walk miles without finding a place to lay my head. Unless
I happened to know colored people who live here or ran across
a chance acquaintance who could recommend a colored
boarding-house to me, I should be obliged to spend the entire
night wandering about. Indians, Chinamen, Filipinos, Japanese
and representatives of any other dark race can find hotel ac-
commodations, if they can pay for them. The colored man alone
is thrust out of the hotels of the national capital like a leper.

As a colored woman I may walk from the Capitol to the
White House, ravenously hungry and abundantly supplied with
money with which to purchase a meal, without finding a single
restaurant in which I would be permitted to take a morsel of
food, it it was patronized by white people, unless I were willing
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to sit behind a screen. As a colored woman I cannot visit the
tomb of the Father of this country, which owes its very exis-
tence to the love of freedom in the human heart and which
stands for equal opportunity to all, without being forced to sit
in the Jim Crow section of an clectric car which starts from the
very heart of the ary—midway between the Capitol and the
White House. If I refuse thus to be humiliated, I am cast into
jail and forced to pay a fine for violating the Virginia laws. Every
hour in the day Jim Crow cars filled with colored people, many
of whom are intelligent and well to do, enter and leave the na-
tional capital.

As a colored woman I may enter more than one white church
in Washingron without recewving that welcome which as a hu-
man being I have a right to expect in the sanctuary of God.
Sometimes the color blindness of the usher takes on that pecu-
liar form which prevents a dark face from making any impres-
sion whatsocver upon his retina, so thar it is impossible tor him
to see colored people at all. If he is not so afflicted, atter keeping
a colored man or woman waiting a long time, he will ungra-
ciously show these dusky Christians who have had the temernty
to thrust themselves into a temple where only the fair of face
are expected to worship God to a scat in the rear, which is
named in honor of a certain personage, well known in this
country, and commonly called Jim Crow.

Unless I am willing to engage in a few menial occupations, in
which the pay for my services would be very poor, there is no
way for me to carn an honest living, it I am not a trained nurse
or a dressmaker or can secure a position as teacher in the pub-
lic schools, which is exceedingly ditheult to do. It matters not
what my intellecrual atrainments may be or how great is the
need of the services of a competent person, if [ try to enter
many of the numerous vocations in which my white sisters are
allowed to engage, the door is shut in my face.

From one Washington theater 1 am excluded altogether. In
the remainder certain scars are set aside for colored people,
and it i1s almost impossible to secure others. I once telephoned
to the ticket scller just before a matinee and asked if a neat-
appearing colored nurse would be allowed to sit in the parquet
with her little white charge, and the answer rushed gquickly and

positively thru the receiver—NO. When I remonstrated a bit
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and told him that in some of the theaters colored nurses were
allowed to sit with the white children for whom they cared, the
ticket seller told me that in Washington it was very poor policy
to employ colored nurses, tor they were excluded from many
places where white girls would be allowed to take children for
pleasure.

It I possess artistic talent, there is not a single art school of
repute which will admit me. A few vears ago a colored woman
who possessed great talent submitted some drawings to the
Corcoran Art School, of Washington, which were accepred by
the committee of awards, who sent her a nicket ennting her to
a course in this school. But when the commirttee discovered that
the young woman was colored, they declined to admit her,
and told her that it they had suspected that her drawings had
been made by a colored woman, they would not have examined
them at all. The efforts of Frederick Douglass and a lawver of
great repute who took a keen interest in the affair were un-
availing. In order to cultvare her talent this young woman was
torced to leave her comfortable home in Washingron and incur
the expense of going to New York. Having entered the
Woman’s Art School of Cooper Union, she graduated with
honor, and then went to Pans to continue her studics, where
she achieved signal success and was complimented by some of
the greatest living artists in France.

With the exception of the Catholic University, there is not a
single white college in the national capital to which colored
pecople are admitted, no matter how great their ability, how lofty
their ambition, how unexceptionable their character or how
great their thirst for knowledge may be.

A few years ago the Columbian Law School admitted colored
students, but in deference to the Southern white students the
authorities have decided to exclude them altogether.

Some time ago a young woman who had already attracted
some attention in the literary world by her volume of short
storics answered an advertisement which appeared in a Wash-
ington newspaper, which called for the services of a skilled ste-
nographer and expert typewriter. It is unnecessary to state the
reasons why a yvoung woman whose literary ability was so great
as that possessed by the one referred to should decide to carn

