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Lorp Biacon recommends that all important affairs should
be committed first to Argus with a hundred eyes, and after-
ward to Briareus with a hundred arms. ¢ Things,” he re-
marks, ¢ will have their first or second agitation. If they be
not tossed upon the arguments of counsel, they will be tossed
upon the waves of fortune.”

The hundred arms have laid hold on the American question:
whether the hundred eyes have done, or are doing, their work,
is doubtful. :

The daily press brings to each household its presentation of
¢ the situation,” in a military aspect; but the ever-developing
moral and historical situation is much neglected, or, for reasons
of state, suppressed.

““ Make bright the arrows,” said the Hebrew prophet. In
this age, still more 1n this controversy, every weapon must
think, every missile be winged with intelligence, every shell be
fused with fire from God’s altar.

It is with a profound conviction that the event of this war is
to depend more upon the impregnability of principles than that
of fortresses, and that it must be fought from a higher plane
than any yet occupied by our forces ere it can be won, that I
offer the following suggestions and discussion to the American

people.
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I

UNION.

IN the popular mind, the brave sufferings of our past,
the fruitions of our present, and the visions of our
future, as a people, are baptized and consecrated in the
name of UxioN. The very word has thus become a
talisman, which, because so long supposed to contain
all the secret of our national health and wealth, hag
gained the command of all the living forces of the New
World. The good and strong men who have arraigned
the Union have done so critically, not virtually; and
now, when the question is no longer on the exegesis of
Mr. Hamilton’s or Mr. Randolph’s remarks in the Con-
vention of ’87, but on the right of eminent domain in
this country, or any portion of this country, as between
Barbarism and Civilization, there is but one party pos-
sible among loyal men, — that which would preserve
the Union.

But it must be candidly acknowledged in the outset,
. that, in the sense of the politicians, there is no Union
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to be preserved. ’Tis only a sad satire to call States
“United,” wherein that which is felt on one side to
be the blot on the national escutcheon is maintained
on the other as the governor of the national machinery.
It is questionable whether the people mean, by their
effort to “save the Union,” the same that is meant by
some of their proxies. Do they mean thereby the pre-
servation of the right at the South to imprison Northern
seamen and landsmen accused of no crime? Do our
half-million bayonets gleam to-day to defend and pre-
serve the right to nail up Northern freemen in tar-
barrels, and roll them into the Mississippi River? Is it,
in short, the Union as it was that the people have with
one voice declared must and shall be preserved ?

It is only a short time since compromises were
proposed and seriously considered by the American
people. They were deliberately rejected, even when
the manifest alternative was civil war. Why rejected ?
Our people have not been given to scruples against
compromise : they had many interests which civil war
would ruin. These compromises were rejected, and
the most unimportant guaranties refused, simply because
of the utter worthlessness of what they were to pur-
chase; i.e., the Union as then existing. The only prom-
ise offered in response to Northern concession was, that
things just as they were should remain undisturbed and
immutable. But the people of this country had maturely
decided that the present edition of the country was not
worth stereotyping. Indeed, if it were generally un-



UNMASK. 9

derstood that the power of our Constitution naturally
results or culminates in any one condition of things
which the country has yet known, it is doubtful, if, in
the Free States, there would be found ten men unright-
eous enough to save it. In fact as far as the old Union
is concerned, the only arms now defending it are in the
South: and they have reason ; for it was possessed by
the demon of the South, its proper soul drugged into
torpor, supvosed by many dead.

II.

UNMASK.

THE native glow of the human heart is always for
Justice. Men have not pzans and hymns and celebra-
tion-days for epochs when Wrong triumphed over Right.
So Tyranny has found it necessary to incloud the glow
of heaven in man, which would else melt every chain.

There is a legend of a youth, who, at a masquerade,
became interested to know a certain mask This one
he pursued everywhere, the figure being equally intent
on eluding him. From room to room, from corridor to
corridor, he followed. It mounted the stairway; his
feet were swift after it. At length, in a deserted cham-
ber, far away from the music and the dancing, he
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overtook, and unmasked it with a kiss; but what it was
that turned and glared upon him he could never bring
his pallid lips to utter,— only that it was a thing not of
flesh and blood! So have we followed the figure cos-
tumed with the stars and stripes, wearing the mask of
Union. Far away from the music and the dance, into
the deserted chambers, we followed with heedless infa-
tuation. It is our very kiss that has unmasked it. O
God! what monster has been moving in our midst, and
touching our hands, under this alluring costume !

Now we see that this Union, whatever those who
made it meant it should be, has become the hollow
mask of SLAVERY.

The present Secretary of State, just before entering
his office as such, said to some friends calling upon him,
“Let every man now devote himself to saving the
Union.” — ¢ With liberty in it,” suggested one in the
company. “Liberty is always in the Union,” replied
the future Premier. But so soon as he himself comes
into the Union with a little finger of authority, held only
in the name of Liberty, that Union vanishes like a
pricked bubble.

At that recent period, no Union but upon a slavery
basis, pure and simple, was regarded as possible. Mark
the facts. »

Our Republican President himself, elected by a people
fondly dreaming that Liberty might be allowed at least
an occasional angel’s visit to the White House, pleaded
earnestly with the South to remain in the Union, on the
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ground, that, if the Union should go, Slavery must go
with it. _

The leading men of this administration joined in the
warning and appeal, arguing with clearness and force
that the Union was the only remaining fetter on four
millions of human beings.

“ What,” said the Secretary of State,—“what but
the obligations of the Constitution can prevent the
antislavery sentiment of this country from assuming at
once the European type,— direct emancipation?”

