HENRY DAVID THOREAU.

lusty days, and was never so happy
as when arrayed against strong men
a.nd. stronger 1sms. In our time, when
radicalism has become a force, and is
no longer regarded as a crime ; when
1ts leaders have developed into admin-
1strators of departments in the public
service, and have helped to carry on
the great affairs of State in the gov-
ernment of countries, Thoreau, even
with modified opinions, would not be
looked upon as an attainted man. 1In
his day, he was an Abolitionist, and
sternly opposed to all tariffs, and every
variety of slavery, political as well as
.llurpan. _ The traffic in the black man,
Which disgraced his country, was an
abomma.tion which he could not de-
nounce in terms of sufficient severity.
: e Joined the anti-slavery party, when

0do 50 was to incur the bitter hatred
of many good men. Thoreau did not
care. He felt a burst of sympathy
tugging at his heart when old John
Brown succumbed to the tap of author-
1ty on his shoulder. The hero was
arrested, and Thoreau felt the mad,
radical rebellious blood in his veins,
;')Vm'n_llng.every_ pulse and fibre and
hurmng into his brain like a flame.
}.e Sent out notices to nearly every

touse in Concord, and told the people
that he would speak on the great ques-
tion in the public hall on Sunday
ivelllqg, and he invited all to come and

earhim.  Even the Abolitionist Com-
mittee trembled at his daring, and the
Republican Committee felt a sinking
at the heart. They put their heads
together, and advised Henry Thoreau
not to be too premature in the matter.
It was not advisable to speak publicly
of J o};_n Brown and bis character and
condition. The time was not ripe,
they thought, just yet. They coun-
§‘elled delay; wait, they all said. But
Ivhorea,u, roused tu white heat, said no.
Not speak next Sunday night, and the
People mad to hear the story of John
Brown ?  And so he sent to the trem-
b!mg committee men this message: “1I
did not ask you for advice, but an-
nounced that I would speak.” And
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speak he did, and the hall had never
before held such an audience as he ad-
dressed on that memorable occasion.
The crowds came from far and near,
and Thoreau’s earnest eulogy of the
old martyr of Harper's Ferry was
listened to with a sympathy and a
respect which surprised the Abolition-
ists themselves. Some of them took
courage from this exhibition, and
Thoreau’s speech was the first gun
fired in Concord in behalf of the black
man’s cause.

Among other things which he said
on that night, were these: “I am here
to plead his cause with you. I plead,
not for his life, but his character, his
immortal life ; and so it becomes your
cause wholly, and not his in the least.
I see now that it was necessary that

‘the bravest and humanest man in the

country should be hanged. Perhaps
he saw it himself. I almost fear that
I may yet hear of his deliverance,
doubting if a prolonged life, if any
life, can do as much good as his death.”
And, . after John Brown had been
hanged, Thoreau said, feelingly and
tenderly : —

¢ On the day of his translation, I heard, to he
sure, that he was hung, but I did not know what
that meant ; I felt no sorrow on that account ;
but not for a day or two did I even hear that he
was dead, and not after any number 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. I nev. r
hear of a man named B-own now—and I hear of
them pretty often,— I never hear of any particularly
hrave 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 alive than
he ever was. He has earned immortality. He is
not confined to North Elba nor to Kansas. He is
no Jonger working in secret. He works in public,
in the clearest light that shines in this land.”

Thoreau lacked geniality and sun-
niness of disposition, charms which
never, fail to win friends and lovers.
He had too much acid in his nature,
and he did not always succeed in keep-
ing the acid out of his books. He was
a bookish man as well as a naturalist.
The animals of the brush possessed
more of his heart than the men he met
in the streets, or the women at whose
homes he dropped in now and then,



