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selves. He told them it was, and sanctioned their assembling
in arms to do so. They were not, then, a mob; they were
not merely citizens defending their own property; they were
in some sense the posse comitatus, adopted for the occasion

into the police of the city, acting under the order of a magis-
trate. It was civil authority resisting lawless violence.
Where, then, was the imprudence? Is the doctrine to be
sustained here that it is imprudent for men to aid magistrates
in executing the laws?

Men are continually asking each other, had Lovejoy a right
to resist? Sir, I protest against the question instead of answer-
ing it. Lovejoy did not resist, in the sense they mean. He
did not throw himself back on the natural right of self-defence.
He did not ery anarchy, and let slip the dogs of civil war,
careless of the horrors which would follow.

Sir, as I understand this affair, it was not an individual
protecting his property; it was not one body of armed men
resisting another, and making the streets of a peaceful city
run blood with their contentions. It did not bring back the
scenes in some old Ttalian cities, where family met family,
and faction met faction, and mutually trampled the laws
under foot. No: the men in that house were regularly
enrolled, under the sanction of the mayor. There being no
militia in Alton, about seventy men were enrolled with the
approbation of the mayor. These relieved each other every
other night. About thirty men were in arms on the night of
the sixth, when the press was landed. The next evening it
was not thought necessary to summon more than half that
number: among these was Lovejoy. It was, therefore, you
perceive, sir, the police of the city resisting rioters,— civil
government breasting itself to the shock of lawless men.

Here is no question about the right of self-defence. It is
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in fact simply this: has' the civil magistrate a right to put
down a riot?

Some persons seem to imagine that anarchy existed at
Alton from the commencement of these disputes. Not at all.
“No one of us,” says an eye-witness and a comrade of Love-
joy, “ has taken up arms,during these disturbances but at the
command of the mayor.” Anarchy did not settle down on
that devoted city till Lovejoy breathed his last. ~Till then the
law, represented in his person, sustained itself against its foes.
When he fell, civil authority was trampled under foot. He
had ¢ planted himself on his constitutional rights,”— appealed
to the laws,— claimed the protection of the civil authority,—
faken refuge under “the broad shield of the comstitution.
When through that he was pierced and fell, he fell but one
sufferer in a common catastrophe.” He took refuge under
the banner of liberty,— amid its folds; and, when he fell, its
glorious Stars and Stripes, the emblem of free institutions,
around which cluster so many heart-stirring memories, were
blotted out in the martyr’s blood.

Tt has been stated, perhaps inadvertently, that Lovejoy or
his comrades fired first. This is denied by those who have the
best means of knowing. Guns were first fired by the mob.
After being twice fired on, those within the building con-
sulted together, and deliberately returned the fire. But
suppose they did fire first. They had a right so to do,— not
only the right which every citizen has to defend himself, but
the further right which every civil officer has to resist violence.
Even if Lovejoy fired the first gun, it would not lessen his claim
to our sympathy or destroy his title to be considered a martyr
in defence of a free press. The question now is, did he act
within the constitution and the laws? The men who fell in

State Street on the 5th of March, 1770, did more than Lovejoy,
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is charged with. They were the first assailants. Upon some
slight quarrel they pelted the troops with every missile within
reach. Did this bate one jot of the eulogy with which
Hancock and Warren hallowed their memory, hailing them as
the first martyrs in the cause of American liberty?

If, sir, I had adopted what are called peace principles, I

might lament the circumstances of this case. But all you who
believe, as I do, in the right and duty of magistrates to execute

the laws, join with me, and brand as base hypocrisy the conduet

of those who assemble year after year on the Fourth of July to

fight over the battles of the Revolution, and yet “ damn with-

faint praise ” or load with obloquy the memory of this man,
who shed his blood in defence of life, liberty, property, and
the freedom of the press! :

Throughout that terrible night I find nothing to regret but
this, that within the limits of our country ecivil authority
should have been so prostrated as to oblige a citizen to arm

in his own defence, and to arm in vain. The gentleman says

Lovejoy was presumptuous and imprudent,— he “died as the
fool dieth.” And a reverend clergyman of ‘the city tells us
that no citizen has a right to publish opinions disagreeable to
the community! If any mob follows such publication, on
him rests its guilt! He must wait, forsooth, till the people
come up to it and agree with him! This libel on liberty goes
on to say that the want of right to speak as we think is an evil
inseparable from republican institutions! If this be so, what
are the worth? Welcome the despotism of the sultan, where
one knows what he may publish and what he may not, rather
than the tyranny of this many-headed monster, the mob,
where we know not what we may do or say till some fellow
citizen has tried it, and paid for the lesson with his life. This

clerical absurdity chooses as a check for the abuses of the
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press, not the law, but the dread of a mob. By so doing, it
deprives not only the individual and the minority of their
rights, but the majority also, since the expression of their
opinion may sometimes provoke disturbance from the minority.
A few men may make a mob as well as many. The majority,
then, have no right, as Christian men, to utter their senti-
ments, if by any possibility it may lead to a mob! Shades of
Hugh Peters and John Cotton, save us from such pulpits!

