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372 MONCURE DANIEL CONWAY

party at the Stephensons’ in Boston to attend Watch Night in
the African church. Young William Lloyd Garrison and his
sister Fanny (now Mrs. Villard) were with us. We arrived
about half-past eleven, and though the church was much
crowded, the Garrisons were recognized and good places found
for us, — the only whites present. In opening the meeting
the black preacher said, in words whose eloquent shortcom-
ings I cannot reproduce : “ Brethren and sisters, the President
of the United States has promised that, if the Confederates
do not lay down their arms, he will free all their slaves to-
morrow. They have not laid down their arms. To-morrow
will be the day of liberty to the oppressed. But we all know
that evil powers are around the President. While we sit here
they are trying to make him break his word. But we have
come this Watch Night to watch and see that he does not break
his word. Brethren, the bad influence near the President to-
night is stronger than Copperheads. The old serpent is abroad
to-night, with all his emissaries, in great power. His wrath is
great, because he knows his hour is near. He will be in this
church this evening. As midnight comes on we shall hear his
rage. But, brethren and sisters, don’t be alarmed. Our prayers
will prevail. His head will be bruised. His back will be broke.
He will go raging back to hell, and God Almighty’s New Year
will make the United States a true land of freedom.”

The sensation caused by these words was profound. They
were interrupted by frequent cries of “ Glory!” and there
were tears of joy. But the excitement that followed was in-
describable. A few minutes before midnight the congrega-
tion were requested to knmeel, which we all did, and prayer
succeeded prayer with increasing fervour and amid shouts of
rapture. Presently a loud prolonged hiss was heard. There
were cries, “ He 's here! he’s here!” Then came a volley of
hisses ; they proceeded from every part of the house, — hisses
so entirely like those of huge serpents that the strongest
nerves were shaken; above them rose the preacher’s prayer,
gradually becoming a wild incantation, and ecstatic ejacula-
tions became so universal that it was a marvel what voices




THE YEAR OF JUBILEE 873

were left to make the hisses. Finally the strokes of midnight
sounded, and immediately the hisses diminished and grad-
ually died away as if outside the building. Then the New
Year of jubilee that was to bring freedom to millions of slaves
was ushered in by the chorus of all present singing a hymn of
victory.
The hymn was the old Methodist * Year of Jubilee,” which
I had so many years heard sung in Virginia by the negroes
when their night was without any star save that burning in
their faith.
Blow ye the trumpet, blow
The gladly solemn sound:
Let all the nations know,
To earth’s remotest bound,
The year of jubilee is come;
Return, ye ransom’d sinners, home !

We all joined hands, standing up, and Fanny Garrison
(who was beside me) and I sang with ecstasy, until our voices
broke with the overpowering emotion.

The noble face of our old pioneer Garrison had always
been as a pillar of fire that no trouble could ever turn to
cloud ; and this happy spirit was transmitted to his children.
Fanny’s radiant face seemed to bring that of her father —
on duty elsewhere that night — into the African church.

New Year’s Day, 1868, was glorious with sunshine, but it
did not bring us the expected proclamation. At five o’clock
in the afternoon I arrived at Albany. Our enemy Seymour
had just been inaugurated governor of New York, and the
Delavan Hotel was full of such people ; but the Hon. Gerrit
Smith was moving past them, and my diary says that he
“made them all look very small and mean.” The Unitarian
minister, Rev. A. D. Mayo, came up to me, but I found him
“ disgustingly Sewardish and behind the time,” and went off
to supper with Gerrit Smith. After a night’s journey I
reached Rochester at eight next morning, and there read the
President’s disappointing proclamation. Still the edict of
liberation for more than three million slaves was enough to
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add a happy climax to my lecture in the magnificent Corin-
thian Hall, which was crowded.

From Rochester I went on to Syracuse, where I preached
for my friend Samuel J. May, and visited the Sedgwicks.
These always antislavery people were festive about the jubi-
lee year, and my lecture in the public hall was received with
sympathy. Auburn, the home of Seward, was not so enthu-
siastic ; but there was a goodly number of excellent Quakers
at my lecture, — among these the antislavery saint, Mrs.
Wright, and her daughter Ella, now the wife of William
Lloyd Garrison, the brave devotion of both to peace and
justice amid these latter-day wars often reminding me of the
faithfulness of their parents.

From Auburn I travelled to Peterborough, and enjoyed the
hospitality of Gerrit Smith in his baronial mansion. It was
a picture to see this handsome old gentleman, honesty and
kindness stamped on every feature, seated amid his large and
beautiful family. My lecture was given in his own lecture
hall to a good audience, largely his work-people, among
them a night watchman named Putnam, a sort of laureate to
the establishment, who as I was leaving next morning gave
me a poem on “Liberty,” composed at his post during the
night. But in the morning I had time to write and show to
Gerrit Smith an article showing that the necessary object of
the war was the abolition of slavery, some step towards that
having at every stage proved itself compulsory.

On my journey home I encountered a good many noisy
¢« Copperheads.” Onme old Democrat, seated near me in the
oar, attracted general attention by swearing at me as one of
the abolitionists who had “ got us into this fix,” and talked of
our military defeats. I asked him if he had not heard of the
vietory. “ What victory? Vicksburg?” ¢ No, at Washing-
ton.” “No; what was it ?” ¢ Three millions of slaves free!”
The old fellow jumped up and moved away swearing, amid
general langhter.

In those dramatic hisses and that song of victory in the
African Watch Night I had heard the ancient burden of
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Ezekiel against Pharaoh, the great dragon, “ I will put a hook
in thy jaws,” and the burden of Isaiah against *Leviathan
that crooked serpent.” Here were renewed the voices of those
African slaves now pictured with their chains on the ruined
walls of Egypt; and we white visitors who had mingled our
tears with those humble negroes had gone home feeling that
wo had witnessed the final combat between Jesus and Satan
in America. And in the proclamation, although partial, a
victorious sun appeared about to rise upon the New World of
free and equal men. But when our ecstasy had passed, some
of us perceived that while freedom had got a paper proocla-
mation, the cannon-ball proclamation had gone to slavery.
The antislavery generals were in the North; the military
posts where slaves might become free were under military
generals or governors notoriously hostile to emancipation..
The three generals who had proclaimed freedom to the slaves.
in their departments — Fremont, Phelps, and Hunter — had:
all been removed, and to the slaves these removals were pro--
slavery proclamations which they understood, while this of
the New Year they could not read even if it were allowed to-
reach them.

About the middle of January General Benjamin F. Butler,.
just superseded in command by General Banks at New Or-
leans, arrived in Boston. He was a sort of lion, and a grandi
dinner was given him at the Parker House. I find in my
diary that “he made a fine speech, showing that he has
always known the justice of the antislavery movement and
has been a hypocrite till now.” This old spoilsman, whose
cross-eyes could never see beyond his paunch, had discovered
that his political paunch could best be fed by siding with the
negroes against their masters in New Orleans. But Idistrusted
him and also some of those who surrounded him at the din-
ner; so I slipped out just before the moment appointed for
my speech. George L. Stearns, just from Washington, told
me that * Banks had been sent to New Orleans because it was
feared that Butler would not be up to the President’s Emanci-
pation Edict.” This information convinced me that the Secre-
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tary of War (Stanton) desired to prevent the proclamation
from affecting slaves in the excepted parishes, and knew that
for such work Banks was the man.

It is curious to observe, in going over my notes of this
period, how tentative and hesitant good men had become even
in Massachusetts. In the “ Commonwealth ” office itself there
was a consultation as to whether an article of mine, favourable
(though with reservations) to Judge Conway’s motion in Con-
gress, should be published in the paper. It was opposed by
the publisher, James Stone; Elizur Wright thought it was
against the previous position of the paper; Albert G. Browne
(of Salem) and Stearns rather favoured its insertion. While
we were talking Judge Conway himself came in just from
Washington, and rather thought that at that moment his re-
solution had better not be endorsed by the *“ Commonwealth *
editorially. So my article went in as a communication. Just
then a Mr. King came in to say that the Peabody Institute at
South Danvers, where I was engaged to lecture that evening,
would prefer a literary lecture, as Geeorge Peabody, in building
the Institute for them, had demanded that politics should be
excluded. I told him I had no lecture with me except one on
the crisis of the country. I think my large audience in that
Institute found some pleasure in tasting the forbidden fruit.

It soon appeared that our combat with slavery, so far from
being ended, had to be remewed. The President had ap-
pointed as ¢ military governor,” in so much of North Carolina
as his forces occupied, an old politician of that State named
Stanley. There had long been a number of North Carolinians
opposed to slavery, and pursuant to the President’s procla-
mation these formed an association to promote its peaceful ap-
plication to their State. But the President’s representative,
Stanley, went on denouncing abolitionists as strenuously as if
the President’s proclamation had been a proslavery document,
and thwarted the association so bitterly that they appealed
to the nation against him, declaring that he was repressing all
their efforts to give practical effect to the President’s edict of
freedom.
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This and similar facts in the South determined the anti-
slavery people in Boston to send a delegation to the President.
This delegation consisted of Wendell Phillips, Dr. S. G.
Howe, Francis W. Bird, George L. Stearns, J. H. Stephen-
son, Elizar Wright, the Hon. Oakes Ames, and myself. We
arrived at Washington January 28, 1863, and stopped at
Willard’s Hotel, where Phillips, Stephenson, and myself had
to occupy one room. On the following everfing, Saturday, we
repaired to the White House by appointment. The President,
however, called out by the Secretary of War (Stanton), could
not see us, but left a request for us to come the following
evening. In the mean time Wendell Phillips had managed to
secure an interview with Mrs. Lincoln, which had put him in
good spirits ; for he found her by no means friendly to our
Mephistopheles, Secretary Seward.

It had been arranged that I should preach before the Senate,
of which W. H. Channing was now the chaplain. The Unita-
rians who six years before had voted my dismissal were now
sympathetic listeners to my discourse in the Senate. For this
great opportunity I had prepared with care. I conversed with
my old adherents, with leading congressmen, and also visited
some negroes.

It was estimated that nearly two thousand were present in
the senate chamber on Sunday morning, January 25. My
theme was derived from the words of Jesus to the Samaritan
woman, “If thou knewest the gift of God,” etc., and entitled
“The Unrecognized Gift of God to America.” A telegram in
the “ New York Herald ” dubbed it “ The Negro, the Saviour
of America.” This was not an unfair label.

Thirty-seven years later, when witnessing in Paris Sarah
Bernhardt’s thrilling impersonation of ¢ La Samaritaine,” in
Rostand’s great miracle-play, the scene dissolved into that
‘which I had endeavoured to uplift before the Senate. I indulge
my old age with an extract: —

‘What did the woman see in him? Only a wayworn dust-

soiled Jew asking for a cup of water.
How could she see before her, then and there, what you and
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I see looking through the vista of the ages in which that heart
has been the well on life’s highway, to which the weary and
thirsting children of men have ever come for living waters ?
. « . One longs to draw near to her unperceived, and whisper,
“ Woman! do you not know him? Can you not pierce that
lowly garb, and recognize the greatness of the heart now beat-
ing 8o near you? He is the divine Soul, anointed with the
chrism of love to seek and save. He is to break down not only
this barrier between Jew and Samaritan, but through count-
less ages all that divides man from man is to fall blcla%ore him.
O woman, be kind to him; give him to drink; receive his
blessing ; for in the vast future there shall be millions who
will say: Ah, that we could have had the privilege of that
Samaritan woman, to give that blessed one a cup of water;
to ask of him living water!

And yet I suppose that if any of us who live now could
have been present to say this, the Unrecognized One would
have said, * Nay, but she is no more heavy-eyed than you will
all be in your day ; for many times in new centuries and new
worlds shall I meet you all on the waysides, and you shall
never know me, and will refuse me a cup of water.”

In the evening of that same Sunday we were ushered into
the President’s business-room, accompanied by Senator Wil-
son of Massachusetts. Lincoln entered laughing, and said that
in the morning one of his children told him the cat had kit-
tens, and as he was entering another told him the dog had
pups, so the White House was in a prolific state. The hilarity
disturbed us, but it was pathetic to see the change in the
President’s face when he resumed his burden. Senator Wil-
son began introducing us severally, but the President said he
knew perfectly who we were, and requested us to be seated.”

The conversation was introduced by Wendell Phillips, who
with characteristic courtesy expressed our joy at the procla-
mation, and asked him how it seemed to be working. The
President said he had not expected much from it at first, and
so had not been disappointed ; he hoped something would
come of it after a while. Phillips then alluded to the deadly
hostility which the proclamation had naturally excited in- pro-
slavery quarters, and gently hinted that the Northern people,
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now generally antislavery, were not satisfied that it was being
honestly carried out by the nation’s agents and generals in
the South. *My own impression, Mr. Phillips,” said the Presi-
dent, “is that the masses of the country generally are only
dissatisfied at our lack of military successes. Defeat and fail-
ure in the field make everything seem wrong.” His face was
clouded, and his next words were somewhat bitter: ¢ Most of
us here present have been long working in minorities, and
may have got into a habit of being dissatisfied.” Several of
us having deprecated this, the President said, ‘ At any rate, it
has been very rare that an opportunity of ¢ running’ this ad-
ministration has been lost.” To this Mr. Phillips answered in
his sweetest voice: “If we see this administration earnestly
working to free the country from slavery and its rebellion, we
will show you how we can ‘run’ it into another four years of
power.” The President’s good humour was somewhat restored,
and he said : ¢ Oh, Mr. Phillips, I have ceased to have any
personal feeling or expectation in that matter, — I do not say
I never had any,—so abused and borne upon as I have been.”
¢« Nevertheless what I have said is true,” replied Phillips, who
then went on to submit our complaint against Military Gov-
ernor Stanley in North Carolina, urging the necessity of hav-
ing in such positions men who were heart and soul in favour
of his (the President’s) declared policy of emancipation. The
facts communicated to us from North Carolina were also sub-
mitted. The President did not deny them. He only said that
Stanley was in Washington when the proclamation of Sep-
tember 22 was issued, and then said he ¢ could stand that.”
¢« Stand it!” exclaimed one of our number. “Might the na-
tion not expect in such a place a man who can not merely
stand its President’s policy but rejoice in it?” This vexed
the President a little, and he said: « Well, gentlemen, I have
got the responsibility of this thing and must keep it.” * Yes,
Mr. President,” interposed Phillips, “ but you must be patient
with us, for if the ship goes down it doesn’t carry down you
alone: weareallinit.” “ Well, gentlemen,” said the President,
bowing pleasantly to Phillips, ¢ whom would you put in Stan-
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ley’s place?” Some one asked if it would not be better to
have nobody there than an active opponent of the President’s
avowed policy. Another suggested Fremont, then without
command, he being the natural representative of a proclama-
tion of emancipation which he had anticipated in Missouri.
“] have great respect for General Fremont and his abilities,”
said the President slowly, “ but the fact is that the pioneer
in any movement is not generally the best man to carry that
movement to a successful issue. It was so in old times —
wasn’t it?” he continued, with a smile. “ Moses began the
emancipation of the Jews, but did n’t take Israel to the Pro-
mised Land after all. He had to make way for Joshua to com-
plete the work. It looks as if the first reformer of a thing
has to meet such a hard opposition and gets so battered and
bespattered, that afterwards, when people find they have to
accept his reform, they will accept it more easily from an-
other man.”

The humour and philosophy of this remark was appreciated
by us, but some one said Fremont was hardly a pioneer, and
mentioned the general welcome given by the loyal press to
Fremont’s proclamation in Missouri. The President said he
did not believe that the Northern people as a whole regarded
that proclamation with favour.

Elizur Wright said he was convinced that the so-called
“ neutral ” slave States were helping the rebellion more than
the seceding States. He wished to suggest to the President
that the government should not look for any action of those
States on the slavery question, but should offer every slave-
holder a bond of three hundred dollars for each of his adult
slaves on condition that they and their children, if any, should
be immediately set free; said bonds to be payable when the
rebellion was at an end and peace restored. The President
listened closely to Elizur Wright and replied at some length.
He said that the proposition to deal directly with individual
slaveholders came too late; Congress had acted and would
not take up the subject again. The President said he did not
believe that his administration would have been supported by
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the country in a policy of emancipation at any earlier stage
of the war. He reminded us that he had been elected by a
minority of the people. * All I can say now is that I believe
the proclamation has knocked the bottom out of slavery,
though at no time have I expected any sudden results from
it.” I remarked to the President that if the course of military
events should not be favourable between that time and the
election next year, we might see the return of a power that
would put the bottom in again, and his work be overthrown ;
which would not mean merely a restoration of slavery but of
disunion, for never again could there be a union with slavery.
There were a few moments of silence, and we arose. Mr.
Phillips expressed our thanks for the kindly reception ac-
corded us in calling his attention to statements of which some
could hardly be welcome. The President bowed graciously at
this, and said he was happy to have met gentlemen known to
him by their distinguished services, and glad to listen to their
views, adding, ¢ I must bear this load which the country has
entrusted to me as well as I can, and do my best.” He then
shook hands with each of us.

In the course of the interview one remark was made by the
President which ended my hope for peace. He said, ¢ Suppose
I should putin the South these antislavery gemerals and
governors, what could they do with the slaves that would come
tothem?”

At that moment the Northern States were suffering for
want of labourers, and the draft on their white workmen was
steadily increasing. But it was not this and other facts show-
ing his question rudimentary that I felt so discouraging:
there was in it a confession that he was putting forward in
the South generals and governors who would %ot earry out his
proclamation in good faith by freeing practically as many as
possible of those declared free. It also indicated that although
the proclamation was professedly a military measure he did
not mean to use it to secure peace; for it could compel the
Southerners to fly to their homes and guard them only if the
Union posts were in command of antislavery men. We thus
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were doomed to go on sacrificing the blood of the best men,
Northern and Southern, to say nothing of the vast expendi-
ture in money, — of which one month’s outlay could provide
a home or a place either at the North or in South America or
in Hayti for every fugitive coming into our lines. They were
needed everywhere.

