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SPEECH ON THE DEATH OF
WILLIAM LLOYD GARRISON,

At the Garrison Memorial Meeting in the 1%h Sreet
Presbyterian Church, Monday, June 2, 1879,Robert Purvis
Esqg., presiding, among other speeches, the following was
delivered by Frederick Douglass, U.S Marshal of the
District of Columbia:

MR. PRESDENT AND FRIENDS.

There are times when silence is
more potent than speech; when words sem too thin, tame
and pog to express our thoughts and fedings. | am
impressed with a sense of this destitution in contemplating
the event that has brough us here to-night. An hou spent
here in silent meditation upon that solemn event, would
perhaps be more impressve than any formal addresses,
however eloquent, can be. But in the presence of grea
affliction and sorrow, the heat ever presses for utterance It
seans med that we of the mlored race shoud spe&k at such
a moment, even though our speed shoud be thin, poa,
broken and imperfed. In a cae like this any word, or sign o
grief or gratitude, of appredation, affedion a admiration
will betolerated if not applauded in us.

To every anti-slavery man and woman in the land, to
every friend d impartial liberty at home or abroad, and
espedally to every colored man, this is a sad and mournful
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hour. The adliti onists of this country were never a numerous
class Their power and influence were dways greder than
their numbers, for they had with them the invisible and
infinite forces of the mora universe. But lately death has been
busy in reducing their aready thinned ranks. Some of the
ealiest, truest and most eminent of them all have gone the
way of al the earth, much in advance of their grea leader.
Only a few of those noble and brave men and women who
rocked the anti-slavery movement in its cradle, who watched
and worked duing the first yeas of its existence, and saw
with grateful heartsits gealy growth and development, from
the tiny thing it was at the beginning, to the giant it becane
in the end, are till on the stage of busy life. Here and there
a broad intervals, ore and another of that class may be
found standing like stately pillars of a falen temple &
belonging to anather age.

Mr. President, you are fortunate. Only a few like your-
self can nowv tell from adua experience from eanest
participation, something of the darknessand peril that brooded
over the land when the anti-slavery movement was born.
You can name over the men who were then its friends, you
can trace its history. You can tell of the wondrous trials,
persecutions and hardships through which those erly workers
had to pass how step by step, the ati-slavery sentiment of
the @urtry rose from weaknessto strength, from conflict to
victory, and from shame to glory. You can tell of the fire and
fury with which it was assiled in its infancy, how the
Herods of that day sought itsinfant life, how its friends were
sometimes only rescued from danger and death by hiding
themselves from the wrath and fury of the mob, as in dens
and caves.

Mr. President, it is a thrilli ng story. Aftercoming gener-
ations will read it and wonder at it. But soon the time will
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come when noliving witnesswill be left to tell it. One pill ar
after another, as | have said, hes alrealy falen and athers are
falling—one luminous dar after ancther has disappeaed. We
have witnessed their departure with throbbing heats and
slent awe, and row the brightest and steadiest of al the
shining haosts of our moral sky has slently and peacdully
descended below the distant horizon, whither al are tending,
no more to take part in the busy scenes of life.

In the death of William Lloyd Garrison, we behold a
gred life ended, a great purpose achieved, a gred caree
beautifully finished, and a grea example of heroic endeavor
noly established. For our own good and the good d those
who come dter us, we caana let this event sink too deep
into ou heats, we canot too dten reaur to this nolde life
and thrilli ng history, or too closely copy this grea example.

The world has sen many heroes, some who have
founded empires, some who have overthrown gowernments,
some who have with their strong arms and kroad swords
hewed their way to power, fame and fortune. There have
been great Bishops, great Kings, grea Generas, and gea
Statesmen; but these great ones for the most part owed their
grednessto circumstances apart from themselves. Our great
Bishops have had gea Churches behind them, ou great
rulers, grea nations behind them, ou grea Generals, grea
armies behind them. Their light was brilli ant but borrowed. It
was not so with the great man whase memory we céebrate
to-night. He owed nahing to his ealy surroundngs. He was
born to powerty, to labor and to hardship. He was his own
coursellor, his own guide and his own college. He stood
among the leaned and ged of his day by his own exertion.
He moved not with the tide, bu against it. He rose nat by the
power of the Church o the State, but in bdd, inflexible and
defiant oppasition to the mighty power of bath. It was the
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glory of this man that he wuld stand alone with the truth,
and camly await the result. He went forth a slender youth, as
we dl know, withou purse, withou scrip, without friends
and withou fame, to bettle with a system of boundlesswealth
and pover. He had faith in the smple truth and faith in
himself. He was unusually modest and retiring in his
dispasition; but his zed was like fire, and hs courage like
sted, and duing all hisfifty years of service, in sunshine and
storm, no doub or fea as to the fina result, ever shook hs
manly breast or caused him to swerve an inch from the right
line of principle.