money in this way. The applicants were requested to send spec-
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imens of their work and answer certain questions concerning
their experience and their speed before they called in person.
In reply to her application the voung colored woman, who, by
the way, is very fair and attractive indeed, received a letter from
the firm stating that her references and cxperience were the
most sanisfactory that had been sent and requesting her to call.
When she presented herself there was some doubt in the mind
of the man to whom she was directed concerning her racial
pedigree, so he asked her point-blank whether she was colored
or white. When she contessed the truth the merchant expressed
great sorrow and deep regret that he could not avail himself of
the services of so competent a person, but frankly admitred
that employing a colored woman in his establishment in any
except a menial position was simply out of the question.
Another young friend had an experience which, for some
reasons, was still more disheartening and bitter than the one
just mentioned. In order to secure lucrative emplovment she
lett Washington and went to New York. There she worked her
way up in one of the largest dry goods stores till she was placed
as saleswoman in the cloak department. Tired of being sepa-
rated from her family, she decided to return to Washingron,
feeling sure that, with her expenience and her fine recommen-
dation from the New York firm, she could casily secure em-
ployment. Nor was she overconfident, for the proprictor of one
of the largest dry goods stores in her native city was glad to se-
cure the services of a voung woman who brought such hearty
credentals from New York. She had not been in this store very
long, however, betfore she called upon me one day and asked
me to intercede with the proprictor in her behalf, saying that
she had been discharged that afternoon becanse it had been dis-
covered that she was colored. When I called upon my young
fricnd’s employer he made no effort to avoid the issue, as [
feared he would. He did not say he had discharged the young
saleswoman because she had not given satisfaction, as he might
casily have done. On the contrary, he admitted without the
slightest hesitation that the young woman he had just dis-
charged was one of the best clerks he had ever had. In the cdloak
department, where she had been assigned, she had been a bril-
liant success, he said. “Bur I cannot keep Miss Smith in my
cmploy,” he concluded. *Are you not master of your own
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store!™ [ ventured to inquire. The proprictor of this store was a
Jew, and I felt that it was particularly cruel, unnatural and cold-
blooded for the representative of one oppressed and persecuted
race to deal so harshly and unjustly with a member of another.
I had intended to make this point when I decided to intercede
for my young friend, but when I thought how a reference to
the persccution of his own race would wound his teelings, the
words froze on my lips. *When I first heard vour friend was col-
ored,” he explained, “I did not belicve it and said so to the
clerks who made the statement. Finally, the girls who had been
most pronounced in their oppositon to working in a store with
a colored girl came to me in a body and threatened to strike.
*Strike away,” said 1, “your places will be casily filled.” Then they
started on another tack. Delegation after delegation began to
file down to my office, some of the women my very best cus-
tomers, to protest against my employing a colored girl. More-
over, they threatened to boycott my store if I did not discharge
her at once. Then it became a question of bread and butter and
I yiclded to the inevitable—that’s all. Now,” said he, con-
cluding, *if I lived in a great, cosmopolitan cty like New York,
I should do as I pleased, and refuse to discharge a girl simply
because she was colored.” But I thought of a similar incident
that happened in New York. I remembered that a colored
woman, as fair as a lily and as beautful as a Madonna, who was
the head saleswoman in a large department store in New York,
had been discharged, after she had held this position for years,
when the proprictor accidentally discovered that a fatal drop of
African blood was percolating somewhere thru her veins.

Not only can colored women secure no employment in the
Washington stores, department and otherwise, except as me-
nials, and such positions, of course, are few, but even as cus-
tomers they are not infrequently treated with discourtesy both
by the clerks and the proprictor himselt. Following the trend
of the times, the senior partner of the largest and best depart-
ment store in Washington, who originally hailed from Boston,
once the home of Willlam Llovd Garnison, Wendell Phillips,
and Charles Sumner, if my memory serves me right, decided to
open a restaurant in his store. Tired and hungry after her
morming’s shopping a colored school teacher, whose relation

to her African progenitors is so remote as scarcely to be dis-
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cernible to the naked eye, took a seat at one of the tables in the
restaurant of this Boston store. After sitting unnoticed a long
time the colored teacher asked a waiter who passed her by if she
would not take her order. She was quickly informed that col-
ored people could not be served in that restaurant and was
obliged to leave in contusion and shame, much to the amuse-
ment of the waiters and the guests who had noticed the inci-
dent. Shortly after that a teacher in Howard University, one of
the best schools for colored youth in the country, was similarly
insulted in the restaurant of the same store.

In one of the Washington theaters from which colored
people are excluded altogether, members of the race have been
viciously assaulted several times, for the proprictor well knows
that colored people have no redress for such discriminations
against them in the District courts. Not long ago a colored clerk
in onc of the departments who looks more like his parernal an-
cestors who fought for the lost cause than his grandmothers
who were the victims of the peculiar institution, bought a ticket
for the parquet of this theater in which colored people are
nowhere welcome, for himselt and mother, whose complexion
is a bit swarthy. The usher refused to allow the young man to
take the seats for which his tickets called and tried to snatch
from him the coupons. A scuffle ensued and both mother and
son were cjected by force. A suit was brought against the pro-
prictor and the damages awarded the injured man and his
mother amounted to the munificent sum of one cent. One of
the teachers in the Colored High School received similar treat-
ment in the same theater.

Not long ago one of my little danghter’s bosom friends fig-
ured in one of the most pathetic instances of which I have ever
heard. A gentleman who 1s very fond of children promised to
take six little girls in his neighborhood to a matinee. It hap-
pened that he himself and five of his little friends were so fair
that they casily passed muster, as they stood in judgment betore
the ticket seller and the ticket taker. Three of the little girls were
sisters, two of whom were very fair and the other a bit brown.
Just as this little girl, who happened to be last in the proces-
sion, went by the ticket taker, that argus-cyed sophisticated
gentleman detected something which caused a deep, dark

frown to mantle his brow and he did not allow her to pass. “1
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guess you have made a mistake,” he called to the host of this
theater party. *Those little girls,” pointing to the fair ones,
""ma}f be admitted, but this one,” designating the brown one,

“can’t.” But the colored man was quite equal to the emergency.
Fairly frothing at the mouth with anger, he asked the ticket
taker what he meant, what he was trying to insinuate about that
particular little girl. *Do you mean to tell me,” he shouted in
rage, “that I must go clear to the Philippine Islands to bring this
child to the United States and then I can’t take her to the the-
ater in the Natonal Capital?™ The little ruse succeeded bril-
liantly, as he knew it would. *Beg your pardon,”™ said the ticket
taker, “don’t know what I was thinking about. Of course she
can gomn.”

“What was the matter with me this afternoon? mother,”
asked the little brown girl innocently, when she mentioned the
aftair at home. *Why did the man at the theater let my two sis-
ters and the other girls in and try to keep me out:™ In relatng
this incident, the child’s mother told me her little girl’s ques-
tion, which showed such blissful ignorance of the depressing,
cruel conditions which confronted her, completely unnerved
her for a time.

Altho white and colored teachers are under the same Board
of Education and the system for the children of both races is
said to be uniform, prejudice against the colored teachers in the
public schools is manifested in a varicty of ways. From 1870 to
1900 there was a colored superintendent at the head of the col-
ored schools. During all that time the directors of the cooking,
sewing, physical culture, manual training, music and art depart-
ments were colored people. Six years ago a change was inau-
gurated. The colored superintendent was legislated out of
othce and the directorships, without a single exception, were
taken from colored teachers and given to the whites. There was
no complaint about the work done by the colored directors,
no more than is heard about every othcer in every school. The
directors of the art and physical culture departments were par-
ticularly fine. Now, no marter how competent or superior the
colored teachers in our public schools may be, they know that
they can never nise to the height of a directorship, can never
hope to be more than an assistant and receive the meager
salary theretor, unless the present regime is radically changed.