The fact that the proclamation had been countersigned by
the Secretary of State instead of by the Secretary of War had
excited some suspicion that Seward had requested this func-
tion with an ulterior view to its being ultimately set aside by
the Supreme Court as not purely a war measure. President
Lincoln was clearly not using his proclamation as a war
measure. He showed a disposition to regard us as simply
interested in the negroes, and we could not hold him to the
fact that our aim was at slavery as the causa causans, the
commissariat, the continuer of the war.

On the evening after our interview with the President we
gave a dinner to our Massachusetts senators and representa-
tives, with other antislavery members. The Hon. Henry J.
Raymond of the “ New York Times ”’ was present, and per-
haps one or two other eminent journalists. 'We had hoped to
obtain from the speakers some important expression of opinion,
but the speeches were mainly mere optimistic predictions of
the great things that were going to be done. The heavy
weight of the gloomy present was left on our shoulders. In
private conversation we discovered that none of these leaders,
except the Hon. Martin F. Conway of Kansas, were willing
to utter in the Capitol criticisms on the administration they
freely made in private. Even Senator Sumner, whom Seward
was intriguing to deprive of the chairmanship of foreign af-
fairs, thought it necessary not to endanger his influence with
the President by public remonstrances. We gave them our
unanimous impression that such public criticisms need not be
personally severe on the President, but were precisely what
he needed ; he had virtnally acknowledged to us that he was
influenced by our political antagonists, and advised us to go
on convincing the country.
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Our delegation returned to Boston, to our ¢ Common-
wealth” and our lectures and Bird Club talks, with a con-
viction that the President, with all his forensic ability and
his personal virtues, was not competent to grapple with the
tremendous combination of issues before him.!

I had the happiness of making nearer acquaintance with
Oliver Wendell Holmes, the author I ranked next to Emerson
and Hawthorne in American literature. To have listened to
his Lowell lectures on the English Poets was among the most
cherished souvenirs of my first year at Harvard College.
Being the chief professor in the Medical School, and at the
same time occupied with literature, he was too heavily tasked
for me to avail myself of my opportunities for making his
personal acquaintance at that time ; but just after my grad-
uation I was invited to a dinner of the Saturday Literary
Club in Boston, and was seated beside Holmes. It was at the
time when his “ Elsie Venner ”’ was beginning to appear, and
he told me the story was suggested by the fabled fall of man.
The hereditary lowering of a human constitution by the ser-
pent’s bite appeared to him a good theme for a romance.
Amédée Achard, in his “ La Vipere,” evidently suggested by
“ Elsie Venner,” seems to have recognized this, his afflicted
heroine being named Eve. He spoke with high appreciation

1 In 1885 I consulted some of the survivors of our delegation as to
their remembrances of the interview with Mr. Lincoln. My friend Elizur
Wright refreshed my memory as to his part in the conversation. Frank
Bird thought that it was not Senator Wilson,as I still think, but the Hon.
QOakes Ames, who introduced us to the President. Governor Andrew had
given him (Bird) an official introduction to the President, which for some
reason he did not deliver. Frank Bird adds in his letter: «“The great
defect, in my judgment, in Lincoln’s character, was that he ignored moral
forces as having anything to do with the government of this world.
¢ This nation caunot remain half slave and half free;’ that is a proposition
in political economy. ¢I would save the Union without slavery if I can,
with it if I must;’ that is atheism. Don’t praise Lincoln for what he was
not. He had praiseworthy qualities enough without miswriting history.
It was the early abolitionists and antislavery men who aroused the con-
science of the North and set in motion the moral forces which abolished
slavery and made the Union worth preserving.”

N
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of Carlyle, especially of the essay on ¢ Characteristics.”
" Holmes was however doubtful about Carlyle’s theory that
genius is unconscious of its power. He was fraternal with the
Unitarians and the witty speaker at their annual banquets ;
but all that he wrote, and even the speeches, were pervaded by
a spirit of scepticism. With profound affection for Emerson,
he considered many of the transcendentalists sickly. ¢ They
throw away the healthy ruddy-hearted book because they
crave something for their ¢ inner life,’ ”” he said ; * their inner
lives are perpetual mendicants.” Emerson told me that Holmes
once satirized the transcendental cant by asking, “ And why
is the nose placed in front, but that it may attain a fore-smell
of the infinite?” But Holmes told me that it was not he that
said this.

It was not only in religious matters that Holmes was scep-
tical, but in all sociological and political theories. He looked
upon all such movements with a half-poetic, half-pathological
interest, and sometimes humoured *“ reformers ” as he might a
patient, but never gave himself to any reform. He did not
believe that the antislavery agitation could ever eradicate
slavery, and told me when the troubles began in Kansas that
he inclined to my view that peaceful separation between the
slave and the free States might be the only means of ending
discord.

Holmes loved to talk about his life as a medical student in
Paris. He was the only American scholar and thinker I ever
met who appreciated French genius and the moral greatness
of Paris. His scepticism I now think of as of the French
type, and I have often been reminded of him in talking with
Renan. What he most felicitated himself upon was his leading
part in securing the general use of anwsthetics. He told me
that when ether was discovered he had such reverence for it
that he thought it might possess some spiritual virtue, and
resolved to experiment on himself to find if it had any psy-
chological effect. He prepared the ether, and, having placed
beside his bed a small table with pencil and paper to record
his impressions on awakening, he lay down and applied the
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ether. Sure enough he presently found himself just conscious
enough to seize the pencil, and with a sentiment of vast thought
wrote down something. It proved to be these words: « A
strong scent of turpentine pervades the Whole.” But he was
not satisfied with that, and made another effort. ¢ This time,”
he said, “I felt as I wrote that I really had seen the secret of
the universe. The words proved to be: ¢ Put Jesus Christ into
& Brahma press and that ’s what you’ll get!’”

He told me of the incredible amount of superstition even
in good society in Boston revealed to him by his experiences
in securing the use of anmsthetics in childbirth. “I was de-
nounced as a blasphemous infidel defying Almighty God, who
had imposed on the female descendants of Eve the pains of
childbirth. Even some fairly intelligent women preferred to
suffer without such relief. It was a battle of years, and I had
to give many lectures at our Cambridge Medical School to
induce young physicians to deal resolutely with the matter.”

Of Nathaniel Hawthorne also I saw something in those
days. He had aged considerably since the war began, and this
trouble was complicated with his anxiety concerning the health
of his daughter Una. I passed a day or two in the house of
Mr. Fields with him, and remember well the evening when a
number of ladies came in with the hope of seeing him. It
was not long after dinner, but Hawthorne had gone up to
his room. I was deputed by Mrs. Fields to go up and bring
him down. I found him reading Defoe’s ghost stories, and
after listening to my request he so entertained me with talk
about the stories that I almost forgot my mission. He asked
me to tell him some of the ghost-lore of the negroes in Vir-
ginia, and showed much interest in those I remembered. Of
one he made a note, —that of a tremendous conflagration
towards which a number of negroes ran, but found there only
one tiny fire coal. Hawthorne spoke of his disappointment in
not meeting George Eliot. “I mentioned my wish to several
ladies in London in whose houses I was a guest, but none of
them were on visiting terms with her.” He ascribed this to
her irregular marriage with G. H. Lewes. He sent excuses to
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the ladies for not going downstairs. At breakfast he ap-
peared with a meek look as if expecting reproaches from Mrs.
Fields ; but the sunshine characteristic of our charming host-
ess warmed him into a happy mood, and his talk was un-
usually free and easy. Most of it was about England, the
country he loved much more than can be gathered from his
book, ¢ Our Old Home.” Fields told me that Hawthorne was
8o troubled by the resentful press notices of his book in the
English papers that he begged him to send him no more of them.

‘When the excitement of the conversation was over and
Hawthorne had retired to the end of the room, there was in
his face a look of pain and weariness.

It was pleasant to meet Hawthorne on the street in Con-
cord, but I recall no conversation of importance with him, nor
did I seek any, having long felt that his genius was to be got
at only in his pages. He was rather oftener, I believe, at Em-
erson’s house than before he went to Europe. He was cheer-
ful with young people, and I remember his being almost merry
at a children’s party in our house ; especially at a charade on
the word “transcendental.” Emerson and Alcott were also
present to enjoy our travesty of a transcendental séance, at
which Frank Sanborn introduced a poem : —

The world-soul rusheth
Into the world’s strife, —
Hope gusheth
Anew for life.
From the sky
Stars
Fall;
the wood
Bars
Growl:
But what of that O brave Heart ?
Art thou labourer ?
Labour
On!
Art thou Poet ?
Go it
Strong !
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One day when there was to be a children’s picnic in the
woods near Walden Pond, of which my wife was one of the
managers, Hawthorne intimated to her that he would like to
see the children at play if he could do so without being ob-
served. My wife bade him come to a certain spot, and she
would come to guide him to such a secret place if one could
be found. A thicket or perhaps a hollow tree was found, and
Hawthorne was the only man who witnessed the dances of the
little fairies that day.

If T bad only known then as much of Hawthorne’s feeling
about the war as I discovered when writing his ¢ Life " thirty
years later, I would have availed myself of my opportunities
to make a nearer acquaintance with him. ¢If,” he wrote to
his friend Horatio Bridge, ¢ we are fighting for the annihila-
tion of slavery, to be sure it may be a wise object, and offer
a tangible result, and the only one which is consistent with a
future union between North and South.” How glad would
Sanborn and I have been to print that sentence as a motto in
our paper, *“ The Commonwealth!”

Perhaps I may anticipate here a further chapter sufficiently
to relate the kindness of Hawthorne to my wife in the sum-

mer of 1863, when I was in England, and was being much

condemned in America for my proposal to the Confederate
envoy there for ending the war by Southern emancipation of
the slaves. While my wife, left in Concord, was in distress
because of this condemnation by our antislavery friends, Haw-
thorne treated her with marked kindness. When he heard
that she was about to join me in England, she was invited to
The Wayside, where he showed her his foreign photographs
and entertained her with his reminiscences of persons and
places there. This was always a grateful remembrance with
us, but adds to the sadness with which to this day I think
of the finest imaginative genius of his time there in his tower
writing the tale of an elixir of eternal youth, while himself
consciously sinking into his grave.



CHAPTER XXIV

Foreign complications — My excursion to England — Incidents of the voyage
— Mill on Liberty — Weloome in London — Sojourn at Aubrey House —
Miss Cobbe — W. M. Evarts — Visit to Cambridge University — Henry
Fawcett and Leslie Stephen.

ApouUT this time complications with England were arising ;
our golden hour for ending at once both the war and slavery
had passed. The leaden hour had come; we were compélled
to support the war which the President had made our only
hope of eradicating slavery, the root of discord. There was
danger that this hope might be lost through the diversion of
patriotic wrath from slavery to a traditional foreign enemy.
Even Gladstone and Lord John Russell had accepted seriously
the instructed protests of our foreign ministers that “ The
condition of slavery in the several States will remain just the
same whether it [the war for the Union] succeed or fail.”
The Confederates in England were utilizing the diplomatic
declarations of our government favourable to slavery, con-
firmed by its actions and by our antislavery protests. The
antislavery leaders in America were in constant correspond-
ence with George Thompson and other friends in England
who like ourselves had felt sure that slavery would certainly
be destroyed by the war.

It was at this juncture that it was proposed to me to give
lectures for a few months in England.

In February, 1863, my wife wrote in her diary at Concord
now before me : “ Wendell Phillips came to me to ask if I would
oonsent to my husband going to Europe to lecture and per-
suade the English that the North is right. Reluctantly I con-
sented, feeling that as he was exempt from serving as a soldier
I had no right to prevent his being of service in some other
way. The proprietor of the ¢ Commonwealth ’ agreed to give
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him $1000 for two letters per week. Phillips, Stearns, Gerrit
Smith, Thomas Mott, H. W. Longfellow, Edward Clarke,
Mr. Barker, R. Hallowell, Elizur Wright, the (Parker) Fra-
ternity, the New Bedford Society raised $700.”

It is probable also that my wife thought that the strain
of work on me was too great. While editing the “Common-
wealth ” 1 was preaching every Sunday and lecturing one or
two nights of every week. I had said my say in America; I
had borne my testimony, as the Quakers say, in all the towns
of Obhio, in every important town of New England, and in
the chief cities of New York, in Philadelphia and surround-
ing places, and in Washington. I had written innumerable
articles and letters in papers and magazines, and my two
books on the crisis were in wide circulation. It appeared,
therefore, a fair time for me to go for a few months to repre-
sent the moral and political situation as viewed by American
antislavery people. Emerson did not like my going, but gave
me letters of introduction to Carlyle and others. I carried a
letter from George W. Curtis to Browning, and many from
William Lloyd Garrison to the antislavery leaders. Mr. and
Mrs. George Stearns sent by me a life-sized bust of John
Brown for Victor Hugo.

In my diary on the steamship City of Washington I find
the following paragraphs: —

April 21. I repair to the library a good deal, and for the
first time make good acquaintance with Vietor Hugo, to whom
I am carrying a bust of John Brown. The execution of John
Brown was yet in suspense when Victor Hugo declared that
it would be ¢ Washington slaying Spartacus;” and when it
occurred Victor Hugo drew with his pencil a sort of fog
through which were barely visible a gallows with a dim human
form hanging from it : beneath the picture was written simply
the word Ecce/?!

I have brought along John Stuart Mill’s new book on
Liberty, published in Boston the day I left. It is a book of
wonderfuf truisms, of startling commonplaces. In reading it
one feels that such a book should be in the course of college

1 Now in the Victor Hugo Museum, Paris, opened in 1903.
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study everywhere, so axiomatic are the laws it states ; and yet
there is scarcely a state on earth that would not be revolu-
tionized by a practical adoption of its principles. Mr. Mill’s
views of social and individual liberty are in the direction of
those stated by Wilbelm von Humboldt in his *Sphere and
Duties of Government.” *The grand, leading principle,”
says Humboldt, *towards which every argument unfolded
in these pages directly converges, is the absolute and essential
importance of human development in its richest diversity.”
He also says that * the end of man, or that which is preseribed
by the eternal or immutable dictates of reason, and not sug-
by vague and transient desires, is the highest and most
rmoniousaf:velopment of his powers to a complete and con-
sistent whole.” Mr. Mill, taking this high position, lays his
corner-stone of society — to wit: * That the only purpose for
which power can be rightly exercised over any member of a
civilized community against his will is to prevent harm to
others. His own good, either physical or moral, is not a suffi-
cient warrant,” to interfere with his independence. With
regard to Mormonism he maintains that society has no right
to interfere with polygamy so long as it is understood that
the women and men are voluntary parties to the system.

In London there had been formed an active league of sym-
pathizers with the Union cause in America, the leading spirit
of which was Peter Alfred Taylor, Member of Parliament for
Leicester. This society received me with open arms, and soon
after my arrival Mr. and Mrs. Taylor invited me to make
Aubrey House my headquarters while lecturing.

In the interval before my lectures could begin came Derby
Day. It seemed my only opportunity for witnessing the an-
nual event for which Parliament adjourns. I never had any
ifiterest in racing, but was eager to see the English masses.
I reached the place soon after nine, and found the scene
amusing ; but by eleven I had “done ” all the side-shows and
gypsies, ete., and did not care to wait another hour to see the
Derby. On my walk to the station for London, a mile away,
I met a long procession of wagons laden with people on their
way to the race-ground. They hailed me, chaffed me, and
shouted with laughter. I was actually too “green” to under-
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stand their merriment until I reached the station ; it was locked
up and silent. All had gone to the Derby. Next day I read
in a paper that amusement was caused by one solitary indi-
vidual who just before the Derby was seen making a bee-line
for London.

While I was staying in Aubrey House a number of ladies
of high position gathered there and formed an association for
the circulation of leaflets and essays relating to the struggle
in America. Among these ladies were Madame Venturi (née
Ashurst) and her sister, the wife of James Stansfeld, M. P.,
Mrs. and the Misses Biggs, Mrs. William Malleson, Mrs.
Frank Malleson.

The most distinguished of these ladies was Miss Frances
Power Cobbe. This lady was well known to me by her im-
portant work on ¢ Intuitive Morals,” and she had long been
associated in the minds of American liberals with Theodore
Parker. She was a lady of Irish family,and in her face there
were the fresh colour and the expression of sensibility and
good-natured humour characteristic of the well-bred Irish lady.
Although more rationalistic than Dr. James Martineau was
then, she was his warm friend, and I always believe enlarged
his theology ; for she was a woman not only of general cul-
ture but thoroughly instructed in the problems of theology.
At the beginning of May she brought me the manuscript
of her pamphlet, “ The Red Flag in John Bull’s Eyes.” The
Red Flag was made up of all the cries about “ negro insurrec-
tion,” ¢ rapine,” “ horrors of St. Domingo,” ete., with which
Confederate sympathizers were seeking to enrage John
Bull. Miss Cobbe had not only studied all the history of
the negro in the West Indies, but carefully collected all the
facts concerning the conduct of the slaves during our war;
with power and accuracy her pamphlet tore the red flag to
tatters.

The efforts made by the Confederates in England at this
time were desperate. They had as their organ the London
“Times,” which was selecting with great pains every Ameri-
can item which might irritate English pride. It even took up
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the insults of George Francis Train as utterances of a repre-
sentative American.

