
But so and so only was it written that she should grow sound again. From that fatal earlier unsoundness those
lives have brought for North and South together permanent release. The warfare is accomplished; the iniquity
is pardoned. No future problem can be like that problem. No task laid on our children can compare in
difficulty with the task with which their fathers had to deal. Yet as we face the future, tasks enough await us.
The republic to which Robert Shaw and a quarter of a million like him were faithful unto death is no republic
that can live at ease hereafter on the interest of what they have won. Democracy is still upon its trial. The civic
genius of our people is its only bulwark, and neither laws nor monuments, neither battleships nor public
libraries, nor great newspapers nor booming stocks; neither mechanical invention nor political adroitness, nor
churches nor universities nor civil service examinations can save us from degeneration if the inner mystery be
lost. That mystery, as once the secret and the glory of our English-speaking race, consists in nothing but two
common habits, two inveterate habits carried into public life,--habits so homely that they lend themselves to
no rhetorical expression, yet habits more precious, perhaps, than any that the human race has gained. They can
never be too often pointed out or praised. One of them is the habit of trained and disciplined good temper
towards the opposite party when it fairly wins its innings. It was by breaking away from this habit that the
Slave States nearly wrecked our Nation. The other is that of fierce and merciless resentment toward every man
or set of men who break the public peace. By holding to this habit the free States saved her life.

O my countrymen, Southern and Northern, brothers hereafter, masters, slaves, and enemies no more, let us see
to it that both of those heirlooms are preserved. So may our ransomed country, like the city of the promise, lie
forever foursquare under Heaven, and the ways of all the nations be lit up by its light.

[1] Oration at the Exercises in the Boston Music Hall, May 31, 1897, upon the Unveiling of the Shaw
Monument.

[2] G. W. James: "The Assault upon Fort Wagner," in War Papers read before the Commandery of the State
of Wisconsin, Military Order of the Loyal Legion of the United States. Milwaukee, 1891.

IV

FRANCIS BOOTT[1]

How often does it happen here in New England that we come away from a funeral with a feeling that the
service has been insufficient. If it be purely ritual, the individuality of the departed friend seems to play too
small a part in it. If the minister conducts it in his own fashion, it is apt to be too thin and monotonous, and if
he were not an intimate friend, too remote and official. We miss direct discourse of simple human affection
about the person, which we find so often in those lay speeches at the grave of which in France they set us
nowadays so many good examples. In the case of the friend whose memory brings us together on the present
occasion, it was easy to organize this supplementary service. Not everyone leaves musical compositions of his
own to fill the hour with. And if we may believe that spirits can know aught of what transpires in the world
which they have forsaken, it must please us all to think how dear old Francis Boott's shade must now be
touched at seeing in the Chapel of this university to which his feelings clung so loyally, his music and his life
at last become the subjects of cordial and admiring recognition and commemorated by so many of his
neighbors. I can imagine nothing at any rate of which the foreknowledge could have given him deeper
satisfaction. Shy and sensitive, craving praise as every normal human being craves it, yet getting little, he had,
I think, a certain consciousness of living in the shadow. I greatly doubt whether his daydreams ever went so
far as to let him imagine a service like this. Such a cordial and spontaneous outgoing towards him on our part
would surprise as much as it would delight him.

His life was private in the strongest sense of the term. His contributions to literature were all anonymous,
book-reviews chiefly, or letters and paragraphs in the New York Nation on musical or literary topics. Good as
was their quality, and witty as was their form,--his only independent volume was an almost incredibly witty
little book of charades in verse--they were too slight in bulk for commemoration; and it was only as a musical

Memories and Studies, by William James, 14



composer that he touched on any really public function. With so many of his compositions sounding in your
ears, it would be out of place, even were I qualified, to attempt to characterize Mr. Boott's musical genius. Let
it speak for itself. I prefer to speak of the man and friend whom we knew and whom so many of us loved so
dearly.

One of the usual classifications of men is into those of expansive and those of conservative temper. The word
conservative commonly suggests a dose of religious and political prejudice, and a fondness for traditional
opinions. Mr. Boott was a liberal in politics and theology; and all his opinions were self-made, and as often as
not at variance with every tradition. Yet in a wider sense he was profoundly conservative.

He respected bounds of ordinance, and emphasized the fact of limits. He knew well his own limits. The
knowledge of them was in fact one of the things he lived by. To judge of abstract philosophy, of sculpture and
painting, of certain lines of literary art, he admitted, was not of his competency. But within the sphere where
he thought he had a right to judge, he parted his likes from his dislikes and preserved his preferences with a
pathetic steadfastness. He was faithful in age to the lights that lit his youth, and obeyed at eve the voice
obeyed at prime, with a consistency most unusual. Elsewhere the opinions of others might perplex him, but he
laughed and let them live. Within his own appropriated sphere he was too scrupulous a lover of the truth not
to essay to correct them, when he thought them erroneous. A certain appearance comes in here of a
self-contradictory character, for Mr. Boott was primarily modest and sensitive, and all his interests and
pre-occupations were with life's refinements and delicacies. Yet one's mind always pictured him as a rugged
sort of person, opposing successful resistance to all influences that might seek to change his habits either of
feeling or of action. His admirable health, his sober life, his regular walk twice a day, whatever might be the
weather, his invariable evenness of mood and opinion, so that, when you once knew his range, he never
disappointed you--all this was at variance with popular notions of the artistic temperament. He was indeed, a
man of reason, no romancer, sentimentalist or dreamer, in spite of the fact that his main interests were with the
muses. He was exact and accurate; affectionate, indeed, and sociable, but neither gregarious nor
demonstrative; and such words as "honest," "sturdy," "faithful," are the adjectives first to rise when one thinks
of him. A friend said to me soon after his death: "I seem still to see Mr. Boott, with his two feet planted on the
ground, and his cane in front of him, making of himself a sort of tripod of honesty and veracity."

