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It seems beyond the realms of romance that but a 
few years ago in this free United States it was 
common for fathers to sell their children, for sons 
to sell their brothers and their sisters, and that the 
South was given over to a traffic to abominable as to 
be beyond the power of expressing in the American 
vocabulary, when even a Jefferson brought his own 
child under the hammer, selling her at public 
auction at New Orleans because she had the blush 
of the African upon her beautiful face. Under these 
circumstances does any one wonder that a band of 

men like John Brown, Wendell Phillips, Charles Sumner, eodore D. 
Weld, William Lloyd Garrison and others equally well known have gone 
down in history as the noblest of God’s creation, men who braved 
howling mobs, whose violence would have struck terror to many other 
brave men not imbued with the great idea of emancipation and the 
abolishment of a color line, an whose purposes would have [???] before 
the great public sentiment of the times had they not been possessed of the 
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God-given power which right gives to the few against the wrongs of the 
many. 

Many of these men, and women, too, have gone to their reward, their 
memories vanished by a grateful people, whose happy faces as they tread 
unfettered on their upward journey to a higher civilization on an equality 
with a race once their masters, reflecting the work of this second 
generation of the fathers of American liberty. Some of these abolitionists 
it has been my privilege to have known. With what pleasure do I recall 
conversations with Wendell Phillips, when with flashing eye he has told of 
the enormities of the oppression of his colored brothers, and eodore 
Dwight Weld, the subject of my sketch,  that grand old man, whom to 
know is to love, who has lived to see the accomplishment of an unpopular 
cause, a man who has devoted strength, expended money and risked 
reputation in his successful efforts to enlighten his countrymen and bring 
about a great moral reform and who now with well rounded years is 
patiently waiting the call of his master. 
 Although Mr. Weld's name is familiar to the older people throughout 
the country, his great modesty and positive aversion to publicity has 
precluded this generation from an intimate acquaintance with his life, 
there being no biography published and he having refused many the 
information which he lately furnished the writer, who  
spent many happy hours in his genial presence as surrounded in his 
library by his books and work, he travelled back in memory over the 
many incidents of his life of intense work for mankind. 
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 eodore Dwight Weld was born at Hampton, Conn., Nov. 3, 1803, 
and from that time until now his life has been a living romance, such as 
falls to the lot of but few men. All through his career Mr. Weld has been a 
stanch abolitionist and is almost the last of that band of patriots who 
braved the mobs during those anti-slavery times which included such 
names as Wendell Phillips, William Lloyd Garrison and men of their high 
standard, making speeches 

in Defiance of Public Opinion, 
and suffering all kinds of indignities, for the sake of the principle which 
he was always in readiness to advocate. 
 His first lessons in this zealous championship of the colored race 
occurred when he was but six years old, when attending school in  
Connecticut. A little colored boy was admitted as a pupil, whose lessons 
were recited separately, and he was also given a back seat, where he was 
oen sent with a [???]. Young Weld had never seen a human being before 
with a black skin, and the indignities with which he was treated drew 
immeasurably upon his sympathetic nature, and in him the little Jerry 
had a champion who bravely stood up for him upon all occasions, even 
going so far as to sitting beside him, and playing with him in his solitary 
games, for which he was ostracized and jeered at by the other boys who 
used to shout at him: “eodore Weld is a n[****]r.” From that day to this 
Mr. Weld has been an abolitionist, and in our conversation said he never 
had any prejudices to overcome. 
 Mr. Weld was educated at Hamilton College, aerwards studying 
theology at Lane Seminary, Cincinnati, O. He headed the [exodus?] of 
most of the students of that institution to Oberlin on account of the 
suppression of an anti-slavery society by the board of trustees. He 
aerwards became an anti-slavery lecturer, and during that time 
discussed slavery and colonization. e occasion of the revolt was that a 
number of students attending college, many of whom were sons of 
slaveholders, formed an anti-slavery society. e trustees got scared, and 
the people in Cincinnati were scared too, and the trustees got together 
and passed rules prohibiting even talking about abolition at the dinner-
table or elsewhere. “We were determined,” Mr. Weld said, “we would not 
submit, and we rebelled and asked for dismissal from the seminary.” 
 “e first six or eight months aer this revolt I lectured in Ohio 
opposite the plantations of Kentucky, and at every meeting was assaulted 
by a mob, and I can literally say that I was either in a mob or going from 
one mob to another continuously. I forgot to say at this time abolitionists 
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were a wicked set, and we could not hire or get into any hall or church to 
lecture, so I gave up lecturing under cover and spoke in the open air, with 
overcoat and mittens, it being the winter season. At these meetings they 
would come out to fight us and throw dead cats, and as they couldn’t find 
any spoiled eggs, they threw fresh ones at us. is constant lecturing in 
the open air, with its concomitant turmoil, was a tax upon my voice, and 
it tapered down to a whisper, and I then had to stop. During the first to 
years in 1833–1[83]5 my voice choked me off so that I couldn’t lecture, 
and for 20 years I was connected with the Anti-Slavery office in New 
York, editing anything not periodical, books. pamphlets, etc. I had a habit 
of speaking extemporaneously, and as my trouble kept on until the war 
came on, 1felt such an  

