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JANUARY 1836) 
[1] I do not arise to spread before you the fame of a noted warrior, whose natural abilities shone like
those of the great and mighty Philip of Greece, or of Alexander the Great, or like those of 
Washington--whose virtues and patriotism are engraven on the hearts of my audience. Neither do I 
approve of war as being the best method of bowing to the haughty tyrant, Man, and civilizing the 
world. No, far from me be such a thought. But it is to bring before you beings made by the God of 
Nature, and in whose hearts and heads he has planted sympathies that shall live forever in the 
memory of the world, whose brilliant talents shone in the display of natural things, so that the most 
cultivated, whose powers shown with equal luster, were not able to prepare mantles to cover the 
burning elements of an uncivilized world. What, then? Shall we cease to mention the mighty of the 
earth, the noble work of God? 

[2] Yet those purer virtues remain untold. Those noble traits that marked the wild man's course lie 
buried in the shades of night; and who shall stand? I appeal to the lovers of liberty. But those few 
remaining descendants who now remain as the monument of the cruelty of those who came to 
improve our race and correct our errors- and as the immortal Washington lives endeared and 
engraven on the hearts of every white in America, never to be forgotten in time- even such is the 
immortal Philip honored, as held in memory by the degraded but yet grateful descendants who 
appreciate his character; so will every patriot, especially in this enlightened age, respect the rude yet
all accomplished son of the forest, that died a martyr to his cause, though unsuccessful, yet as 
glorious as the American Revolution. Where, then, shall we place the hero of the wilderness? 

[6] The first inquiry is: Who is Philip? He was the descendant of one of the most celebrated chiefs 
in the known world, for peace and universal benevolence toward all men; for injuries upon injuries, 
and the most daring robberies and barbarous deeds of death that were ever committed by the 
American Pilgrims, were with patience and resignation borne, in a manner that would do justice to 
any Christian nation or being in the world -especially when we realize that it was voluntary 
suffering on the part of the good old chief. His country extensive, his men numerous, so as the 
wilderness was enlivened by them, say, a thousand to one of the white men, and they also sick and 
feeble--where, then, shall we find one nation submitting so tamely to another, with such a host at 
their command? For injuries of much less magnitude have the people called Christians slain their 
brethren, till they could sing, like Samson: With a jawbone of an ass have we slain our thousands 
and laid them in heaps. It will be well for us to lay those deeds and depredations committed by 
whites upon Indians before the civilized world, and then they can judge for themselves. 

[7] It appears from history that, in 1614, "There came one Henry Harly unto me, bringing with him 
a native of the Island of Capawick [Chappaquiddick], a place at the south of Cape Cod, whose name
was Epenuel. This man was taken upon the main by force, with some twenty-nine others,"very 
probably good old Massasoit's men (see Harlow's Voyage, 1611), "by a ship, and carried to London,
and from thence to be sold for slaves among the Spaniards; but the Indians being too shrewd, or, as 
they say, unapt for their use, they refused to traffic in Indians' blood and bones." This inhuman act 
of the whites caused the Indians to be jealous forever afterward, which the white man acknowledges
upon the first pages of the history of his country. (See Drake's History of the Indians, 7.) 

[8] How inhuman it was in those wretches, to come into a country where nature shone in beauty, 
spreading her wings over the vast continent, sheltering beneath her shades those natural sons of an 
Almighty Being, that shone in grandeur and luster like the stars of the first magnitude in the 
heavenly world; whose virtues far surpassed their more enlightened foes, notwithstanding their 
pretended zeal for religion and virtue. How they could go to work to enslave a free people and call 
it religion is beyond the power of my imagination and outstrips the revelation of God's word. O 
thou pretended hypocritical Christian, whoever thou art, to say it was the design of God that we 



should murder and slay one another because we have the power. Power was not given us to abuse 
each other, but a mere power delegated to us by the King of heaven, a weapon of defense against 
error and evil; and when abused, it will turn to our destruction. Mark, then, the history of nations 
throughout the world. 

[10] December (O.S.) 1620, the Pilgrims landed at Plymouth, and without asking liberty from 
anyone they possessed themselves of a portion of the country, and built themselves houses, and then
made a treaty, and commanded them to accede to it. This, if now done, it would be called an insult 
and every white man would be called to go out and act the part of a patriot, to defend their country's
rights; and if every intruder were butchered, it would be sung upon every hilltop in the Union that 
victory and patriotism was the order of the day. And yet the Indians (though many were 
dissatisfied), without the shedding of blood or imprisoning anyone, bore it. And yet for their 
kindness and resignation toward the whites, they were called savages and made by God on purpose 
for them to destroy. We might say, God understood his work better than this. But to proceed: It 
appears that a treaty was made by the Pilgrims and the Indians, which treaty was kept during forty 
years; the young chiefs during this time was showing the Pilgrims how to live in their country and 
find support for their wives and little ones; and for all this, they were receiving the applause of 
being savages. The two gentleman chiefs were Squanto and Samoset, that were so good to the 
Pilgrims. 