I was promptly raised to the dignity of an “emissary.”
At a meeting in Exeter Hall, May, 1863, Tom Hughes was
listened to, but when I was introduced as a slaveholder’s son
a tremendous confusion filled the house, and it was several
minutes before I could get a quiet audience.

About this time W. M. Evarts arrived in London to confer
with the law officers concerning captured mails, etc. I met
him at a breakfast given by Lord Houghton to Lord and Lady
Dufferin, all being warm supporters of the antislavery side
in America.

On the invitation of Edward Dicey and friends of his at
Cambridge, I attended Commemoration there. Mr. Evarts
had been invited by the same gentlemen, and we were guests
of Henry Fawcett and Leslie Stephen, who had a suite of
rooms in Trinity Hall. Our two hosts were already known
beyond the limits of their university as men who would make
their mark on the country. It was, I believe, principally Faw-
cett and Leslie Stephen whose independence had given Trin-
ity Hall a reputation for radicalism. At one of the dinners
there to which our hosts had invited some brilliant young
men, various stories, artistically adorned, were told about the
two men. One of these related that an old Tory squire bad
brought his son to enter ocollege, and preferred Trinity Hall,
where his ancestors had been educated. But on arrival he
had heard sad rumours that Trinity Hall had become a nest of
radicals. Learning that its chief residents were Fawcett and
Leslie Stephen, of whom he had never heard, the squire re-
paired to their rooms with his son and was politely received.
‘When he had told them of his desire to enter his son at Trinity
Hall, and of the dreadful radicalism said to be prevalent there,
the two scholars managed to reach an understanding. Then
Fawecett gravely informed the inquirer that it was true that
some of them had at one time been rather infected with extreme
opinions, but now, he added, “we have greatly moderated
our views and shall be contented simply with disestablishment
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of the Church and the abolition of the Throne.” The story
was of course followed by a description of the squire’s rush
out of the building, dragging his son.

The impression made upon me by Fawcett is ineffaceable.
The pathetic sentiment excited by seeing that noble head with
its beautiful blond hair and the handsome countenance, whose
every feature was so quick with intelligence, save — alas! —
the sightless eyes, presently vanished before his cheerfulness
and a play of thought which forbade pity. He comprehended
our situation in America, even its details, with a completeness
that surprised Evarts as well as myself. The mischance by
which the accidental discharge of his father’s gun, when they
were out shooting, had extinguished both eyes, and the cour-
age with which he had assured his parents in their agony that
the blindness should make no difference in his career, have
often been related ; but my friendly relations with him while
he was in Parliament and to the end of his life enabled me to
remark a more complete fulfilment of that promise than was
at first imaginable. In fact, the years seemed hardly to touch
that serene and happy face. The last time I heard him speak
in public was at the institution for the blind near the Crys-
tal Palace. In a memorable address to the large assembly of
blind pupils and their friends he gave some of the experi-
ences of blindness in his own case. He said that the mental
pictures produced by descriptions given or read to him were
8o vivid and realistic that he had many times referred to them
as things he had seen, until he had afterwards found out that
they occurred after he was blind. The address, the simplicity
with which it was delivered by his sweet and clear voice, and
the responsive smiles on those young faces, represent a scene
that remains in my memory as one of sublimity.



CHAPTER XXV

First interviews with the Carlyles — Carlyle's ridicule of ballot-boxing —His
appearance — Introducing Americans to Carlyle — Samuel Longfellow

— Carlyle's progress — Ideas of religion — Limitations — His great heart.
IN a modest old mansion, apart from the great whirl of fash-
ion, resided Carlyle, the man to whose wonderful genius
more than to any other is to be attributed the intellectual and
spiritual activity of his generation. The very house he inhab-
ited was significant to him. * Look at these bricks,” he said ;
“not one of them is a lie. Let a brick be once honestly burnt,
and the cement good, and your wall will stand till the trump
of Doom blows it down! These bricks are as sharp as the day
they were put up, and the mortar is now limestone. The houses
all around us crumble, the bricks in them were made to crumble
after sixty years, — that being the extent of most of the leases.
They are of a piece with the general rottenness and falsehood
of the time.”

A strange thrill passed over me when I first stood face to
face with these grand features. Emerson had introduced me
(the letter is printed in their Correspondence), and he met me,
pipe in mouth, cordially. For a few moments I was left with
Mrs. Carlyle, who was too thin and pale to preserve traces of
beauty, but had a look of refinement and dignity. Among the
solemn portraits on the wall were two modern miniatures of
beautiful ladies nude to the waist. * You may be surprised,”
she said, ‘““at seeing such portraits in a grave house like this.
They were found in the tent of a Russian officer during the
Crimean war, and presented to Carlyle.” Cheerful, kindly,
witty, and frank, she conversed pleasantly of the habits and
labours of Carlyle. She thought the Life of Frederick a ter-
rible piece of work, and wished that Frederick had died when
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a baby. “The book is like one of those plants that grow up
smoothly and then form a knot, smoothly again and then
form another knot, and so on: what Carlyle is when one
- of those knots is being passed must be left to the imagina-
tion.” Carlyle was a picture of meekness when his wife said
this.

An American politician holding some post on the Continent
came in just as we were at nine o’clock tea, and soon got Car-
lyle into a stormy denunciation of * ballot-boxing.” But the
American was ignorant, and while Carlyle was firing cannon
on a sparrow I silently observed him. Tall and almost slender,
with a longish head, bent forward from slightly stooping
shoulders, with a magnificent brow overhanging a tender blue
eye that sometimes flashed, a short beard and moustache, a
ruddy colour at times overspreading the whole face with
flushes, a voice that began gently but could rise to a tornado
which usually burst in laughter that ended in a fit of cough-
. ing, nervous movements of fingers and shoulders telling of
overstudy, an undertone of grief, even in his laughter, —
these characteristics together wove a charm that impressed
me as a weird ocounterpart of that of Emerson. In his pre-
sence I recalled the sublimity mingled of beauty and awe
which impressed me in the Mammoth Cave.

He was interested to know all I could tell him about Emer-
son, and brought out a photograph he had recently obtained,
desiring to know if he looked just like that now. I was able
to show him a much better one. All that he said about Emer-
son indicated the strongest personal attachment.

My second interview with him was during a walk which he
had invited me to take with him. On the appointed moment
of the afternoon I arrived, and was shown into the room at
the top of the house where he was writing his history of
Frederick. There were about a thousand books, every one as
he told me bearing upon the history he was writing, the regu-
lar library being downstairs. On the walls were & score of
pictures, all either portraits of Frederick or engravings re-
lated to his life. “I have found it,” he said,  of the utmost
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importance to surround myself with the images and illustra-
tions of the man whose history I am writing.”

When we started on our walk he began at once upon
America, the ballot-box, and negro emancipation. He was
amused at Anthony Trollope's report to him of a phrase he
heard from Emerson in a lecture, — ¢ This American eagle, of
which we hear so much, is a good deal of a peacock.” There
was more in that, he thought, than in most books about Amer-
ica. “ A lie can never be uttered in this world but those who
utter it will be paid for it what they deserve. Nothing I have
ever witnessed so fills me with astonishment and sorrow as the
present condition of things in America. I see it all as fire
rained out of the heavens.” I said I quite agreed, but should
probably differ from him as to the evil the fire was raining on.
He said, “ Ah, I was once an emancipator too, and used to
spout whole chapters of Martyn, but I came to see that I was
following a delusion.” Just then we passed along Church
Lane, where Swift used to live, and Carlyle began to talk
about him with much feeling. He declared Swift a man of
the finest force of every kind, and spoke bitterly of the way
in which he had been swamped under ¢ the pressure of an evil
time,” then added with a sigh, “ but his case is not that of one
alone.”

It was impossible not to love this man, however much I
might deplore his opinions about slavery, so entirely was he
speaking what he regarded as truth and so guileless was his
whole expression. The humility that is characteristic of all
real genius was very striking in Carlyle. In his talk the per-
sonal reference was rarely made unless it was to mention, as
in the above remark, some error into which he had fallen.

Although brought up with a holy horror of profanity, I
found a certain satisfaction in Carlyle’s occasional “damnable.”
Emerson once said in a lecture, ¢ The oath should be a solemn
superlative; sham damns disgust.” Indeed, I once heard
Emerson, in speaking of a disguised interviewer who printed
and exaggerated what he said about Swinburne, say, “ It was
one of the damnable things.” In Carlyle's utterance there
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was a kind of authenticity in his “ damnable,” or in the less
frequent “ damned.” The invocation *“ damn ” he never used,
his brands never being affixed to persons but to evil systems
and falsities.

It was impossible with this frank, outspoken man not to
enter at once upon the great social problems of the hour;
though he seized upon them and went on in wonderful mono-
logue, — with pressure full and high whether going with or
against the sentiment around him. It was formidable ; whilst
he spoke I felt a dreary scepticism chilling me, and seemed
to hear cries of despair, coming out of the heart of nature.
All was going wrong ; our ballot-boxings, our negro emanci-
pations, our cries for liberty, all showed nothing but that the
nations were given over to believe a lie and be damned. Pos-
sibly, indeed, the only way to Paradise lay thus through hell ;
but what the people were seeking thus they would never
obtain. Society was all wrong, and would go on getting
worse.

« Ballot-boxing! Why, we have tried that vox populi in
England. There was a certain Russell here, who managed to
get bold of some land which properly belonged to others;
was supposed to have no end of sovereigns; was at once
adored; got easily into Parliament. Presently it turns out
that he has no money at all. He comes out and confesses
that none of the land he has is his own — that he had forged
a will to get it. And when the matter is looked into it is
found again that the will is genuine, that he did not forge it
at all, but confessed himself a scoundrel in order to make
some money, and save some land by it.

« Then there was Hudson, who cut up a vast deal of good
land with railroads — which ran here and everywhere, whether
they were wanted or not. The people got around him — voted
that Hudson was the fountain of living waters. Every man
came with his subscription,— gave his five pounds or hun-
dred pounds to Hudson. I remember well how he used to
strut about with flaps like fins on his dress. Bishops preached
about him, countesses flirted with him, he was borne to Par-
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liament by acclamation, — he had three million pounds. One
day it was all turned to ashes, — this man balloted for. The
other day we heard that his wife was buying old clothes, and
did n’t know where the next loaf was to come from.

“ Wherever your ballot-box comes it will bring broods of
Russells and Hudsons. As soon as your ballot-box is opened,
out springs the most whippable rascal that can be found.
You know well that in America, for years, you have had your
meanest men in the White House.

“ But so they all go — pell-mell. There is no real king that
will be sought for; though I do know some nren who are
kings — loyal men in their workshops, discerning the laws of
this universe and obeying them. Ah, a king is a rare gift!”

But how little can any one report the charm of Carlyle’s
conversation! of the wealth showered on the visitor intent
on getting near the man’s heart! I soon perceived that the
vehemence of Carlyle in discussing public affairs was due
to the torture he suffered in seeing the errors and agonies of
mankind. I resolved not to put him on that rack, and al-
though when we met some mention of events in America was
inevitable, and I might be wounded, the boulders were left
behind and I passed as it were into beautiful walks and
swards, with which *Carlyle restored and delighted the soul
he had just troubled. Nothing was too small for his study
and interest. He would pass in a moment from talk about
Frederick or Bonaparte to tell the story of some poor little
lady unknown to fame, so sweetly that the mist gathered to
one’s eyes. At every moment I was impressed by the truth
of John Sterling's characterization of Carlyle in “ The Onyx
Ring,” where as Collins he figures along with Goethe (Wal-
singham). I had read the story in my youth, and although in
later years I do not accept the censorious estimates of Goethe,
John Sterling’s Carlyle has appeared to me as profound as
Carlyle’s Sterling.

Emerson told me that when he was in England (1848) some
young men had asked him to introduce them to Carlyle, and
he had said, “ Why do you wish to have vitriol thrown upon
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you?” 1 was prepared by this for sharpness and severity,
but I found tenderness and sympathy. Personally, that is to
say; but I had discovered the vitriol too — the man’s relent-
less confrontation of optimistic visions and * reforms ” with an
insight that pierced their bias. One after another the believ-
ers in one or another national or humanitarian ideal had
ceased to visit him, finding his ideas too depressing.

One evening when Froude and I had gone together to
Carlyle’s, and had listened to & particularly vigorous arraign-
ment of the movements supposed to be progressive, we walked
away in silence. Then I remarked, ¢ All that is a dreary
enough outlook.” Froude answered, “ Yes, and the worst of
what he says is that it is true.”

I was not prepared to admit this, but there had been
steadily revealed to me under Carlyle’s touchstone — un-
biassed thought — that my own opinions which I had sup-
posed really my own, and for which I had sacrificed early
prejudices, were by no means so thoroughly rooted in my per-
sonally digested studies and convictions as I had supposed.

Oceasionally American writers in London asked me to
introduce them to Carlyle. Always cautious about introduc-
tions, I was particularly so with regard to Carlyle, and invari-
ably warned these visitors that if they desired useful visits
they had best leave the initiative of talk entirely with Car-
lyle. Nothing would be gained by raising before him any
red rag of Radicalism. David A. Wasson, John Burroughs,
and some others whom I took to Carlyle’s house, observed
my advice and had successful visits. My friend Samuel
Longfellow, who came over there with his nephew Ernest
(son of the poet), was cordially received. Carlyle had plea-
sant feelings towards the poet Longfellow, and there was an
unworldliness and modesty about our beloved Samuel which
availed to shield him from the usual stormings with which
Carlyle met the optimistic American. For when Carlyle had
said something against universal suffrage, Samuel’s conscience
overbore my warning and he made some mild plea for demo-
cracy. Carlyle after a moment’s silence said smilingly and in
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a meditative tone, *“ Then in Jerusalem you would bave given
Jesus and Judas the same vote?” Samuel’s utter inability to
answer was amusing. Charles G. Leland, whom I took there,
also grappled with Carlyle and got the worst of it.

The paradoxical position taken up by Carlyle on that mat-
ter impressed a great many more Americans than ever ven-
tured to admit their misgivings in public. Carlyle told me
that after his unintended offence to Americans in speaking of
their millions as ‘ bores,” he had been visited by a consider-
able number of their influential men who éntirely sympathized
with his feelings about popular suffrage. “I bave nothing
but the kindest feelings towards the Americans. Personally
I bave indeed the best reasons for gratitude to them; there
was something maternal in the way in which my works were
taken up there in a time when they were neglected in this
oountry. The first money I ever received for any book of
mine was brought into my house from Boston. So far as this
democratic tendency is concerned, I have rather envied Amer-
ica; we in this country are in the same train on the same
- track ; we are linked on just behind the American compart-
ment; they will be smashed first, but we just after them, by
dashing against the law of the universe that wisdom in gov-
ernment cannot be obtained from the collective ignorance
and folly of swarms of men. If that delusion is ever recovered
from it will probably be soonest in America. But alas, the
dreadful war going on there renders all calculations vain.”

Once when his brother, Dr. John Carlyle, was present, we
two and Mrs. Carlyle being the only listeners, Carlyle referred
to slavery. I have no dislike of the negroes. By wise and
kindly treatment they might have been made into a happy
and contented labouring population. I do not wish for them
any condition which I would not under like circumstances
wish for myself. No man can have anything better than the
protection and guidance of one wiser and better than himself,
who would feed him and clothe him and heal him if he were
sick, and get out of him the exact kind of work that he was
competent to achieve. Many a man is driven by a cruel mas-
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tery of circumstance and want to do whatever will yield him
a crust of bread, and others never achieve what they have
ability to achieve, in these days of emancipation. There is my
brother John sitting there ; the world will never get out of him
the best that is in him.” Here the rest of us began to laugh,
the doctor being amused and giving a gesture of assent.
Mrs. Carlyle said, *“ And what about Mr. Thomas Carlyle ?
“ Ah, well,” the answer came with a sigh, “ Thomas Carlyle
tried in every way possible to him to get some practical work
for which he believed he had some competency; was baffled
at every attempt ; and he has been compelled to travel on the
only path open to him.”

Thomas Appleton, brother of the poet Longfellow’s wife,
told me that one evening when he was conversing with Car-
lyle he mentioned some favourite writer of his, and Carlyle
called the said writer a * phrase-monger.” “I was vexed,”
said Appleton, “and retorted on him by saying, ¢ Well, Mr.
Carlyle, what are the best of us but phrase-mongers ?’ ¢ Very
true, sir — very true,’ said Carlyle, breaking into a laugh.
And the evening passed off more pleasantly than ever.”

When the Union war had nearly closed, Carlyle spoke so
stormily against emancipation that Mrs. Carlyle — the only
other present — interrupted him. ¢ Carlyle,” she said, “ you
ought not to talk so much about his cause o a man who has
suffered and made sacrifices for it.” Carlyle, who always took
his wife’s reproof meekly, turned to me and said softly, * You
will be patient with me. All the worth you have put into
your cause will be returned to you personally ; but the Amer-
ica for which you are hoping you will never see: and you
will never see the whites and blacks in the South dwelling
together as equals in peace.”

How often in these last years have I had reason to remem-
ber that prophecy ! '

Carlyle I have found curionsly misunderstood in England
and America, even by his admirers. He is supposed to be a
worshipper of force, and of military leaders. But it was be-
cause the European masses resorted to violence in 1848 that
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he lost all faith in the people; it was because Louis Na-
poleon reached power by massacre that Carlyle proclaimed
him a “swindler ;” he opposed every war waged during his
time.