Ache in My Bones, 
I wanted to do something to help the nation. I knew I could read and 
write without bringing on my old ailment, which was occasioned by 
talking viciously and tempestuously which many young men did. When 
the war broke out I prepared a number of lectures on the state of the 
country,  taking for my subject rebels and loyal people. Meanwhile 
Garrison and Phillips, knowing that I was doing something. wrote me 
that eodore Parker, who had been preaching in Music Hall, had gone to 
Italy, and they wanted me to speak in his place, which I did. I lectured a 
good deal, and the old irritation of the throat recurring, I had to stop 
again. Meantime 1 went to New Hampshire in 1862 during the darkest 
period of the war, and lectured in the campaign at Concord, Nashua, 
Portsmouth and many other places. Aer that I couldn’t venture to go 
back to my old habits.  
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 “In 1841 I got a letter from Mr. Giddings, an anti-slavery man from 
Ohio, and ex-Governor Slade from Washington, saying they were going 
to get up a series of resolutions, and wanted me to come on. I went over 
and spent several months. One resolution discussing certain legal 
questions was published in the Boston Post, which if if had been known 
as coming from an abolitionist would never have been published. My 
friend, Mr. Calhoun, said to me, let me have a copy of that and I will send 
it to Buckingham—I think—of the Post, and he will put it in, and Mr. 
Calhoun sent it to Boston under his frank, and it was signed Pendleton. 
ey thought it was quite important. Well, then I went home and they 
wrote for me again aer several months, and I returned, doing various 
things in connection with them. At this time there was a petition received 
from people in Haverhill, Mass, sent to John Quincy Adams then a 
member of the House aer he had relinquished the presidency, praying 
“that as they were required to bear the opprobrium of slavery. they 
begged that the North and the South be divided, and that the South go its  
way and the North its way.” is petition Mr. Adams brought before the 
House, and it immediately brought down upon his innocent head a 
torrent of abuse. Hon.. J. B. Marshall. representative from Kentucky, who 
had already gained a great reputation. moved that Mr. Adams be 
censured, because he had entered the objectionable petition. Mr Adams 
didn’t believe in the petition, and would have voted against it, but he 
believed he was under sacred obligations, and he presented it, creating a 
profound sensation. Action, however, was put off until the next day. All 
the anti-slavery people boarded at the same place, I along with the rest, 
and that evening they called a meeting, during which we voted to offer  
our services to him in anything we could do, as he was feeble, and we 
thought it cruel to tax him so much. Mr. Giddings, another whom I forget 
and myself were appointed a committee to meet him, but when the time 
came both these men were unable to go. So I went alone. I went to Mr. 
Adams—he by the way, was in Cambridge College with my father, and 
had told me previously that my grandfather had baptised him in the half 
way covenant when a babe, so when I met him he recognised me as a son 
of his college mate, and was glad to welcome me. I told him two 
gentlemen and myself had been appointed a committee to offer him our 
service in his sudden emergency, and with tears in his eyes, he answered, 
‘I am under deep obligations for this great kindness.’ ere are a number 
of things I should like. One is a French book which contains a decision on 
a similar case to this. ere is but one copy in the country, and that is in 
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the possession of Mr. King, editor of the New York American, and as he 
said the trial would last several days there was plenty of time to send by 
mail for it, as there was no telegraph then. He then said: ‘'e librarian is 
sick, and as it is necessary to expedite matters, I will tell you where several 
books are involving the same principle. Get and put these books under 
my seat, before the time of opening Congress.”  