Coincident were the appeals of clerical Unionists in
the North to the Southern wings of their churches.
The rivets of your slave’s manacle are one with the
rivets of the Union! “Separated from the North,”
wrote Dr. Hodge in the Princeton Review, “a South-
ern Confederacy of the Cotton-growing States would be
at the mercy of the antislavery feeling of the world.”
Dr. Eliot, born and reared in Massachusetts, minister
of the Unitarian Church in St. Louis, implores, in the
name of Slavery, that Missouri shall resist Disunion :
“Separate Missouri from the Union,” he said, ¢ surround
her with hostile Free States, and in five years the num-
ber of those held to involuntary service would be
exceedingly small.”

Did the American people know, as they watched with
pride their colors floating from the mast where they
had nailed them, that those colors were the only ones
on earth which could still protect the slave-ship? Yet
it is even so. England and France stand able and will-
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ing to prevent the slave-trade: but the slave-interest of
our country has gained a stern prohibition of the right
of searching our vessels; and now any pirate has only

to run up the stars and stripes over the smooth deck to’

protect the horrors of the middle passage underneath.
On the 26th of February last, Lord John Russell said
in the British Parliament, ¢ This flag” (the American)
“has covered a vast importation of slaves. If the Spa-
nish flag had been shown, our cruisers would at once
have seized the vessels; but, as they bore American
colors, it was impossible to do so.”

Of every other flag that floats under heaven, you may
be sure that it does not cover the traffic in human
beings. Of thine, O Union! we cannot even yet say
whether it is protecting a nation’s honor or a world’s
shame.

Think of it, my masters!

Think of America fitted out in the order of God as
the Life-ship of Nations; of America with a broad con-
tinent for her deck, mountain-ribbed to match any
billows, launched forth to respond to the signals that
come up from voyagers that can struggle no longer; of
America, her true captain chained below, turned aside
by mutineers from the perishing to whom she was sent,
flaring in the eyes of the world the black flag of the
slaver | ;

Reader, you know how it is at sea when the first big
ground-swells come: the passengers mutually disclose
what they have been dining on. The Union is always
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called the Ship of State ; and the figure was never so
appropriate as now, when she has got out here amid
the swelling waves of the popular heart, the fresh gales
of Freedom filling her sails and snapping her flag, and
all the churches and the parties seized with deadly sea-
sickness. There is no doubt now what they’ve all been
fatteningson. The vomit is black. We find that the
churches have been retaliating upon the native Afri-
can’s fondness for “ cold missionary,” with an equal
devotion to pickled Ethiopian; and that the loaves and
fishes at Washington have invariably been caten with
African sauce. :

Thus, then, we have overtaken the Mask.

Of a truth, we have discovered it a thing not of flesh
and blood.

It is over that Union, with its mask fallen, that a
raven hovers to-day, with its one word, — % NEVER-
MORE !

III1.
PILATE

VAINLY has this nation re-enacted the part of Pilate
in his court. The king sat with the robe of power
about him, and gave up Jesus to the mob. Then he

calls for a basin of water, and, washing his hands
2
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therein, declares, “I am innocent of the blood of this
just person: see ye to it.”’

Does that absolve the man whose business on that
throne is to protect the innocent? The verdict of the
world is sure in the end. For fifty generations, Chris-
tendom has gone on repeating, “ He suffered wnder
Pontius Pilate.” 2

So this nation, sitting on the throne, and surrendering
Humanity to the tyrant and the pirate, has again and
again washed its hands and proclaimed its innocence.
Relentless posterity will all the same affirm that Hu-
manity suffered under the Pilates — Democratic and
Republican — who have ruled in the nation and in the
States of the nation, and will not spend a thought on
the political basins in which their hands are washed.

The damned spot is in every palm: there is not water
enough in all the rivers and lakes of America to wash
it out. The time will come when we shall be eager to
pour into the basin our hearts’ blood, and seek in that
to cleanse our hands of the stain fallen on us from the
sacred hands we have nailed and the side we have
pierced.

Henceforth, brother, if we must be devils, at least
we can be honest devils; and if any craven priest or
tricky politician tells us that we have nothing to do with
the crimes of the Union against man, more than with the
widow-burning of Hindoos or the cannibalism of Fiji-
ans, shall we not at least tell him —in a devout and
that he lies ?

“Christianlike way
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IV.

BETWEEN US BE TRUTH.

Wirrout doubt, the rule of Slavery in the United
States, which began its wane as the century passed its
noon, was one legitimate and structural phase of the
country. It was the result of certain compromises
made by its builders ; and freemen had either to endure
it as best they could, or, as some of the bravest did,
take sides with the stone which the builders rejected,
against the whole fabric. But can any man in his
senses imagine that men fresh from a revolution for
Freedom would have stooped to that narrow gate and
straitened way, unless they had seen, or thought they
saw, the spacious halls of Liberty in the distance?
Would they then and there have for ever sealed the
doom of their new-born nation’s independence? Nail-
ing up a Republican in a barrel, and rolling him into
the river, would then be only a symbol of what our
fathers did for the whole nation of Republicans. Had
the Union been the mere petrifaction of its most rudi-
mental and unripe condition, a contract for the ever-
lasting retention of its tottering infancy, a compact
generating no power of self-conservation amid the emer-
gencies of the future, then the nation would have
kicked it off as a Chinese shoe, or limped with prema-
ture decrepitude to pay, ere its minority had passed,
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the debt of Nature, — dissolution. Everywhere the
limit of growth is the inauguration of death. But
the conservative principle in the Constitution was the
resource of POWER which it contained. The people
accepted the grub actual with the golden wings implied ;
and now, when the period of change has come,— now,
when the chrysalid throbs with the power which for-
bids it longer to creep,— Slavery steps forward, and
cries, “In the Devil’s name, creep for ever, or be
crushed for ever!”

True, we agreed to the worm. It was not quite
noble ; but we did it, and grievously have we answered
it. But this, through all, was our apology to the
humanity we consented to wrong,— this the one solace
to our own hearts in their pain and shame : “ The worm
is no common worm, but one with an inherent power
and right to climb te wings. For the beautiful day of
its soaring and freedom, we will bear with its present
meanness and devastation.”

