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ADDRESS. 

MR. PRESIDENT: LADIES, AND GENTLEMEN: 

We are resting upon the heart of the greatest 

of the republics of history. We are gathered to pay 

homage to an institution of learning placed i·n the centre 

of a continent that is consecrated to democracy. The 

place and the occasion imperatively suggest my theme. 

In the orief time you lend me this evening, I shall 

ask you to think with me on the twin topic of Learn

ing and Democracy. 

Forty-three years ago, in a gentle New England 

town, made more beautiful Dy an institution of learn

ing, the greatest man in American letters made an elo

quent plea on behalf of learning to an audience of stu

dents; "When you shall say, As others do, $0 will 

I; I renounce, I am sorry for it, my early visions; I 

must eat the good of the land, and Jet learning and 

romantic expectations go until a more convenient sea

son-then dies the man in you ; then once more per

ish the buds of art and poetry and science, as they have 

died already in a thousand thousand men. The hour 

of that choice is the crisis of your history; and see 

that you hold yourself fast by the intellect." As we 

are met to-night to pay respect to learning, the celestial 

schoolmistress of all civilizations, and the ·romantic 

mistress of all thinking men, let us offer our 111cense 
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in the spirit of devotion which glows in this appeal to 

the youthful scholar. 

·1 shall attempt no definition of learning; I shall 

use the word in its broadest sense. I shall not endeavor 

to trace its history. I can not find its beginning; I 
can not imagine its end, for it is immortal. Accept

ing the Scripture legend, we know that the race wou Id 

have perished with Adam but for Eve; and the race 

would have perished wi.th Adam and Eve but for that 

"tree of knowledge." The future of learning no man 

can conceive. Men of science stand amazed at the 

scientific achievements of the present. Who can meas

ure the boundless and endless triumphs to come? 

Each step in advance suggests an hundred things in

conceivable before. A bad poem may, by suggestion, 

create a Milton. Shakspeare, the genius parentless and 

childless, was taught by an accident of art. He lear:-:ied 

human nature, not first by seeing it, but by seeing its 

counterfeit presentment. A country boy, he peered 

into a London theatre; and, 

"Peeping within, upon his soul was born 

Imagination, like a tropic morn." 

What limitless possibilities and suggestiveness in every 

avenue of art, of learning! 

Travelers in the East tell us that the pyramids 

seem small to them until they look at the insignificant 

tents and the puny men beneath. We can only know 

by comparison. Let us approach the .colossal figure of 

Learning, and judge of its breadth and immortality by 
this process of comparison. 
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We all recognize the power tn history of Art, of 

Language, of Love, of Religion, of Beauty, of Patri

otism. I am told that there are three hundred and 

thirty-four students in this University engaged in the 

study of art. Let us, for a moment, look at art. 

The creation of beauty is art, from one. point of 

view; and "Beauty draws us by a single hair." From 

another point of view, art is beauty's daughter, beau

ty's voice. From all points of view, and this is the 

true definition, art is Reason manifest in form. It is 

interesting to observe that, true to the genius of art, 

the six arts rise and rise in proportion as they have less 

and iess to do with matter, as they are more and more 

spiritual. The arts struggle through matter after the 

spirit, and toward the ·more direct expression of Reason. 

And so the arts rise from architecture to sculpture, from 

sculpture to painting, from painting to music, from 

music to poetry, from poetry to oratory. The less the 

material friction, the higher the art. And are not the 

arts potent and splendid in human affairs? Architect

·ure, wh!ch gives us shelter for ourselves, town halls for 

freedom, and raises temples to the living God, becom

ing thus an ally of home and liberty and worship; 

Sculpture, which revealed its uncovered beauties to the 

world at Athens, and has since been thought worthy to 

embalm the memories of heroes, and to disclose to 

eyes of modesty the divine, white wealth of goddesses 

and of woman; Painting, which, with mute music, 

speaks the language .of every clime; Music, of which 

Jean Paul's immortal inhabitant of earth said, when he 

first heard its sound: "Away! away! Thou speakest 
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to me of things which in all my endless life I have 

found not, and I shall not find;" Poetry, the divine 

madness, the heavenly ecstasy, the music of Reason; 

Oratory, highest of all, the art to convince the world

these are the six g~aces that enchant mankind; but 

these, even these, are only the beautiful handmaidens of 

learning. Learning is greater than art. 

What of language? Speech is one distinguishing 

faculty of Reason, of Man. The earliest lisped accents 

from the cradle are awaited with loving eagerness, and 

the dying words of men are embalmed. The language 

of a people contains its laws, and is the medium of all of 

its social intercourse. Vows of love are breathed in it. 