[11] The next we present before you are things very appalling. We turn our attention to the dates 
1623, January and March, when Mr. Weston's colony came very near starving to death; some of 
them were obliged to hire themselves to the Indians, to become their servants, in order that they 
might live. Their principal work was to bring wood and water; but, not being contented with this, 
many of the whites sought to steal the Indians' corn; and because the Indians complained of it, and 
through their complaint, some one of their number being punished, as they say, to appease the 
savages. Now let us see who the greatest savages were; the person that stole the corn was a stout 
athletic man, and because of this they wished to spare him and take an old man who was lame and 
sickly and that used to get his living by weaving, and because they thought he would not be of so 
much use to them, he was, although innocent of any crime, hung in his stead. O savage, where art 
thou, to weep over the Christian's crimes? Another act of humanity for Christians, as they call 
themselves, that one Captain Standish, gathering some fruit and provisions, goes forward with a 
black and hypocritical heart and pretends to prepare a feast for the Indians; and when they sit down 
to eat, they seize the Indians' knives hanging about their necks, and stab them to the heart. The 
white people call this stabbing, feasting the savages. We suppose it might well mean themselves, 
their conduct being more like savages than Christians. They took one Wittumumet, the chief's head,
and put it upon a pole in their fort and, for aught we know, gave praise to their God for success in 
murdering a poor Indian; for we know it was their usual course to give praise to God for this kind of
victory, believing it was God's will and command for them to do so. We wonder if these same 
Christians do not think it the command of God that they should lie, steal, and get drunk, commit 
fornication and adultery. The one is as consistent as the other. What say you, judges, is it not so, and
was it not according as they did? Indians think it is. 

[14] But we have more to present; and that is the violation of a treaty that the Pilgrims proposed for 
the Indians to subscribe to, and they the first to break it. The Pilgrims promised to deliver up every 
transgressor of the Indian treaty to them, to be punished according to their laws, and the Indians 
were to do likewise. Now it appears that an Indian had committed treason by conspiring against the 
king's life, which is punishable with death; and Massasoit makes demand for the transgressor, and 
the Pilgrims refuse to give him up, although by their oath of alliance they had promised to do so. 
Their reasons were, he was beneficial to them. This shows how grateful they were to their former 
safeguard and ancient protector. Now, who would have blamed this venerable old chief if he had 
declared war at once and swept the whole colonies away? It was certainly in his power to do it, if he
pleased; but no, he forbore and forgave the whites. But where is there a people, called civilized, that
would do it? We presume, none; and we doubt not but the Pilgrims would have exerted all their 



powers to be avenged and to appease their ungodly passions. But it will be seen that this good old 
chief exercised more Christian forbearance than any of the governors of that age or since. It might 
well be said he was a pattern for the Christians themselves; but by the Pilgrims he is denounced, as 
being a savage. 

[16] Only look for a few moments at the abuses the son of Massasoit received. Alexander being sent
for with armed men, and while he and his men were breaking their fast in the morning, they were 
taken immediately away, by order of the governor, without the least provocation but merely through
suspicion. Alexander and his men saw them and might have prevented it but did not, saying the 
governor had no occasion to treat him in this manner; and the heartless wretch informed him that he
would murder him upon the spot if he did not go with him, presenting a sword at his breast; and had
it not been for one of his men, he would have yielded himself up upon the spot. Alexander was a 
man of strong passion and of a firm mind; and this insulting treatment of him caused him to fall sick

of a fever, so that he never recovered. Some of the Indians were suspicious that he was poisoned to 
death. He died in the year 1662. "After him," says that eminent divine, Dr. Mather, "there rose up 
one Philip, of cursed memory." Perhaps if the Doctor was present, he would find that the memory 
of Philip was as far before his, in the view of sound, judicious men, as the sun is before the stars at 
noonday. But we might suppose that men like Dr. Mather, so well versed in Scripture, would have 
known his work better than to have spoken evil of anyone, or have cursed any of God's works. He 
ought to have known that God did not make his red children for him to curse; but if he wanted them
cursed, he could have done it himself. But, on the contrary, his suffering Master commanded him to
love his enemies and to pray for his persecutors, and to do unto others as he would that men should 
do unto him. Now, we wonder if the sons of the Pilgrims would like to have us, poor Indians, come 
out and curse the Doctor, and all their sons, as we have been by many of them. And suppose that, in
some future day, our children should repay all these wrongs, would it not be doing as we, poor 
Indians, have been done to? But we sincerely hope there is more humanity in us than that. 