Imprudent to defend the liberty of the press! Why?
Because the defence was unsuccessful? Does success gild
crime into patriotism, and the want of it change heroic self-
devotion to imprudence? Was Hampden imprudent when he
drew the sword and threw away the scabbard? Yet he, judged
by that single hour, was unsuccessful. After a short exile
the race he hated sat again upon the throne.

Imagine yourself present when the first news of Bunker

" Hill battle reached a New England town. The tale would

have run thus: “The patriots are routed,—the redcoats vie-
torious,— Warren lies dead upon the field.” With what scorn -
would that Tory have been received who should have charged
‘Warren with imprudence! who should have said that, bred a
physician, he was “ out of place” in that battle, and “died as
the fool dieth!” How would the intimation have been
received that Warren and his associates should have waited a
better time? But, if success be indeed the only criterion of
prudence, Respice finem,— Wait till the end.

Presumptuous to assert the freedom of the press on Ameri-
can ground! Is the assertion of such freedom before the age?
So much before the age as to leave one no right to make it
because it displeases the community? Who invents this libel
on his country? It is this very thing which entitles Lovejoy

to greater praise. The disputed right which provoked the
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‘Revolution — taxation without representation — is far

beneath that for which he died. One word, gentlemen. As
much as thought is better than money, so much is the cause
in which Lovejoy died nobler than a mere question of taxes.
James Otis thundered in this hall when the king did but touch
his pocket. Imagine, if you can, his indignant eloquence,
had England offered to put a gag upon his lips.

The question that stirred the Revolution touchied our eivil
interests. This concerns us not only as citizens, but as immor-
tal beings. Wrapped up in its fate, saved or lost with it, are
not only the voice of the statesman, but the instructions of the
pulpit, and the progress of our faith.

The clergy “ marvellously out of place ” where free speech
is battled for — liberty of speech on national sins? Does the
gentleman remember that freedom to preach was first gained,
dragging in its train freedom to print? I thank the clergy
here present, as I reverence their predecessors, who did not so
far forget their country in their immediate profession as to
deem it duty to separate themselves from the struggle of 76,
— the Mayhews and Coopers, who remembered they were citi-
zens before they were clergymen.

Mr. Chairman, from the bottom of my heart I thank that
brave little band at Alton for resisting. We must remember
that Lovejoy had fled from city to city, suffered the destrue-
tion of three presses patiently. At length he took counsel
with friends, men of character, of tried integrity, of wide
views, of Christian principle. They thought the ecrisis had
come. It was full time to assert the laws. They saw around
them, not a community like our own, of fixed habits, of char-
acter molded and settled, but one “in the gristle, not yet
hardened into the bone of manhood.” The people there, chil-
dren of our older States, seem to have forgotten the blood-tried
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principles of their fathers the moment they lost sight of our
New England hills. Something was to be done to show them
the priceless value of the freedom of the press, to bring back
and set right their wandering and confused ideas. e and his
advisers looked out on a community: staggering like a drunken
man, indifferent to their rights, and confused in their feelings.
Deaf to argument, haply they might be stunned into sobriety.
They saw that of which we cannot judge, the necessity of
resistance. Imsulted law called for it. Public opinion, fast
hastening on the downward course, must be arrested.

Does not the event show they judged rightly? Absorbed
in a thousand trifles, how has the nation all at once come to a
stand! Men begin, as in 1776 and 1640, to discuss principles,
to weigh characters, to find out where they are. Haply we
may awake before we are borne over the precipice.

I am glad, sir, to see this crowded house. It is good for us
to be here. When liberty is in danger, Faneuil Hall has the
right, it is her duty, to strike the key-note for these United
States. I am glad, for one reason, that remarks such as those .
to which I have alluded have been uttered here. The passage
of these resolutions, in spite of this opposition, led by the
attorney-general of the Commonwealth, will show more
clearly, more decisively, the deep indignation with which
Boston regards this outrage.