Contracts are made in it. By means of it education is 

acquired. It contains the poetry and eloquence and 

romance-the literature, of a. people. All the emotions 

and thoughts of a people are expressed in it, and the 

history of a people 1s written tn it. What human 

thing, -you will ask, is broader or more lasting than 

language? 

There are, at least, three great tongues in history: 

The Greek, of which Homer was the heart; the Latin, 

of which the laws and ballads of Rome were the heart; 

the English, of which the Bible is the heart. We wiil 

look at one of them. The Greek was the ffower of the 

Indian tongues, the darling language of the East; rich, 

melodious, · lustrous, tropical, fragrant, resounding, 

"pure as the air of Attica or as the waters that wash her 

marble shores," a ripe, luscious Arian growth of a 

thousand years. This language was the vehicle of the 

most splendid literature · the world has known-the 
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literature of Athens. It was of this literature and of 

this city that a great Englishman wrote: "Her power 

is indeed manifested at the bar, in the senate, in the 

field of battle, in the schools of philosophy. But these 

are not her glory. Wherever literature consoles sor

row, or assuages pain; wherever it brings gladness to 

eyes which fail with wakefulness and tears, and ache for 

the dark house and the long sleep-there is exhibited, in 

its noblest form, the immortal influence of Athens. 

* * * And when .those who have rivalled her great

ness shall have shared her fate; when civilization and 

knowledge shall have fixed their abode in distant c~:rnti

nents; when the sceptre shall have passed away from 

England; when, perhaps, travelers from some distant 

regions shall in vain labor to decipher on some mould

dering pedestal the name of our proudest chief; shall 

hear savage hymns chanted to some misshap.en idol, over 

the ruined dome of our proudest temple; and shall see 

a single nak~d fisherman wash h~s nets in the river of the 

ten thousand masts-her influence and her glory will 

still survive, fresh in eternal youth, exempt from muta

bility and decay, i;nmortal as the intelkctual principle 

from which they derived their origin, and over which 

they exercise their control.'' But this unequaled lan

g'uage is become -a barbarous jargon; it lives only on 

the lips of scholars; its beauties and glories are saved 

from the forgetfulness of the grave by learning alone. 

Learning is more and longer than language. 

In comparing other human forces with my theme, 

I named Love. Love is the commanding human 

pass10n. It gives themes to romance, picture, poetry, 
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eloquence. It is the light and life of home. Its un

seen and unheard influence has guided history in some 

of history's most important periods. It is longer than 

art, and has a language of its own. The little school

boy carries the dinner-pail and the books and slate of 

his girlish schoolmate, and bears her burdens and fights 

her battles like a valiant, loyal little lover, unconscious 

of the divine spark which kindles his loving conduct. 

And the oldest of men will never cease to dream of that 

early time when he sat beneath that tree, whose presence 

seemed to be a fixed caress ; or stood beneath those 

stars, that seemed to be the smiling eyes of heaven; or 

wandered by that gentle river, whose murmur was match

less music-when beauty rested everywhere, for she was 

at his side. 
"The night has a thousand eyes, 

The day but one ; 

Yet the light of the bright world dies 

vVith the dying sun. 

The mind has a thousand eyes, 

The heart but one ; 

Yet the light of a whole life dies, 

vVhen love is done." 

And who shall say that love 1s short-lived, srnce, 

in hearts that have been beating more than the al

lotted three score years and ten, it rises serene, sweet, 

. tender, from the verge of the grave? Who can say 

that hands wh,ich clasp so fondly on the edge of the end 

of this life, do not clasp forever in the undiscovered 

country? Who shall say that love is mortal, since it 

lives in all the beauty and glory of youth till the last 
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feeble moment of this human life? Build your ro

mances, ye romancers, on the love-throbs of these 

human hearts! They are divine. Sing, ye singers, of 

the silken threads whose slenderness and delicacy no 

pen can picture! They are the ties everlasting. Paint, 

ye painters, the love stories of this weary, wondrous 

world! Their slightest tints are undying colors. But 

learning is greater than love. 

We are judging of the breadth and immortality 

of learning by comparison. In connection with this 

thought I have spoken of religion . Religion is the 

great conservative force in the story of the race, without 

which the world would have been moral, social, polit

ical, anarchy. It has preserved the purity of the 

daughters of men; it has sustained the flagging virtues 

of mankind in all nation~ and in all ages; it has been 

"weaith in poverty, liberty in bondage, health in sick

ness, society in solitude," for millions of human beings. 

Any religion in history, in its time and place, has been, 

and is, better than no religion. It has been, doubtless, 

the supreme and the most human single influence upon 

the affairs of men, upon the course of history. Its 

name is linked with all of the arts. The Michael 

Angelos erect and fresco its glories. The Raphaels and 

Leonardo da Vincis paint its beauties. The Handels, 

and Haydns, and Beethovens, utter its symphonies. 