There is need, that, between the star-spangled banner
and the stars with bars, a standard higher than either
should Dbe lifted, and on it the ancient motto of the
Love that is too great to conciliate, —“ BETWEEN US BE
TruTH.”

When the people of the South consented to the pre-
sent Constitution, they gained some immediate benefits
for Slavery, as we have seen; but no less did they
consent to the possible abrogation of every refuge and
cover under which Slavery was permitted to hide.
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Accepting that instrument, they consented not only to
the election of Abraham Lincoln, but to that of Wen-
dell Phillips, if three-fourths of the American people
should so much desire such a result as to change the Con-
stitution, so that Mr. Phillips could swear to support it.
South Carolina, in adopting that Constitution, pledged
ber allegiance to a power which could abolish Slavery
throughout the land. For doing all these things, the
Constitution contains definite formulas and methods, in
its power, by a sufficient majority, to supplant its own
provisions. Who does not know, unless it be a Seces-
sionist, that this power in any constitution, of alteration
and adaptation, is the measure of its lease of life?
England has floated down like an ark over the social
deluges of centuries, because her constitution was un-
written, and able to grow with the growing world.
“ England,” said Brougham, “has survived, because she
knew when to bend.”

In its susceptibility of amendment, the Constitution
recognizes the Higher Law; — the only law that never
fails to be executed. :

An ancient code provided the penalty of death for
any one who should propose any alteration of its pro-
visions : the proposer should die, even though his
alteration should be adopted. And yet proposers came,
and their dying breath winnowed that code in every
particular. Our Constitution contains no such bloody
barrier to its improvement, though the Apollyon of

Lynch-law has sought to extemporize one even in the
2%
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Senate-chamber. Whilst wisely securing thoroughness
in every radical change, by demanding a majority large
enough to place such change beyond suspicion of acci-
cent or caprice, our fathers left a doorway for the
higher laws which higher civilization must from age to
age enact. Had there been no such doorway, the walls
would have been long ago battered in under the steady
siege of Civilization.

Observe, then, men and brethren, that, in forming
this government, Slavery clutched at the strength of
the hour ; Freedom relied on the inviolable justice of the
ages. They have both had, they must have, their
reward. That it was and is thus, is apparent from the
very clauses under which Slavery claims eminent do-
main in this country: they are all written as for an
institution passing away. The sources of it are sealed
up, so far as they could be; and all the provisions for
it — the crutches by which it should limp as decently
as possible to its grave —were so worded, that, when
Slavery should be buried, no dead letter would stand
in the Constitution as its epitaph. It is even so. No
historian, a thousand years hence, could show from that
instrument that a single slave was ever held under it.
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V.
THE ORGANIC LAW.

WHEN the Secretary of State said, “ Liberty is always
in the Union,” it was a truth in the guise of indirection.
But let us not be misled into supposing the Constitu-
tion to be the fortress of Freedom, apart from those who
occupy it. Except for the equal right of occupation by
the portal of the ballot which it gives to the friends of
Freedom, its every gun can be wheeled around against
Liberty with much more ease than against Slavery. If
the present agitation should do no more than bring
about a free and frank discussion of our organic law,
and suggest the exigent demand for its improvement,
it will be worth more than it has yet cost us, or is
likely to. There has existed heretofore a popular delu-
sion, that the absolute and divine right of kings has in
America been simply transferred to a paper king; that
the Constitution is an inspired document, dealing with
every interest of its own or our or any time with ex-
haustive generalization. ‘Who can tell,” said Cicero,
“Dbut that the people may come to believe that these
stones and pictures are the gods themselves?” Just
that came to pass. So the provisions of our Constitu- .
tion, which our fathers themselves acknowledged as
necessarily partial, and in many regards temporizing,
are confused by the majority of our people with abso-
lute laws, and worshipped accordingly.

-
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But, outside of mythologies, Minervas in full armor
do not spring from the skulls even of Joves (and, in
the remote antiquity of our origin, — some sixty or
seventy years back, — all American statesmen become
Joves).

History and society repeat nothing more constantly
than the maxim of natural science, Nikil per saltum.

The Declaration of Independence has been called
a series of ¢ glittering generalities.” Low as was thé
spirit in which this phrase was uttered, it is certainly
true in a most important sense. That Declaration was
a study of the millennium; and that does not bloom on
the sapling of one revolution, nor of a thousand. Hu-
man brotherhood is in it: the instruments are scarcely
invented — surely not tuned — to render that sym-
phony. The men who announced those auroral theo-
ries of human rights went home to buy and sell their
human chattels as before. The French proverb says,
“When the saint’s day is over, farewell the saint.”
The signers of that Declaration did but make us a -
saint’s day; and it is to our credit that we rejoice in
it more than in all the days whose transactions became
the rafters of the house we live in.

It was a ¢ pattern shown in the mount,” after which
all things in the plain below were to be fashioned; but
no sooner have the tables of the law been given, and
the lightnings of revolution amid which they were an-
nounced sheathed, than the prosaic exigencies of the
hour asserted their qualifying clauses. God is great:
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Moses can approach him; a golden calf is more com-
prehensible to the multitude.

So the fiery Declaration cooled down to the wise and
wary Constitution.

It is a maxim of natural science, that things move
violently out of their places, calmly in them. Omi-
nous warnings are found in Washington’s ¢ Farewell
Address;” and our earliest state-papers show that fears
of a divorce were expressed at the marriage-altar;
which indicate that the equilibrium of elements was
even then felt to be imperfect. Under the increasing
agitations, the popular mind has been so Union-besotted,
that it has gone blindly, deeper and deeper, into the
danger it meant to avoid by clinging to the Union.
As an ideal, we should have been guided by it to a
solid shore: as an idol, we have drifted with it on the
breakers.

