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Frederick Female Seminary,) 
Friday, July, 12, 1850.

Professor Thomas C. Porter:

Dear Sir—I have been requested by the Trustees of the Frederick Female Semi
nary, to tender you their warm acknowledgments for the very eloquent and appropri
ate address delivered by you, at our late annual commencement, and to solicit a copy 
for publication.

In complying with their unanimous request, allow me to add my own ardent de
sire, that you will permit it to go before the public, where, I am sure, it will be read 
with deep interest, and bo productive of great good.

J am, dear sir, with very great respect, yours,

II. WINCHESTER.

Frederick City, July 13, 1850.
Dear Sir—I am glad to learn that iny brief address has given such satisfaction to 

the Trustees of your Institution, and do not feel at liberty, therefore, to deny your 
flattering request. Very truly, yours,

TI-IOS. C. PORTER.

II. Winchester, A. M. President of the Female Seminary.
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Ladies and Gentlemen :—
I count it an honor to bo chosen as your speaker on this inter

esting occasion. To address such an assembly could not but a 
waken feelings of unalloyed pleasure, were the present discourse 
other than a brief outline of ideas, which, through time and study, 
might find a more fitting expression. Thrown oil' hastily, during 
transient intervals of leisure, they cannot but appear crude, for 
thought, like metal, must undergo a process of refining, before it 
acquires purity and value. Besides, it were hardly possible to 
glean any thing new from a field that has been so often and so 
thoroughly explored. Yet, the little I have to bring, I bring with 
hearty good-will, and bespeak, therefore, your favorable attention.

The age, in which we live, is distinguished from all that have 
gone before it, by the general diffusion of knowledge. In the 
words of Holy Writ, it may be said, “Many run to and fro, 
and knowledge is increased”. The treasures of learning and sci
ence are no longer exclusively locked up in dead languages, to 
master which years of patient toil arc needed. Our noble English 
tongue has accumulated an immense amount of literary wealth of 
its own. Books, which, a century ago, were scarce and dear, 
through the increased activity of the printing-press, have become 
common and cheap. The means of intellectual culture arc easy 
of access to all, and the poor man, who earns his daily bread by 
the sweat of his brow, may now, if he will, drink from the same 
fountains as his neighbor, the rich philosopher. The bond of uni
versal brotherhood is more deeply felt and a generous disposition 
manifest, on all sides, to extend the boundaries of our civilization, 
and render it more complete, so that even woman, long fettered 
by chains of barbarous custom, is also invited to enter this glori
ous domain, and pluck for herself, with free hand, the golden fruits 
of high thought, and the many-hued blossoms of fancy. Each
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one of you, young ladies, can boast of many advantages, in this 
respect, which were beyond the reach of a Lady Jane Grey, or 
the accomplished Mary, Queen of Scots. Old prejudices vanish 
like the mists of morning. The dreaded name of blue is fast be
coming obsolete. And if we do, now and then, in the journey of 
life, encounter an ignorant old Vandal, or a crabbed Cynic, who 
ventures to cry, ‘nonsense’, and growl out words of scorn, think
ing it the height of wisdom and self-exaltation, to sneer at learned 
women, and deride the attainments of the Boarding School Miss, 
who would, if he had the power, drive her back to the broom and 
needle, or still further, and rejoice to sec her reduced to the same 
level with the tawny companion of the wandering Ojibbeway, he 
seems almost as much out of place, as some queer fossil monster, 
some Pterodactyl or Iguanodon of remote antiquity, were he to 
break loose from his rocky bed and stalk forth into the light of 
day. Indeed, he deserves to be pitied, for if we admire the act of 
“ Leonidas, the father of the celebrated Origen, who was in the 
habit of reverentially stooping and kissing the breast of his sleep
ing infant son, as though he felt the presence of the spirit, that 
dwelt there, to be higher and greater than himself”, how much 
more arc we bound to do homage to the same spirit of humanity, 
when enshrined in beautiful forms! how much more should we re
joice to sec that spirit developed, according to the laws of its own 
inward being, and become an ornament to society here, and a glo
ry to Heaven hereafter! To reverence humanity in all its vari
ous degrees, and in every stage of its development is at once the 
dictate of sound philosophy and of true religion.