The Miltons make its stories melodious. The orators 

of all time pay it reverence. Romance, since our ro

mance began, has been sitting at its feet. I can not 

describe its ineffable throbs of faith an.d hope; its mys

tical dreams and dreads ; the power of its commands or 
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its sweet and glorified missions; its ennobling, exalted 

aims; its divine charities; its control in the govern

ments of men and over the individual life; its tender 

and terrible touch of the hereafter. But learning is 

more than religion, for it includes religion. Learning 

can not do without religion, has never done with.out it. 

Temples of learning are 

They are 

"Shrines to no code or creed confined." 

"The Delphian vales, the Palestines, 

The Meccas of the mind." 

The ideal institution of learning can not be built upon 

a denominational creed; but no institution of learning, 

V\;orthy of the name, can be built upon infidelity. 

I had intended to speak of patriotism, the sublime 

passion, the food and wine of nations; and of the pow

er of beauty, so much of which I see before me. But 

I must hasten on. I trust we have caught a glimpse of 

the comprehensiveness and long life of the learning of 

which we are thinking. It grows, but does not decay. 

It waxes, but does not wane. It has marched from 

country to country, with majestic tread, gathering 

strength with each stately step. Yes; murmured in 

the haunts of Oriental lore; rustling in the academic 

groves of Athens; breathed in eloquence on the banks 

of the Tiber; pictured in the galleries of fair France; 

uttered in the tropical literature of the land of Cer

vantes; voiced in the philosophy, and criticism, and 

poetry, and mus~c, of the land of the Teuton; eloquent 

in the splendid literature and history of the new speech, 
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that of England, our mother; aspirant in countless 

temples of worship throughout all lands, whose spires 

point to the great end of their existence; and, above 

all, prattled to the world from unnumbered little red 

school-houses that dot this republic as the stars dot the 

heavens-we hear the celestial whisper of learning to 

mankind: Wisdom is the principal thing. 

The mention of the little red school-house brings 

me to democraey. Anatomists tell us that in the em

bryo of animals the heart is the earliest organ to be 

detected. The school-house is the heart of democracy, 

and thus do learning and democracy clasp infant hands. 

Tne rudest soul is softened by learning and i::nthi:oned 

by democracy. Learning makes the humblest mind 

worthy to sit on a throne; democracy places it there. 

Learning gathers the choicest treasures, the imperishable 

jewels of this green earth; democracy would distribute 

them with equal hand. Learning would elevate man 

through democracy; democracy would elevate man by 

leanning. This is their noble emulation; and nothing 

in the heavens above or in the earth beneath is of real 

value that does not contribute to the welfare and eleva

tion of man. When man is sacred, liberty and learning 

are safe. They journey hand in hand over the world; 

and when learning shall have penetrated the dark places, 

democracy will garland the globe. The enlightened 

spirit will be free. 

I can not describe the intertwining relations of 

learning and democracy. They are wedded; but I can 

not tell which is the bride. They are sisters; but I 

can not tell which has control of the household. They 

I 
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are one, and they are not. The scholar is man thinking 

and ruling-not one man, but mankind. The demo

crat is man ruling 'and thinking-all men, one man. 

The scholar alone walks with God in the garden; but 

the man lifts up his head and says with the Quaker bard: 

''I know ·that 
'Nothing can be good in Him 

Which evil is in me.' 

"I have rights which even He can not touch, else 

He were not God.'' And thus do the scholar and the 

democrat, long after the school-house, once more clasp 

hands in their high equality. The aspirations of learn

ing and of democracy are alike beautiful and broad, and 

end not with this life. Plato died at eighty-one, in the 

act of writing, on the bosom of philosophy, and the 
only words of verse h.e ever wrote were these longing 

lines: 
" Thou gazest on the stars, my soul; 

Ah! gladly would I be 

Yon starry skies, 

With thousand eyes, 

That I might gaze on thee." 

And the longings of democracy are as wide as the 

race; for democracy can not ask liberty for one man 

without asking it for all men. 

Learning alone can not save a state. All along 

the shores of history lie the wrecks of nations to tell 

us this. "There is no state but ours," said an East

ern philosopher; and the next moment his state was 

in ashes. In the days when learning was locked up 

by priest and king the world saw religion and science 

a,nq patriotism dragged to the scaffold; 
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" But that scaffold sways the future; 

Ancl behind the dim unknown 

Standeth God within the shadow, 

Keeping watch above His own." 

The crimes of power have been "smoothing the 

path for the naked feet" of the new democracy. The 

plea of democracy is for liberty. The glory of de

mocracy is to exalt the individual, to lift the lowly. 

