: not simply that Negroes ought to be free; it was that thou-
s of them were already free, and that either the power which
_' s put into the hands of the South was to be taken from it, or
= North could not win the war. Either the Negro was to be
Wlowed to fight, or the draft itself would not bring enough white
i=n into the army to keep up the war.
More than that, unless the North faced the world with the moral
sencth of declaring openly that they were fighting for the eman-
ipation of slaves, they would probably find that the world would
secognize the South as a separate nation; that ports would be
pened; that trade would begin, and that despite all the military
wivantage of the North, the war would be lost.
1In August, 1862, Lincoln discussed Emancipation as a military
seasure: in September, he issued his preliminary proclamation; on
ary 1, 1863, he declared that the slaves of all persons in
shellion were “henceforward and forever free.”
- The guns at Sumter, the marching armies, the fugitive slaves, the
ugitives as “contrabands,” spies, servants and laborers; the Negro
: mldler as citizen, as voter—these steps came from 1861 to
1868 with regular beat that was almost rhythmic. It was the price
the disaster of war, and it was a price that few Americans at
¢ dreamed of paying or wanted to pay. The North was not
: - slitionist. It was overwhelmingly in favor of Negro slavery, so
lone as this did not interfere with Northern moneymaking. But, on
%= other hand, there was a minority of the North who hated
davery with perfect hatred; who wanted no union with slave-
Solders; who fought for freedom and treated Negroes as men. As
$he Abolition-democracy gained in prestige and in power, they
sopeared as prophets, and led by statesmen, they began to guide
the nation out of the morass into which it had fallen. They and
their black friends and the new freedmen became gradually the
leaders of a Reconstruction of Democracy in the United States,
ile marching millions sang the noblest war-song of the ages 10
= tune of “John Brown’s Body™:

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord,

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored,
He hath loosed the fateful lightning of his terrible swift sword,

His Truth is marching on!