But let us look further. “ What is mankind, this genus man, 
what is it? An imperishable unit. It commenced at the begin
ning; it touches the middle and the end of time. It is a vast wave 
rolling down the tide of time, ever rolling, ever descending. Its 
spray and form are lost in the sands, or melted in the air, as frag
ments of its mortality arc broken oil' and swallowed up in the 
grave, but the unit continues unbroken; the wave rolls onward, 
onward forever; perdurable, and shall not be swallowed up, till 
the last trump shall sound, till the last end be come”. And wo
man is embraced in that imperishable unit. The idea of human-



ily lies neither in man; norin woman, separately taken, but in both. 
The species is indissolubly one. Sunder them and you have no 
longer man, but merely the wreck of man. The decree of the Al 
mighty cannot be annulled. “In that day, in which lie created 
them, He called their name, Adam,” that is to say, Man. They 
are thus closely linked together, and the perfection of manhood is 
found only in the union of the two.

To dream of woman, therefore, as an inferior, docs her infinite 
wrong. Let any people treat her as such, and they must sooner 
or later degenerate into barbarism. Can her rights be invaded 
and not the rights of all at the same time? Can she suffer and 
man not feel the pain? Can she be degraded from the lofty posi
tion, which Heaven designed her to fill, without,that degradation 
touching and tainting the whole body of society? A simple glance 
at the miserable condition of the Oriental nations, who shut her up 
like a captive bird, within the guarded precinctsof the zenana or 
harem, is answer enough. The mighty power of our holy religion, 
in the first dawn of its strength, was not able fully to do away the 
evil cfiects, entailed on them, through a long course of genera
tions, by the curse of her slavery. So too was it with Greece and 
Rome; till at length the standard of the cross, and the main cur
rent of historypassed overto the tribes of Northern Europe, where 
woman, from a period beyond memory, as may be seen in the 
writings of Tacitus, moved in an element of freedom and virtue. 
The genius of Christianity falling in here with the spirit of the 
Teutonic races, the institutions of chivalry grew up in their midst, 
silently, like all great things in nature, and prepared the way for 
the triumphs of modern civilization. Without robbing our com
mon faith of a single ray of glory, it may be safely affirmed that 
the degradation of the gentler sex is not universal beyond the lim
its of christendom. Even in our own time, travellers of undoubt
ed veracity assure us that the warlike Rajpoots, who inhabit the 
mountain districts of Central India, the most cultivated and reli
ned of all the Asiatic nations, among whom polygamy is unknown, 
regard woman witli an admiration, bordering on idolatry, and e- 
qual in gallantry and devotion the Orlandos and Red Cross Knights, 
who figure so largely in the romantic literature of the middle ages-
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Ami yet to Christianity alone we owe every true conception of 
her real dignity. The teaching and example of our blessed Lord 
have not been lost on the world, lie himself, the Son of God, 
was born of a Jewish Virgin, and numbered the three Marys a- 
ntong his chosen disciples, nor did he hesitate to unfold to them 
those transcendent mysteries of his kingdom, which baffled the 
wisdom of the Greek, and to understand which is the privilege of 
the rarest perception and the most vigorous grasp of intellect. 
It is clear then that the elevation of woman is the elevation of the 
race; that she is not inferior to man, but gifted with the same pow
ers intellectual and moral, and hence that all departments of 
knowledge should be laid under contribution to furnish means for 
training up these powers to their highest pitch of excellence.