We may well ponder agitations which report things
out of their places. For example, Democracy is the
people governing themselves, — that is, making their
own institutions; but the provision for the rendition
of fugitives binds upon the citizens of Free States, to
a certain extent, an institution they have abrogated.
It is like forcing a horse to live upon fish. Then,
again, Democracy must have equal rights as an atmo-
spheric condition ; but, by the constitutional basis of
representation, the vote of a large slaveholder may
balance that of two or three blocks of a Northern
city.
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These elements, and one or two more that might be
named, are out of their places in-a republic; and much
of the agitation of recent years may be attributed to
the effort of the newly awakened forces of the New
World to classify themselves more naturally. = But let
us not be misunderstood here. The political situation
of the parties to the present war does mot depend in the
slightest degree upon any defects in the Constitution.
The North goes to the battle-field with a record of con-
stitutional obedience clearer than some of her best
friends could wish it. She has bowed her back to the
heaviest burdens that could be constitutionally imposed
upon her. She has been put to shame in her own
gates, through long, weary years; and consented to toil
on toward her day of deliverance by the slow, pre-
scribed paths. Fulfilling the hard legal conditions,
Freedom had climbed the hill Difficulty raised in her
path by the Constitution itself, and was near to the
gates of the beautiful palace Success, when Apollyon,
mad with envy and hate, broke through his own limits,
and prepared his darts at the very door of the chamber
named Peace. The constitutional disparagements of
Liberty have indeed roused Liberty to higher exer-
tions. She has been more in earnest than if a freeman’s
vote had been equal to a slaveholder’s. The shame of
repelling the fugitive from her door has nerved her
to the atonement she is now ready to make by the
shedding of blood; but there has been no evasion,
no overleaping of conditions, no cutting of knots she
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had agreed to untie. Boston saw the skeleton of
George I11. exhumed, bone refitted to bone, and the
grinning skull crowned in her Court House,— this so
often as she surrendered her fellow-citizens to slavery;
Cincinnati saw the Tour de Nesle rebuilt ; Ohio, under
a Republican governor, held the clothes of those who
stoned Margaret Garner and her children to death, and
said, “ Her blood be upon us and our children.”

No! Slavery now appeals to arms, because Freedom,
in her slow but steady progress, has left no informality,
no flaw, which can be seized on to reverse the deci-
sion she has gained in any higher court.

VL

THE REJECTED STONE.

Ir is the inestimable gain of our present condition,
that we have come to perceive a weak point in our
organic law, —a stone left out, and that a fundamental
one.

A disease in any body always flies to the weakest point
of that body, and thus proves what is its weakest point.

Chase the fox, and it will show you the hole in your
wall.

On either theory of the Constitution, that which
binds it back for ever to the shell it is ready to cast, or
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that which empowers it to struggle up with the strug-
gling world, — conserving its principle of life in its
principle of growth, — our nation’s present emergency
brings the whole country to the stone which the build-
ers rejected; announcing the irreversible decree, that
either we must be wrecked upon that stohe, or else
that it must be taken as the head of the corner.

That stone is, essentially, JUSTICE.

The form in which it stands for us'is THE AFRICAN
SLAVE.

The ethnologic African is nothing to us here, nor his
place in the scale, nor yet his capacity. Our fact lies in
this, that he is inevitably the third party in any con-
tract that can be made between the North and the
South. He must be presently recognized as a party to
the contract, who has already demonstrated his power
to tear it in pieces. We have already had our expe-
rience ; and, if we do not profit by it, ’tis our own loss.
Men who leap from precipices do not imperil the law of
gravitation. Obey the truth, and it comes a life-giving
sunbeam out of heaven; disobey, and it comes all the
same, but now a deadly sun-stroke.

When our national firm was consolidated, the Afri-
can’s name was left off the sign, as his right was left
out of the compact; but every year has shown his in-
creasing power in that firm. It is plain, he can be no
longer considered even a silent partner. The thunder
of his voice mutters under every home in the South
to-day. They who hear it turn pale, and say, “ Your
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nation is nothing, and worse than nothing, to us, unless
it resolve itself into a police-force for the protection of
Slavery. So soon as the monster is denied its daily
virgin, it turns to crush us.” ;

Fearful is their sincerity!" What they say is credible,
as the last words of the dying. Unless the organic law
1s so amended as to nationalize the code of Slavery, to
adopt and foster the institution, the South feels herself
to be, and is, in the midst of advancing society, like the
prisoner of the Inquisition amidst the ever-encroaching
walls of his dungeon, who could compute the minute
when they must crush him between them.

And to the North the warning of the African is
equally imperative. The North has walked behind to
strengthen those who shot their arrows at him, but has
found that every arrow was from a Tartar bow: it
has returned from its flight to plunge into those who
thought to find security in the rear. The North has,
in these last ycars, become a funeral procession fol-
lowing the hearses on which lie a fallen Literature, a
tainted Ermine, a putrid Church. On the scholars and
the orators, Slavery has brought the plague of the black-
tongue. :

The Devil’s year draws to a close. Bring out the
ledgers! See, for every man bought and sold in the
South, one was bought and sold in the North!

It is simply usecless to accuse the builders on account

of their rejection of this stone: it was too large for
3
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them to lift. Have we not been dismayed by it ? have
we not from year to year shrunk from it also? The
exigencies of a new and infant nation, requiring before
any thing else the necessities of national life and de-
fence, forbade the adjustment of any such question.
The true reason why this work was adjourned to us is
its commanding extent and grandeur. .For those who
see in this problem a question of the Negro race, its
power or weakness, can do little more than bear a
hod for the edifice that is to rise upon this Head of the
Corner. -

Ages of wrong have, like cold, hard glaciers, graven
on this lowly stone the sacred signs of the laws that
cannot be broken. Now it stands n our midst the
touchstone of every virtue.