No wondkr that in their moral blindnessmen cdled him
afanatic and a madman, for against such overwhelming odds
it was thought that nothing but madness would venture to
contend. But there was nothing of madnessin the compasition
of William Lloyd Garrison, a in his espousal of the caise to
which he gave his mind and reat. On the ntrary he was
among the sanest of men. He had duy measured the mighty
system of davery, and knew the ten thousand sources of
influence by which it was austained. He knew how it had
dictated the padlicy of politicd parties, controlled the adion
of statesmen, wielded the power of the Government,
dominated the pulpit, chained and fettered the Christian
Church, sheltered itself from attadk in the Bible; forced itself
into the Congtitution, molded the manners, morals and religion
of the timesinto its own image; and creded condtionsin all
diredions, favorable to its own existence and permanence
but above dl, he knew the terrible strength and vehemence
of the contempt, hate and scorn everywhere felt for the dass
whose cause he undertook to plead, and knew moreover that
the same malign spirit of hate would attach to him; but nore
of these things moved him. He knew the immeasurable hea
of the furnace through which he would be required to pass
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no man krew it better, while no man could fear it less or
bea it with more egquanimity and urflinching fortitude.

Massadhusetts is a great State, she has done many gred
things, she has given to ou courtry many schoars, and
statesmen, many poets and phlosophers, many discoverers
and inventors; but no son d hers has won for her a more
enduing honwo, or for himself a more enduring fame than
Willi am Lloyd Garrison. No ore of her sons has damped his
convictions in lines © clea, deep and ineffaceable into the
very life and future of the Repulic. Of no man is it more
true than of him—that being dead he yet spe&eth. The
lessons he taught fifty yeas ago from his garret in Boston
are only yet haf learned by the nation. His work will not
stop at his grave. Our Genera has falen; but his army will
march on. His words of wisdom, justice and truth, will be
echoed by the voices and votes of millions, till every jot and
tittle of all hisprophedes dal be fulfill ed.

Mr. President, this is not the time and the placefor a
critical and accurate measurement of Willi am Lloyd Garrison;
but no friend of his has need to fear the gplication to hm of
the severest test of horest and truthful criticism. He himself
courted such criticism. His was no cowardly journalism. He
never refused to see, or alow his readers to see in the
“Liberator,” the worst that was thought, felt and said of him.
A candid examination d his character and his work in the
world, may disclose some things we would have had ather-
wise. Spe&king for myself | must frankly say | have
sometimes thowght him uncharitable to thase who dffered
from him. Honest himself, he ould na aways see how men
could dffer from him and still be honest. To say this of him
is simply to say that he was human, and it may be alded
when he erred here he ered in the interest of truth. He
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revolted at halfness abhorred compromise, and demanded
that men shoud be ather hot or cold.

This grea quality of the man though sometimes in
excess is one eplanation d his wonderful and successul
leadership. What it cost him in breadth and numbers, it
gained him in condensation and intensity. He held his little
band well in hand all the time and close to his person, o
leader was ever more loved by the drcle about him. Absolute
in his faith, o sed could proselyte him, inflexible in his
principles, no party could use him, content with the little
circle &ou him, he did na mingle diredly and largely with
the great masses of men. By one simple principle he tried all
men, al parties, and all seds. They that were not for him
were against him. What his name stood for at the beginning,
it stands for now, and will so stand forever.

It is said that the wicked shall nat live out half ther
days. Thisis true in more senses than ore. “For the coward
and small in soul scarce dolive.” Mr. Garrison lived ou his
whole istence For to liveisto battle—and he battled from
first to last. Although he had reached a good dd age, time
had na dimmed his intelled, na darkened his moral vision,
nor quenched the ador of his genius.

His letter pulished threeweeks before his deah onthe
Exodus from Misgsdppi and Louisiana, had in it al the
energy and fire of hisyouth.