[19] The history of New England writers say that our tribes were large and respectable. How, then, 
could it be otherwise, but their safety rested in the hands of friendly Indians? In 1647, the Pilgrims 

speak of large and respectable tribes. But let us trace them for a few moments. How have they been 
destroyed? Is it by fair means? No. How then? By hypocritical proceedings, by being duped and 
flattered; flattered by informing the Indians that their God was going to speak to them, and then 
place them before the cannon's mouth in a line, and then putting the match to it and kill thousands 
of them. We might suppose that meek Christians had better gods and weapons than cannon; 
weapons that were not carnal, but mighty through God, to the pulling down of strongholds. These 
are the weapons that modern Christians profess to have; and if the Pilgrims did not have them, they 
ought not to be honored as such. But let us again review their weapons to civilize the nations of this 
soil. What were they? Rum and powder and ball, together with all the diseases, such as the smallpox
and every other disease imaginable, and in this way sweep off thousands and tens of thousands. And
then it has been said that these men who were free from these things, that they could not live among
civilized people. We wonder how a virtuous people could live in a sink of diseases, a people who 
had never been used to them. 

[20] And who is to account for those destructions upon innocent families and helpless children? It 
was said by some of the New England writers that living babes were found at the breast of their 
dead mothers. What an awful sight! And to think, too, that these diseases were carried among them 
on purpose to destroy them. Let the children of the Pilgrims blush, while the son of the forest drops 
a tear and groans over the fate of his murdered and departed fathers. He would say to the sons of the
Pilgrims (as Job said about his birthday), let the day be dark, the 22nd day of December 1622; let it 
be forgotten in your celebration, in your speeches, and by the burying of the rock that your fathers 
first put their foot upon. For be it remembered, although the Gospel is said to be glad tidings to all 
people, yet we poor Indians never have found those who brought it as messengers of mercy, but 
contrawise. We say, therefore, let every man of color wrap himself in mourning, for the 22nd of 



December and the 4th of July are days of mourning and not of joy. (I would here say, there is an 
error in my book; it speaks of the 25th of December, but it should be the 22nd. See Indian 
Nullification.) Let them rather fast and pray to the great Spirit, the Indian's God, who deals out 
mercy to his red children, and not destruction. 

[22] But what next should we hear from this very pious man? Why, my brethren, the poor 
missionaries want money to go and convert the poor heathen, as if God could not convert them 
where they were but must first drive them out. If God wants the red men converted, we should think
that he could do it as well in one place as in another. But must I say, and shall I say it, that 
missionaries have injured us more than they have done us good, by degrading us as a people, in 
breaking up our governments and leaving us without any suffrages whatever, or a legal right among
men? Oh, what cursed doctrine is this! It most certainly is not fit to civilize men with, much more to
save their souls; and we poor Indians want no such missionaries around us. But I would suggest one
thing, and that is, let the ministers and people use the colored people they have already around them
like human beings, before they go to convert any more; and let them show it in their churches; and 
let them proclaim it upon the housetops; and I would say to the benevolent, withhold your hard 
earnings from them, unless they do do it, until they can stop laying their own wickedness to God, 
which is blasphemy. 

[23] But if God was like his subjects, we should all have been swept off before now; for we find 
that, of late, Pilgrims' children have got to killing and mobbing each other, as they have got rid of 
most all the Indians. This is worse than my countrymen ever did, for they never mobbed one 
another; and I was in hopes that the sons of the Pilgrims had improved a little. But the more 
honorable may thank their fathers for such a spirit in this age. And remember that their walls of 
prejudice was built with untempered mortar, contrary to God's command; and be assured, it will fall
upon their children, though I sincerely hope they will not be seriously injured by it -although I 
myself now and then feel a little of its pressure, as though I should not be able to sustain the shock. 
But I trust the Great Spirit will stand by me, as also good and honorable men will, being as it were 
the last, still lingering upon the shores of time, standing as it were upon the graves of his much 
injured race, to plead their cause and speak for the rights of the remaining few. Although it is said 
by many that the Indians had no rights, neither do they regard their rights; nor can they look a white
man in the face and ask him for them. 

[63] But who was Philip, that made all this display in the world, that put an enlightened nation to 
flight and won so many battles? It was a son of nature, with nature's talents alone. And who did he 
have to contend with? With all the combined arts of cultivated talents of the Old and New World. It 
was like putting one talent against a thousand. And yet Philip, with that, accomplished more than all
of them. Yea, he outdid the well disciplined forces of Greece, under the command of Philip, the 
Grecian emperor; for he never was enabled to lay such plans of allying the tribes of the earth 
together, as Philip of Mount Hope did. And even Napoleon patterned after him, in collecting his 
forces and surprising the enemy. Washington, too, pursued many of his plans in attacking the 
enemy and thereby enabled him to defeat his antagonists and conquer them. What, then, shall we 
say? Shall we not do right to say that Philip, with his one talent, outstrips them all with their ten 
thousand? No warrior, of any age, was ever known to pursue such plans as Philip did. And it is well
known that Church and nobody else could have conquered, if his people had not used treachery, 
which was owing to their ignorance; and after all, it is a fact that it was not the Pilgrims that 
conquered him; it was Indians. And as to his benevolence, it was very great; no one in history can 
accuse Philip of being cruel to his conquered foes; that he used them with more hospitality than 
they, the Pilgrims, did cannot be denied; and that he had knowledge and forethought cannot be 
denied. As Mr. Gookin, in speaking of Philip, says, that he was a man of good understanding and 
knowledge in the best things. Mr. Gookin, it appears, was a benevolent man and a friend to the 
Indians. 