(o]V)



TO BE COLORED IN THE CAPITAL 19006 211

Mot long ago one of the most distinguished kindergartners
in the country came to deliver a course of lectures in Washing-
ton. The colored teachers were cager to attend, but they could
not buy the coveted privilege for love or money. When they
appealed to the director of kindergartens, they were told that
the expert kindergartner had come to Washington under the
auspices of private individuals, so that she could not possibly
have them admitted. Realizing what a loss colored teachers had
sustained in being deprived of the information and inspiration
which these lectures afforded, one of the white teachers volun-
teered to repeat them as best she could for the benehr of her
colored co-laborers for half the price she herself had paid, and
the proposition was cagerly accepted by some.

Strenuous cfforts are being made to run Jim Crow street
cars in the national capital. *Resolved, that a Jim Crow law
should be adopted and entorced in the District of Columbia,”
was the subject of a discussion engaged in last January by the
Columbian Debating Socicty of the George Washington Uni-
versity in our national capital, and the decision was rendered in
favor of the affirmative. Representative Heflin, of Alabama, who
introduced a bill providing for Jim Crow street cars in the Dis-
trict of Columbia last winter, has just received a letter from the
president of the East Brookland Cinzens” Association *in-
dorsing the movement for separate street cars and sincercly
hoping that you will be successtul in getting this enacted into a
law as soon as possible.” Brookland is a suburb of Washington.

The colored laborer’s path to a decent livelihood is by no
means smooth. Into some of the trades unions here he is ad-
mitted, while from others he 15 excluded altogether. By the
union men this is denied, altho I am personally acquainted
with skilled workmen who tell me they are not admitted into
the unions because they are colored. But even when they are
allowed to join the unions they frequently derive little benetfit,
owing to certain tricks of the trade. When the word passes
round that help is needed and colored laborers apply, they are
often told by the union officials that they have secured all the
men they needed, because the places are reserved for white
men, until they have been provided with jobs, and colored
men must remain idle, unless the supply of white men is too

small.
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I am personally acquainted with one of the most skilful la-
borers in the hardware business in Washingron. For thirty vears
he has been working for the same firm. He told me he could
not join the union, and thar his employer had been almost
forced to discharge him, because the union men threatened to
boycortt his store if he did not. If another man could have been
found at the time to take his place he would have lost his job,
he said. When no other human being can bring a refractory
chimney or stove to its senses, this colored man is called upon
as the court of last appeal. If he fails to subdue it, it is pro-
nounced a hopeless case at once. And yet this expert workman
reccives much less for his services than do white men who can-
not compare with him in skill.

And so I might go on citing instance after instance to show
the variety of ways in which our people are sacrificed on the al-
tar of prejudice in the Capital of the United States and how
almost insurmountable are the obstacles which block his path
to success. Early in life many a colored youth is so appalled by
the helplessness and the hopelessness of his situation in this
country that, in a sort of stoical despair he resigns himself to his
fate. “*What is the good of our trying to acquire an education?
We can’t all be preachers, teachers, doctors and lawvers. Be-
sides those professions, there is almost nothing for colored
people to do but engage in the most menial occupations, and
we do not need an education for that.” More than once such
remarks, uttered by yvoung men and women in our public
schools who possess brilliant intellects, have wrung my heart.

It is impossible for any white person in the United States, no
matter how sympathetic and broad, to realize what life would
mcan to him if his incentive to effort were suddenly snatched
away. To the lack of incentive to effort, which is the awful
shadow under which we live, may be traced the wreck and ruin
of scores of colored youth. And surely nowhere in the world
do oppression and persecution based solely on the color of the
skin appear more hateful and hideous than in the capital of the
United States, because the chasm between the principles upon
which this Government was tounded, in which it still protesses
to believe, and those which are daily practiced under the pro-

tection of the flag, yvawns so wide and deep.
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“Ireland Unfree with Never be at Peace’

Patrick Pearse

1915

Patrick Pearse’s Graveside Oration at the Funeral of Jeremiah
O’Donovan Rossa, August 1915

‘A Ghaedheala,

Do hiarradh orma-sa labhairt indiu ar son a bhfuil cruinnighthe ar an lathair
so agus ar son a bhfuil beo de Chlannaibh Gaedheal, ag moladh an leomhain
do leagamar i gcré annso agus ag griosadh meanman na gcarad ata go bronach
ina dhiaidh. A chairde, na biodh bron ar éinne ata ina sheasamh ag an uaigh
s0, acht biodh buidheachas againn inar gcroidhthibh do Dhia na ngras do
chruthuigh anam uasal aluinn Dhiarmuda Ui Dhonnabhain Rosa agus thus ré
fhada dho ar an saoghal so.

Ba chalma an fear thi, a Dhiarmuid. Is tréan d'fhearais cath ar son cirt do
chine, is ni beag ar thuilingis; agus ni dhéanfaidh Gaedhil dearmad ort go
brath na breithe.
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Acht, a chiirde, na biodh brén orainn, acht biodh misneach inar geroidhthibh
agus biodh neart inar geuisleannaibh, 6ir tuigimis nach mbionn aon bhis ann

nach mbionn aiséirghe ina dhiaidh, agus gurab as an uaigh so agus as na
huaghannaibh ati inar dtimcheall éireochas saoirse Ghaedheal.

[I was asked to speak today on behalf of everyone gathered in this place and on behalf of all
living Gaels, to praise the lion that we have buried here and to give courage to the friends
who mourn him. Friends, let no one standing at this grave be sad; rather let our hearts be
thankful to the grace of Jesus, who created Jeremiah O'Donovan Rossa’s noble beautiful
spirit and who blessed him with a long life.