Nor does this view in the least tend, as the careless observer 
might suppose, to destroy all distinction between the sexes. There 
are wide differences, which, ordained of old, have their deep 
ground in the laws of nature and of God. Not to be inferior does 
not of necessity argue perfect sameness. The man cannot include 
in himself all the elements of complete manhood, so as to be able 
to stand independent of the woman, and the woman cannot add to 
her own feminine qualities those of the man, in order to occupy 
in solitary grandeur that station, which belongs to only the two as 
they act together and react upon each other. Whenever woman, 
therefore, steps out of her peculiar sphere and usurps the rights 
and prerogatives of man, she does violence to her better nature, 
shocks the sense of the world, is shunned as a monster, and justly 
earns the title of amazon or virago, except under extraordinary 
circumstances, as in the ease of that avenging angel, Joan of Arc- 
So too, when man, forgetful of his high calling, sinks a helpless 
Sybarite, into the lap of voluptuous cllcminacy, he receives as his 
righteous guerdon, the genuine contempt of his fellows. So may 
it ever be! so must it ever be! But let these differences be once 
fairly recognised and admitted, and the reciprocal influences ex
erted arc of a grander order than the forces which cause the orbs 
of space to roll with never-ceasing chime along their paths of light. 
As the Sun, when lie pours down his beams on the bosom of the 
moist earth, in the wake of a vernal shower, lures out buds and
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loaves and blossoms, and fills the air with melody and fragrance, 
so does the presence of a man of true heroic stamp, call forth 
from the heart and soul of the woman, who can appreciate his no
ble qualities, all their hidden riches. She feels no envy, no desire 
to rival him, but gazes on him with pride, and strives to become 
more like herself in all gentleness and loveliness, and this increased 
gentleness and loveliness, by their invisible magnetic out-flowings 
reach back and stimulate him to loftier exertion, so that he is rea
dy to defy all enemies, scale towering Alps, traverse broad conti
nents and brave the dangers of unknown seas, to obtain that which 
would gratify or honor the object of his warm aflection. And 
these flowings and reflowings are the life-pulses of society, that 
mark the throbbings of the universal heart; and to them we are in
debted for all that is valuable in our civilization, from the vine-cov
ered trellis, with which the humble artisan surrounds his cottage 
up to the palace of the king with its spacious chambers, covered 
with gorgeous decorations and filled with costly furniture and 
priceless paintings—from the rudest effort at song up to the mys
tic poem of Dante, led by the love of Beatrice, to explore, with fear
less tread, the unfathomable gloom of Hell, the milder shades of 
Purgatory, and the dazzling glories of the celestial Paradise.

These differences arc the sources not of discord, but eternal 
harmony. No system of Female Education, therefore, can over
look them, and not fail, at the same time, of its proper end. Only 
a few of the chief points of contrast can now be given.

All other peculiarities of the man and the woman are based on 
peculiarities of their physical organization, and the sum and flow
er of these may be expressed by two words, Strength and Beauty.

In man, the finest type of whom is said to be that master-piece 
of ancient sculpture, the Apollo Belvidere at Rome, wo find a su
perior stature, a robust frame, well-knit sinewy limbs, a firm, e- 
lastic tread, a fiery eye and voice, whose deep bass can be heard 
from afar in tones of eloquence or of command. He is thus em
inently fitted to endure the toils of war, to pursue his game up the 
steep crags of the mountain, to put a bridle on the wild horse ol 
the desert, to hew down the primeval forest, subdue the stubborn 
soil and convert it into fruitful fields and blooming gardens, to

2
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compel the invisible forces of the elements, as if by the magic of 
the fabled Genii, to work at his bidding, to build towns and cities, 
to spread abroad his canvass to the breeze and sail to distant 
shores, in quest of knowledge, or of gain.