WENDELL PHILLIPS

EULOGY OF WILLIAM LLOYD GARRISON

DELIVERED AT THE FUNERAL OF GARRISON, MAY 28, 1879

T HAS been well said that we are not here to weep, and
neither are we here to praise. No life closes without
sadness. Death, after all, no matter what hope or what

memories surround it, is terrible and a mystery. We never
part hands that have been clasped lifelong in loving tender-
ness but the hour is sad. Still we do not come here to weep.
In other moments, elsewhere, we can offer tender and loving
sympathy to those whose roof-tree is so sadly bereaved. But,
in the spirit of the great life which we commemorate, this
hour is for the utterance of a lesson: this hour is given to con-
template a grand example, a rich inheritance, a noble life
worthily ended.

You come together, not to pay tribute, even loving trib-
ute, to the friend you have lost, whose features you will miss
from daily life, but to remember the grand lesson of that
career; to speak to each other, and to emphasize what that life
teaches,— especially in the hearing of these young listeners,
who did not see that marvellous career; in their hearing to
construe the meaning of the great name which is borne world-
wide, and tell them why on both sides of the ocean the news
of his death is a matter of interest to every lover of his race.
As my friend said, we have no right to be silent. Those of us
who stood near him, who witnessed the secret springs of his
action, the consistent inward and outward life, have no right
to be silent.

The largest, contribution that will ever be made by any sin-

gle man’s life to the knowledge of the working of our institu-
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tions will be the picture of his career. He sounded the depths
of the weakness, he proved the ultimate strength, of republi-

,can institutions; he gave.us to know the perils that confront

us; he taught us to rally the strength that lies hid.

To my mind there are three remarkable elements in his
career. One is rare even among great men. It was his own
moral nature, unaided, uninfluenced from dutside, that conse-
crated him to a great idea. Other men ripen gradually. The
youngest of the great American names that will be compared
with his was between thirty and forty when his first anti-slav-
ery word was uttered. ~Luther was thirty-four years old when
an infamous enterprise woke him to indignation, and it then
took two years more to reveal to him the mission God designed
for him.

This man was in jail for his opinions when he was just
twenty-four. He had confronted a nation in the very bloom
of his youth. It could be said of him more than of any other
American in our day, and more than of any great leader that I
chance now to remember in any epoch, that he did not need
circumstances, outside influence, some great pregnant event,
to press him into service, to provoke him to thought, to kindle
him into enthusiasm. His moral nature was as marvellous as
was the intellect of Pascal. It seemed to be born fully
equipped, “finely touched.” :

Think of the mere dates; think that at some twenty-four
years old, while Christianity and statesmanship, the experi-
ence, the genius of the land, were wandering in the desert,
aghast, amazed, and confounded over a frightful evil, a great
gin, this boy sounded, found, invented the talisman, “ Immedi-
ate, unconditional emancipation on the s0il.” You may say

he borrowed it — true enough — from the lips of a woman on
the other side of the Atlantic; but he was the only American
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whose moral nature seemed, just on the edge of life, so per-
fectly open to duty and truth that it answered to the far-off

bugle-note, and proclainied it instantly as a complete solution

of the problem.

Young men, you have no conception of the miracle of that
insight; for it is not given to you to remember with any
vividness the blackness of the darkness of ignorance and indif-
ference which then brooded over what was called the moral
and religious element of the American people. When I think
of him, as Melancthon said of Luther, “ day by day grows the
wonder fresh ” at the ripeness of the moral and intellectual
life that God gave him at the very opening.

You hear that boy’s lips announcing the statesmanlike
solution which startled politicians and angered church and

people. A year afterwards, with equally single-hearted devo-

tion, in words that have been so often quoted, with those
dungeon doors behind him, he enters on his career. In
January, 1831, then twenty-five years old, he starts the publi-
cation of “ The Liberator,” advocating the immediate abolition
of slavery; and, with the sublime pledge “ I will be as harsh
as truth and as uncompromising as justice. Omn this subject
I do not wish to speak or write with moderation. I will not
equivocate — I will not excuse — I will not retreat a single
inch — and I will be heard.”

Then began an agitation which for the marvel of its origin,
the majesty of its purpose, the earnestness, unselfishness, and
ability of its appeals, the vigor of its assault, the deep national
convulsion it caused, the vast and beneficent changes it
wrought, and its widespread, indirect influence on all kindred
moral questions, is without a parallel in history since Luther.
This boy created and marshalled it. His converts held it up
and carried it on.  Before this, all through the preceding
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century, there had been among us scattered and single Aboli-
tionists, earnest and able men; sometimes, like Wythe, of
Virginia, in high places.