The thing that especially amazed me about Carlyle was the
extent of his intellectnal pilgrimage. From the spring of 1863
until shortly before his death in 1881 I saw him often. Dur-
ing that eighteen years after my thirty-first birthday I had
studied scientific problems under great scientific men and
revised my religious and political philosophy ; I had entered
new phases of thought and belief ; but there was never one in
which Carlyle had not been there before me. He had studied
closely every philosophy, generalization, and theology. He
knew every direction where an impenetrable wall would be
found, and every deep and byway of speculation.

Another erroneous impression about Carlyle is that he was
stationary in his ideas. But Carlyle, even within my memory,
grew in a way rare among literary men in advanced years. I
remarked this especially in regard to the discovery of Evolu-
tion. In 1864 he manifested a certain wrath against the great
generalization of Darwin. I find notes of a talk in which he
said that the theory of the development of one species from
another was one that used to be very much discussed in the
time of old Erasmus Darwin. He remembered a discussion
among the students in their debating society in Edinburgh in
which the question was whether man was descended from a
cabbage or a clam. The debate of course brought the whole
matter into ridicule, and he thought it was decided in favour
of the clam. Omnia e concha. “It all appeared to me a
damned irreverent kind of speculation by men unable to look
into the great deeps of human nature. What do these men
know about the mysteries not only of the universe but of the
mind and the nerves of man?” I was told by one who was
present at a dinner given in the house of Professor Masson
in Edinburgh after Carlyle’s installation as lord rector, that
Carlyle, finding himself among scientific evolutionists, became
very much excited and cried out, “ You tell me that despite all
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the mysteries of man’s nature, just because his heel or some-
thing else is shaped so-and-so, it shows that he is a modified
ape!” And then he so raged that the company saw fit to
change the subject. That was in 1866. A few years later I
heard him talking of the subject, and he had got so far as to
speak of it without wrath, saying with a laugh, *“ If my pro-
genitor was an ape, I will thank you, Mr. Huxley, to be polite
enough not to mention it!” About the year 1879 I was talk-
ing with him about the worship of Force with which his name
was associated. “ But what conception of Force have most
people ?” said Carlyle. ¢ Only some mere brutal and blind
elements, while the real Force proceeds in silent and quiet
ways, seeming small but really irresistible.” ¢ That,” said I,
“ appears not unlike that force of natural selection of which
Darwin bas written ; by which some small variant in the di-
rection of a larger and finer species starting in some hardly
perceptible differentiation gradually grows into a new race.”
“ And why,” he answered, * should not that be the real his-
tory of nature ?” “I believe it is, but it is not such a pleas-
ing thing to me as I thought it when Emerson preached it
and Charles Darwin announced his theory. What are we to
make of the agonies and horrors of nature? or what of the
deformities and miseries of human nature? The theological
theory is that all these things are to be redressed and com-
pensated in a future world. Do you believe that all those
swarming criminal, debased, drunken people are to live for-
ever?” “Let us hopenot!” cried Carlyle, with a laugh. It
might astonish you if I were to give my notion of where all
these horrible things come from!”

With that Carlyle arose and put on his gloves for the walk
for which I had been invited. We plunged pretty soon into
a yellow fog, which Carlyle described as “ one expression of
the superlative ugliness of so many people crowded together.”
‘We met Sir Leslie Stephen, who walked with us. On our way
we encountered a repulsive beggar who asked for money, and
Carlyle began to fumble in his pocket. One of us gave a coin
to the beggar, and Stephen said that he would no doubt spend
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it in the nearest gin-shop. * Very likely,” said Carlyle; “no
doubt it will be a momentary comfort to the poor fellow.”

One Christmas afternoon I called to offer greetings to Car-
lyle. Hesaid, ¢ Ah yes, I had forgotten ; but just now passing
the public-house at the corner, I remarked that the crowd was
larger and drunker than usual, and then I remembered that
it was the birthday of their Redeemer.” He then went on to
speak with solemn feeling about religion, saying finally with
animation, “ There is but one real religion — passionate love
of the good, passionate abhorrence of the reverse. Its aim is
simply to get the best man in power and the worst man
chained ! ”

There were, from my point of view, limitations in Carlyle.
“Care is taken that the trees do not grow up into heaven,”
says Goethe. Even in Emerson I was compelled to admit
limitations as life went on; he could not recognize the exqui-
site genius of France, and some Sabbatarian sentiment sur-
vived in him. Robert Ingersoll, with whom I was conversing
about our great Americans, spoke with especial enthusiasm of
Emerson, but ended by saying, ¢ After all, there was a baked-
bean side even to Emerson!” The humour of this bit of sym-
bolism is hardly appreciable outside of New England, where

(the Sabbatarian dish survives its pristine moral importance.
In the same way there was a survival in Carlyle of the old
Scottish antipathy to Roman Catholicism. He said one day
that he bad intended to go that morning to an antivivisection
meeting, but on hearing that Cardinal Manning was to be
there he threw down his hat. “The room does not exist which
can hold Manning and me!”

Some other limitations of Carlyle, as I conceive them, are
elsewhere mentioned, — the most serious perhaps being his in-
difference, not to say antipathy, to the fine arts. He appre-
ciated portraits, but even there he grumbled whenever he had
to sit for his own. In the last year of his life an admirable
artist, Helen Allingham (wife of the poet), went and sat by
his side, determined to paint him, — waking, reading, or
sleeping, —and he could not resist the lovely lady whom he
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bad long known. As to the portraits he was indifferent for a .
time, but at length when he looked at one picture and saw
among the chaos of pigments his own countenance looking up-
at him, he began to be interested. So William Allingham told
me, and we both felt that the interest had unfortunately come
too late. Carlyle would have taken a less gloomy view of the
world if he bad only realized that art was the real creator at
work to produce the fairer world.

Ah, what a heart was in him! When our child Emerson
died, Carlyle, who rarely made calls, travelled across the
seven or more miles to visit us in our sorrow. His sym-
pathetic talk, his narrative concerning his mother and her
grief at the loss of a child, his appeal that we should bear up
under our distress and find consolation in what remained to
us, were to us the voice of the great love that while dealing
with the history of empires marked the sparrow’s fall. Car-
lyle told me that my article in “Fraser” (August, 1864) on
“The Transcendentalists of Concord,” had produced an ex-
cellent impression. I bad sent the manuseript to him without
mentioning any magazine; and he had sent it to Froude. He
told me that I had evidently much to say about America that
would be useful to English readers, and that Froude desired
further contributions.
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English authors and the American war — Ruskin on war — English repub-
licans — John M. Forbee in London — The Confederate propagandists, John
R. Thompson and Mr. Fairn, in London — The Confederate envoy Mason —
A communication of Lincoln to Bright — Opinions of Browning — My cor-
respondence with Mason — My first speeches in London — Meeting at the
London Tavern, and John Bright’s speech — Effect in England of my Mason
noe — A mob in Manchester — T. B. Potter, M. P. — My letter
to the London ‘‘ Times ’’ — Misleading reports in America — Criticism by
‘Wendell Phillips— Interview with Minister Adams — Christopher P. Cranch
in Paris — Visit to W. D. Howells in Venice — The charms of Venice —
Austrian rule.
Dr. OL1vER WENDELL HOLMES, in a lecture on ¢ The Ameri-
can Weaning,” 1864, spoke with sharpness of the silence
of English literary men towards the American struggle. Had
I been an Englishman I could have made a reply. President
Lincoln had proposed at his inauguration to change the Con-
stitution so as to render slavery eternally secure; his Secre-
tary of State had openly instructed his minister in London
that the status of no individual would be altered by the war;
the Proclamation of Emancipation excluded from freedom a
fourth of the slaves, all within our reach ; it was followed by
the systematic military prevention of slaves from escaping.
Why, then, should Englishmen feel any interest in a murder-
ous struggle to preserve a Union which American antislavery
men had for years tried to dissolve? Why should English-
men be concerned about a province seceding from our Union
any more than Americans would be should Ireland secede
from Great Britain? As a matter of fact, two thirds of the
English authors espoused the Union cause, some of them ac-
tively, — Professor Newman, Mill, Tom Hughes, Sir Charles
Lyell, Huxley, Tyndall, Swinburne, Lord Houghton, Cairnes,
Fawcett, Frederic Harrison, Leslie Stephen, Allingham, the
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Rossettis. Others were silent because they hated war and did
not believe it could secure any benefit, — Ruskin, Anthony
Froude, Herbert Spencer, and a few others. Charles Kingsley,
the only literary man who warmly espoused the Southern
cause, may have thought he was on the side of Carlyle, whom
he worshipped but rarely saw ; but Carlyle, while opposed to
emancipation, respected the desire of the Americans to pre-
serve their Union. Tennyson, whom Dr. Holmes named in
his lecture, did not share Carlyle’s views about slavery, and
his silence was due to the American denunciations of Eng-
land. Tennyson had received hundreds of extracts from
American papers in not one of which was any friendly word.
But for this tone which, as I wrote to the * Commonwealth,”
“ he feels to be insulting and significant of a dominant puer-
ility in America,” Tennyson would probably have manifested
his sympathy with the North. Some eminent men, whose
thinking on American matters was done by the London
¢ Times,” were really alarmed by such diatribes against Eng-
land.

Although Ruskin was said by Tom Hughes to be “ captive
of Carlyle’s bow and spear,” I should say rather that he was
‘¢ captivated ” by the grand figure of the man. Ruskin hated
war above everything, and proposed that whenever a war
broke out every woman should drape herself in deepest
mourning until the return of peace. His friendship with
Charles Norton was warm, and he had duly credited the
United States with Emerson and several other writers; but
he could not sympathize with a war for territorial integrity
of his own or any country, nor with one for emancipation.
He was so burdened with the degraded condition of the
labourers and peasants of Europe that he considered the
negroes little worse off, but he did not, like Carlyle, idealize
slavery, nor could Ruskin admire any hero of the sword.

The agitation in England in favour of the North had been
mainly carried on by leaders of the Aborigines Protection
Society, who were fervid, but their tone assumed that all
slaveholders were like the heavy villain in * Uncle Tom’s



408 MONCURE DANIEL CONWAY

Cabin,” and repelled discriminating thinkers, many of whom
had travelled in the South and known good hearts there, and
witnessed their humane treatment of slaves.

Nor have American censors of England considered the
extent to which considerations of humanity were enlisted.
The retaliatory proclamation of the Confederate president, de-
claring the purpose of Lincoln’s Proclamation of Emancipa-
tion to be the incitement of negro insurrection and massacres,
was justified by President Lincoln’s arming of negroes, and
by the enthusiasm with which the antislavery men were
canonizing John Brown for his effort to excite negro insur-
rection. Our armies were marching South to the *“song”
glorifying a would-be lyncher of white Southerners.

As a Southerner I knew that a negro insurrection was im-
possible. There had gone on for generations in that race a
survival of the submissive; the last of the Nat Turners had
long been evolved out of existence; the negroes were inca-
pable of military organization among themselves; they were
gentle and hoped for freedom only in Heaven, their road to
which was mapped in the Bible, which said, “ Servants, obey
your masters,” All this the Confederate president knew as
well as I did, and his proclamation about negro insurrection
was no doubt meant for effect on humane people in Europe.
That it did not have more effect was due to the bizarre specta-
cle of armies marching to the John Brown song and thrust-
ing escaping slaves back into bondage.

It remains to be said that the Union cause was in America
without any figure that struck the imagination. The tragical
death of Lincoln threw a halo around him, but up to that
time he had excited little admiration in Europe. To the
English people the two striking figures in the North were the
humble printer, Garrison, awakening the conscience of his
country, and the aristocratio barrister, Wendell Phillips, de-
voting his life to the cause of the black man.

On my arrival in London I found there John M. Forbes of
Boston, a man long known to me as to so many others for his
sound judgment as well as his lovable nature. “I am glad,”
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he wrote to me April 27, ¢ to hear of your arrival, as we need
all the help our friends can give us to keep out of mischief,
and your varied information about slavery will be most avail-
able.” I was fortunate enough to see a good deal of him. We
passed several evenings at the house of Fanny Kemble, where
American affairs were talked over with reference to the Con-
federate intrigues in England. Mr. Forbes believed that a
chief difficulty lay in the feeble interest taken by leading
Englishmen — even Mr. Gladstone — in an evil so remote as
slavery. I myself felt keenly the silence concerning our con-
flict on the part of several leading literary men. Our cause
had largely fallen into the hands of dissenting preachers,
Newman Hall being especially prominent, and it was mainly-
in their chapels that our meetings were held. All through
May I had a feeling that I was teaching only the already

" taught ; also that there was an accent of the conventicle in

our conferences that limited their influence.

The Southerners quite misunderstood Carlyle. One evening
Mrs. Carlyle mentioned that after Carlyle had written his
“ Latter Day Pamphlet ” on the negro question, suppressed in
the Northern edition of the pamphlets but published in the
South, he received from eminent Southerners letters suggest-
ing that England should restore slavery in her West Indian
possessions, in which case the slave States would unite with
them, and a great British empire be formed in the New
World. Mrs. Carlyle mentioned no names, and I asked no
questions. Carlyle spoke of the scheme as wild, one he could
have no sympathy with at all, but said to his wife mildly, « It
might bave been as well not to trouble Mr. Conway with that ;
I can conceive that it might become his duty to report it to
America.” It did startle me that eminent Southerners, some
ten years before the war, should have wished to throw their
States and slavery under the protection of the British flag,
but they must have known little of Carlyle to suppose he had
any wish to see Great Britain expanding. Abhorring the con-
dition of labourers around him, Carlyle idealized the condi-
tion of the negroes in the Southern States ; that was all.
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In my conversation with Carlyle and other literary men I
found that an active propaganda in the interest of the South
was carried on by an apparently unofficial Confederate, John
R. Thompson, who was sometimes accompanied by a Mr.
Fairn, who Carlyle thought had some negro blood. Thompson
was for many years editor of the *Southern Literary Mes-
senger ” at Richmond, Va. I had occasionally met him, and
several of my early productions were printed in his magaziue.
Though not eminent as an author, he was an agreeable writer,
a man of fine taste, the friend of literary aspirants, altogether
an important literary figure in Virginia. His gentlemanly
presence, pleasant manners, and intimacy with the Confederate
leaders secured him entrance in both aristocratic and literary
society in England, all of which I should have regarded as
well merited by so accomplished a Virginian but for the fact
that he was carrying with him a proslavery influence injurious
to the antislavery cause. In his interesting (posthumous)
journal of English experience recently published, he mentions
having seen me in a corridor of the House of Commons, but
I did not see him. Carlyle told me that Thompson first called
on him with an autograph letter from General Stonewall
Jackson recommending the bearer, as I understood, to Carlyle
personally, though Carlyle never knew Stonewall Jackson.
I never heard him allude to any Confederate leader with ad-
miration. Thompson was intimate with the Carlyles. Carlyle
poured out statements of Thompson and Fairn, and I some-
times wondered at never meeting them. However, there was
now a Virginian at each ear not only of Carlyle but of some
other literary men whose silence about America distressed
me.

The Confederate envoy in England, John M. Mason, I had
met in Virginia (see chapter vii). I took pains to avoid
him in London ; he was well acquainted with my public life
and would naturally regard me as a traitor to Virginia. But
Mason was skilful in his sphere, and I attributed to him the
assiduous use of the fatal documents tending to prove that
slavery was not the real issue, and that the abolitionists were
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a small group of fanatics following a delusion. What was a
Proclamation of Emancipation when four months after it
(May 11) Wendell Phillips—in view of a notorious pro-
slavery man (Halleck) made commander-in-chief, antislavery
generals all removed, and Congress refusing to abolish slavery
where within their reach — declared that proclamation * the
idlest national work, childish work ?”

While the administration was thus withholding with its
right hand what it had given with its left, President Lincoln
realized the importance of making some demonstration in
England against slavery. Early in May, 1868, John Bright
received from Senator Sumner the subjoined letter dated
April 27:—

Two days ago the President sent for me to come to him at
once. When I arrived he said that he had been thinking of
a matter on which we had often spoken — the way in which
English opinion should be directed ; and that he had drawn
up a resolution embodying the ideas which he should hope to
see adopted by public meetings in England.

I enclose the resolution, in his autograph, as he gave it to
me. He thought it might serve to suggest the point which he
regarded as important.

PRESIDENT LINCOLN’S MANUSCRIPT

Whereas, While Aeretofore States and Nations have toler-
ated Slavery, recently, for the first [time] in the world, an
attempt has been made to construct a new Nation upon the
basis of, and with the primary and fundamental object to
maintain, enlarge, and perpetuate human slavery; therefore,

Resolved, That no such embryo State should ever be recog-
nized by, or admitted into, the family of Christian and civil-
ized nations, and that all Christian and civilized men, every-
where, should, by all lawful means, resist to the utmost such
recognition or admission.! A

John Bright conld not use such a document as that; it
would have been ridiculed in any Unionist meeting in Eng-
1 Sumner’s enclosure is in Lineoln’s handwriting. The original is framed

at “ Millfield,” Street, Somerset, residence of Mr. and Mrs. (Helen Bright)
Clark, by whose permission I print it.
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land, a8 implying that the object of the war was merely to
keep slavery within its existing territorial bounds.