You were a splendid and brave man Jeremiah. Fiercely vou waged war for the rights of vour
race, and no small amount did you suffer; you will never be forgotten.

But, friends, let us not be sad, but let us have courage in our hearts and strength in our arms
for let us understand that after all death comes resurrection and that from this grave and the
graves surrounding us will rise the freedom of Ireland. ]

It has been thought right, before we turn away from this place in which we
have laid the mortal remains of O’'Donovan Rossa, that one among us should,
in the name of all, speak the praise of that valiant man, and endeavour to
formulate the thought and the hope that are in us as we stand around his
grave. And if there is anything that makes it fitting that I rather than some
other — I rather than one of the grey-haired men who were young with him
and shared in his labour and in his suffering — should speak here, it is perhaps
that I may be taken as speaking on behalf of a new generation that has been
re-baptised in the Fenian faith, and that has accepted the responsibility of
carrying out the Fenian programme. I propose to you, then, that here by the
grave of this unrepentant Fenian, we renew our baptismal vows; that, here by
the grave of this unconquered and unconquerable man, we ask of God, each
one for himself, such unshakable purpose, such high and gallant courage, such
unbreakable strength of soul, as belonged to O'Donovan Rossa.

Deliberately here we avow ourselves, as he avowed himself in the dock,
Irishmen of one allegiance only. We of the Irish Volunteers, and you others
who are associated with us in to-day’s task and duty, are bound together and
must stand together henceforth in brotherly union for the achievement of the
freedom of Ireland. And we know only one definition of freedom: it is Tone’s
definition, it is Mitchel’s definition, it is Rossa’s definition. Let no man
blaspheme the cause that the dead generations of Ireland served by giving it
any other name and definition than their name and their definition.
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We stand at Rossa’s grave not in sadness, but rather in exaltation of spirit that
it has been given to us to come thus into so close a communion with that brave
and splendid Gael. Splendid and holy causes are served by men who are
themselves splendid and holy. O'Donovan Rossa was splendid in the proud
manhood of him, splendid in the heroic grace of him, splendid in the Gaelic
strength and clarity and truth of him. And all that splendour and pride and
strength was compatible with a humility and a simplicity of devotion to
Ireland, to all that is olden and beautiful and Gaelic in Ireland, the holiness
and simplicity of patriotism of a Michael O’Cleary or of an Eoghan O'Growney.
The clear true eyes of this man, almost alone in his day, visioned Ireland as we
of to-day would surely have here — not free merely, but Gaelic as well; not
Gaelic merely, but free as well.

In a closer spiritual communion with him now than ever before, or perhaps
ever again; in spiritual communion with those of his day, living and dead, who
suffered with him in English prisons; in communion of spirit, too, with our
own dear comrades who suffer in English prisons to-day: and speaking on
their behalf as well as on our own, we pledge to Ireland our love, and we
pledge to English rule in Ireland our hate. This is a place of peace, sacred to
the dead, where men should speak with all charity and with all restraint; but I
hold 1t a Christian thing, as O'Donovan Rossa held 1t, to hate evil, to hate
untruth, to hate oppression — and, hating them, to strive to overthrow them.
Our foes are strong and wise and wary; but, strong and wise and wary as they
are, they cannot undo the miracles of God, who ripens in the hearts of young
men the seeds sown by the young men of a former generation. And the seeds
sown by the young men of ‘65 and '67 are coming to their miraculous ripening
to-day. Rulers and Defenders of Realms had need to be wary if they would
guard against such processes. Life springs from death; and from the graves of
patriot men and women spring living nations. The Defenders of this Realm
have worked well in secret and in the open. They think that they have pacified
Ireland. They think that they have purchased half of us and intimidated the
other half. They think that they have foreseen everything, think that they have
provided against everything; but the fools, the fools, the fools!- they have left
us our Fenian dead; and while Ireland holds these graves, Ireland unfree shall
never be at peace.’
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“A Room of One’s Own”

Virginia Woolf
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Virginia Woolf
A Room of One’s Own (1929)

ONE

But, you may say, we asked you to speak about women and fiction—what has that got to do
with a room of one’s own? | will try to explain. When you asked me to speak about women
and fiction | sat down on the banks of a nver and began to wonder what the words meant.
They might mean simply a few remarks about Fanny Bumney; a few more about Jane Austen;
a tribute to the Brontés and a sketch of Haworth Parsonage under snow; some witticisms if
possible about Miss Mitford; a respectful allusion to George Eliot; a reference to Mrs Gaskell
and one would have done. But at second sight the words seemed not so simple. The title
women and fiction might mean, and you may have meant it to mean, women and what they
are like; or it might mean women and the fiction that they write; or it might mean women and
the fiction that 15 written about them; or it might mean that somehow all three are inextricably
mixed together and you want me to consider them in that light. But when 1 began to consider
the subject in this last way, which seemed the most interesting, | soon saw that it had one fatal
drawback. | should never be able to come to a conclusion. 1 should never be able to fulfil what
15, | understand, the first duty of a lecturer—to hand you after an hour’s discourse a nugget of
pure truth to wrap up between the pages of your notebooks and keep on the mantelpiece for
ever. All I could do was to offer you an opinion upon one minor point—a woman must have
money and a room of her own if she 1s to write fiction; and that, as you will see, leaves the
great problem of the true nature of woman and the true nature of fiction unsolved. | have
shirked the duty of coming to a conclusion upon these two questions—women and fiction
remain, so far as [ am concerned, unsolved problems. But in order to make some amends | am
going to do what | can to show you how I ammved at this opinion about the room and the
money. | am going to develop in your presence as fully and freely as I can the train of thought
which led me to think this. Perhaps if | lay bare the ideas, the prejudices, that lie behind this
statement you will find that they have some bearing upon women and some upon fiction. At
any rate, when a subject is highly controversial—and any question about sex is that—one
cannot hope to tell the truth. One can only show how one came to hold whatever opinion one
does hold. One can only give one’s audience the chance of drawing their own conclusions as