There is a print as of nails in the African’s hands,
and a hollow wound in his side ; and, though as a sheep
before his shearers he is dumb, a voice comes from
behind him, saying, ¢ What for this least one of my
brothers you do or do not, you do or do not for me.”

The Slavery question is to take many years yet; for
it involves the most transcendent laws that infold the
earth, — eternal laws of justice and humanity, which
have not yet risen, but have only lit up the morning-
stars which sing of a new creation. That sneer so
lately heard on the street, about “the eternal nigger,”
is not without its significance : to America he has been,
and must continue to be, efernal, — even if his race
should perish from the planet. Our relations to the
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Negro make him for us the sign of eternal justice and
inviolable honor. The gift derives its sacredness from
the altar. The more lowly and incompetent that race,
the more sacred its cause to all loyal men. His plea the
Negro can only utter by the tongue or pen of other
races; but his silence is more eloquent than any tongue
or pen. He is absent from our pews; he is unfit for our
parlors: but his absence bears a more withering rebuke
to the wrong that has held him down in the ascending
world, than his presence. He can only sign his plea
with his cross-mark; but it is the indictment of human-
ity itself against us; and that sign of the cross affixed is
the double seal of his ignorance, and of the inhumanity
which has caused it. Thus the black man withdraws
before the universality of his issue, which becomes that
between absolute right and wrong. The verdict he
claims is the verdict of man as against the oppression
of a class.

Even if we cannot all see that his issue is that of the
whole world, we have surely found that it is that of
every race comprised in America. In our grief, we
remember the warning of St. Pierre, that “ man never
puts a chain about his brother’s neck, but God is sure
to put the other end of it around his own.” In our
first Revolution, we saw that the right to take one pound
implied the right to take a thousand: we have required
another to reveal that the right to enslave four millions
implies the right to enslave thirty = Again and again
we have shoved aside the importunate, widowed Africa,
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who came with shackled hand uplifted in petition; and,
now that she troubleth us, we may avenge her. Her
cause has become our own.

Therefore we would avenge her; but would we do
her justice ?

At this moment, we are inviting the thunderbolt of
subjugation by separating our own issue in the war from
that of the African as far as possible. This day,
were our part of this difficulty settled by the rebels
grounding their arms, there would be no difficulty, as
far as our rulers are concerned, in consolidating the
Union over the prostrate form of the Negro.

But the rebels have no thought of grounding their
arms ; nor will they, until they see flashing in the sun-
light a certain sword which yet sleeps in its scabbard.
And it may be long yet before that sword is un-
sheathed. For to do justice to the Negro is to lay the
corner-stone of the Republic of Man. It is nothing less.
Therefore this crisis is the most solemn hour that Eter-
nity has dialled on Time; and ages past and coming
meet here, and stand unveiled and expectant.
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VIL

CONSERVATION.

THE preservation of the Union, which is the task
now assigned the American people, and of which,
fortunately, the evasion is harder than the accomplish-
ment, must nec'essarily, at first, take the form of disin-
tegration. With destruction all life begins. The birth
of the germ is the death of the seed. The Union is
under compulsion to find its life by losing it. When
the sides of a seed-shell have fallen apart, sundered by
the springing germ, vainly shall you endeavor to rivet
them together again, and remake the old seed: they can
be re-united only by becoming loam for the new form to
which they have given birth. Every form, in any king-
dom of Nature, contains the necessity of its decay as a
form, in the germ of its perpetuity as an essence.

This is a key to the startling evolutions which have
so befogged the empirics, and before which the donkeys
have not yet found presence of mind enough to bray.
How is it, that under the banner which is inscribed
“Save the Union” are suddenly found the leaders
whose lives have been consecrated to the destruction
of the Union in the interest of Freedom ? Mr. Everett
does not yet comprehend his strange proximity to Mr.

Phillips ; and the “ New-York Herald” is confounded
: e
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at finding itself under the same flag with the “ Anti-
slavery Standard.” It is because until now the phrase
“saving the Union” was the scarecrow of cowardice:
now ’tis the watchword of heroism. It meant last
year the fatal policy of fostering the ulcer that was
eating out the life of the rcal Union: to-day it means
to lay the foundation of a nation that shall be perma-
nent, because founded on the rock of justice.

The soul of Nature has given one wave of its wand
over this land; and, in the presence of this Prospero,
the semi-brute Caliban and the winged Ariel start forth
upon one service. All around us are the treacherous
Calibans growling over the work they are forced to do,
stung and maddened by the Ariels who sweep on with
joy to the loyal task whose fulfilment marks the day of
their own liberation also.

Do we realize the straits and sorrows to which a
large class of our fellow-citizens are reduced? I refer
to the large and much-respected class of Sitlers on the
Fence.

" These have come to grief. ¢ Sitting on the fence,”
once the symbol of earthly ease and repose, has now
become the most distressing of attitudes.

Constant abrasions on each side have made the Fence
so razor-like, that one who sits on it is in imminent dan-
ger of being cut in two.

In the South, if any one attempts to sit on it, he is
compelled to ride for eternity upon its top-rail: in the
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North, owing to the recent employment of a distin-
guished maker of rails to repair the Fence, and the
consequent shaking, any repose thercon is impossible to
any politician less skilful than M. Blondin.

VIIL

COMPROMISE.

THE agitation of the South in awaking from the stu-
por into which the Black Drug threw her, when new
markets raised the price of slaves, learning now, for the
first time since she signed the Compact, the nature and
extent of the power wherewith it has all along been in
gestation, is most natural.

The instinct of Slavery is wiser than the conscious-
ness of the Republican party, which is so eager to deny
any dissatisfaction with Slavery where it exists; oppos-
ing it only where it doesn’t exist.

