Henry Grady and the New South'

| attended a funeral once in Pickens County in my state. ... This funeral was peculiarly sad. It
was a poor... fellow, whose breeches struck him under the armpits and hit him at the other
end about the knee....They buried him in the midst of a marble quarry: they cut through solid
marble to make his grave; and yet a little tombstone they put above him was from Vermont.
They buried him in the heart of a pine forest, and yet the pine coffin was imported from
Cincinnati. They buried him within touch of an iron mine, and yet the nails in his coffin and
the iron in the shovel that dug his grave were imported from Pittsburg. They buried him by
the side of the best sheep-grazing country on the earth, and yet the wool in the coffin bands
and the coffin bands themselves were brought from the North. The South didn’t furnish a
thing on earth for that funeral but the corpse and the hole in the ground. There they put him
away and the clods rattled down on his coffin, and they buried him in a New York coat and a
Boston pair of shoes and a pair of breeches from Chicago and a shirt from Cincinnati, leaving
him nothing to carry into the next world with him to remind him of the country in which he
lived, and for which he fought for four years, but the chill of blood in his veins and the
marrow in his bones.

Now we have improved on that. We have got the biggest marble-cutting establishment on
earth within a hundred yards of that grave. We have got a half-dozen woolen mills right
around it, and iron mines, and iron furnaces, and iron factories. We are coming to meet you.
We are going to take a noble revenge, as my friend, Mr. Carnegie, said last night, by invading
every inch of your territory with iron, as you invaded ours twenty-nine years ago.

But what of the negro? Have we solved the problem he presents or progressed in honor and
equity toward solution? Let the record speak to the point. No section shows a more
prosperous laboring population than the negroes of the South, none in fuller sympathy with
the employing and land-owning class. He shares our school fund, has the fullest protection of
our laws and the friendship of our people. Self-interest, as well as honor, demand that he
should have this. Our future, our very existence depend upon our working out this problem in
full and exact justice. We understand that when Lincoln signed the emancipation
proclamation, your victory was assured, for he then committed you to the cause of human
liberty, against which the arms of man cannot prevail—while those of our statesmen who
trusted to make slavery the corner-stone of the Confederacy doomed us to defeat as far as
they could, committing us to a cause that reason could not defend or the sword maintain in
sight of advancing civilization.

Had Mr. Toombs said, which he did not say, “that he would call the roll of his slaves at the
foot of Bunker Hill,” he would have been foolish, for he might have known that whenever

slavery became entangled in war it must perish, and that the chattel in human flesh ended
forever in New England when your fathers—not to be blamed for parting with what didn’t

" These excerpts are from speeches to the Bay State Club of Boston, in 1889, and to the New England Club of
New York, in 1886.



pay—sold their slaves to our fathers—not to be praised for knowing a paying thing when they
saw it. The relations of the southern people with the negro are close and cordial. We
remember with what fidelity for four years he guarded our defenseless women and children,
whose husbands and fathers were fighting against his freedom. To his eternal credit be it said
that whenever he struck a blow for his own liberty he fought in open battle, and when at last
he raised his black and humble hands that the shackles might be struck off, those hands were
innocent of wrong against his helpless charges, and worthy to be taken in loving grasp by
every man who honors loyalty and devotion. Ruffians have maltreated him, rascals have
misled him, philanthropists established a bank for him, but the South, with the North,
protests against injustice to this simple and sincere people. To liberty and enfranchisement is
as far as law can carry the negro. The rest must be left to conscience and common sense. It
must be left to those among whom his lot is cast, with whom he is indissolubly connected,
and whose prosperity depends upon their possessing his intelligent sympathy and confidence.
Faith has been kept with him, in spite of calumnious assertions to the contrary by those who
assume to speak for us or by frank opponents. Faith will be kept with him in the future, if the
South holds her reason and integrity.

But have we kept faith with you? In the fullest sense, yes. When Lee surrendered... the South
became, and has since been, loyal to this Union. We fought hard enough to know that we
were whipped, and in perfect frankness accept as final the arbitrament of the sword to which
we had appealed. The South found her jewel in the toad’s head of defeat. The shackles that
had held her in narrow limitations fell forever when the shackles of the negro slave were
broken. Under the old regime the negroes were slaves to the South; the South was a slave to
the system. The old plantation, with its simple police regulations and feudal habit, was the
only type possible under slavery. Thus was gathered in the hands of a splendid and chivalric
oligarchy the substance that should have been diffused among the people, as the rich blood,
under certain artificial conditions, is gathered at the heart, filling that with affluent rapture
but leaving the body chill and colorless.

The old South rested everything on slavery and agriculture, unconscious that these could
neither give nor maintain healthy growth. The new South presents a perfect democracy, the
oligarchs leading in the popular movement—a social system compact and closely knitted, less
splendid on the surface, but stronger at the core—a hundred farms for every plantation, fifty
homes for every palace—and a diversified industry that meets the complex need of this
complex age.

The new South is enamored of her new work. Her soul is stirred with the breath of a new life.
The light of a grander day is falling fair on her face. She is thrilling with the consciousness of
growing power and prosperity. As she stands upright, full-statured and equal among the
people of the earth, breathing the keen air and looking out upon the expanded horizon, she
understands that her emancipation came because through the inscrutable wisdom of God her
honest purpose was crossed, and her brave armies were beaten.