they observe the limitations, the prejudices, the idiosyncrasies of the speaker. Fiction here is
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likely to contain more truth than fact. Therefore 1 propose, making use of all the liberties and
licences of a nowvelist, to tell you the story of the two days that preceded my coming here—
how, bowed down by the weight of the subject which you have laid upon my shoulders, 1
pondered it, and made it work in and out of my daily life. | need not say that what I am about
to describe has no existence; Oxbridge is an invention; so is Fermham; °I” is only a convenient
term for somebody who has no real being. Lies will flow from my lips, but there may perhaps
be some truth mixed up with them; it is for you to seek out this truth and to decide whether
any part of it 1s worth keeping. If not, you will of course throw the whole of it into the
wastepaper basket and forget all about it.

Here then was | (call me Mary Beton, Mary Seton, Mary Carmichael or by any name you
please—it is not a matter of any importance) sitting on the banks of a nver a week or two ago
in fine October weather, lost in thought. That collar | have spoken of, women and fiction, the
need of coming to some conclusion on a subject that raises all sorts of prejudices and
passions, bowed my head to the ground. To the right and left bushes of some sort, golden and
crimson, glowed with the colour, even it seemed burnt with the heat, of fire. On the further
bank the willows wept in perpetual lamentation, their hair about their shoulders. The niver
reflected whatever it chose of sky and bridge and burning tree, and when the undergraduate
had oared his boat through the reflections they closed again, completely, as if he had never
been. There one might have sat the clock round lost in thought. Thought—to call it by a
prouder name than it deserved—had let its line down into the stream. It swayed, minute after
minute, hither and thither among the reflections and the weeds, letting the water lift it and
sink it, until—you know the little tug—the sudden conglomeration of an idea at the end of
one’s line: and then the cautious hauling of it in, and the careful laying of it out? Alas, laid on
the grass how small, how msignificant this thought of mine looked; the sort of fish that a good
fisherman puts back into the water so that 1t may grow fatter and be one day worth cocking
and eating. | will not trouble you with that thought now, though if you look carefully you may

find it for yourselves in the course of what 1 am going to say.

But however small it was, it had, nevertheless, the mysterious property of its kind—put back
into the mind, 1t became at once very exciting, and important; and as it darted and sank, and
flashed hither and thither, set up such a wash and tumult of 1deas that it was impossible to sit
still. It was thus that | found myself walking with extreme rapidity across a grass plot.
Instantly a man’s figure rose to intercept me. Nor did | at first understand that the
gesticulations of a curious-looking object, in a cut-away coat and evening shirt, were aimed at
me. His face expressed horror and indignation. Instinct rather than reason came to my help; he

was a Beadle; | was a woman. This was the turf; there was the path. Only the Fellows and
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Scholars are allowed here; the gravel is the place for me. Such thoughts were the work of a
moment. As | regained the path the arms of the Beadle sank, his face assumed its usual
repose, and though turf 1s better walking than gravel, no very great harm was done. The only
charge | could bring against the Fellows and Scholars of whatever the college might happen
to be was that in protection of their turf, which has been rolled for 300 years in succession,

they had sent my little fish into hiding.

What 1dea it had been that had sent me so audaciously trespassing | could not now remember.
The spirit of peace descended like a cloud from heaven, for if the spirt of peace dwells
anywhere, it i1s in the courts and gquadrangles of Oxbridge on a fine October moming.
Strolling through those colleges past those ancient halls the roughness of the present seemed
smoothed away; the body seemed contained in a miraculous glass cabinet through which no
sound could penetrate, and the mind, freed from any contact with facts (unless one trespassed
on the turf again), was at liberty to settle down upon whatever meditation was in harmony
with the moment. As chance would have it, some stray memory of some old essay about
revisiting Oxbridge in the long vacation brought Charles Lamb to mind—=Saint Charles, said
Thackeray, putting a letter of Lamb’s to his forehead. Indeed, among all the dead (I give you
my thoughts as they came to me), Lamb is one of the most congemal; one to whom one would
have liked to say, Tell me then how you wrote your essays? For his essays are superior even
to Max Beerbohm's, 1 thought, with all their perfection, because of that wild flash of
imagination, that lightning crack of genius in the middle of them which leaves them flawed
and imperfect, but starred with poetry. Lamb then came to Oxbridge perhaps a hundred years
ago. Certainly he wrote an essay—the name escapes me—about the manuscnpt of one of
Milton’s poems which he saw here. It was Lycidas perhaps, and Lamb wrote how it shocked
him to think it possible that any word in Lyeidas could have been different from what it is. To
think of Milton changing the words in that poem seemed to him a sort of sacrilege. This led
me to remember what 1 could of Lycidas and to amuse myself with guessing which word it
could have been that Milton had altered, and why. It then occurred to me that the very
manuscript itself which Lamb had looked at was only a few hundred yards away, so that one
could follow Lamb’s footsteps across the quadrangle to that famous library where the treasure
15 kept. Moreover, | recollected, as | put this plan into execution, it 15 in this famous library
that the manuscript of Thackeray's Esmond 15 also preserved. The critics often say that
Esmond 15 Thackeray’s most perfect novel. But the affectation of the style, with its imitation
of the eighteenth century, hampers one, so far as | can remember; unless indeed the
eighteenth-century style was natural to Thackeray—a fact that one might prove by looking at

the manuscript and seeing whether the alterations were for the benefit of the style or of the
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sense. But then one would have to decide what is style and what i1s meaning, a question
which—but here 1 was actually at the door which leads into the library itself. I must have
opened it, for instantly there issued, like a guardian angel barring the way with a flutter of
black gown instead of white wings, a deprecating, silvery, kindly gentleman, who regretted in
a low voice as he waved me back that ladies are only admitted to the library if accompanied

by a Fellow of the College or furnished with a letter of introduction.