The naturalists tell us that every animal knows by
instinct, and at first sight, the animal that naturally
preys upon it. The mouse just born, which has never
seen any animal, will show every sign of terror at sight
of a cat, whilst calm enough before other animals. The
instinet of the Southern mouse tells true when it recog-
nizes that Freedom never yot rested, never can rest,
quiet with its eye upon a slave.



32 THE REJECTED STONE.

It is very plain, that if, in ten years, had the normal
progress of the country continued, three-fourths of the
people had been found determined on taking advantage
of their constitutional authority to abolish Slavery, such
a result would not have been outside of the ratio in
which the antislavery sentiment has increased since
Hale and Julian, twelve years ago, received less than
two hundred thousand votes on the platform that now
rules in the Capitol.

Slavery, with the keen sense of a savage, lays its ear
to the ground, and hears in those ballots falling for
Abraham Lincoln the fatal tramp of many centuries,
the mustering for liberty of the ages that take no step
backward. 1t does not pause even to listen to the pro-
testations of Freedom’s picket-guard, that her grand .
army will never invade the sacred soil of constitutional
oppression ; cares not to inquire whether they are
honest or otherwise ; knows better ; prepares to defend
every inch of its bloody deck, every fetter in its coffle.
Thank God for that savage instmet, which, when as yet
there was no North, saved us from the deadly evils that
spring from the making of promises that Fate must for
ever forbid us to keep !

The Republican party was doubtless sincere in its
eager denial of any intent to interfere with Slavery in
. the States, even through legal and constitutional formu-
las; for even our President consented, in his inaugural,
to offer this filthy coin, slipped by Seward into his
hand, to purchase a Union, when the very fact of its
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having to be purchased, even with a half-dime, would
prove it already gone.

The power which controls the country and the world
— the power which has put forth ten thousand parties
like summer-leaves, and shed them when their autumn
came, itself remaining rooted and fixed in the stratum
that changes not— has already exculpated the Repub-
lican party from any suspicion of ulterior intent; by
raising up a nobler one to take its place. At a little
town in Ohio, where they had two poles with party-flags
flying from them;-the people, when they heard the boom
of a shot falling in Fort Sumter, went to the common,
cut down the two poles, tore away the flags, spliced the
poles into one, which they raised with oxe flag on it.
This is a symbol of a process, which, somewhat more
slowly, but rapidly enough, has been for some months
going on with the parties. The electric power of pa-
triotism is bringing from cach some contribution to the
forces of Liberty. The Republican party needed this
solvent as well as others. It was no sooner in power
than it began to go the way of all parties. Hear a
parable thercof.

There was a young man, as the story runs, whose
mistress was extremely ill. Anxious and distressed, he
went forth to seek a physician able to cure her. On the
way, he was offered, and purchased at a large price, a
talisman, which had the magic quality of revealing to
its possessor all disembodied spirits. With this he ap-
proached the doors of the most distinguished physicians
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of Paris. All above and about their doors, he saw, by
the aid of his talisman, the ghosts of those who had
departed this life under their practice. Spirits with
pill-boxes, spirits with syringes, with lancets, with wet
sheets, all spurted, and cut at, and sought to douse, the
unconscious doctors, whenever they appeared at their
doors. Presently the young man, after wandering in
despair from door to door of the celebrities, paused be-
fore that of a physician, over which he saw two — only
two — very mild-seeming spirits. The contrast with the
doors of other doctors pleased him. ¢ Here,” he said,
“must be an able physician. Only two have died under
his charge; and they may have been too far gone before
he was called in.” The young man entered, and told
his fear and distress: “ O sir!” he cried, “ my only hope
is in you.” —‘“ And why,” asked the happy doctor, “do
you trust in me?” —* Ah replied the youth, unwill-
ing to mention his talisman, “ have I not heard your re-
putation for success in difficult cases bruited throughout
the city ?” —“ Good heavens ! ” exclaimed the astounded
doctor,— “my reputation ! 'Why, I have not been in
Paris but ecight days, and never had but two patients
in my life!” The young man remembered the two he
had seen over the door, and rushed from the room in
despair.

No wonder the country hurried away from such spirit-
haunted doors as those of Dr. Democrat, Dr. Whig, and
Dr. Know-nothing. But, over Dr. Republican’s door,
there was a ghost before he had been in Washington a
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week ; and he never had but one patient in his life. He
inaugurated his practice in that city by proposing to
the States to adopt, as a part of the Constitution, the
most essentially unrepublican feature that could be
inserted in any organic code ; namely, a fetter binding
the people for ever from any alteration of their Consti-
tution as it concerns Slavery in the States. Jeff. Davis
will never give this nation so deadly a stab as would the
adoption of that provision by the people. In twenty-
five years, the very swords which now defend the Union
would be turned toward its heart.

If Compromise — that old serpent ever coiling about
the tree of life — has been baffled this time, it is not
because the party in power did not yield to his seduc-
tions. Enough secret correspondence went on at Wash-
ington, which it will, for a long time, be * incompatible
with public (i.e. Cabinet) interest” to publish. (Alas!
we need it not: the ¢ Campbell and Seward Letters”
are already too much!) It now appears that the ser-
pent only desired time to wound our heel. Four months
he got, against the protest of the nation, and planted his
fang just where he aimed.

A compromise with the South has now been shown as
impossible as a compact with a maniac. It is all the
more so when the maniac has a method in his madness,
and a sufficient reason for it.

Are men fit to lead and rule the forces now roused
into action in this country, who talk of ¢ this wanton and
unnecessary rebellion”? Stupid!
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There never was a more religiously earnest, delibe-
rate, consistent, and necessary rebellion. Is it not as
much the nature and mission of the thorns to spring up
and choke the good seed sown in their midst, as it is
the nature and mission of the honest soil to bring forth
thirty, sixty, or a hundred fold? Slavery has never
departed from its normal development. Its exaspera-
tion is the legitimated result of the exasperation of
Freedom. It is always the sun itself that calls up the
cloud that would obscure it.

