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286 THE LAST DAYS OF JOHN BROWN.

at such a time it passed through Philadelphia, and by
Saturday night had reached New York. Thus, like a
meteor it-shot through the Union from the Southern re-
gions toward the North ! No such freight had the cars
borne since they carried him Southward alive.

On the day of his translation, I heard, to be sure, that
he was kung, but I -did not know what that meant; I
felt no sorrow on that account ; but not for a day or two

'did T even kear that he was dead, and not after any num-

ber of days shall I believe it. Of all the men who were
said to be my contemporaries, it seemed to me that John

Brown was the only one who kad not died. 1 never _
hear of a man named Brown now, — and I hear of them

pretty often, — I never hear of any particularly brave
and earnest man, but my first thought is of John Brown,
and what relation he may be to him. I meet him at
every turn. He is:more alivegthan ever he was. He
has earned immortality. He is not confined to North
Elba nor to Kansas. He is no longer working in secret.
He works in public, and in the clearest light that
shines on this land. i

THE END.
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