That a famous library has been cursed by a woman 15 a matter of complete indifference to a
famous library. Venerable and calm, with all its treasures safe locked within its breast, it
sleeps complacently and will, so far as | am concerned, so sleep for ever. Never will | wake
those echoes, never will [ ask for that hospitality again, | vowed as | descended the steps in
anger. Still an hour remained before luncheon, and what was one to do? Stroll on the
meadows? sit by the river? Certainly it was a lovely autumn moming; the leaves were
fluttering red to the ground; there was no great hardship in doing either. But the sound of
music reached my ear. Some service or celebration was going forward. The organ complained
magnificently as | passed the chapel door. Even the sorrow of Christianity sounded in that
serene air more like the recollection of sorrow than sorrow itself; even the groanings of the
ancient organ seemed lapped in peace. I had no wish to enter had [ the right, and this time the
verger might have stopped me, demanding perhaps my baptismal certificate, or a letter of
introduction from the Dean. But the outside of these magnificent buildings 1s often as
beautiful as the inside. Moreover, it was amusing enough to watch the congregation
assembling, coming in and going out again, busying themselves at the door of the chapel like
bees at the mouth of a hive. Many were in cap and gown; some had tufts of fur on their
shoulders; others were wheeled in bath-chairs; others, though not past middle age, seemed
creased and crushed into shapes so singular that one was reminded of those giant crabs and
crayfish who heave with difficulty across the sand of an aquarium. As | leant against the wall
the University indeed seemed a sanctuary in which are preserved rare types which would soon
be obsolete if left to fight for existence on the pavement of the Strand. Old stories of old

deans and old dons came back to mind, but before | had summoned up courage to whistle—it

used to be said that at the sound of a whistle old Professor mstantly broke into a
gallop—the venerable congregation had gone inside. The outside of the chapel remained. As
you know, its high domes and pinnacles can be seen, like a sailing-ship always voyaging
never amriving, lit up at night and wvisible for miles, far away across the hills. Once,
presumably, this quadrangle with 1ts smooth lawns, 1ts massive buildings and the chapel itself
was marsh too, where the grasses waved and the swine rootled. Teams of horses and oxen, |

thought, must have hauled the stone in wagons from far countries, and then with infinite
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labour the grey blocks in whose shade | was now standing were poised in order one on top of
another, and then the painters brought their glass for the windows, and the masons were busy
for centuries up on that roof with putty and cement, spade and trowel. Every Saturday
somebody must have poured gold and silver out of a leathem purse into their ancient fists, for
they had their beer and skittles presumably of an evening. An unending stream of gold and
silver, | thought, must have flowed into this court perpetually to keep the stones coming and
the masons working; to level, to ditch, to dig and to drain. But it was then the age of faith, and
money was poured liberally to set these stones on a deep foundation, and when the stones
were raised, still more money was poured in from the coffers of kings and queens and great
nobles to ensure that hymns should be sung here and scholars taught. Lands were granted;
tithes were paid. And when the age of faith was over and the age of reason had come, still the
same flow of gold and silver went on; fellowships were founded; lectureships endowed; only
the gold and silver flowed now, not from the coffers of the king, but from the chests of
merchants and manufacturers, from the purses of men who had made, say, a fortune from
industry, and returned, in their wills, a bounteous share of it to endow more chairs, more
lectureships, more fellowships in the university where they had learnt their craft. Hence the
libraries and laboratories; the observatories; the splendid equipment of costly and delicate
instruments which now stands on glass shelves, where centuries ago the grasses waved and
the swine rootled. Certainly, as | strolled round the court, the foundation of gold and silver
seemed deep enough; the pavement laid solidly over the wild grasses. Men with trays on their
heads went busily from staircase to staircase. Gaudy blossoms flowered in window-boxes.
The strains of the gramophone blared out from the rooms within. It was impossible not to
reflect—the reflection whatever it may have been was cut short. The clock struck. It was time

to find one’s way to luncheon.

It is a curious fact that novelists have a way of making us believe that luncheon parties are
invariably memorable for something very witty that was said, or for something very wise that
was done. But they seldom spare a word for what was eaten. It is part of the novelist’'s
convention not to mention soup and salmon and ducklings, as if soup and salmon and
ducklings were of no importance whatsoever, as if nobody ever smoked a cigar or drank a
glass of wine. Here, however, | shall take the liberty to defy that convention and to tell you
that the lunch on this occasion began with soles, sunk in a deep dish, over which the college
cook had spread a counterpane of the whitest cream, save that it was branded here and there
with brown spots like the spots on the flanks of a doe. After that came the partridges, but if
this suggests a couple of bald, brown birds on a plate you are mistaken. The partridges, many
and various, came with all their retinue of sauces and salads, the sharp and the sweet, each in
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its order; their potatoes, thin as coins but not so hard; their sprouts, foliated as rosebuds but
more succulent. And no sooner had the roast and its retinue been done with than the silent
serving-man, the Beadle himself perhaps in a milder manifestation, set before us, wreathed in
napkins, a confection which rose all sugar from the waves. To call it pudding and so relate it
to rice and tapioca would be an msult. Meanwhile the wineglasses had flushed yellow and
flushed crimson; had been emptied; had been filled. And thus by degrees was lit, halfway
down the spine, which is the seat of the soul, not that hard hitle eleciric light which we call
brilliance, as it pops in and out upon our lips, but the more profound, subtle and subterranean
glow, which is the rich yellow flame of rational intercourse. No need to hurry. No need to
sparkle. Mo need to be anybody but oneself. We are all going to heaven and Vandyck 15 of the
company—in other words, how good life seemed, how sweet its rewards, how trivial this
grudge or that grievance, how admirable friendship and the society of one’s kind, as, lighting

a good cigarette, one sunk among the cushions in the window-seat.