“The South has been told lies about us and our de-
signs.” Not at all. The South understands us better
than we do ourselves. They see that politicians have
not awakened the forces that have made them, and
cannot put them to sleep as they will. They have seen
a man, with a price set on his head, setting up his ¢ Libe-
rator 7 in an attic, with a Negro boy to help him, — now
dipping his pen to announce the decapitation of Slavery
under the guillotine erected by himself. They have
seen millions kneel and weep at the uplifted scaffold of
a man who struck at the heart of Slavery, and knew
better than the cautious Secretary, who said that the
hero was “justly hung,” that, the restraints removed,
they would have scen then what they saw a week ago,
— twenty thousand freemen gathered on the spot where
John Brown died and singing, —

% May Heaven’s smile look kindly down
Upon the grave of old John Brown!”
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Iready they heard the cartmen and boatmen of New
York and Boston singing to the ring of steel,—

% John Brown’s knapsack is strapped upon his back
His soul’s marching on!”

They counted each new face which came to the Senate
or the House to stand for a principle, which, a few years
since, it was a disgrace, or worse, to whisper; until
from the Illinois grave of Lovejoy, and on the anniver-
sary of his martyrdom, the conviction for which he died
was called by two millions of men, and lifted as the
standard of the nation.

They have watched, step by step, the steady, unim-
pulsive progress by which the people of America, against
all the interests so often controlling,— the mercantile
interest, the church interest, the political interest, the
prayer of peace, —marched forward from year to year
to the music of Liberty. They looked straight into the
eye of Destiny, and saw that the time must surely come
when the free tongue of the ballot would be touched
with a live coal from the altar of the American heart;
and, though over a devastated land, would at length
thunder to the world the law of Freedom and Humanity.

They knew that Humanity’s eyes are in its forehead,
not in its occiput; that revolutions go not backward.

The South was. right, entirely right, in seeing that
the election of Lincoln was the signing of the death-
warrant of Slavery in the Union. Itis of nouse smooth-

ing matters to the patient who feels the hectic spot
4
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burning on his cheek. No doubt, this first Republican
Administration would have been more tender with
Slavery than others: so do we humor and indulge, to
the top of their bent, those whose graves are near.

But on the day when the nation decided jfor the princi-
ple, that Slavery had a right to be treated only as local
property, and then with no more favor than other pro-
perty, it touched the seat of life.

Slave property does not rest on the same basis with
other property; and, under the same treatment, must
inevitably pass away.

Its recovery, when astray, cannot be trusted to the
laws and courts by which recovery of other property is
easy.

It is not natural property, but the creature of enact-
ment : consequently it cannot live on indifference. A
mother cannot leave the child born without arms to
make what way it can along with those who have two.
Slavery has grown strong by being the darling of the
Government : it can now live by nothing less.

Our leaders cannot yet bring themselves to treat
slave-owners with no more consideration than cow-
owners or house-owners. Would a general offer his
army to recover a flock of sheep which had taken to
their heels, affrighted by his advancing army? Would
a commander turn aside from an invasion to crush out
with an iron hand the army-worm, if it were devastating
the wheat of a field by which he was passing? Would
any “Order No. 37 be issued to repel a thousand fugi-
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tive horses which should escape from a rebel regiment,
and approach our lines ?

Where confiscation must touch the slaves of armed
rebels,— more perilous, as they are to us, than thrice
their value in other forms of property, — Congress halts,
hesitates, mixes, then, holding its nose, swallows. This
overweening tenderness is the meat on which this our
Caesar has fed that he hath grown so great. Mr. Breck-
enridge truly called it a bill for the abolition of Slavery.
Now, wherever our flag makes its way, liberty to every
slave must go with it. This is theory, however: actual
emancipation comes later. “He found thereon nothing
but leaves; for the time of figs was not yet.”

In the present conflict, Slavery has been more candid
than we could have claimed. It has not, with the
Northern traitors, based its secession upon personal-
liberty bills. In some regions, it has acknowledged the
Fugitive-slave Law to be unconstitutional : but every-
where it has not failed to perceive that any State bill
must be considered constitutional, unless the appointed
court declares it otherwise; and has craved no such
decision, even with a court suited to its purposes. It
has not based its movement on any abridgment of ter-
ritorial rights. It has frankly acknowledged, that its
very existence is incompatible with the existence of
free government and popular suffrage. The ballot-box
is its coffin. It demands girdling this year: it may de-
mand hewing down the next. It certainly will.

In what attitude does all this place the North?
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A mother fled from Moscow in a sledge drawn by an
Arab steed. At her breast, folded warm from the cold
of the bitter night, she held her babe. Then came the
wolf upon her track, with its terrible howl. Fast and
faster sped the sledge over the frozen snow ; but the
hungry wolf gained on her. Piece by piece, she cast
behind all the provision she had: the wolf devoured
each, but, with hunger only whetted, rushed onward
after the mother and her child. And now, when it was
close upon hér, she unwrapped the babe that nestled so
near her heart, and cast it to the wolf.

Unnatural mother ! would it not have been better,
than thus to have purchased for thyself a life of shame,
to have turned thyself to grapple with the wolf, and
committed thy babe to the Arab steed and to God?

"Tis but a picture of America, with hungry Slavery
howling after her. Swift and relentless, it has pursued
her. To it she has cast territory after territory; to
it she has cast her treasures, and much of her best
blood. She has seized from weaker nations around her
that with which she thought to iatiate the monster:
she has seized the panting fugitive, there with halo of
divinity about him, and torn him from the horns of God’s
altar, to cast to the wolf. Insatiable, it presses nearer,
and prepares for the final leap.