In full accordance with those powers of body arc the powers 
of his soul. A will, possessed of invincible energy, gives rise to 
‘■the great administrative faculties.” He rules in the family; he 
governs the complicated movements of political affairs; he breaks 
down ail opposers, who attempt to confront him in his career of 
ambition; “he plans sublime campaigns, leads armies to battle, 
and fleets to victory”; he makes laws and he executes them. So 
also, strength guides him through the boundless realms of science. 
With daring flight he ascends the starry cope of heaven, to bring 
down to earth again tidings of worlds, which the eye of Chaldean 
shepherd never saw. From the solid adamant, beneath our feet, 
he digs out unmistakeable proofs of tremendous revolutions, which 
convulsed the surface of our planet long before the era of its pres
ent history. The regions of the air, of the ocean, of the land, in 
all climates and kingdoms, are searched with a zeal, that never 
flags, and every particle of matter, every plant, that grows, and 
every animal that swims, or creeps, or walks, or climbs, or flies, 
is subject to interrogation, till it yield up to him the secret of its 
existence. Back along the channel of tradition he travels boldly, 
and, by the aid of printed books, parchment-scrolls, decayed tem
ples and buildings, and the half-defaced hieroglyphics of the an
tique monument, spells out the mighty thoughts and deeds of gen
erations, that lie mouldering in the dust of ages. He turns upon 
himself, and analyzes, with matchless skill, the subtle workings of 
his own mind, grapples with the awful problems of his life now 
and hereafter, and, in the spheres of philosophy and religion, rises 
to heights, whither few can follow. From all sources, within his 
reach, he gathers stores of knowledge, and piles up systems of co
lossal magnitude, some splendid and evanescent as castles of cloud, 
which, though tinged with radiant hues, are yet torn asunder by 
the wild winds, but others stable as the pillars of eternity, because 
founded on the rock of absolute truth.

Woman, on the other hand, has a frame of more delicate organ-
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ization, of finer mould. The ground of her character is not 
strength, but beauty. The Greek poet Anacreon, in one of his 
sprightly lyric effusions, represents Nature as parcelling out gilts 
of strength to the several orders of the animal creation, and last 
of all she bestows on man, vigor of intellect. He adds, “she has 
nothing left for woman. What then does she give? Beauty, in
stead of all shields, instead of all spears. She, who is beautiful, 
conquers both fire and sword.” In this idea of beauty may be 
comprehended not merely a countenance of classic feature, a fig
ure of faultless symmetry, a gait and gestures full of grace, a voice 
low, sweet, and musical, but also the higher loveliness of the mind 
and heart, and the diviner attractions of virtue. She, who pos
sesses any of these, has power, not indeed like that of man, the 
power of strength, but of beauty, a power, which has often held 
sway over the proudest and sternest rulers of the earth, and must 
ever affect the destinies of individuals or nations for weal or for 
woe. Leaving out of sight the charms of Helen, and the fascina
tions of the haughty Cleopatra, who bound the great Roman Tri- 
umvir in silken chains, and caused him, amid slothful indulgence, 
to turn a deaf ear to the loud calls of duty, to the loss of life and 
empire, we need only observe its general influence within the nar
row range of our own experience, to bo convinced that it produ
ces great mischief or great good. Nothing is so potent, certain
ly, to disarm the soul of fierce and savage passions—and that won
derfully graphic allegory, in the Faerie Queen of Spenser, where 
“the heavenly Una, with her milk-white lamb,” enters the den of 
the Lion, and.leads him away captive, “at her own sweet ■will,’’ 
is a picture full of the deepest meaning.

To man belongs the attribute of courage, because of strength; 
to woman, that of fortitude. She can bear the severest pains and 
afflictions with meekness and resignation. Who does not ac
knowledge the force of the oft-quoted lines

<cSho nover told her love
But let concealment, like a worm i’ the bud, 
Prey on her damask check ;
And sate, like Patience on a monument,
Smiling at grief?”