 “Now I want to show you what a marvelous memory this great man 
had.” He then proceeded to tell me, 'I want such a book; you will find it in 
an alcove No. — on le as you enter, fourth near end. I want another—
and so on he gave me the names and places of the desired books. I found 
each book as he had described it, and saw them piled up under his desk, 
ready for his reference. Lord Morpeth son of the Duke of Carlyle, was 
there and sat next to me with eyes turned up to Mr. Adams admiringly 
and lovingly and heard the discussion through.  
 Suddenly Mr. Adams arose and said, ‘Mr. Speaker, I have heard in the 
House of Lords and Parliament the best debaters in Old England. I have 
heard Burke and that marvel Charles James Fox, the greatest debater in 
the British Parliament, but I am compelled to say I never heard eloquence 
from any of them  

Superior to the Gentleman from Kentucky 
against me,,” and le his desk with eyes ablaze. 
 Mr. Adams had selected from the books part of Washington’s farewell 
address, and other subjects, which fitted right into the nick of his 
argument, and would call upon the clerk to read such a thing. When he 
got to the point where the sentence admirably fitted his case, he would say 
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in tones of thunder, “Stop there! read that again! Stop there! read that 
again! Stop there! read that again!” repeating it three times, and then went 
on. e effect on the house was wonderful, and a slaveholder who was not 
inclined to anti-slavery, said the petition should not be refused. When the 
vote was taken the vote for censure was mighty scanty. 
 “I spoke or attempted to speak once in Georges county in Ohio. e 
deputy sheriff had charge of the State House and was inclined to 
abolition. At any rate, we succeeded in getting permission to go into the 
court room and hold our meeting. I had only been on the judge’s bench 
for a few minutes when I heard the regular tramp, tramp coming up from 
the lower story. It kept coming nearer, and soon four abreast, the mob 
came into the room and up to the platform, crowding me carefully right 
along until I came to some steps, when I was forced down the stairs. ey 
then crowded in amongst the abolitionists gathered and gradually 
crowded them out. Just as I came down the stairs I met an earnest young 
man who said his schoolhouse was open, and if went right over there I 
could fill it with my friends and the mob could not get in. We soon got 
together in this schoolhouse, and nearly filled it with abolitionists, when 
the mob got wind of it and came over in body, pushing themselves in, 
bringing with them sleigh bells, tin pans, cat calls and dogs, one young 
fellow bringing with him a tin trumpet six feet long, crowding right up 
beside me. I began to talk when the horn commenced to toot, tin pans to 
rattle and the sleigh bells to ring, and the men took hold of the dogs ears, 
which they pulled, and the dogs commenced to bark. All I could do was 
to stop until they got tired, and then I managed to get in some words, 
when the din would commence again. I told them they were using their  
best weapon. If they had any just cause they would stand up and discuss 
it, and that is about the length of my sentences, as they would all repeat 
their noise at every opportunity, and 1was obliged to wait until they 
cooled off. I don’t recollect what I said, but the circumstances supplied 
what came, and I hurled it at them, and the mob was shamed, and one 
man undertook to discuss it, but when they found their champion was 
getting the worst of it they commenced all ever again, and as I had all the 
facts, religion, Declaration of Independence, and bills of right at my 
tongue's end, I could overwhelm them, and they kept on until it began to 
grow dark, when they slid off and went away. at evening I lectured at 
Painesville, eight or ten miles below, where the mob followed and, 
augmented by the local additions, repeated their work, but as I was in the 
church and occupied pulpit, I got the best of them. at night I stopped at 
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Deacon  Peppont’s, and they gathered about the house and made the 
night hideous.”  
 I asked Mr. Weld if he was personally acquainted with John Brown. 
He said: “I met him once going up the street in Boston. I did not at first 
know him. but I was so much impressed by his appearance that I watched 
and followed him around several corners, asking several who that man 
was, and was told that it was John Brown, and that makes me think of an 
anecdote Elizur Wright told me one day. Elizur Wright went to school 
with John Brown, and knew him well. One day in school John Brown 
dared all the boys in school to snowball against him. ey accepted the 
challenge but 