If by good luck there had been an ash-tray handy, if one had not knocked the ash out of the
window in default, if things had been a little different from what they were, one would not
have seen, presumably, a cat without a tail. The sight of that abrupt and truncated animal
padding softly across the quadrangle changed by some fluke of the subconscious intelligence
the emotional light for me. It was as if some one had let fall a shade. Perhaps the excellent
hock was relinquishing its hold. Certainly, as I watched the Manx cat pause in the middle of
the lawn as if it too questioned the universe, something seemed lacking, something seemed
different. But what was lacking, what was different, | asked myself, histening to the talk? And
to answer that question | had to think myself out of the room, back into the past, before the
war indeed, and to set before my eyes the model of another luncheon party held in rooms not
very far distant from these; but different. Everything was different. Meanwhile the talk went
on among the guests, who were many and young, some of this sex, some of that; it went on
swimmingly, it went on agreeably, freely, amusingly. And as it went on [ set it against the
background of that other talk, and as | matched the two together | had no doubt that one was
the descendant, the legitimate heir of the other. Nothing was changed; nothing was different
save only—here | listened with all my ears not entirely to what was being said, but to the
murmur of current behind it. Yes, that was it—the change was there. Before the war at a
luncheon party like this people would have said precisely the same things but they would
have sounded different, because in those days they were accompanied by a sort of humming
noise, not articulate, but musical, exciting, which changed the value of the words themselves.

Could one set that humming noise to words? Perhaps with the help of the poets one could. A
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book lay beside me and, opening it, | turned casually enough to Tennyson. And here 1 found

Tennyson was singing:

There has fallen a splendid tear

From the passion-flower at the gate.

She is coming, my dove, my dear;

She is coming, my life, my fate;

The red rose cries, *She 1s near, she 15 near’;
And the white rose weeps, “She is late’;
The larkspur histens, ‘I hear, | hear’;

And the lily whispers, ‘1 wait.

Was that what men hummed at luncheon parties before the war? And the women?

My heart 15 like a singing bird

Whose nest i1s in a water'd shoot;

My heart 15 like an apple tree

Whose boughs are bent with thick-set fruit,
My heart 15 like a rainbow shell

That paddles in a halcyon sea;

My heart 15 gladder than all these

Because my love i1s come to me.
Was that what women hummed at luncheon parties before the war?

There was something so ludicrous in thinking of people humming such things even under
their breath at luncheon parties before the war that | burst out laughing, and had to explain my
laughter by pointing at the Manx cat, who did look a little absurd, poor beast, without a tail, in
the middle of the lawn. Was he really born so, or had he lost his tail in an accident? The
tailless cat, though some are said to exist in the Isle of Man, is rarer than one thinks. It is a
queer animal, quaint rather than beautiful. It 1s strange what a difference a tail makes—you
know the sort of things one says as a lunch party breaks up and people are finding their coats
and hats.

This one, thanks to the hospitality of the host, had lasted far into the aftemoon. The beautiful
October day was fading and the leaves were falling from the trees in the avenue as | walked
through it. Gate after gate seemed to close with gentle finality behind me. Innumerable

beadles were fiting innumerable keys into well-piled locks; the treasure-house was being
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made secure for another night. After the avenue one comes out upon a road—I forget its
name—which leads you, if you take the right turning, along to Fernham. But there was plenty
of time. Dinner was not till half-past seven. One could almost do without dinner after such a
luncheon. It 15 strange how a scrap of poetry works in the mind and makes the legs move in
time to it along the road. Those words——

There has fallen a splendid tear
From the passion-flower at the gate.

She is coming, my dove, my dear——

sang in my blood as | stepped quickly along towards Headingley. And then, switching off into

the other measure, | sang, where the waters are chumed up by the weir:

My heart is like a singing bird
Whose nest 15 in a water'd shoot;

My heart 15 like an apple tree . _ .
What poets, | cried aloud, as one does in the dusk, what poets they were!

In a sort of jealousy, | suppose, for our own age, silly and absurd though these compansons
are, | went on to wonder if honestly one could name two living poets now as great as
Tennyson and Christina Rossetti were then. Obviously it is impossible, [ thought, looking into
those foaming waters, to compare them. The very reason why that poetry excites one to such
abandonment, such rapture, 15 that it celebrates some feeling that one used to have (at
luncheon parties before the war perhaps), so that one responds easily, familiarly, without
troubling to check the feeling, or to compare it with any that one has now. But the living poets
express a feeling that i1s actually being made and torn out of us at the moment. One does not
recognize it in the first place; often for some reason one fears it; one watches it with keenness
and compares it jealously and suspiciously with the old feeling that one knew. Hence the
difficulty of modern poetry; and it is because of this difficulty that one cannot remember more
than two consecutive lines of any good modem poet. For this reason—that my memory failed
me—the argument flagged for want of material. But why, 1 continued, moving on towards
Headingley, have we stopped humming under our breath at luncheon parties? Why has Alfred

ceased to sing
She is coming, my dove, my dear?

Why has Chnistina ceased to respond

74



My heart is gladder than all these

Because my love is come to me?

Shall we lay the blame on the war? When the guns fired in August 1914, did the faces of men
and women show so plain in each other’s eyes that romance was killed? Certainly it was a
shock (to women in particular with their illusions about education, and so on) to see the faces
of our rulers in the light of the shell-fire. So ugly they looked—German, English, French—so
stupid. But lay the blame where one will, on whom one will, the illusion which inspired
Tennyson and Christina Rossetti to sing so passionately about the coming of their loves is far
rarer now than then. Une has only to read, to look, to listen, to remember. But why say
*blame™? Why, if it was an illusion, not praise the catastrophe, whatever it was, that destroyed
illusion and put truth in its place? For truth . . . those dots mark the spot where, in search of
truth, I missed the turning up to Fermham. Yes indeed, which was truth and which was
illusion, | asked myself. What was the truth about these houses, for example, dim and festive
now with their red windows in the dusk, but raw and red and squalid, with their sweets and
their bootlaces, at nine o’clock in the morning? And the willows and the river and the gardens
that un down to the river, vague now with the mist stealing over them, but gold and red in the
sunlight—which was the truth, which was the illusion about them? | spare you the twists and
tumns of my cogitations, for no conclusion was found on the road to Headingley, and [ ask you
to suppose that | soon found out my mistake about the turming and retraced my steps to

Fernham.