Men o threescore and ten are gt to live in the past. It
was not so with Mr. Garrison. He was during his latest years
fully abreast with his times. No event or circumstance
beaing uponthe cause of justice and humanity escgped his
intelli gent observation. His letter written a few months ago
uponthe Chinese question was a crowning utterance It was
in harmony with the guiding sentiment of his life. “My
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courtry is the world, and all mankind are my countrymen.”
With him it was nat raceor color but humanity.

Mr. President, our courtry is again in troude. The ship
of Stateis again at sea. Heavy hill ows are surging against her
sides. She trembles and dunges, and dunges and trembles
again. Every timber in her vast hull is made to fed the heavy
strain. A spirit of evil has been revived which we had fondy
hoped was laid forever. Doctrines are proclaimed, claims are
aserted and pretensions st up, which were, as we thought,
al extinguished by the iron logic of cannon klls. | have
gred faith, sir, that the nation will ded with this new phase
of affairs wisely, vigorously and succesdully; but in this
conflict between the semi-barbarous past, and the higher
civili zation which has logically and legally taken its placein
this oond Lzttle for liberty and ration we shall sorely miss
the mind and vdce of William Lloyd Garrison. Firm and
fealess clea sighted and strong, quick to dscern the right,
eloguent and able to defend it, he would in this, as in ather
trial hous prove afourtain of light, and a tower of strength.
Mr. President, in the first year of my freedom while residing
in the City of New Bedford, Massachusetts, it was my good
fortune to see ad hea, for the first time the man who was
then and will ever be regarded as the dief apostle of the
immediate and uncondtional emancipation d all the slaves
in America | was only a few months from the house of
bondage. | never shall forget the feelings with which | went
to hea this man. It was more than forty years ago, it was in
old Liberty Hall, it was alarge, but dilapidated dd place Its
wood work was marred and defaced, its doas off hinges,
and its windows broken by stones and aher missles thrown
to break up abdlition meetings, for such medings then were
like free medings in the South ouside of protedion. Upon
first blush | saw as | sat in the gall ery of this old Hall that the
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hou and the man were well met and well united. In him
there was no contradiction between the speech and the
gpeaker. This man and his cause were one. But what a
courtenance was there! what firmness and benignity, what
evenness of temper, what serenity of mind, what sweeness
of spirit, what sublime intelligence were written as by the
pen of an angel on that courtenance! a million d human
faces might be searched withou finding ore like his, at least
so it then seemed to me. In him | saw the resurredion and
life of the dead and buied hope of my long enslaved people.
As | now remember his spe&ing he was not as the phrase
goes, an arator. There were no striking gestures, nofine flow
of words, no dazzling rhetoric and nostartling emphasis. His
power as a speaker was the power which belongs only to
manly charader, earnest conviction, and high moral purpose.
He complied with Emerson’s idea of atrue reformer. It was
not the utterance, bu the man behind it that gave dignity,
weight and effed to his gpeed. Though he was quite young
a the time | first saw him, Mr. Garrison was even then a
venerable looking man. His part in the battle of life had been
a the front. The serious work he had been cdled to perform
had left its tracery upon hs matured feaures. Popuar
displeasure, and htter perseaution had poured upon him their
fiercest wrath. Two o the dlave States had offered rewards
for his head. He had already become atempting target for the
assssn’'s bullet. A halter had been upon hs neck, and the
mad cry of hang him! hang him! had sourded in his eas. He
had felt the damp walls of more than ore prison, and hed
withstoodthe peltings of many furious mobs.

He had been driven from the doas of the Church he
loved, and had been made to feel the keen cutting edge of
socia ostradsm. He had been taunted, ridiculed, caricatured,
misrepresented and denournced by the vulgar, and treaed
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with contempt and scorn by the rich and ged. Yet there he
stood, withou bitterness withou hate, without violence in
speeh o act, in thowght or wish. Self poised, ered and
serene. He neither bewailed his hardships nor exulted ower
his triumphs. His one single purpose was to excite sympathy
for the endaved, and make @nverts to the doctrine that
davery was a sin against God and man, and ought to be
immediately abali shed.

Now that this man has filled up the measure of his
yeas, now that the leaf has fallen to the groundas al | eaves
must fall, let us guard his memory as a predous inheritance,
let us teadr ou children the story of his life, let us try to
iImitate his virtues, and endeavor as he did to leave the world
freer, nolder, and ketter than we foundit.