We exalt the state only when we exalt the individual; 

and to lift the inJividual is the high errand of both 

learning and democracy. The emancipation of th~ 
soul, which is the end of learning, and the emancipa

tion of the body, which we call personal liberty, the 

end of democracy, walk on the earth as allies. Both 

are engaged in the war for the liberation of humanity. 

They are the saviors of men; and, like the Savior, 

they say, "Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of 

the least of these, my brethren, ye have done it unto 

me." This is democracy. 

"Until kings are philosophers, or philosophers are 

kings," said Plato, in his ''Republic," ''cities will 

never cease from ill; no, nor the human race." But 

the great idealist never dreamed of a state in which 

the humblest citizen should be both philosopher and 

king. Art and philosophy sang on and on in the 

Athenian republic; but, by and by, learning and de

mocracy were united in the quaint person of a bare

footed, sublime pagan, and Socrates, the "1Esop of the 

mob," preached the great democratic principle: "The 

kings and statesmen of our day are, in their breeding 
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and education, very like their subjects "-and Athens 

gave him hemlock. 

The pride of the ideal democracy is that in it each 

man is his own king a.nd his own priest. If it .shall 

ever become necessary to hire men to sit upon thrones, 

democracy will have covered the earth. The enduring 

state must be interwoven with philosophy, with de

mocracy; ethics must be identified with politics. Tbe 

best lover of the state is the best guardian of the state; 

and he loveth best who knoweth best. Scholars are 

still in doubt whether the definition of justice, or the 

construction of the state, is the theme of Plato's " Re

public," so are they bknded. In like manner the wail 

of the American slave was the smothered cry of democ

racy, as thoroughly as the polished utterances of J effer

son were its finished appeal, or the sturdiness of Jack

son its heroic demand. 

Alike in their efforts and in their glories, learning 

and democracy are also alike in their consolations, 

, which are not surpassed by the consolations of the 

white and beautiful religions. It is reported that when 

Roman power thrust an apostle of the new gospel ihto 

prison, the angels came and the light shone and the 

gates were opened. But when learning is loved with the 

avarice ~f passion, and when Minerva weaves webs for the 

patriot, the miracle is always at hand. ''Whether in 

chains or in laurels" learning and liberty know nothing 

but victories. The stars that had whispered their 

grand secrets to Galileo made bright his lonely cell, a 

cell darkened not by man. Petrarch was found dead 

with his head resting upon a beloved book. Coperni;-
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cus died on the birthday of his great treatise, looking 

with loving, expiring eyes upon his immortal child

dying because the world at that time could not hold his 

book and him. Men put Socrates into a prison, which 

suddenly became a prison no longer, but the favorite 

haunt of the philosophers of Athens. The biographer 

tells us that when Lord Russell was drawn as an intimi 

dating spectacle in an open coach through the streets 

of London to the place of his execution, "the multi

tude imagined they saw liberty and virtue sitting by his 

side." When Sir Harry Vane was dragged on a sled 

up Tower Hill to be beheaded, a plain Englishman 

:aid: ''You never sat on so glorious a seat." It is 

the hope of mankind that the benedictions of learning 

and of democracy, for which great sacrifices have been 

made, may one day rest upon all men, gentle as a lover's 

kiss at parting, and impartial as the sunshine. 

Ladies and gentlemen, I can not close with

out saying a word touching the institution of learning 

in whose honor and upon whose anniversary we are 

assembled. 

The· University of Cincinnati 1s richly and last

ingly endowed, and is happily situated. It should be

come as dear to the affections of the country as it is 

close to its centre. One of the richest of the colleges 

of the United States, it has before it a shining future. 

Let it hold fast to its high calling. Let it he worthy 

of its exalted, undying mission. An institution of 

learning, one of learning's children, like learning itself, 

is immortal. Its influence is beyond measurement and 
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without end. Yon silver river may some time change 

its bed, as rivers have done before; but the University 

is an everlasting fountain, whose waters are pure, bright, 
. . 

eternal. Yonder beautiful hills, that with myriad dia-

mond eyes look laughing down upon this queenly city, 

may some time be swept away ; but the foundations of 

the college are as everlasting as Reason. This great city 

itself may one day disappear before the devastating hand 

of Time, as cities have done before; but the life-blood 

of the University will still be felt tingling in the finger

ends of the Republic; in the corners of the country 

will still be found the fragrance of this immortal flower 

which now blooms upon its heart; men in the nooks. 

of the land will still hear and feel the unquenchable 

tribute of the University of Cincinnati to the breadth 

and immortality of the commingled glories of Learn

ing and Democracy. 
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