As | have said already that it was an October day, | dare not forfeit your respect and imperil
the fair name of fiction by changing the season and describing lilacs hanging over garden
walls, erocuses, tulips and other flowers of spring. Fiction must stick to facts, and the truer the
facts the better the fiction—so we are told. Therefore it was still autumn and the leaves were
still yellow and falling, if anything, a little faster than before, because it was now evening
{seven twenty-three to be precise) and a breeze (from the southwest to be exact) had risen.

But for all that there was something odd at work:

My heart is like a singing bird

Whose nest is in a water'd shoot;

My heart 1s like an apple tree

Whose boughs are bent with thick-set fruit—

perhaps the words of Christina Rossetti were partly responsible for the folly of the fancy—it

was nothing of course but a fancy—that the lilac was shaking its flowers over the garden
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walls, and the brimstone butterflies were scudding hither and thither, and the dust of the
pollen was in the air. A wind blew, from what quarter | know not, but it lifted the half-grown
leaves so that there was a flash of silver grey in the air. It was the time between the lights
when colours undergo their intensification and purples and golds bum in window-panes like
the beat of an excitable heart; when for some reason the beauty of the world revealed and yet
soon to perish (here | pushed into the garden, for, unwisely, the door was left open and no
beadles seemed about), the beauty of the world which is so soon to perish, has two edges, one
of laughter, one of anguish, cutting the heart asunder. The gardens of Fernham lay before me
in the spring twilight, wild and open, and in the long grass, sprinkled and carelessly flung,
were daffodils and bluebells, not orderly perhaps at the best of times, and now wind-blown
and waving as they tugged at their roots. The windows of the building, curved like ships”
windows among generous waves of red brick, changed from lemon to silver under the flight
of the quick spring clouds. Somebody was in a hammock, somebody, but in this light they
were phantoms only, half guessed, half seen, raced across the grass—would no one stop
her?—and then on the terrace, as if popping out to breathe the air, to glance at the garden,
came a bent figure, formidable yet humble, with her great forehead and her shabby dress—
H
as if the scarf which the dusk had flung over the garden were torn asunder by star or sword—

could it be the famous scholar, could it be T herself? All was dim, yet intense too,
the flash of some termble reality leaping, as its way is, out of the heart of the spring. For

youth——

Here was my soup. Dinner was bemg served i the great dining-hall. Far from being spring it
was in fact an evening in October. Everybody was assembled in the big dining-room. Dinner
was ready. Here was the soup. It was a plain gravy soup. There was nothing to stir the fancy
in that. One could have seen through the transparent liquid any pattern that there might have
been on the plate itself. But there was no pattern. The plate was plain. Mext came beef with its
attendant greens and potatoes—a homely trinity, suggesting the rumps of cattle in a muddy
market, and sprouts curled and vellowed at the edge, and bargaining and cheapening, and
women with string bags on Monday moming. There was no reason to complain of human
nature’s daily food, seeing that the supply was sufficient and coal-miners doubtless were
sittimg down to less. Prunes and custard followed. And 1f any one complains that prunes, even
when mitigated by custard, are an uncharitable vegetable (fruit they are not), stringy as a
miser's heart and exuding a fluid such as might run in misers’ veins who have denied
themselves wine and warmth for eighty vears and yet not given to the poor, he should reflect
that there are people whose charity embraces even the prune. Biscuits and cheese came next,

and here the water-jug was liberally passed round, for it 1s the nature of biscuits to be dry, and
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these were biscuits to the core. That was all. The meal was over. Everybody scraped their
chairs back; the swing-doors swung violently to and fro; soon the hall was emptied of every
sign of food and made ready no doubt for breakfast next moming. Down cormdors and up
staircases the youth of England went banging and singing. And was it for a guest, a stranger
{for I had no more right here in Fernham than in Trinity or Somerville or Girton or Newnham
or Christchurch), to say, “The dinner was not good,” or to say (we were now, Mary Seton and
[, in her sitting-room), “Could we not have dined up here alone? for if | had said anything of
the kind I should have been prying and searching into the secret economies of a house which
to the stranger wears so fine a front of gaiety and courage. No, one could say nothing of the
sort. Indeed, conversation for a moment flagged. The human frame being what it is, heart,
body and brain all mixed together, and not contained in separate compartments as they will be
no doubt in another million years, a good dinner 1s of great importance to good talk. One
cannot think well, love well, sleep well, if one has not dined well. The lamp in the spine does
not light on beef and prunes. We are all probably going to heaven, and Vandyck 15, we hape,
to meet us round the next corner—that i1s the dubious and qualifying state of mind that beef
and prunes at the end of the day’s work breed between them. Happily my friend, who taught
science, had a cupboard where there was a squat bottle and little glasses—{but there should
have been sole and parinidge to begin with}—so that we were able to draw up to the fire and
repair some of the damages of the day’s living. In a minute or so we were slipping freely in
and out among all those objects of curniosity and interest which form in the mind in the
absence of a particular person, and are naturally to be discussed on coming together again—
how somebody has married, another has not; one thinks this, another that; one has improved
out of all knowledge, the other most amazingly gone to the bad—with all those speculations
upon human nature and the character of the amazing world we live in which spring naturally
from such beginnings. While these things were being said, however, | became shamefacedly
aware of a current setting in of its own accord and camrying everything forward to an end of its
own. One might be talking of Spain or Portugal, of book or racehorse, but the real interest of
whatever was said was none of those things, but a scene of masons on a high roof some five
centuries ago. Kings and nobles brought treasure in huge sac