One day I was conversing with Robert Browning in his
library and alluded to *Shooting Niagara,” the new utter-
ance of Carlyle against the Union cause in America. Brown-
ing described Carlyle’s brief fling as ¢ a grin through a horse-
collar,” but said that the coercive measures of the North had
never yet been justified in England by any assurance that its
aim was to emancipate the slaves and reéstablish the Union
on a basis of universal freedom. Browning thought that the
English writers were confused about the whole issue, and that
some honest thinking men believed that emancipation would
be fully and happily completed only by severance of the
South. I asserted that the antislavery leaders in America
were notoriously opposed to war, and would never have sup-
ported — would not now support — a war for any other pur-
pose than to uproot the institution which had not only held
four millions of blacks in bondage and blighted the Southern
country, but kept the whole nation in diseord from its founda-
tion and finally plunged it into an abyss of blood. I explained
the powerful pressure on the administration to preserve some
root of the evil that bred strife. Triumph of the South would
preserve all the roots and probably make the United States
an empire of slavery and perpetuate civil war. The English
writers of reputation could do us no good by exalting a Union
which as yet maintained the oppression striking at its heart,
but they could do us and humanity great service by assuming
the conflict to be one between freedom and slavery, and by
writings so emphasizing its connection with the world-wide
struggle for liberty that it would amount to a demand on our
government to uplift before mankind a stainless banner. We
wanted no victory for & Union with slavery surviving in it.

Browning thought that it would do good if the antislavery
Americans should declare before the world that they had no
desire to subjugate the South except for the liberation of the
slave and the nation from the long oppression. After some
further talk I told him I would challenge the Confederate

.
———
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envoy in England on that point. I think I then and there
wrote with pencil and showed him the substance of the letter,
which as sent was as follows:

Avusrey House, Norrine Hrivr, Lonpon, W.

June 10, 1863.
Honx. J. M. Mason, Com’r, ete.

Sir,— I have authority to make the following proposition
on behalf of the leading antislavery men of America, who
have sent me to this country : —

If the States calling themselves “ The Confederate States
of America” will consent to emancipate the negro slaves in
those States, such emancipation to be guaranteed by a liberal
European commission, the emancipation to be inaugurated at
once and such time to be allowed for its completion as the
commission shall adjudge to be necessary and just, and such
emancipation once made to be irrevocable, — then the aboli-
tionists and antislavery leaders of the Northern States shall
immediately oppose the further prosecution of the war on the
part of the United States government, and, since they hold
the balance of power, will certainly cause the war to cease by
the immediate withdrawal of every kind of support from it.

I know that the ultimate decision upon so grave a proposi-
tion may require some time ; but meanwhile%nbeg to be in-
formed at your early convenience whether you will personally
lend your influence in favour of a restoration of peace and the
independence of the South upon the simple basis of the eman-
cipation of the slaves.

Any guarantee of my responsibility and my right to make
this offer shall be forthcoming.

I am, sir, yours, ete., M. D. Conway.

Mason’s reply was as follows : —

24 UPPER SEYMOUR STREET, PORTMAN SQUARE,
June 11, 1863.

Str, —I have your note of yesterday. The proposition it
contains is certainly worthy of the gravest consideration, pro-
vided it is made under a proper responsibility, — yet yon
must be aware, that whilst you know fully the representative
position I occupy, I have not the like assurance as regards
yourself.

If you think proper, therefore, to communicate to me who
those are, on whose behalf and authority you make the propo-
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sition referred to, with the evidence of your “right to make
this offer,” I will at once give you my reply, —the character
of which, however, must depend on what}i may learn of your
authority in the premises.

I am, sir, your obdt. serv., J. M. Mason.

I remarked that Mason’s writing on his envelope my first
name, which I had not signed, indicated his knowledge of
the renegade Virginian he was writing to. My reply was as
follows : —

Avusrey Housk, Norrine Hriir, LoNDoN, W.
June 14, 1863.

S1r, — Your note of the 11th has been received. I could
easily give you the evidence that I represent the views of the
leading abolitionists of America; but with re to the
special offer which I have made, I have concluded that it was
best to write out to America and obtain the evidence of my
right to make it in a form which will preclude any doubt as
to its sufficiency.

I shall then address you again on the subject.

I am, ete., M. D. CoNnway.

Then came the following: —

24 UrPER SEYMOUR STREET, PORTMAN SQUARE,
June 17, 1863.

S1r, — I have received your note of yesterday.

You need not write to America, to * obtain the evidence
of your right to treat on the matter it imports. Our corre-
spondence closes with this reply —it was your pleasure to
commence it — it is mine to terminate it.

I desired to know who they were, who were responsible for
your mission to England, as you present it; and who were to
confirm the treaty you proposed to make, for arresting the
war in America, on the basis of a separation of the States,
with, or without, the sanction of their government. But such
information is of the less value now, as I find from an adver-
tisement in the journals of the day that you have brought to
England letters of sufficient credit from those who sent you
to invite a public meeting in London, under the sanction of a
Member of Parliament who was to preside, to hear an ad-
dress from you on the subject of your mission, with the promise
of a like address from him.
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This correspondence shall go to the public, and will find its
way to the country —a class of the citizens of which you
claim to represent. It will, perhaps, interest the government,
and’ the soi-disant “loyal men” there to know, under the
sanction of your name, that the “leading antislavery men
in America ” are prepared to negotiate with the authorities of
the Confederate States, for a restoration of peace, and the
independence of the South, on a pledge that the “abolitionists
and antislavery leaders of the Northern States shall im-
mediately oppose the further prosecution of the war on the
part of the gx,xited States government ; and, since they hold
the balance of power, will certainly cause the war to cease by
the immediate withdrawal of every kind of support from it.’

As some reward, however, for this interesting disclosure,
your inquiry whether the Confederate States will consent to
emancipation, on the terms stated, shall not go wholly un-
answered. You may be assured, then, and perhaps it may be
of value to your constituents to assure them, that the North-
ern States will never be in relations to put this question to
the South, nor will the Southern States ever be in a position
reciuiring them to give an answer.

am, sir, your obedient servant, J. M. Mason.

The correspondence appeared in the London * Times” of
June 19, preceded by the following note dated June 17: —

SIR, — As part of the political history of the times the corre-
spondence transmitted herewith may have sufficient significance
to call for its publication. I submit it to you accordingly for
a place in your columus.

1 am, sir, very respectfully your ob’t servant,
J. M. Mason.

Although Mason was criticised as having dealt a foul stroke
in publishing my letters, I could not complain of this. He
knew that I would in some way use against his cause what-
ever he could say in answer, and equally his silence if he re-
turned no reply. I might not indeed have printed his letter,
but I should bave shown it to Browning and to any others I
found heeding the declarations of Mr. Spence of Liverpool
and others that the Confederacy contemplated emancipation.

The Emancipation Society was active and convened a meet-
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ing for me on May 7, in Finsbury chapel, at which Hon.
Rev. Baptist W. Noel presided.

On the following evening, May 7, a meeting was held in
Islington to receive Rev. Sella Martin, described as a fugitive
slave, and I was invited to speak. Martin made a statement
concerning the prejudice against coloured people prevailing
in the Northern States so sweeping that it involved the
abolitionists. I felt bound to say that when I first saw Mr.
Martin he was at an antislavery meeting in Boston eeated
between Garrison and Phillips, and I felt certain that the
abolitionists had no prejudices against colour. My speeches
at the two meetings just mentioned caused the Emancipation
Society to arrange a scheme for my addressing meetings in
various parts of the country. P. A. Taylor, M. P., and his
wife were much interested in this, and invited a company of
eminent gentlemen to meet me at dinner at Aubrey House,
among them John Bright, Richard Cobden, T. B. Potter,
M. P., of Manchester, and other members of Parliament. It
was arranged that I should have a public reception at the
London Tavern, at which John Bright consented to take the
chair. Although Bright had occasionally expressed his sym-
pathy with the North, his abhorrence of war equalled his de-
testation of slavery, and he had not, I think, hitherto made
any complete statement on the situation in America. He pre-
pared with great pains the speech with which he introduced
me at the London Tavern on the evening of June, 16. He
especially made a breach in the stronghold of the Confederate
sympathizers in England by pointing out the precarious situ-
ation of the cotton interest which had rested on slavery. His
own personal interests and those of the people he represented
could now be restored only by the complete abolition of the
treacherous system in the Southern States, which indeed had
led him some years before to suggest the cultivation of cotton
in India. Slavery abolished, European emigration hitherto
confined to the North would go to the South. Thus the busi-
ness interests of England coincided with its highest sentiment
and morality. I have mentioned only one point of Bright’s
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speech, which occupied an hour and was delivered with an elo-
quence that stirred the large and distinguished audience.

Before I spoke at this meeting an extract from a letter to
George Thompson from Garrison was read by John Bright
and some sketch of my life given.!

The London Tavern meeting was reported and commented
on in every paper, and the Confederate envoy, Mason, awoke
on June 17 to a certainty that my proposition as yet un-
answered was authorized, and also that in the moral combat
I must have the advantage in an antislavery country. Mason,
unable as I foreknew to impawn the tenure of slavery, the
immediate jewel of the Southern soul, had no alternative but
to strike at what might possibly be my vulnerable point. My
second letter suggested a means of bringing me into disgrace
with the official agents of the United States, and the Ameri-
can abolitionists into collision with the administration. In:
this way he was not only to punish me as a Virginian rene-.
gade, but if my antislavery friends in America should ratify
my proposal, the government would repudiate them and impli--
citly admit that it was not fighting for emancipation.

My second letter to Mason was a virtual admission that
I had made a mistake in writing the first. The Antislavery:
Society generally, in particular its great chieftain Garrison,
had for so many years been advocates of non-resistance prin-

1 Boerox, April 10, 1863.

“ You are such an attentive reader of the Liberator and Standard that
the name and services of the bearer of this, Mr. Moncure D. Conway,
suathor of The Golden Hour and The Rejected Stone, etc., must be
familiar to you, so that he will need no special introduction. Allied. by
birth and relationship to the first families of Virginia, the son of a promi-
nent slaveholder, brought up in the midst of slavery and all its pernicious
influences, classically educated, he has for several years past been the
brave, outspoken, fervid advocate of the antislavery cause, bringing to
it all of Southern fire, resolution, energy, and persistency; and, conse-
quently, has made himself an exile from his native home and common-
wealth for an indefinite period, though as true to the honour, safety,
wealth, and progress of Virginia “ as to the pole.” You will know how to
appreciate such a moral hero, and he will rejoice to make your personal
acquaintanoce.
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ciples, and had so unanimously opposed suppressing secession
by bloodshed, —until war had actually broken out,— they
had so constantly directed all their efforts simply to control
and influence the horrible cyclone to the one end of extir-
pating its fatal source forever; that it had never occurred to
me that now, if that source were at once removed, any of
them would countenance bloodshed for the sake of political
and economic interests. Of course my letter to Mason was
strategical, and had I not known that my proposal could not
possibly be accepted, it would not have been made before
ocorrespondence with antislavery leaders in America.

The unexpected publication of the correspondence by Ma-
son, with my virtual admission that my general authority did
not extend to any particular act of that kind, embarrassed
my English friends a good deal. The Emancipation Society
felt it necessary to publish a declaration that they were un-
aware of any such correspondence when they summoned the
meeting at the London Tavern. The Manchester committee,
which had engaged me to give an address in Free Trade Hall,
and similar committees in other cities where appointments
were scheduled, were troubled. Nevertheless, Mason’s side
of the situation speedily attracted more attention than mine.
Mason’s final letter was universally regarded as an admission
that the Southern Confederacy was founded on slavery.
Meetings were held throughout the country fastening this
upon the Confederacy. I subjoin a typical declaration ad-
dressed to Mason: —

FoREIGN AFFAIRS COMMITTEE, SHEFFIELD, June 25, 1863.

Sir, — This committee have had under consideration your
letter of the 1Tth instant, in reply to Mr. Conway and pub-
lished by you in the “Times.”

Wholly disapproving of the improper conduct of Mr. Con-
way, the committee confine their remarks to the last para-
graph of your letter. You are aware that nothing could be
more hideous, hateful, and loathsome to honest and true Eng-
lishmen than your audacious avowal of your determination
to maintain slavery and your defiant prediction that you will
succeed. Yet you are unmolested, unscathed, untouched. The
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committee call upon you to contrast your treatment in Eng-
land, where slavery cannotbreathe,tothe treatment which would
be given to an l%nglishma.n amongst the slaveholding and
slave-loving rebels whose emissary you are, were he to make
a public declaration amongst them in the opposite sense to
yours. He would be treated as would be a rat which should
make its appearance in the streets of London, or as a venom-
ous reptile which had given notice of its presence by scatter-
ing its venom around. You are not so treated ; although you
are loathed and detested, yet England endures even your
presence in her midst. Your obedient servant,
Isaac IroNsIDE, Chairman.

When the correspondence appeared I was on my way to
fill engagements in the provinces. In my absence consul-
tations were held between Peter Taylor, John Bright, and
Samuel Lucas — Mr. Bright’s brother-in-law, editor of the
“ Morning Star ” — with the resnlt that on the 19th June
this paper had a leader turning the tables upon Mason.
Among the telling points I quote one or two.

Mr. Mason is evidently unconscious of, or unconcerned
at, the possibility that honest, simple-minded Mr. Conway
may have been baiting a trap for ~im — and that the threat-
ened penalty of exposure to obloquy at home may be very
complacently suffered by one whose real object was to draw
from Mr. Mason a refusal, expressed or implied, to stop the
horrors of war by an act in which the United States have no
more interest than humanity at large. Whether or not that
was Mr. Conway’s object, it is the effect of Mr. Mason’s letter,
and as such it should be prized by the English friends of
Union and Emancipation. It is the fashion here to deny that
the war is being prosecuted by the North for the abolition of
slavery, and to assert that the South would use its independ-
ence to confer freedom upon its bondsmen. To the English
public, therefore, it may be useful to have a distinct proof
that, to men of considerable influence in the North, emanci-
pation would be a sure ground of peace, and that the Confed-
erate regresentative spurns the idea of purchasing political
independence by relinquishing property in human beings.
This bhumanitarian aspect of the American conflict is that
which commands the largest share of attention in Europe.
Strong as are the sympathies of all true Liberals, in this
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country and on the Continent, with the Union, yet stronger,
because both wider and deeper, are the feelings excited by a
contest for the personal liberty of four millions of men and
women. In the face of Mr. Conway’s offer and Mr. Mason’s
reply, it is impossible to pretend that the South cares for in-
dependence except as a means of perpetuating slavery.

Similar articles appeared throughout the country. The re-
action in my favour among my friends and in the Emancipa-
tion Society was immediate. Their struggle against the South-
ern sympathizers was on the eve of its crisis in the House of
Commons, where Roebuck was to introduce on June 29 his
motion for recognition of the Confederacy. There was fear
that his motion might be carried, and my rash step was partly
inspired by that danger. Its effect was at once visible not
only in journals friendly to us throughout the country, but in
the wrath of the Confederate organs generally, and especially
in the altered tone of the ‘* Saturday Review.” !

Censure from my friends was swiftly silenced by the invec-
tive of Mason’s friends. Their anger was displayed by the
well-dressed mob which I encountered at Manchester. My

1 « His (Mason’s) employers also would be right in refusing any ne-
gotiations on their own internal affairs, but there would be no occasion
for stipulations or promises if they commenced by their own authority the
great work of raising and gradually liberating the negro race. The same
task has been accomplished in every country in Europe, in the absence of
the exceptional facilities which are afforded by the unquestioned au-
thority of the white Americans, and by the. ineffaceable distinctions which
render political rivalry impossible to the freedman. The Confederates may
be well assured that the sympathy which has been earned by their wisdom
in council, and by their heroism in the field, will never be extended to
their favourite domestic institution.” — Saturday Review, June 20.

The Spectator (June 20) said : “ We shall be surprised if the effect
on the whole, — perhaps the carefully calculated effect, — of Mr. Conway’s
measure be not to convince Englishmen of the utter futility of their hopes
for a Confederate emancipation.” It describes Mason’s answer as “ A
somewhat enigmatic piece of braggadocio, but conveying, we take in con-
nection with the whole tone of the letter, Mr. Mason’s conviction that,
however agreeable to the Confederates the prospect of peace and inde-
pendence with slavery may be, war, or even subjugation, would be prefer-
able to casting away this corner-stone of their great edifice.”
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address was to be delivered on Sunday afternoon, June 21,
in Free Trade Hall, the largest in England, which was
crowded. Mr. Potter, their member of Parliament, presided,
and all the preachers were on the platform. Before proceed-
ing to my lecture, I took care to exonerate the chairman and
Mr. Bright and the Emancipation Society from any connec-
tion with my correspondence with Mason. I had not pro-
ceeded far in my address when about two hundred men began
a deliberate attack on the platform. This platform was five
or six feet above the floor and the assailants attempted to
climb up. Some were pushed back by the preachers, but
others succeeded and grappled with them. Meanwhile a large
number rushed forward for defence, and after a twenty min-
utes’ scrimmage the English Confederates were overpowered
and removed from the hall.

It was a large mob — which had got into all the front seats
— but it was not dangerous. It “ meant business,” but this
was not to harm us physically, — it was to take possession of
the chair and platform and pass resolutions supporting Roe-
buck’s motion for recognition of the Confederacy. They drew
no arms, and had trusted to their numbers; but newspaper
comments on my Mason correspondence had drawn such an
enormous audience that they were vastly outnumbered. Dur-
ing the entire mélée I stood quietly at the desk, not one hand
laid on me, and when the last mobsman disappeared continued
without omitting a word of my carefully prepared lecture, —
which was next day in circulation as a pamphlet (printed
without my knowledge).

Thus I hardly merited the honour accorded me of having
been mobbed in Free Trade Hall. The row was an advertise-
ment for me, and also illustrated the spirit of the Confed-
erates, who in trying to seize the chair imitated in their small
way the attempt on the executive chair at Washington.