Old age changes men in different ways. Some it softens; some it hardens; some it degenerates; some it alters.
Our old friend Boott was identical in spiritual essence all his life, and the effect of his growing old was not to
alter, but only to make the same man mellower, more tolerant, more lovable. Sadder he was, I think, for his
life had grown pretty lonely; but he was a stoic and he never complained either of losses or of years, and that
contagious laugh of his at any and every pretext for laughter rang as free and true upon his deathbed as at any
previous time of his existence.

Born in 1813, he had lived through three generations, and seen enormous social and public changes. When a
carpenter has a surface to measure, he slides his rule along it, and over all its peculiarities. I sometimes think
of Boott as such a standard rule against which the changing fashions of humanity of the last century might
come to measurement. A character as healthy and definite as his, of whatsoever type it be, need only remain
entirely true to itself for a sufficient number of years, while the outer conditions change, to grow into
something like a common measure. Compared with its repose and permanent fitness to continue, the changes
of the generations seem ephemeral and accidental. It remains the standard, the rule, the term of comparison.
Mr. Boott's younger friends must often have felt in his presence how much more vitally near they were than
they had supposed to the old Boston long before the war, to the older Harvard, to the older Rome and
Florence. To grow old after his manner is of itself to grow important.

I said that Mr. Boott was not demonstrative or sentimental. Tender-hearted he was and faithful as few men
are, in friendship. He made new friends, and dear ones, in the very last years of his life, and it is good to think
of him as having had that consolation. The will in which he surprised so many persons by remembering
them--"one of the only purely beautiful wills I have ever read," said a lawyer,--showed how much he cared at
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heart for many of us to whom he had rarely made express professions of affection.

Good-by, then, old friend. We shall nevermore meet the upright figure, the blue eye, the hearty laugh, upon
these Cambridge streets. But in that wider world of being of which this little Cambridge world of ours forms
so infinitesimal a part, we may be sure that all our spirits and their missions here will continue in some way to
be represented, and that ancient human loves will never lose their own.

[1] An address delivered at the Memorial Service to Francis Boott in the Harvard Chapel, Sunday, May 8,
1904. Printed in 38 Harvard Monthly, 125.

V

THOMAS DAVIDSON: A KNIGHT-ERRANT OF THE INTELLECTUAL LIFE.[1]

I wish to pay my tribute to the memory of a Scottish-American friend of mine who died five years ago, a man
of a character extraordinarily and intensely human, in spite of the fact that he was classed by obituary articles
in England among the twelve most learned men of his time.

It would do no honor to Thomas Davidson's memory not to be frank about him. He handled people without
gloves, himself, and one has no right to retouch his photograph until its features are softened into insipidity.
He had defects and excesses which he wore upon his sleeve, so that everyone could see them. They made him
many enemies, and if one liked quarrelling he was an easy man to quarrel with. But his heart and mind held
treasures of the rarest. He had a genius for friendship. Money, place, fashion, fame, and other vulgar idols of
the tribe had no hold on his imagination. He led his own life absolutely, in whatever company he found
himself, and the intense individualism which he taught by word and deed, is the lesson of which our
generation is perhaps most in need.

All sorts of contrary adjectives come up as I think of him. To begin with, there was something physically
rustic which suggested to the end his farm-boy origin. His voice was sweet and its Scottish cadences most
musical, and the extraordinary sociability of his nature made friends for him as much among women as among
men; he had, moreover, a sort of physical dignity; but neither in dress nor in manner did he ever grow quite
"gentlemanly" or Salonfähig in the conventional and obliterated sense of the terms. He was too cordial and
emphatic for that. His broad brow, his big chest, his bright blue eyes, his volubility in talk and laughter told a
tale of vitality far beyond the common; but his fine and nervous hands, and the vivacity of all his reactions
suggested a degree of sensibility that one rarely finds conjoined with so robustly animal a frame. The great
peculiarity of Davidson did indeed consist in this combination of the acutest sensibilities with massive
faculties of thought and action, a combination which, when the thought and actions are important, gives to the
world its greatest men.

Davidson's native mood was happy. He took optimistic views of life and of his own share in it. A sort of
permanent satisfaction radiated from his face; and this expression of inward glory (which in reality was to a
large extent structural and not "expressive" at all) was displeasing to many new acquaintances on whom it
made an impression of too much conceit. The impression of conceit was not diminished in their eyes by the
freedom with which Davidson contradicted, corrected and reprehended other people. A longer acquaintance
invariably diminished the impression. But it must be confessed that T. D. never was exactly humble-minded,
and that the solidity of his self-consciousness withstood strains under which that of weaker men would have
crumbled. The malady which finally killed him was one of the most exhausting to the nervous tone to which
our flesh is subject, and it wore him out before it ended him. He told me of the paroxysms of motiveless
nervous dread which used to beset him in the night-watches. Yet these never subdued his stalwartness, nor
made him a "sick-soul" in the theological sense of that appelation. "God is afraid of me," was the phrase by
which he described his well-being to me one morning when his night had been a good one, and he was feeling
so cannibalistic that he thought he might get well.
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