She can die for her country, and her religion. And if the hero-
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ism of the bold, strong man, who lays down his head on the block, 
as a sacrifice to holy truth, merits a deathless crown, how much 
more brightly docs our admiration glow, when we read of many 
a tender maiden, in the times of primitive martyrdom, going brave
ly to the stake, rather than renounce the faith of Jesus Christ, even 
while she shrank under the polluting grasp of her brutal execu
tioners.

Woman is endowed also with exquisite sensibility. Ilcrfeelings 
arc easily and deeply moved. Hence, her sympathies arc ever 
active, not only toward those, who stand nearest to her, but toward 
all, who arc pierced by the stings of misfortune, and need relief. 
She is ever more ready to lend an ear to the talc of sorrow, to 
weep with those, who weep, and to open her hand to help distress, 
than man, whose heart is prone to grow hard and selfish in the 

' rough battle of life. To this fact all history furnishes ample testi
mony. In the days of the apostles we read of Dorcas, whose 
lovely name, in our English tongue, Gazelle, answers to her love
ly deeds; and in every age there have been numbers like her. 
But, though it be only in Christian lands and civilized countries, 
that her charity reaches the highest mark and exerts a wide-spread 
influence, yet even in the thick darkness of heathenism, solitary 
cases are found shining forth like bright stars—and not the least 
remarkable the one described by Mungo Park, when, in the 
centre of Africa, “he had sunk down to die, under the negro vil
lage tree, a horrible white object in the eyes of all, a poor black 
woman and her daughter, who stood aghast at him, whose earth
ly wealth consisted of one small calabash of rice, with royal mu
nificence, boiled that rice for him,and sat down, and sang all night 
to him, as he lay to sleep. ‘Let us pity the poor white man; no 
mother has he to fetch him milk, no sister to grind him corn.’ ”— 
The very word, Lady, which comes down to us from our Saxon 
forefathers, now so often used and so seldom understood, is a stan
ding proof of her kind disposition. They called her, hlaf-dig, or 
giver of the loaf, because she was accustomed to distribute bread 
to the poor, and hence it has become her most honorable title.

In woman, modesty, that virtue, which enhances all her charms, 
js the constant companion of her beauty and sensibility. She
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shrinks from contact with the rude world, and retires into the qui
et sanctuary of her home, or moves among the peaceful circles of 
society. The resorts of men, the work-shop, the counting-house, 
the bar, the legislative hall, are far too boisterous; the paths of 
science far too steep and rugged.

From this imperfect sketch of some of the characteristics of 
woman we may learn enough to show us that her moral and in
tellectual culture should be something different from that of man. 
Whatever the vehement advocates of her so-called “rights" may 
say, the true aim of her education is not to make lawyers, preach
ers, physicians, statists, and philosophers, not to fashion presidents 
and governors, not to train up scholars, who may produce works, 
like the Novum Organum of Bacon, the Mechanique Celeste of 
La Place, or the Commentaries of Blackstone. Such rivalry 
were vain; for though a queen may sit upon a throne, yet must 
she rule by her ministers; though brilliant names like those of 
Miss Ilerschell and Mrs. Somerville may adorn the lists of sci
ence, yet arc they rare instances, not to be cited as examples for 
imitation. Shakespeare, with his usual nice insight into the pro
priety of things, when he brought Portia before the judgment-seat 
of the Duke, to plead the cause of Antonio against the rapacity of 
the Jew, Shylock, disguised her in the garments of a man, for 
though she possessed all the requisite ingenuity and talent, her sit
uation was romantic and extraordinary, and needed such disguise.

Without setting any limit to the amount or kinds of learning to 
be acquired, giving her free access to “all treasures that in books 
are found,” and liberty to push her researches to the utmost verge 
of human knowledge, it would still seem, that beyond the common 
solid and necessary studies, she is best fitted to excel in all those 
branches, which tend to improve the imagination, to refine the 
taste, and to polish the manners. To collect choice flowers, to 
weave garlands of Pocsie, to write letters sparkling with senti
ment, wit and fancy, to execute delicate works of embroidery, to 
enchant all listeners by the pathos of her song, to call forth from 
the strings of the instrument tones of unearthly harmony, to shine 
in conversation, in one word, to reflect the image of her beauty
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and loveliness upon all things around her, this is her glory, this 
her delight.