At Manchester I enjoyed the hospitality of Mr. Potter.
He was a large gentleman with a happy optimistic counte-
nance such as I have rarely seen. His long service to every
“ progressive ” cause, his generosity with his wealth in all
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such movements, and his excellent judgment, on which the
old Corn Law orators — Cobden, Bright, W. J. Fox — had
always depended, as now the emancipationists —made him
a historical personage. The last time I saw this venerable
member of Parliament was when he managed to attend, de-
spite his great age, an annual dinner of the Cobden Club at
Greenwich; on which occasion the special homage of the
assembly was paid to him, Mrs. Fisher Unwin, Cobden’s
daughter, and several other ladies descended from the old
reformers, being around him.

After my Sunday afternoon lecture in Manchester, I left
the same evening for London, and found my friends at Aubrey
House cheerful at the turn the Mason incident had taken.
Miss Sarah Remond, sister of the eloquent coloured Ameri-
can, Charles Lenox Remond, had for some years been adopted
as Mrs. Taylor’s companion, and could not fail to be pleased
that I had set emancipation as the one vital aim in the war.

I addressed, June 22, the following letter to the * Times,”
which was at once published : —

To the Editor of the Times.

SR, — Absence from London has prevented my giving
such careful attention to the correspondence between Mr.
Mason and myself as was necessary to make the explanation
which the public on both sides of the ocean will naturally ex-
pect of me.

In the correspondence, as it stands, there are three parties
involved — namely, the abolitionists of America, myself, and
Mr. Mason with his confederates.

As to the first, it was to pounce upon them and compromise
them with their government that Mr. Mason rushed into print
8o eagerly that, though only a little way from London, I did
not receive his last letter until half a day after I had seen it
in the “ Times.” But I wonder that Mr. Mason did not see,
what the Americans will certainly see, that my second note
to him admits that my authority extended definitely only to
the declaration that the abolitionists of America were giving
moral support to this war simply and only in the interest of
emancipation, and that when that issue ceased to be involved
they would no longer sustain it; *“but that, with regard to
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the special offer,” I must write out and get a special authority.
This left it yet an open question whether the antislavery men
were *prepared to negotiate with the Confederate authori-
ties.” He springs his snare before they are in it. They are
not compromised at all. They do, indeed, stand committed to
an unwillingness to prosecute this terrible war for any less
important aim than the complete wiping out of their country’s
crime and shame, but it has all along been their avowed posi-
tion that they are, to quote Wendell Phillips, * willing to
accept anything, union or disunion, on the basis of emancipa-
tion.”

Then, of the abolitionists, I alone am implicated by this
correspondence. And here I am ready to confess that my
inexperience in diplomatic and political affairs has led me
to make a proposition, the form of which is objectionable.
Recognizing Ml:f.)Mason only as an unofficial though repre-
sentative Southerner whose views would be a test :f the dis-
position of the rebels on the subject of slavery, and anxious
to afford that test to certain very eminent literary men in
England, who acknowledged that the reply to such a proposi-
tion would decide their feelings with regard to the issue, F)in-
ferred hastily and improperly that the right to declare the
object of the abolitionists in the war justified me in sending
the proposition to Mr. Mason personally. As this, * my first
correspondence with the enemy,” was undertaken only in the
interest of my country, and was virtually a demand for the sur-
render of the enemy’s capital, I shall hope that the apparent
disloyalty of it, of which I was unconscious, will be condoned
by the country I meant to serve.

But Mr. Mason and his confederates are implicated in this
matter in a way to which I desire to call the attention of those
gentlemen to satisfy whose minds I wrote the proposition, and
of all others who think that the South is fighting for any
worthier independence than impunity in permanently robbing
another race of its independence.

In order to compromise the abolitionists, Mr. Mason con-
cedes that I had authority to make the offer of independence
for emancipation. He acknowledges, on the strength of Mr.
Garrison’s letter of credit, that I had that authorization to
which, when shown him, he had promised a reply. So the
English public know now, with a clearness which my own
blundering way of evoking such a confession did not merit,
what the reply of the South is to a proposition offering her
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¢ freedom,” as she calls it, on the condition of her accordi
the same to the millions whom she oppresses. Whether 1

the right to make the offer or not, it is answered. The believer
in the golden rule has only to ask himself what would be his
interest in the success of the Northern arms if his own wife
and children were to-day under the lash on a Southern plan-
tation, now that we have Mr. Mason’s assurance that every
gateway except that of war is closed. I am, etc.

Meanwhile the effect of this Mason affair in America was
not so favourable as in England. The leading antislavery
people repudiated my action with a vehemence which I never
understood until many years later I discovered that their ex-
plosion occurred before the correspondence arrived. The first
announcement in New York was in a brief summary of « News
from Europe,” in the ¢ Tribune ” of June 80 : —

A correspondence between Mr. Mason and Mr. Conway
is published, Mr. Conway claiming to be authorized to offer
in the name of the abolitionists and leaders of the antislavery
Earties an active codperation for an immediate cessation of

ostilities, if the South would commence at once the work of
emancipation. Mr. Mason asked for the credentials of Mr.
Conway, and Mr. Conway informed him that he would send
for them to America. Mr. Mason declared, however, that the
South would never be able to enter seriously into such a ne-
gotiation.

What the summary given in Boston was, I know only by a
letter written by Mr. Garrison to the “ Tribune,” dated June
80, which shows that not only were all my cautious provisions
for placing the emancipation under the guarantee of * a liberal
European commission, etc.,” omitted, but the antislavery
leaders were pledged to withdraw ‘ supplies” from the war.
This substitution of the military term “ supplies” for “ sup-
port” looks like ingenuity on the part of the summarist. In
Mr. Garrison’s letter to the “ Tribune,” which I did not see
at the time, his first reason for repudiating my proposal was
¢ that no reliance can be placed upon the word of those who
stand before the world black with perfidy aud treason, and in
the most dreadful sense as hostes Aumani generis.” I should



THE MASON INCIDENT 425

of course never have dreamed of suggesting, even in a pro-
posal I knew would be refused, trusting emancipation to
slaveholders. The actual correspondence came by another
ship on July 1, and appeared in the “ Tribune” of July 2.
Whether it had been read by Wendell Phillips before his
speech at Framingham on July 4, I do not know. In that
speech, referring to me he said : —

I think that his intentions were as honest as the midday
sun is clear. (Hear, hear, and applause.) I think that his
devotion to the great cause of human liberty is as single-
hearted as when he took his father’s seventy slaves, every one
of their holders a rebel but himself, and led them with such
devoted and self-sacrificing earnestness to freedom on the
northern banks of the Ohio. (Loud applause.) I know at the
same time that he does not represent in that offer one single
man on this side of the Atlantic. I do not say I believe it,
but I say —my own knowledge joined to his —I know it.
Now I wish to say further that ]I entirely agree with the
essence of that offer. The Union without liberty is to-day
tenfold more accursed than it was any time the last quarter
of a century. Union without liberty I spit upon. . . . But if
the sun were forbidden ever again to rise and I could have
sunrise again by asking Mason, I would remain in the dark
%?iver rather than speak to the author of the Fugitive Slave

i

This inconsequent declaration about Mason, who was no
more guilty of the said bill than the congressmen who passed
it and the Northern President (Fillmore) who signed it,
was not important in itself ; Phillips would have embraced
Mason could he thereby have ended oppression for others;
but his rhetoric was significant. Although he agreed, as he
said, with the essence of my letter, and although only one
voice (the “ Anti-Slavery Standard,” New York) said that the
war should be continued even were slavery not involved, it
became plain to me that the old peace principles of abolition-
ism had largely vanished.

In England the Mason incident was closed so far as con-
cerned myself by the defeat of Roebuck’s bill, to which
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Mason’s arrogant reply to me was said to have contributed,
and by the odium under which he soon after finally left Eng-
land. But those events did not reach America, and it was
some time before any sign of a reaction there favourable to
me appeared. The London papers reported from their Ameri-
can correspondents only rage against me. I felt sure that a
different feeling would prevail in those whose esteem I most
valued ; I was prepared to suffer obloquy for the sake of un-
masking Mason; but my terrible anxiety was for my wife.
Though her mother and brother George were with her at
Concord, it was inevitable that all this anger should give her
keen distress. I had of course written to her by every mail,
and suggested that if she and our intimate friends thought
that my stay in England should be prolonged, she had better
join me in London. My departure had long been fixed for
early September, but I concluded that it must be postponed
until I had time for full correspondence with my wife.

And now my dear friends, Mr. and Mrs. W. D. Howells,
came into my gloom as angels. Howells, then consul at Ven-
ice, had written to me on March 24, enclosing some verses
for the *“ Commonwealth.” We had not exchanged letters for a
long time and he had mo knowledge of my intention to visit
Europe ; but he wrote in the letter, which was forwarded to
me from Boston, these sweet words : —

To tell you the truth, you and Mrs. Conway are two people
whom we should very much like to see in Venice. The spring
is coming on after the *‘slow, sweet” fashion of spring in
southern lands; the Adriatic is warming up with the view of
being bathed in ; the sun is bringing out all that is brightest
and loveliest in the city and embroidering the islands and the
terra firma with flowers. Four weeks ago we gathered daisies
on the Lido; and now the almond-trees are heavy with bloom
and bees. Besides all this, we live in the old P Faliero
(where Marino Faliero, according to all the gondoliers, was
born) and we have a piano and a balcony on the Grand Canal,
and the most delightful little breakfasts in Venice. You will
come, won’t you ?

The we is not used editorially here. Of course you know
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that I am married and to whom. Though I’ve never heard
directly from you, I used to hear a great deal about you, in
letters from Cincinnati. You have an additional merit in my
eyes because you met Elinor there.

In a letter to my wife of May 8, I copied Howells’s note,
and wrote: “ At this beautiful place (Aubrey House) with
its quiet park — in which I cannot imagine that I am near a
city of three millions —in which I can hear the ouckoos and
nightingales singing, I find that sweet rest that I was so much
in need of when I left home, and I only need you at my side
and Eustace and Emerson on the green grass to make me
perfectly happy.” When a few weeks later beautiful Aubrey
House garden was darkened under my cloud and I could no
more hear the songsters because of the angry notes coming
across the sea, a sweeter vision and melody than all of them
came to me as I read again those words from Venice. O my
constant, loyal friends, in whose friendship unbroken these
forty-four years I have found happiness, you can never know
the heavenly message brought to me in that sad hour by the
missive which had winged its way so far across land and sea!
For it was to me a token soon to be fulfilled of the subsiding
of my little deluge and the return of estranged hearts.

An exchange of letters proved that these friends were pre-

to receive me at any moment, and I soon started south-
ward. I left London on June 26. Among my wife’s papers I
find a letter written from Boulogne which says : —

I bad a long interview yesterday with Mr. Adams the
American Minister in London. He says that the first letter
was certainly a mistake ; but that after that I did the very
best thing f could, and that he regards my course as most
honourable. He says no harm, and ibly some good, has
been done in England by it; and he Ez:es no evil will result
in America. He has no doubt that a note to Mr. Lincoln or
Mr. Seward, declaring that the letter was written without pro-
per reflection and was well meant, would cause me to stand as
well as I could desire with them. Adams was very kind to me
indeed. Just what next step in the matter should be I do not
kmow ; so I will take none as yet. I begin to look forward to
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a brief rest at Venice, which I much need. If I could just
now retire entirely from the world I would like it much. How
I envy the simple and happy peasants I watched for hours to-
day sunning themselves along the shore or playing in the water,
aofreefromcam,a.ndlso%ullof it! . . . The Taylors have
been 8o kind and cheering to me. This morning I left them.
Just before I left I received a letter from the Duke and
Duchess of Argyll (heis in the present ministry), saying that
they were desirous of making m uaintance and asking
me to breakfast with them Saturday. I declined — being de-
termined not to postpone my visit to Venice. . . . You had
best stay with my sister at E!;afon until I return; unless you
determine that 1 had best not return —in which case you
must come over here. The ocean voyage on a Cunarder will
not be bad. At any rate, we must meet soon.

In Paris I learned that the “ Conway-Mason correspond-
ence ”’ had been translated there, and that the animadver-
sions against the Confederacy excited by it, notably an article
in the “ Journal des Débats,” had been the severest blow yet
dealt to the Confederate intrigues in France. I think I re-
oceived some reassurance of this kind from Christopher Pearse
Cranch, the American poet and artist, residing in Paris, who
knew my relations with the Cranch family in Washington and
Cincinnati, and in whose house I had a cordial reception. In
Turin I called on our minister, George P. Marsh, who spoke
of the affair in the same sense and spirit as Minister Adams.
Such encouragements, however, did not lay the vision of that
dear one so far away with her two little children passing
alone through the first heavy trial of her married life—a
trial inflicted by me.

The cordial welcome received in the beautiful home of my
friends in Venice, and all their reassuring words about my
trouble, could not quite restore me. Acute erysipelas broke
out, fever set in, and the official Austrian physician could not
do much for a case of mere worry. But after five or six days
a cure was effected by a letter from my wife announcing that
they were all well ; that she had sold our house at a fair price,
also our furniture, and would sail from Boston for Liverpool
on the ship Arabia, August 19.
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In Venice I found my Avalon. Those friends healed my
wounds of heart and mind. In their charming old Casa
Faliero — the house is described in Howells’s « Venetian Life "
— we used to sit on the balcony overlooking the Grand Canal,
eating our lotus in that city where it seemed always afternoon.
Yet how beautiful were the mornings! I do not remember
one that brought rain. Often Howells and I rose at dawn,
took coffee in the great Piazza while watching the morning
tints painting St. Mark’s, and had our ramble through some
byway of the dreamland before returning to breakfast. Then
while the consul was in his office, never serving his country
more profitably to it than when his literary task was undis-
turbed by official business, Mrs. Howells was my guide to the
pictures and churches they loved best. After dinner we sat
in some big café in the Piazza observing the promenaders and
the costumes of many regions; returning early, however, for
Howells was writing a novelette in poetic form and read us in
the evening what he had written during the day.

Howells was also engaged in writing his “ Venetian Life,”
the publication of which in London I had the happiness of
furthering, and of greeting with its first review, in the ¢ Fort-
nightly.” In that book — certainly the finest ever written
about Venice —I to this day move again amid scenes and
incidents of that happy July. How well I remember our Sun-
day morning voyage to Chioggia and Howells’s charming talk
of its poet, Goldoni! I indulge myself with quoting here the
following incident : —

As we passed up the shady side of their wide street, we
came upon a plump little blond boy, lying asleep on the
stones, with his head upon his arm; and as no one was near,
the artist of our party stopped to sketch the sleeper. Atmos-
pheric knowledge of the fact spread rapidly, and in a few
minutes we were the centre of a general assembly of the
people of Chioggia, who discussed us, and the artist’s treat-
ment of her subject, in open congress. They handed round
the airy chaff as usual, but were very orderly and respectful,
nevertheless, —one father of the p! quelling every ten-
dency to tumult by kicking his next neighbour, who passed
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on the penalty till, by this simple and ingenious prooess, the
guilty cause of the trouble was infallibly reached and kicked
at last. I placed a number of soldi in the boy’s hands, to the
visible sensation of the crowd, and then we moved away and
left him, heading, as we went, a procession of Chiozzotti, who
could not make up their minds to relinquish us till we took
refuge in a church. When we came out the procession had
disappeared, but all around the church door, and pictur-
esquely scattered upon the pavement in every direction, lay
boys asleep, with their heads upon their arms. As we passed
laughing through the midst of these slumberers, they rose
and followed us with cries of “Mi titi zu! Mi titi 2ul”
(Take me down! Take me down!) They ran ahead, and
fell asleep again in our path, and round every corner we
came upon a sleeping boy ; and, indeed, we never got out of
that atmosphere of slumber till we returned to the steamer
for Venice, when Chioggia shook off her drowsy stupor, and
began to tempt us to throw soldi into the water, to be dived
for by her awakened children.

The artist was Mrs. Howells herself ; I stood holding an
umbrella to shield her from the sun, while Howells did his best
to keep some small space around her and prevent the eager
boys from interrupting the work by their impatience to see
it. I remember well the buxom and comely mother, who had
been informed that her child was on the pavement with a
crowd around him, pushing her way frantically to the spot,
and the transition of her face from fear to joy when she
arrived just as Howells was filling the sleeping boy’s hands
with soldi.

But Howells made in his book a little sketch of me, too,
while I was in my sweet dream in Venice. *“Upon my word,”
he writes, “ I have sat beside wandering editors in their gon-
dolas and witnessed the expmlsion of the newspaper from
their nature, while, lulled by the fascination of the place,
they were powerless to take their own journals from their
pockets, and instead of politics talked some bewildered non-
sense about coming back with their families next summer.”

I was the model for that little picture. But my friend did
not venture to tell how far the spell carried me. I actually
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took those two friends about house-hunting, and priced three
or four charming homes to which I would bring my little
family. I sat me down in balcony and gondola and said, I
will return no more, — or only long enough to meet Arabia
the Blest at Liverpool ; where I would say, Come, my wife,
I have prepared for you a sweet retreat from all this strife
for which you and I were not made, and where we will forget
our troubles and humiliations !

In my life many beautiful visions in the distance have
proved hard and jagged realities when reached. In my eigh-
teenth year in Warrenton there rose over my law-books
dreams and visions of Venice, and I laid there the scene of
my story, ¢ Confessions of a Composer.” But my dreams were
poor compared with the reality of Venice. No doubt this
was largely due to my having at my side a poet. Howells and
T used to visit certain of the beautiful things repeatedly. They
were like personal friends. There was in particular a very
ancient stone statue in the corner of a garden which inspired
us both to write about it. The old St. Christopher with the
Child on his shoulder — its little hand bearing up the world,
as indeed the children do— has in his face no pain but serene
patience. A solitary vine had climbed over from behind the
garden wall on which the statue stands, and twined and in-
tertwined all about the Saint and the Child, binding them
together with manifold ties.