John Brown’s Battery Was So Tremendous 
that he drove them all off." 
 Mr. Weld, with a merry twinkle in his eye, said that during the war 
somebody got out an alleged biography of his life, in pamphlet form, 
professing to give his history. “In this pamphlet it said I was a pirate and 
sailed about the West India Islands and lay in wait, and with blunderbuses 
and knives would seize vessels, scuttle them and send passengers and 
vessel to the bottom, and aer sailing about some time come into New 
York and got up a mob and raided a flour store, aerwards bringing the 
barrels into the streets, knocking the heads in, when the flour was taken 
by Irish women, who came with pails and pans to carry it away. is was 
during the bread riots when flour was $16 per barrel. e only foundation 
for the story was that  I was in New York at the time, and Abolitionists 
were wicked people at that time, and people would swallow anything. It 
was on a par with the stories told at that time about us and our cause, and 
as I was a minister’s son, and minister’s sons were generally accorded 
scapegraces, all sorts of indignities were heaped upon me and my 
defenceless followers. 
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 During my lecturing tour I had a continuous fight to prevent the titles 
“Hon.,” “Judge,’” and others being affixed to my name, many times they 
announcing me as Hon. Mr. Weld of New Jersey, and the first thing I 
always did upon opening my lecture was to tell them that a true sailor 
never sailed under false colors, and that I had never held office except as 
roadmaster in New Jersey and superintendent of schools. is seemed to 
make no difference, as in the next paper the same expression would creep 
in and it was only a week ago that I was addressed as “Rev.” 
 Mr. Weld has written many pamphlets against slavery and several 
volumes, among which were: “e Bible Against Slavery,” “Slavery as It 
Is,” and “e Power of Congress Over the District of Columbia.” 
 On May 14, 1838, Mr. Weld was married to Angelina Emily Grimke, 
in Philadelphia. Miss Grimke came of an aristocratic Southern family, 
and her name was well known among the anti-slavery people of this 
country. Miss Grimke became a resident of Philadelphia, when, with her 
sister Sarah, she joined the Society of Friends in 1828, becoming well 
known in connection with the emancipation of a number of slaves in 
1836, whom she inherited from her parents. She was also joint authoress 
with Sarah of several books. To this wedding many abolitionists were 
invited and all colors represented, from black to brown and quadroon to 
octoroon, the colored people being mostly the descendants of slaves in 
Judge Grimke’s family.  
 is marriage was solemnized at the house of Anna R. Frost. By the 
laws of Pennsylvania neither clergyman nor magistrate was required to be 
present, a marriage being legal if witnessed by twelve persons. Miss 
Grimke would not consent to be married by a clergyman, and Mr. Weld 
consented to a marriage in conformity to her wishes.  
 “When the time came,” he said, “we arose and took each other’s right 
hands. I then repeated these words: ‘Angelina, I take you to be my lawful, 
wedded wife, and promise to love, honor and cherish and in all things to 
recognize your equality with me.’ I then went on to testify against the 
against the present laws. She said what occurred to her at the time and we 
both knelt and prayed. ere were present at this wedding William Lloyd 
Garrison, Abby Kelly and others. e certificate was then read by William 
Lloyd Garrison and signed by those present.” 
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 John Greenleaf Whittier, who was a stanch friend of Mr. Weld's, 
belonged to the Orthodox branch of Friends, so that he was forbidden to 
associate with Angelina, who belonged to the heterodox branch, which 
prevented his attending the wedding of his friend. In making out the 
invitations Mr. Weld knew that he couldn't attend, as he would then be 
expelled. Abby Kelly was also invited, and Whittier came as far as the 
door with her and then went away. e next morning the bell was pulled, 
and some one brought a line from Whittier  
 “Mr. Whittier and I had been together two years in the Anti-Slavery 
office, and he always said he was never going to be married without me, 
or I without him. is poem contained several stanzas and has never 
been published. I only remember the first verse:  