The Quakers and Covenanters had never intermitted their
testimony against slavery. But Garrison was the first man
to begin a movement designed to annihilate slavery. He
announced the principle, arranged the method, gathered the
forces, enkindled the zeal, started the argument, and finally
marshalled the nation for and against the system in a conflict
that came near ending the Union.

I marvel again at the instinctive sagacity which discerned
the hidden forces fit for such a movement, called them forth,
and wielded them to such prompt results. Archimedes said,
“ Give me a spot, and I will move the world.” (’Conmnell
leaned back on three millions of Irishmen, all on fire with
sympathy. Cobden’s hands were held up by the whole manu-
facturing interest of Great Britain. His treasury was the
wealth of the middle classes of the country; and behind him
also, in fair proportion, stood the religious convictions of
England.

Marvellous was their agitation. As you gaze upon it in
its successive stages, and analyze it, you are astonished at
what they invented for tools. But this boy stood alone,—
utterly alone, at first. There was no sympathy anywhere; his
hands were empty; one single penniless comrade was his only
helper. Starving on bread and water, he could command the
use of types, that was all. Trade endeavored to crush him;
the intellectual life of America disowned him.

My friend Weld has said the Church was a thick bank of
black cloud looming over him. Yes. But no sooner did the
Church discern the impetuous boy’s purpose than out of that
dead, sluggish cloud thundered and lightened a malignity
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which could not find words to express its hate. The very

pulpit where T stand saw this apostle of liberty and justice
sore beset, always in great need, and often in deadly peril;
yet it never gave him one word of approval or sympathy.
During all this weary struggle Mr. Garrison felt its weight in
the scale against him. In those years it led the sect which
arrogates to itself the name of Liberal.

If this was the bearing of so-called Liberals, what bitterness
of opposition, judge ye, did not the others show? A mere boy
confronts church, commerce, and college,— a boy with neither
training nor experience! Almost at once the assault tells the
whole country is hotly interested. What created such life
under those ribs of death? Whence came that instinctive
knowledge? Where did he get that sound common sense?
Whence did he summon that almost unerring sagacity which,
starting agitation on an untried field, never committed an
error, provoking year by year additional enthusiasm, gather-
ing, as he advanced, helper after helper, to his side? I marvel
at the miraculous boy. He had no means.

Where he got, whence he summoned, how he created, the
elements which changed 1830 into 1835 — 1830 apathy,
indifference, ignorance, icebergs, into 1885, every man, intel-
ligently hating him, and mobs assaulting him in every city —
is a marvel which none but older men than I can adequately
analyze and explain. He said to a friend who remonstrated
with him on the heat and severity of his language, “ Brother,
I have need to be all on fire, for I have mountains of ice about
me to melt.” Well, that dungeon of 1830, that universal
apathy, that deadness of soul, that contempt of what called
itself intellect, in ten years he changed into the whole country
aflame. He made every single home, press, pulpit, and sen-
ate chamber a debating society, with his right and wrong for
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the subject. And, as was said of Luther, “ God honored him
by making all the worst men his enemies.” :

Tastened on that daily life was a malignant attention and
criticism such as no American has ever endured. I will not
call it a criticism of hate: that word is not strong enough.
Malignity searched him with candles from the moment he
uttered that God-given solution of the problem to the moment
when he took the hand of the nation and wrote out the statute
which made it law. Malignity searched those forty years with
candles; and yet even malignity has never lisped a suspicion,
much less a charge,— never lisped a suspicion of anything
mean, dishonorable, dishonest. No man, however mad with
hate, however fierce in assault, ever dared to hint that there
was anything low in motive, false in assertion, selfish in pur-
pose, dishonest in method,— never a stain on the thought, the
word, or the deed. ;

Now, contemplate this boy entering such an arena, con-

_fronting a nation and all its forces, utterly poor, with no sym-

pathy from any quarter, condueting an angry, widespread, and
profound agitation for ten, twenty, forty years, amid the hate
of everything strong in American life, and the contempt of
everything influential, and no stain, not the slightest shadow
of one, rests on his escutcheon! Summon me the public men,
the men who have put their hands to the helm of the vessel of
state since 1789, of whom that can be said, although love and
admiration, which almost culminated in worship, attended the
steps of some of them.

Then look at the work he did. My friends have spoken of
his influence. What American ever held his hand so long and
so powerfully on the helm of social, intellectual, and moral

,America? There have been giants in our day. Great men

God has granted in widely different spheres,— earnest men,