When I went on my last afternoon to bid farewell to St.
Christopher, it appeared to me a sort of symbol of Venice
under Austrian rule. The city seemed turned to stone by
the presence of the Austrian. For I had just been conversing
with an exceedingly intelligent young Venetian Republican,
of whom I had asked wherein consisted the oppression of
Austria. He said: ¢ Austria is not oppressive. Francis
Joseph is one of the most liberal of European rulers. There
is nothing he is more anxious to do than to make us in
Venice happy and contented. Our theatres are closed, but
we have closed them; the government would make any out-
lay to have us amused. It has three times a week the best
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band in the world to perform in the Piazza San Marco. But
the Italians will not walk there, and have given up their
evening promenade since 1848. KEach of us has about as
much personal freedom as he could use. But it is nationality
in us, it is nature struggling by her own laws of affinity;
we are in a deadly conflict (which will soon burst out) with
Austria as animals are with those born to prey on them. We
are gravitating to the government of Victor Emmanuel, on
the principle that moves a magnet to a loadstone.”

“ When,” said Goethe, “I heard grand mass in Venice, I
wished myself either a child or a devotee.” I was glad to
find myself more a child than a devotee of this new time,
whose devotions had passed away from the ancient and artis-
tic symbols, and the living vines climbing about them, to find
a stony martyrdom in the mere fact of being under a flag not
Italian, All of our countries are under the practical dominion
of institutions come from other races ; our churches, Sabbaths,
constitutions, marriage laws, etc., infinitely more important to
our happiness than any flag, are derived from alien races.
Practical Englishmen have too much appreciation of realities
to desire revolution against the German family on their
throne, but give piles of money to incite Italians against
Austria and France.

One day a beautiful Italian countess breakfasted with us
at the Casa Faliero. She spoke very good English, and when
we were on the balcony talked eloquently about the wrongs
of Venice. She lit a large cigar, but even that did not con-
sole her; her tears flowed down on the cigar, but I repressed
my smile.

‘When I left Venice in August I bore with me a letter from
Mrs. Howells to my wife — it is before me now, as sweet a
letter as woman ever wrote — picturing the enchantment of
Venice and crying, “ Do come, do come!”
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Arrival of my family in England — Interview with Minister Adams — Sermons
at South Place chapel — Beecher in London — Rev. F. D. Maurice —
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Legal disabilities of women.

Bur London as well as Venice had affectionate hearts.

Aubrey House and its exquisite garden was also a dream-

land, especially when I found there letters from America

assuring me that the * momentary annoyance”’ — so Phillips
called it —at my Mason correspondence had passed away,
and that my letters to the * Commonwealth” were valued.

My wife had proudly offered to close my connection with

that paper, but editor Sanborn and the rest insisted on its

continuance.

Mr. and Mrs. Frank Malleson, being absent from London,
desired me to bring my family to occupy their house until
their return. These friends were connected with South Place
chapel, from which I received an invitation to give there
some discourses. The week preceding the arrival of my
family was passed in the north of Ireland in response to an
invitation from the Neills of Belfast. I had met Miss Dora
Neill (now Mrs. Dulany of California) when we were both .
visiting Theodore Weld’s school at Eagleswood, N. J. She
and her sister Mrs. Sherwood took me on an excursion which
included the Giant’s Causeway, and I became well posted in
Irish customs and in the peculiar demerits of the low-
backed car.

At last!
From the tender I saw my wife and children smiling down
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on me from the deck of the Arabia, and every cloud of care
floated into light.

Soon after reaching London I received a note from the
United States Minister requesting me to call on him. I find
the following note: *“ Wednesday, Sept. 23: Went to call
upon Minister Adams, 5 Upper Portland Place, in obedience
to a note received yesterday from him. He told me that he had
received a note from Secretary Seward concerning my Mason
correspondence, —in which he (Mr. S.) said that he had
shown my letter, and one from Mr. Adams concerning it, to
the President ; and that the President said that as I had acted
so frankly and honourably in the matter after it was done, he
should not feel disposed to pursue the matter further.”

My letter referred to had been written by the advice of
Mr. Adams as I was starting for Venice, and enclosed to my
wife. I kept no copy of it, but remember that while it con-
fessed a mistake and said it was meant to unmask an enemy
of our country, it was free from compliments. It was left to
my wife to send it or not, as her judgment might direct.

The Mallesons were active in every  progressive ” move-
ment. Mrs. Frank Malleson, née Whitehead, founded the
London College for Workingwomen and also the “ Woman’s
Journal.” I prepared for her periodical an extended account
of Antioch College in Ohio, and lectured from time to time
at her college.

On September 17 we found rooms at 16 Lansdowne Ter-
race, Regent’s Park. When my library came I found that
the customs at Liverpool had seized the American edition of
Carlyle’s “ German Romance,” beloved volumes bought in
youth. Carlyle wrote them a request and the books were
restored. But where now were my visions of Venice? The
preacher had revived in me. My first discourse in South
Place, September 13, had elicited from the small congrega-
tion a response which determined my future.

William Johnstone Fox, M. P., who for forty years had
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made the South Place pulpit famous, had for some years been
in retirement. The society. had vainly endeavoured to find a
minister to carry on his work in the same rationalistic spirit,
and had been brought to the verge of dissolution by their last
preacher. In the June of that year, 1863, the society’s com-
mittee reported : —

Now we have a comparatively empty chapel ; and it would
be strange, indeed, in this age of free inquiry, and in this free
church of ours, if it were not so, seeing that for the last five
years we have had scarcely any other source of reh%on opened‘
to us but records of the past as contained in the Bible.
daily heroisms of our own time, the martyrdoms of old, the

eat spirits of all countries and of all climes, have ceased. to
ﬂ called in to our assistance; and from our pulpit the rocks
and the heavens no longer sing their grand hymn of devotion
and praise.

On this report a meeting was summoned, and it would have
closed the chapel but for the suggestion of P. A. Taylor,
M. P., that I should be heard. My first sermon showed them
that I was the reverse of a reactionist, and my second was
attended by some old radicals who had rarely appeared in the
chapel since Fox's time. But I did not preach as a candidate
for the pulpit. I was still receiving letters from America, where
my best friends — Phillips, Sanborn, Stearns, Bird — were
consulting as to whether they should demand my return. I
therefore gave no definite replies to suggestions of a permanent
settlement at South Place. As the weeks went on, however, it
became plain that I could not enter with zeal into the struggle
in America. The presidential campaign had divided the anti-
slavery people —one part following Phillips in his effort to
elect Fremont, the other following Garrison in his adherence
to Lincoln, —and the situation was embroiled. As Phillips
had written in my defence, and as I had expressed my distrust
of Lincoln, my return to America would be a signal for a
revival of denunciations of my Mason correspondence for the
purpose of attacking Fremont. And it would have damaged
him, because I could not again have apologized for my pro-
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poeal to concede secession in exchange for emancipation by
the South. Although the only hope for even a distant benefit
to the slave had seemed to travel with the Northern arms, the
war became increasingly abhorrent to me. It was monstrous
that the Southern negro should be forced into a conflict
wherein he was the only innocent party. To this both wings
of the abolitionist group were consenting, and even held it an
advance towards freedom instead of to a new slavery, that the
Southern negroes should be organized separately from whites
to fight their former masters, into whose hands they must fall
whatever the result of the war. In America I should stand
almost alone. Even Emerson had come to respect war, and
accepted from the President appointment as a Visitor to
West Point (1863). My friend Judge Conway had lost his
seat in Congress on account of his pleadings for peace: he
had met my wife, and sent word to me that the rage for war
had become universal and that I was well out of it. My wife
had the same feeling, and had so sympathized with the spirit
of my Mason letters that she hesitated for some time before
sending my apologetic letter to Seward. I had been drafted
for military service, but thongh I was exempt because my
right eye was too dim to sight a gun, my wife knew that I
would sooner be shot than shoot anybody even by a purchased
substitute, and little as we oould afford it she simply paid the
three hundred dollars required.

It was personally pleasant to greet Henry Ward Beecher in
London in October, 1863. At the meeting in Exeter Hall
the crowd was thrilled by his eloquence and convulsed by his
humour. But so far as our cause was concerned, Beecher did
less good than a Southerner (American) who replied. The
foolish fellow demanded a hearing, but manifested such a
spiteful spirit that the Rev. Newman Hall called attention to
the example shown of the debasing influence of slavery, its
ocontrast with the large and humane spirit of the defender of
freedom. Beecher’s tribute to the abolitionists was fine, but
his casuistic apologies for the administration’s tenderness
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towards slavery were feeble, and were received with silence.
He compared the immunity of the American States to the
ancient privileges of the city of London which Parliament
and the Crown cannot encroach on. The notion that London
city contained any privilege that would not be set aside in-
stantly if it affected the nation injuriously was absurd. His
use of tw quoque retorts were beneath the serious character
of the occasion. That England in her past history had done
things similar to those charged against America was a com-
monplace of the people before him, and in any case was no
justification. Beecher did not raise us from hopes to certain-
ties that slavery would end. He appeared more anxious to
make out a case for the President than for emancipation,
the one thing that for his audience made the war defensible.

At the breakfast given Beecher he said that on Monday at
Liverpool his voice was lost. Being due at Exeter Hall on
Tuesday, he bandaged his throat and prayed God to return
his voice. When he reached London his voice was in good
condition. There was an unpleasant air about this anecdote ;
I had never known Beecher unctuous before; and one might
wonder why a Providence so considerate about Beecher’s
throat might not rescue men perishing on battlefields.

I always thought it a mistake in Beecher to permit the pub-
lication of his speeches and sermons. In the preface to a vol-
ume of his sermons he says, “ I never saw a sermon of mine in
print but I burned to improve it.”” On which the “ Saturday
Review ” remarked that it might have been the best way to
improve it. Beecher could write well, but his sermons lose in
print much of the fire and poetic elevation which so moved his
listeners that close criticism was impossible.

I saw a good deal of Beecher in London, but felt that he
was by no means the splendid thunderer that he was at the
beginning of the war. He had adapted his mind to mere mili-
tary force put forth for a mere Union, even if with slavery
surviving ; and if Beecher could be carried away by this feel-
ing, what must be the case with others? Correspondence with
old friends at Sandy Spring, Md., showed that even the
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Quakers, their patriarch Roger Brooke gone silent, were for-
getting their peace principles. Recognizing the war as God’s
agency for ending slavery, they were for a time indignant with
me for proposing to Mason that the war should be ended by
Southern emancipation. How merely academic are the most
radical peace principles when a flag demands blood !

Among the antislavery veterans who met Beecher at break-
fast was George Thompson, who had interested himself in my
own mission. He was still vigorous and erect. What a splen-
did career the bandsome orator with his sonorous voice would
have had in America if he had come over there to spread the
new evangel of slavery! I remember the wrath that filled us
in Virginia at the coming of this ¢incendiary ’ foreigner, and
how the mobs that terminated his mission were applauded.
George Thompson was a grand man and a real orator.

Christmas Day, 1863, was springlike. The day ocould not
be distinguished from an ordinary Sunday ; all the churches
were open and all places of amusement closed. I went to hear
F. D. Maurice in his Vere Street chapel, finding a seat in the
pew of my friend Thomas Hughes. The pure face and earnest
eyes of the man, the lofty brow and the halo of white hair,
rose above the fortulas of the service like a serene moon emer-
ging from clouds. The service was more agreeable than that
of the dissenters, but some feeling — if not faith — that itis a
real “ service,” accomplishing something — mingles with the
literary appreciations one hears of it,— apart of course from
the music. Vere Street chapel was plain, the high places of
the Established Church being given to men more fully har-
nessed than Maurice. He was the son of a Unitarian minister,
and intended for the Unitarian ministry ; although separated
from that denomination doctrinally, its spirit adhered of tak-
ing care for the human brother, even if the gift be left before
the altar. He had parted from Unitarianism because the
doctrine of Incarnation appeared to him the solution of all
religious problems. As Christmas would naturally be devoted
to his favourite theme, I hoped to hear for once a profound
view of that subject. But a shadow bad fallen on us all that
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morning ; Thackeray had died suddenly the day before.
Maurice managed to repress his emotion in alluding to his
friend, and was soon rapt in his vision. The sermon was
charming, but I derived from it no clear idea of his theology.
Perhaps this was because the man himself and the illumina-
tion of his countenance kept drawing away my attention from
the point he was making. The only ornament in the chapel
—a dove with outstretched wings carved on the ceiling —
symbolized the spirit of the preacher. His thought at one
time floated away in a blue mist, but now and again hovered
near with words of wisdom.

I always listened to Maurice with pleasure, and personally
knew him well ; I occasionally lectured in the Workingmen’s
College which he founded. In conversation Maurice was
always interesting, but I longed to hear a laugh from him.
The burden of the world’s labour rested more heavily on him
than on the workingmen themselves. Several eminent men.
told me that they had ceased to visit Carlyle because they
found his views of the world so depressing. But there was.
some hopefulness in Carlyle’s grand laugh, while the beatific:
visions of Maurice were too far in the heavens to be cheering..
I saw at Newcastle-on-Tyne, in the house of Mr. Leathart, &
wonderful painting by a wonderful artist —Ford Madox
Brown. It was eutitled “ Work.” The picture represents
builders busy on the street; several fashionable ladies are
picking their way past the bricks and mortar; Maurice looks
on with some saduess in his face ; Carlyle never so happy as
when he saw work going on, is laughing heartily. The con-
trasted attitudes represent the artist’s design which, as he
told me, was to bring together the workingman’s friend and
the prophet of work. The artist also gave me an amusing
account of his endeavour to paint Carlyle. Maurice consented
to sit, but Carlyle refused, and could barely be persuaded to
accompany the artist to South Kensington and stand against
a rail while the photographer took the full length figure
needed. Carlyle made a sort of grimace, and said plaintively,
“Can I go now?” Something like that grimace appeared in
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the photograph, and Madox Brown found in it a valuable sug-
gestion for a portrayal of the characteristic laughter.

I mentioned to Carlyle the pleasure given me by Madox
Brown’s picture, and it led him into a talk about religion in
England of which I wrote down some notes. He ridiculed the
Thirty-nine Articles but said the English Church was “the
apotheosis of decency,” which was no characteristic of the
conventicle. He had not for many years entered either church
or chapel, but when visiting some friends in the country was
persuaded to go to a dissenting chapel. ¢ The preacher’s
prayer,” he said, “ filled me with consternation. O Lord, thon
hast plenty of treacle up there ; send a stream of it down to us!
This was about the amount of it. He did not seem in the least
to know that what such as he needed was rather a stream of
brimstone.” Speaking of Maurice, he described him as one of
the pious-minded men in England. ¢ Maurice once wrote a
novel called ¢ Eustace Conway’ ; he would like it suppressed :
it is a key to him. A young man gets into mental doubts; a
priest sprinkles moonshine over him, and then all is clear!
Alas, that is what happened to poor Sterling a little time.
He got bravely through it ; but when he did it became pain-
fully evident to us that he was too fine and thin to live among
us here.”

Carlyle loaned me Maurice’s novel, “ Eustace Conway,” of
whose title he could give me no explanation. (My son, then
in his sixth year, was named after my uncle, Judge Eus-
tace Conway of Virginia.) Carlyle said it had been a good
many years since he read it, and I found that his memory of
it was erroneous. The sceptical youth does not undergo the
moonshine-sprinkling and return to the bosom of the church,
but goes on through all the phases of heresy with tragical
results.

Anthony Froude told me that at one time Maurice con-
ducted a Bible class of ladies and gentlemen. On one occa-
sion the narrative of Jacob and Esau was considered and
Maurice interpreted the two as types, — Jacob symbolizing
the spiritual, Esau the natural, man. After this impressive
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statement had ended Maurice said before dismissing the com-
pany: “ As for the fraud practised by Jacob on his brother,
it only illustrates what has been observed in all ages, namely,
the liability of the spiritual man to be a sneak.”

As Christmastide, 1863, came on we saw some old-fash-
ioned pantomimes. At Astley’s the opening scene showed two
Cheapside shops: over the larger one was the sign “A. B
Lincoln & Co., Hardware-men and General Dealers;” on
the next: “J. Davis & Co., Cotton Brokers.” On the door
of the former were notices that paper was wanted, and that
greenbacks might be had in any quantity. A placard an-
nounced : “This shop is one and the same as that next door.”
On the shop of J. Davis & Co., a placard said, * No connec-
tion with the concern next door.” In the window was a large
Confederate flag inscribed : “ Two rams wanted immediately.”
Another was: “ A few horses, sheep, women, children, and
other cattle for sale.” The two Presidents dressed as prize-
fighters fought until they both got into a box ; which box the
Columbine danced about, and the Harlequin struck, when it
flew open, revealing the heads and tails of two Kilkenny cats,
their other portions having disappeared.

A very queer feature of the theatrical season was a ballet
at Her Majesty’s Theatre called «“ White and Black.” It was
“ Uncle Tom’s Cabin.”

In the beginning of our ‘“storm and stress” our love goes
out to that man who extends a helping hand at one or another
point where we falter. Such, as already related, was for me
Francis William Newman’s book — ¢ The Soul: her Sor-
rows and her Aspirations.” Here, as I was fearing my intel-
lectual recoil from dogmas, was a spiritual pasture fresher
than that I dreaded leaving, and not hedged by dogmatic
thorns.