And however much that man, whose thoughts arc buried in 
abstruse and knotty investigations, or busied in political schemes 
and intrigues, or absorbed in the pursuits of trade, may be dis
posed to speak of her attainments as superficial and look upon 
her accomplishments as little things, not worth the attention of an 
idle moment, yet when we consider how largely they contribute 
to the pleasures of life, that they are the media, by which social 
influences are propagated on the widest scale silently and invisi 
bly', they' must appear of the first importance. The drops of dew 
that every morning trickle down the blade of grass, unnoticed 
save by the eye of Him who forms them, are of no less account 
in the economy' of nature, than the heavy discharges of rain from 
the bosom of the dark thunder-cloud. It falls to the lot of few 
to achieve great deeds, or to act in scenes of world-historic im
port. The web of our life is made up of little things. Whether, 
then, is it better to know much or to use well what we do know; 
to sit in the icy solitude of intellectual greatness, or to communi
cate happiness, by means of common knowledge; to fill out what 
Wordsworth calls

“That best portion of a good man’s life, 
His little, daily unrcmcmbcrcd acts 
Of kindness and of love?”

The combined influence of these is neither slight nor trivial, but 
is needed to give form and completeness to character, just as in
numerable light strokes of the chisel arc needed to bring a statue 
like the Venns de Medici to perfection, or myriads of delicate 
touches of the pencil, in the hands of a Rafaello, to cause a heav
enly' Madonna to stand out from the canvass. A simple word, or 
event, not striking in itself, of no special significance to the eye 
or ear of a stranger, may by reason of its relations, to him who 
has the power to perceive, yield exquisite pleasure, or exquisite 
pain. An isolated sound may be wholly indifferent, neither mu
sical, nor otherwise, and yet, when brought into certain relations 
to other sounds, become the source of enchanting melody or harsh 
discord. So little thingsand common things arc not always little
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and common—not little, when they “strike th’ electric chain, 
wherewith we're darkly bound.” Away then, with that detestable 
spirit, which would measure all things by one fixed, unvarying 
standard and not according to their own law! A way with the 
fastidiousness of those, who restlessly seek after novelty, who must 
drink their pleasures from a chalice to which none or few lips be
sides their own have been applied, who rather than admire and en
joy, pull to pieces the beautiful creations of genius because they 
have become common property! All honor, therefore, and a 
place second to none, be to the highly educated and accomplish
ed woman!

And now, in conclusion, young ladies, permit me to address 
a single word, to those of you, who, having received the greatest 
distinction in the power of this Seminary of learning to confer, 
arc about to go forth into the busy scenes of the world. From this 
serene height, the prospect before you may glow with the bright
ness of Eden, but, rest assured, Hope’s fragile wares will not bear 
much jolting on its rough and crooked ways. One by one our 
fondest dreams arc dashed to atoms. What in the distance, to the 
eye of Fancy, gazing through an enchanted medium, seem lordly 
palaces, green, flowery meadows, mountains just touching the 
stars, turn out, often on near approach, to be nothing but chill 
wreathing vapors, treacherous bogs, and cold, barren hill tops yet 
a great way below heaven. “All things do fade as a leaf.” And 
yet amid this unceasing change, I would point you to a mine of 
infinite strength and consolation, whence you can derive that, 
which will heighten the enjoyment of every pleasure, steal away 
the bitterness of every grief, and nerve you for the fulfilment of 
every duty'—Him, I mean, in whom manhood finds the embodi
ment of its divincst ideas, its last end, its immortal crown—“Jesus 
Christ, the same yesterday, to-day, and forever.” Cleave to Him, 
worship Him, love Him, and you cannot fail to become noble and 
true women.