[64] How deep, then, was the thought of Philip, when he could look from Maine to Georgia, and 
from the ocean to the lakes, and view with one look all his brethren withering before the more 



enlightened to come; and how true his prophecy, that the white people would not only cut down 
their groves but would enslave them. Had the inspiration of Isaiah been there, he could not have 
been more correct. Our groves and hunting grounds are gone, our dead are dug up, our council fires 
are put out, and a foundation was laid in the first Legislature to enslave our people, by taking from 
them all rights, which has been strictly adhered to ever since. Look at the disgraceful laws, 
disfranchising us as citizens. Look at the treaties made by Congress, all broken. Look at the deep 
rooted plans laid, when a territory becomes a state, that after so many years the laws shall be 
extended over the Indians that live within their boundaries. Yea, every charter that has been given 
was given with the view of driving the Indians out of the states, or dooming them to become 
chained under desperate laws, that would make them drag out a miserable life as one chained to the 
galley; and this is the course that has been pursued for nearly two hundred years. A fire, a canker, 
created by the Pilgrims from across the Atlantic, to burn and destroy my poor unfortunate brethren, 
and it cannot be denied. What, then, shall we do? Shall we cease crying and say it is all wrong, or 
shall we bury the hatchet and those unjust laws and Plymouth Rock together and become friends? 
And will the sons of the Pilgrims aid in putting out the fire and destroying the canker that will ruin 
all that their fathers left behind them to destroy? (By this we see how true Philip spoke.) If so, we 
hope we shall not hear it said from ministers and church members that we are so good no other 
people can live with us, as you know it is a common thing for them to say Indians cannot live 
among Christian people; no, even the president of the United States tells the Indians they cannot 
live among civilized people, and we want your lands and must have them and will have them. As if 
he had said to them, "We want your land for our use to speculate upon; it aids us in paying off our 
national debt and supporting us in Congress to drive you off. 

[65] "You see, my red children, that our fathers carried on this scheme of getting your lands for our 
use, and we have now become rich and powerful; and we have a right to do with you just as we 
please; we claim to be your fathers. And we think we shall do you a great favor, my dear sons and 
daughters, to drive you out, to get you away out of the reach of our civilized people, who are 
cheating you, for we have no law to reach them, we cannot protect you although you be our 
children. So it is no use, you need not cry, you must go, even if the lions devour you, for we 
promised the land you have to somebody else long ago, perhaps twenty or thirty years; and we did it
without your consent, it is true. But this has been the way our fathers first brought us up, and it is 
hard to depart from it; therefore, you shall have no protection from us." Now, while we sum up this 
subject, does it not appear that the cause of all wars from beginning to end was and is for the want 
of good usage? That the whites have always been the aggressors, and the wars, cruelties, and 
bloodshed is a job of their own seeking, and not the Indians? Did you ever know of Indians hurting 
those who was kind to them? No. We have a thousand witnesses to the contrary. Yea, every male 
and female declare it to be the fact. We often hear of the wars breaking out upon the frontiers, and it
is because the same spirit reigns there that reigned here in New England; and wherever there are 
any Indians, that spirit still reigns; and at present, there is no law to stop it. What, then, is to be 
done? Let every friend of the Indians now seize the mantle of Liberty and throw it over those 
burning elements that has spread with such fearful rapidity, and at once extinguish them forever. It 
is true that now and then a feeble voice has been raised in our favor. Yes, we might speak of 
distinguished men, but they fall so far short in the minority that it is heard but at a small distance. 
We want trumpets that sound like thunder, and men to act as though they were going at war with 
those corrupt and degrading principles that robs one of all rights, merely because he is ignorant and 
of a little different color. Let us have principles that will give everyone his due; and then shall wars 
cease, and the weary find rest. Give the Indian his rights, and you may be assured war will cease. 

[66] But by this time you have been enabled to see that Philip's prophecy has come to pass; 
therefore, as a man of natural abilities, I shall pronounce him the greatest man that was ever in 

America; and so it will stand, until he is proved to the contrary, to the everlasting disgrace of the 
Pilgrims' fathers.