When I arrived in London I sought Newman at once. It
was not difficult to form happy relations with him, for his
heart was in the cause of the slave. He was twenty-seven
years my senior, but full of vigour. My personal troubles in
connection with slavery gained me his cordial welcome; but
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when he also discovered the religious path I had travelled, and
the help brought me by his book on the Soul, there was some-
thing paternal in the way Newman took me to his heart. Hap-
pily I was able to be of some service to him. He was emeritus
professor of Latin in the University of London, without salary,
but had laid up about ten thousand pounds, for the larger
part of which I secured, through the aid of my friend Henry
G. Denny of Boston, a profitable investment.

Newman lived in a simple way. His wife — they had no
children — was an invalid, and never went into *society.” I
remember pleasant conversations with her. She remained a
¢ Plymouth Sister,” but was friendly with me because of her
interest in the slave, and she had accommodated herself to the
degree of heresy represented by her husband. It was beauti-
ful to remark his tenderness and tact with her. “I always
remember,” he said to me, “ that it was the man of her own
religion that she married; and I who went off into a new
faith.” He was, however, lonely in his strong religious ideas
and spoke almost bitterly of his inability to hold any real
conversation with his Catholic brother. “I have had to give
up calling on him,” he said. “ Whenever I went the conver-
sation was limited to one or two words about the health of
this or that relative, and altogether so conmstrained that it
became painful.” ‘

One thing that Newman told me was a surprise: his father
was a freethinker. My correspondence with Newman would
fill a volume ; his letters are of historical value, and it is
among my hopes to write a monograph concerning him. For
the world does not know what a grand man he was. He was
so unambitious, so conscientiously free from the rhetorical
devices that catch the popular ear, that his reputation is less
than that of many inferiors. Most of his letters were written
to me as a public teacher and contributor to the press and
meant to be used by me, as they often were, though rarely
quoted in print. I subjoin a few extracts: —

I am sure you are right in deprecating * hymns, prayers,
hymns, prayers,” as a regimen. At best it must be premature
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to children, and must teach hypocrisy. My grandmother used
to make me read to her the Psalms of the day, as a thing of
course (my mother or aunt ordinarily had them read by one
of us children) : that was the beginning and end of my family
religion, besides saying a short prayer or hymn night and
morning. (I remember how I used to puzzle what Christ’s
blood had to do with us.) Sunday was a day of just so much
external restraint as public opinion absolutely demanded. I
learned at last, as I came to be about seventeen, that my father
was an entire freethinker, as much as I am now. It shocked
me much, because he never taught me anything, allowed me
to pick up religion from any one around me, and then scolded
me because I embraced beliefs which he knew must condemn
him. I think this neglect to be honest with children is a ter-
rible evil. I have lost years of thought, and wandered wide
and done such unwise conceited things, and encountered risks
for soul and body, all of which might have been obviated by
his frank teaching. But 1 suspect he thought it would hurt
my worldly prospects ; in consequence I certainly did not go
the way to improve my worldly prospects, but counted my-
self dead to the world, and despised academic reputation,
possible advancement, and in all the professions except medi-
cine found something against my conscience.

From other letters of Newman I quote two interesting
references to the Cardinal: —

My brother Dr. Newman set himself with his back to
liberal thought in 1828 probably: in that year he adopted
Baptismal Regeneration and Apostolic Succession. In 1828
he tried to induce me by the present of a picture of the Virgin
to set it up in my room. I was an undergraduate just enter-
ing good rooms, but I promptly sent the picture back, and felt
much secret indignation. 1825 I counted him a virtual
Catholic, holding Popery minus the Pope. I was an Evangel-
ical, but like plenty of Evangelicals beside, both now and
then, was resolved to follow Truth whitkersover it led me ;
and was always indignant when told, “ yon must believe this
or that,” or you will find it « will lead you farther.” * [f that
time comes, I shall go farther,” was my uniform reply; and
is, I am persuaded, deep in the heart of many an Evangelical
whom you call bigoted, as you would have called me then.

Of Coleridge and Carlyle we were then alike ignorant at
Oxford, except of Coleridge’s poetry.
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My brother’s very acute mind was evidently that of a bar-
rister, not of a philosopher or searcher for truth. But his dash
and generosity gave him wonderful power with young men.
His scorn of worldliness and meanness, his contempt of the
race for promotion in the Church, his claim that each shall
lay down his interest on the altar of the Church (especially
for beautiful church edifices), were all new to dons of Oxford
at that time. But not to see that a sacerdotal system was
that of Paganism and Judaism, and the very reverse of what
Jesus taught, was in those days to me an inexplicable blind-
ness in a learned and acute young clergyman. I always
thought it his calamity, that by the premature death of Lloyd,
Bishop of Oxford and Regius Professor of Divinity, my brother
gained so very immature an influence in Oxford.

It was an education in the religious conditions amid which
I was working to enjoy the intimate friendship of Francis
Newman. No American could follow the vicissitudes of our
struggle with more poignant anxiety. He subscribed for the
“ Commonwealth,” the ¢ Liberator,” and the “ Anti-Slavery
Standard ; ” he talked with me about the intimate discussions
and differences among our abolitionists as if he were one
of the Frank Bird Club; he often spoke in the emancipa-
tion leagues, and wrote in friendly papers. When the Con-
federate envoy Mason’s publication of my correspondence
with him brought on me reproaches from my colleagues in
America, he exhorted me to leave my case in the hands of
my friends. My admission of mistake in pledging anybody
but myself ended the matter. With reference to the attack
of one American censor abolitionist, Newman wrote: “ He
was ¢ unpatriotic ’ enough for many years to be willing to
allow all the slave States to secede and sustain slavery (which
I do not learn he now scolds himself for), while he regards
you as ¢ unpatriotic’ in having been willing to take the chance
of their seceding if they would promise to abolish slavery.
You two were equally ¢ unpatriotic’ (taking you at the worst) ;
while /e would have resigned the blacks to slavery, but you
would have rescued them.”

Newman had lost confidence in Lincoln, regarding him as
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unable to see the principles of justice in the case of blacks.
He said that the * hardening of Pharaoh’s heart ” had been
present to his imagination all through the war. After the
assassination of Lincoln he wrote with horror of the tragedy,
but said : “ A Hebrew prophet would have described Jehovah
as sending an evil spirit to entice Wilkes Booth to his deed.”
The rumours and apprehensions at that time reaching Eng-
land were that President Johnson would extend the fury he
was manifesting against the supposed conspirators against
Lincoln and Seward, to the leaders of the Confederacy. On
this Newman said that the burning indignation in America
was a finite force ; it was all wanted to extirpate the Southern
aristocracy, and none should be wasted on Jefferson Davis or
other individuals.

Francis Newman never went into any so-called “ Reform ”
without a thorough and original investigation. I was in-
debted to him for the correction of several errors prevalent
in America ; for instanoce, the fiction that England had paid
the West Indian slaveholders twenty millions “compensa-
tion ” for their liberated slaves. The money was a loan some
time after the emancipation, and could not have passed as
payment ; but its return was never demanded. Newman re-
membered all the circumstances in that case, and in Canning’s
origination of the “ Monroe doctrine,” and referred me to all
the documents.

His work in connection with the University of London
had brought him into intimacy with Lord Lyttleton, the min.
ister who had charge of educational affairs. He told me of
a dinner given by Lyttleton to the professors. Some were
conversing about the best plan for educating the young
princes, but Lyttleton said, *“ We don’t want our princes to
be educated. They should kmow European languages and
general literature, but not the serious things you gentlemen
mean by education.” Lyttleton gave him an account of his
going to Windsor with the Duke of Wellington and Peel to
obtain the signature of George IV to the Catholic Emanci-
pation Act. The king’s resolution to hold out against it was
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known, and threatened a crisis. When the three ministers
laid the act before him the king was excited, and cried, “ But
my oath! my oath! I have sworn to —” “I pray your majesty
to forgive me for interrupting you,” said Wellington. * That
some measure of this kind will become law in time is proba-
ble, and it would be distressing to have your majesty take up
an irrevocable position that might eventually prove embar-
rassing.” The king was silent, and the three left. 'When they
had driven a mile they were overtaken by a royal messenger
with a request for their return. The king silently signed the
act of Parliament.

As the brothers Newman are associated in my mind in a
quasi-phenomenal way, I produce here my notes of a visit to
the oratory of Dr. Newman, when he was becoming aged.

Being on a visit in Birmingham, I went two miles before
seven on a morning of sleet and rain to attend mass, through
a desire to look upon the face of Father Newman. My wife
and another lady went with me, thongh we expected that the
aged Father might, on such a bitter morning, leave the cele-
bration to a subordinate. In the dim Gothic chapel of the
oratory there was but one person, a young woman, kneeling
alone. Presently other women, apparently four domestics,
entered. The most eloquent learned Catholic in the Anglo-
Saxon world had for his audience that morning five believers,
one member of the English Church, and two freethinkers.
The altar at which he officiated was in a corner, and he came
slowly down a stairway behind it. There was only one candle,
that being lit to enable him to read. On the upper wall above
his head was a large crucifix, and beneath it — on a level
with his face — a picture of Veronica about to place the hand-
kerchief on the face of Jesus. Far away in his corner, his
silvery head bent, his voice murmuring on in a monotonous
feminine tone, Father Newman seemed an almost incredible
figure in enterprising and especially Unitarian Birmingham.
It was indeed a painful visit to the ladies. Our friend fell on
her knees with her back turned to the altar, saying she was un-
able to endure the emotion caused by the sight. My wife said
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she felt shame that a man of intellect could go through such
performances. For myself I had studied the man.

Father Newman was a man of strange visage. His forehead
appeared very low, perhaps from the way his unparted hair
fell over it; the top of his head seemed flattened ; the mouth
bore an expression of pain; the large chin jutted out; the
nose was prominent, like that of Wellington. When the fea-
tures were foreshortened in the front view and the luminous
eyes bent downward or nearly closed as prayers were uttered,
the face resembled that of an aged woman; another turn,
bringing a half side-face, an open eye, an upraised head, and
the effect was one that needed a Raphael to portray. There
was at another part of the wall a picture of St. Francis in
ecstacy. Just after looking at that my eyes turned to Father
Newman, whose head was haloed by the candle beyond it, and
he seemed to be the successor of all the saints who lived in
days when saints could be real.

But it required an effort of the historical imagination to
place Father Newman in his proper environment. Birming-
ham echoed his invocations with early steam-whistles. The
sounds of an awakening city stole in with the morning light.
At eight o’clock the aged man gathered in his arms his para-
phernalia, and with faltering tread on the stairway passed
out to his mysterious labours. '

As we were returning from the oratory I asked myself and
the ladies with me how this could be explained : here is the
most brilliant man in the English Church; all Oxford is
crowding to hear him; his path is straight to the throne of
Canterbury ; one morning he knocks at the door of an obscure
little Catholic church in Oxford and asks admission as an
humble member, alienates friends and relatives, and takes his
place among the ignorant domestics and workmen. ¢ That
does not appear to me wonderful,” said our devout friend :
“ One glimpse of the eternal world is enough to tarn to no-
thingness all that this world can give.”

I regretted that I could find no opportunity of hearing Dr.
Newman preach. Some Unitarians who went to hear him at
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the oratory on an Easter Sunday told me that the sermon
was such as might be addressed to children. It amounted only
to asking his hearers if they would not be much surprised if
a person whose funeral they had attended were to meet them,
alive and well. After saying in various ways that they would
be much surprised, he related the story of the resurrection in
the language of the Testament, and so ended.

Cardinal Newman’s name is cherished among unorthodox
religionists because of his “ Lead, Kindly Light,” —a fa-
vourite hymn in Unitarian churches. On January 18, 1879,
Newman wrote to an inquirer that he did not remember his
meaning in the closing lines, and that a writer was not bound
“to be ready for examination on the transient state of mind
which came upon one when homesick or seasick, or in any
other way sensitive or excited.” But that semi-agnostic hymn
of about his thirtieth year is Newman’s niche in the world’s
imagination.

Martineau lamented that his friend F. W. Newman did not
appreciate the interest of his Catholic brother’s career or even
the picturesqueness of his personality. He ascribed it to a
deficiency of imagination. My own belief is that it was not
that, but precisely the same cause that prevented Martineau
from seeing anything picturesque or impressive in the colla-
boration of his sister Harriet with Atkinson in the experiments
and speculations which he (Martineau) called ‘ Mesmeric
Atheism.” In both cases the personal feeling was too painful
for a right perspective; it was a page held too close to the
eyes to be read. My own long intimacy with Francis New-
man, and our correspondence during a generation on all social
and religious issues, led me to the perception that between
the brothers there was a moral resemblance so close that one
might be regarded as a sort of inversion of the other.

In my long experience, which has been in various countries,
I have never known a man more absorbed in moral and be-
nevolent work than Professor Newman. The self-devotion
that his brother gave to a church, Francis gave to humanity.
Without belief in any reward after death, he espoused the
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unpopular reforms of his time with an almost ascetic zeal.
He never entered a theatre, abhorred wine and tobacco, had
no club, played no games, avoided fashionable dinners, though
his presence and manners would have made him welcome in
the finest society. These apparent “ sacrifices ” — made not
for future reward nor even to please God — were not real
sacrifices at all. With a natural fondness for sport, he had so
taken the suffering of the oppressed world into his heart that
the so-called gaieties of life oppressed him. Like King David
who refused water from the well of Bethlehem because men
had risked their lives in obtaining it, the artificial * pleasures ”
of life had appeared to him blood-stained, and his thirst for
them died. He once told me of something he heard from
his brother in defence of persecution ; at that moment I was
afraid to broach to himself two subjects of moral importance :
he carried his prohibition doctrine and his opposition to the
medical supervision of prostitution to the verge of intolerance.
My phase of Necessitarianism — to which his own theism
temporarily led me — seemed to him to affect moral responsi-
bility so grievously that he was cool to me until I got through
with it; but I was then afraid to tell him that my escape was
by giving up belief in a dynamic deity. I once reproached
him — a8 our long friendship permitted — for undervaluing
the flowers and the ornamental side of life. But he said, “ I
have within me such a fund of amusement that I cannot be
dull on the dullest day or with the dullest surrounding. If
shut up in a wretched inn or station room on a wet summer’s
day, and I have but a bit of paper and pencil, I am quite
happy in some mathematical problem, if nothing more impor-
tant is 4t band to occupy me.”

And those two brothers, John Henry and Francis William
Newman, were the sons of an old follower of Thomas Paine !

Professor Newman was deeply interested in all questions
related to women, and gave me a note of introduction to a
young lady of education and means endeavouring to become
a physician. This was Miss Garrett, afterwards widely known
as Dr. Elizabeth. Garrett Anderson. Having failed in every
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attempt to enter any of the medical colleges or the hospitals,
but finding that the law could not prevent her from entering
the profession if she had attended a certain number of leo-
tures, she was fulfilling the hard conditions. Travelling for
some miles into the thickest part of the city to Lock Hospital,
I found her occupying a room in the old Gate, — anciently
the porter’s lodge. Miss Garrett came to the door herself; and
was apparently the only oocupant of the Gate. She was about
twenty-one, pretty, with clear and kindly grey eyes, —a person
one would expect to see whirling in a dance in Belgravia. But
here she was far away in poor and lowly Whitechapel ; in her
hand not a dainty fan but a dissecting knife, and on her table
— horror | — a severed human arm.

As she told me the story of her effort to obtain medical
knowledge, she was a more poetic figure than Mariana at her
moated grange. Happily the instructors in the hospital
thought so too; although it was as inconsistent with profes-
sional regulations as with Miss Garrett’s self-respect to in-
struct gratuitously, they took pains with her teaching. Sit-
ting there alone she listened to medical lectures and paid
her fees, — in fact, had established a medical college of which
she was the only student. This was all done without any air
of martyrdom or of pride. She entered on her medical prao-
tice in London without encountering hostility from medical
men, mingled in the best society, and proved to the sceptical
that a lady could be at once a successful practitioner and a
happy wife and mother.

Several ladies of the Garrett family contributed to the en-
largement of woman’s sphere in London in practical ways.
A sister of Elizabeth Garrett became the wife of Professor
Fawcett, M. P., and was an able exponent of the legal and
ethical aspects of such matters. Mrs. Fawocett generally
headed delegations of women to the government. A younger
sister, Agnes, and her cousin Rhoda Garrett, joined together
to become house decorators. They were beautiful young la-
dies. They told me their adventures in trying to obtain
training in their art. They went to the chief firm in London,
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whose manager was inclined to make fun of their proposal
to become apprentices. Finding them skilful as designers,
he said that if they were not women he could give them posi-
tions as subordinate directors in certain kinds of work.
“ But,” he said, “ young women could n’t get along with work-
men. How could you swear at them ? and think of nice ladies
ranning up ladders!” One of them said, “ As for swearing
at the workmen, they would not need that if it were ladies
who made requests; and as for the ladders, bring one here
and see whether we can climb it or not!” The manager
found some work for them, and in a year or two they opened
their own establishment in Gower Street, and rose to success
on the tide of enthusiasm for house decoration.

At the beginning of the twentieth century it is difficult to
imagine the situation of women in 1864. At that time two
American ladies — Miss Sewall of Boston and Miss Helen
Morton of Plymouth — had found admission to the Salpétritre
Hospital in Paris; but Englishmen awakened slowly to the
fact that their whole duty to woman was not fulfilled in having
a queen. The late Lord Coleridge used to come to the gath-
erings of women, and I remember his demonstration of the
intolerable medimvalism surviving in English laws relating
to women. Since then the advance in the position of woman
appears to me almost the only progress made in civilization.
And although during most of those years I clamoured with
women for their political enfranchisement, I believe that it
was largely due to their helpless dependence on the abso-
lutism of men that the outrageous laws were removed —
through very shame.
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