And now the question is, Shall America cast to the
wolf her own sacred child,— Liberty ?

No!

O my brothers! a thousand times, No! Let the mo-
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ther, let America, turn to cope with Slavery, though
she be torn asunder; but let the holy child Liberty,
over all, be saved!

This, then, being the moral situation of the two
parties, each knowing the very existence of the other
to be its own destruction, the very field of compromise
is the field of battle.

Freedom and Slavery have been hugging each other
so hard, that it has grown to a death-hug.

We need not fear negotiation too much: in this stage
of the conflict, any compromise will be only a flag of
truce. Some timid officials, wishing to get out of the
region of “villanous saltpetre,” may send out such a
flag, and gain an armistice for a few months or years;
but, the end cannot come until Slavery or Liberty lies
slain.

It is written, “ Righteousness and Peace have kissed
each other.” Sixty centuries of experience have added,
“Unrighteousness and War are forever linked together.”

Can any compromiser promise us, as the result of his
plan, any thing else than the old ¢ irrepressible conflict 7 ?
You must cut the heart out of every thinker and
reformer in America ere you get any thing else; and
resistance is the multiplication-table of Reform.

Is this, then, as some affirm, the swelling of a flood
that shall presently subside again?

A traveller came to a river; and, being unable to ford
4*
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it, he sat down on its banks, saying, “I will wait until
the river has flowed by.” He waited long; he built
him a house there; and when the traveller’s bones were
traces of white lime, and the house marked only by the
luxuriance of weeds on its site, the river was still flow-

ing by.

Let America scorn to adjourn for her children in the
future the task now assigned her: she is too old in
sorrow already not to know that a postponement is all
she can effect, even if the Kind Hand has not removed
that temptation. “The cup that my Father hath given
me to drink, shall T not drink it?” Not to be evaded,
nor dashed aside, nor spilled, was it given.

Hail, hail to thee, Messiah of nations, — thou who com-
est from Edom with thy garments dyed red! With
thee go the blessings, for thee rise the prayers, of noble
hearts all over the world, as thou goest forth steadfastly
to tread the wine-press prepared by Destiny for thy
feet, knowing not the wine that shall come, only that it
shall make glad the heart of man. O my Country! there
is a path that leads from Gethsemane, Garden of Agony,
up to the snow-pure summit of Tabor, Mount of Trans-
figuration. There shall thy nobler children rear for
thee the tabernacles of the Past, the Present, and the
Future.
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IX.

BROKEN.

Ix an old law-book — older than the Constitution, or
the Missouri Compromise, or the Omnibus Bill — it is
written of the Rejected Stone, ¢ Whosoever shall fall on
this stone shall be broken ; but, on whomsoever it shall fall,
it will grind him to powder.”

Against the strong arm of this Universe hold out as
we may, at length to its behest we must be broken.
The Pheenician replies to the lightning with arrows: at
last, men return their arrows to the quiver, and lift the
lightning-rod for protection. Canute lashes the advan-
cing tide: at last, men note the high-water mark, and
build far enough beyond it. So we yield in the end.

Broken ! ’Tis no threat; ’tis no violence. The
shuck of the wheat is broken under the flail, that the
grain may be separated ; the grain itself is broken, that
bread may be kneaded. Even so it is with nations:
under the flails of God, they, too, must lie; upon his
mill-stone, for ever revolving, they must be broken.

“ Though the mills of God grind slowly,
Yet they grind exceeding small.”

In the pride of our progress, in the ruddy strength of
our youth, we lost the one thread that links the present
to the past: we neglected the ever-accumulating tradi-
tion, that Justice alone can really exalt a nation; that
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Justice, being overturned, will overturn. A few years
ago, our leading statesman announced that there was a
higher law than any human code. An angry echo from
every point of our national compass growled back upon
him ; the majority of the nation defied the supreme
right, until he who brought the tables of that higher
law was compelled to break them. Our fathers, kneel-
ing with reverence before the sublime fact, still fresh in
the wonder of nations, that a handful of men had been
able to repel the strongest of nations, simply by the
power of rectitude in their cause to engender super-
human strength, had recognized the law higher than
that which they framed, and left open the door of
amendment whereby new revelations might enter. But
our nation declared for nullification of the laws of God.
It declared for injustice. It announced that the black
man had no right that the white man was bound to
respect. It enacted that every American, when called
on by an arch slave-hound, should at once get down on
allfours, and become a slave-hound. It went on from
whorl to whorl of corruption; it drew near to the bottom-
less pit; when suddenly the Great IIand rescued it from
the nearly completed death, and cast it upon a glorious
Revolution to be broken.

Did we think to gain any thing by consenting to sell
our brother to the Igyptian, heeding not his cries and
tears? Lo! a mighty famine is in the land, and the
lost Joseph is seen clothed with the power of locking
up all the produce and wealth of the country.
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Begin on the lowest plane,— for some are oxen, and
must be led by hay,—and ponder well the ¢ broken”
fortunes of this country, resulting from its proud con-
ceit that it could outwit the equity of the Universe.
A pre-Esopian fable relates that there was a fox who
espied a garden of luscious grapes. To this garden,
however, he could find but one opening; and that was
too small to admit his somewhat portly dimensions.
The grapes were very tempting: what could Reynard
do? He hit upon a plan: he would fast until he
became lean enough to get through the hole to the
garden. Each day he tried, and on the third day found
himself sufficiently reduced to enter. Judge how the
hungry, halfsstarved rogue enjoyed those delicious
grapes. But, hark! there is the sound of a farmer’s
voice: surely that was the distant bay of a dog!
Master Fox finds that his plan is not altogether safe:
the close fence was built to exclude foxes. He hastens
to the hole ; but, alas! he finds that the hole which was
large enough to admit <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>