Alack and alas! that a brother of mine,  
 A bachelor sworn on celibacy’s altar 
Should leave me alone at the desolate shrine, 
 And stoop his own neck to the enemy’s halter!  
  
 Before his marriage Mr.Weld lodged, upon principle, with a colored 
family in New York. e colored man I boarded with in New York was  
Rev. Mr. Cornish, a college graduate, whose skin was so light that his 
color could scarcely be seen, who while a member of the Belleville 
Church was refused a pew. With my wife and her sister I went the first 
Sunday to a Methodist church, and I made it a rule if a negro had a  
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seat I would find it out and sit with him. Well, I found a seat and sat 
down, when an officer of the church rushed to me and said if I would step 
forward he would show me a respectable seat. I told the man I was  
satisfied, that that was why I had sat there. When I went to New York we 
hired a room of him, and as for board I don't remember. Mr. Cornish was 
soon given to understand that he was not to tolerate an incendiary 
abolitionist in his house, but he had more pluck than they gave him credit 
for, and said he should not refuse to give me shelter. 
 In 1854 he established a school of a high class at Eaglewood, N. J., 
situated on the Raritan bay, 25 miles from New York. William Cullen 
Bryant, Horace Greeley, Moncure D. Conway, James Freeman Clarke and 
others spent many Sundays here, the parlors of Eaglewood becoming 
famous for their gatherings and discussions..  

A.  
Bronson Alcott  

gave here a series of lectures and oreau spent many happy days in the 
congenial atmosphere of the Welds. 
 While at Belleville Mrs. Weld and her sister adopted the bloomer 
costume, as did also Mrs. Stanton and Mrs. Miller, a daughter of Gerrit 
Smith. It made a great hue and cry in the school, but she continued to 
wear it until her son was old enough to observe the effect it had, when she 
discarded it altogether at his pleadings. 
 In 1864 the Welds moved to Hyde Park, Mass., buying a house on 
Fairmount. where they were surrounded by congenial neighbors. is 
house they only occupied Sundays, Mr. and Mrs. Weld holding positions 
in Dio Lewis’ famous school at Lexington during the week.  
 In 1868 a cloud of the deepest anguish settled over this family circle 
when it was learned on the death of Mrs. Weld’s youngest brother that he 
had le as a legacy three children born of a colored mother. e true 
nobility of her nature quickly asserted itself and formulated her decision, 
and she at once acknowledged the ties of relationship, which decision was 
accepted by the husband and sister. She soon aerwards met these 
intelligent and gentlemanly young men. 
 During Mr. Weld’s fight for the equality of the colored race he faced 
stealthy assassins and howling mobs who at times almost tore the 
clothing from off his body.  
 He stood unflinchingly before the frowns, the scoff and sneer of his 
fellow-men, always steadfast in his one purpose of freeing the slaves, 
which act of justice he lived to see consummated, and for which countless 
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thousands of those within whose veins flow the blood of the negro race 
rise up and call him blessed above men.  
 Mr. Weld’s wife died on Oct. 26, 1879, the funeral taking place three 
days later, at which service Elizur Wright, Lucy Stone, Wendell Phillips 
and others equally well known took part. Mr. Weld has been in excellent 
health until within a couple of weeks, when he was treated to the novelty 
of a slight nervous prostration, from which, however, he is slowly 
recovering. Almost the last public occasion in which Mr. Weld took part 
was the reception which was tendered to him at the residence of Mrs. 
Payton. Dec. 7. when a brilliant literary company was present to honor 
his eighty-sixth birthday, which had just passed.  
 Mrs. Weld was the first woman in this country to cast a vote at a 
public polling place. It was on March 7, 1870, amidst the mingled yells of 
derision and laughter and applause of the anti-female suffrage masculines 
gathered, that this intrepid woman, together with her sister, Sarah 
Grimke, and Lucy Stone, with a following of their elders and a string of 
maidens, some bewitchingly pretty, with cheeks aflame at their novel 
position, marched up to the polls at Bragg’s Hall in Hyde Park, each with 
a bouquet in hand, and declared their political preference. e votes were 
kept separate, however, and not counted, but the result showed that there 
were 60 women in that town who believed in female suffrage.  
 At this reception William Lloyd Garrison, son of the elder Garrison 
of that name, Gerald Massey, the English lyric poet ; John  
Hutchinson, of the famous Hutchinson family, and many others, well 
known to fame, were present. Letters were also read from John Greenleaf 
Whittier, Henry Grew. Rev. Joseph F. Tuttle, president of Wabash College; 
Parker Pillsbury, Lucy Stone and others who were prevented from being 
present. It was a notable gathering, and Mr. Weld, who was the last 
speaker, was particularly impressive as he wandered back through the 
labyrinth of his 86 years of almost continuous labor.  
 In conclusion, many of Mr. Weld’s friends throughout the country 
will be glad to know that he is fast recovering from the slight prostration 
with which he has been afflicted during the past two weeks, and 
exaggerated reports of which have been printed in some of the Boston 
papers.  
             MAYBIN W. BROWN.  
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WHITTIER'S TRIBUTE  
—— 

To the Friend of His Youth, the Champion of the Slave.  

 A day or two ago the writer visited Mr. Whittier at his country home 
at Oak Knoll, and was very pleasantly received by the poet. He was 
suffering from a severe cold at that moment, but said he would write  
out the little poem and mail it. e next day it arrived, together with the 
following letter, a tribute to Mr. Weld:  

Alack and alas! that a brother of mine,  
 A bachelor sworn on celibacy’s altar  
Should leave me alone at the desolate shrine.  
 And stoop his own neck to the enemy’s halter! 

How sad is his lapse! It reminds me, in sooth,  
 Of St. Anthony’s fall, when the Spirit of Evil  
It turns the Saint's eyes from the page of truth, 
 Filled the cell of his nest with imp, dragon and devil. 

But the Saint never lied his eyes from the Book 
 Till the tempter appeared in the shape of a woman,  
en he turned his grave face, and just ventured one look, 
 And the Arch Fiend rejoiced, for the Saint had proven human.  

No doubt our friend thinks he may laugh who can win,  
 at such tricks are o'erruled by the powers above,  
at In place of the bad a good angel slips in  
 And Satan himself is outwitted by Love!  

  
 is I think is the substance of the little verses I sent to dear Weld 
when he did the best thing a man could do, and married Angeline 
Grimke—a woman of great beauty of mind and person, and an eloquent 
pleader for the slave.  
 You will of course speak of his marvellous escape from death in the 
Western fever, of his being one of the first lecturers for temperance, of his 
wonderful career at Lane Seminary, which turned an entire college into 
anti-slavery propagandists of his surpassing eloquence until his voice 
failed, when he went over the country, like Diogenes with his lantern, 
searching out scores of the ablest and bravest young men, inspired them 
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with his own fervent zeal and sent them forth to preach deliverance to the 
slave, and awaken the dead conscience of the nation. 
 I am too ill and old to do more than make these suggestions. I hope 
our beloved friend is better in health. God bless him !  
  y friend.        JOHN G.WHITTIER.  
 Danvers, Jan. 2. 

_____________
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