kind of familiarity which abbreviates a man’s Chris-
tian name leads easily to disrespect; in no case,
perhaps, has it done 80 more undeservedly than in
that of Tom Paine. The man whom his contem-
poraries noted for his shyness, his benevolence, and
his gentleness, who was quiet and unargumentative
of speech, dignified In demeanor, and retiring in his
disposition, starts up before the imagination of many
of us as a noisy and blatant demagogue whose ex-
cesses and vulgarities are deservedly forgotten.
. . . The publication of Paine’s books from the
second part of the “Rights of Man” to the later
“Age of Reason” drew down on the heads of ven-
turesome booksellers the terrors of a cruel and
antiquated treason law. What happened might
have been foreseen. He and his works became the
great influence which set up everywhere constitu-
tional societies and encouraged political and re-
ligious freedom of thought. He became the inter-
preter to England of the principles of the two
Revolutions, and his words and ideas leavened spec-
ulation among the masses of the English people, and
still leavens it today. We may forget him or re-
member him awry, but the very stuff of our brains
is woven on the ‘looms of his devising. . . . To
be in turn staymaker, privateer, schoolmaster, ex-
ciseman (like that other revolutionary Robert
Burns), mechanic, bridgebuilder, journalist, is to
crowd life pretty fully with activities and events.
But one aspect of him it is particularly appropriate
that we should notice here. We believe Paine to
have been very nearly the first journalist in the
fullest and best modern sense of that word; we
believe him to have been among the first to realize
the value and power of a cheap press. On the latter
point the details of his literary ventures are sufii-
cient evidence. His pamphlet on “Common Sense,”
of which 120,000 copies were sold (an enormous
number in those days), first made popular the idea
of self-government among the revolting American
colonists. By Paine’s own wishes it was priced so
low as actually not to pay the cost of publication.
His series of papers on “The Crisis,” published
during the same struggle, the first of which has
the famous beginning “These are the times that try
men’s souls,” met with a similar success for similar
reasons. “The Rights of Man” and ‘“The Age of
Reason” were scattered as broadcast in England as
those had been in America. His ability as a jour-
nalist forced home the influence which his notion
of cheap publication placed in his hands. He had
a singular gift of directness, of clarity, and of vigor
in composition, and he enforced it with an assiduous
and unremitting observation of the course of events.
At a time when most men saw only one newspaper,
and more none at all, it was his habit to follow
closely English, American, and French journals from
day to day. We learn from Cobbett (whose desul-
tory notes on him are the most discerning estimate
we have) that he looked on the funds as a sure
thermometer of public affairs, and in this he showed
a perspicuity that cannot have been over-common.
The result was that he knew how to strike when
the iron was hot. He was able to seize upon
formulee which fitted very exactly with the spirit
of the time, and the justness of the observation
which went to their making has kept them fresh to
this day, a hundred years after his death.
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STAINS.

The three ghosts on the lonesome road
Spake each to one another,

“Whence came that stain about your mouth
No lifted hand may cover?”

“From eating of forbidden fruit,
Brother, my brother.”

The three ghosts on the sunless road
Spake each to one another, .

“Whence came that red burn on your foot
No dust or ash may cover?”

“] stamped a neighbor’s hearth-flame out,
Brother, my brother.”

The three ghosts on the windless road
Spake each to one another,

“Whence came that blood upon your hand
No other hand may cover?”

“From breaking a woman's heart,
Brother, my brother.”

“Yet on the earth clean men we walked,
Glutton and Thief and Lover;

White flesh and fair it hid our stains
That no man might discover.”

“Naked the soul goes up to God,
Brother, my brother.”

—Theodosia Garrison in “The Joy of Life.”
+ 4+

FALSE PATRIOTISM.

Associated Press Report of a Sermon Delivered in
New York, July 4, by Bishop Chas. D. Williams.

For the most part organizations for mutual ad-
miration which indulge in harmless patriotic
buncombe, such as teaching kindergartens of for-
eign children to go through flag drills and sing
the “Star Spangled Banner,” was the way the Rt.
Rev. Charles D. Williams, D. D., bishop of the
Episcopal diocese of Michigan, defined the Daugh-
ters of the American Revolution to-day. He also
put in this class the Sons of the American Rev-
olution, the Colonial Dames, the Order of Cin-
cinnatus, and others, “ad infinitum,” as he ex-
pressed it.

The bishop made these remarks in a sermon
at St. Bartholomew’s Episcopal church here as he
rebuked the American people for what he termed
their false patriotism.

“We affect democratic simplicity and appear to
despise pride in aristocratic descent,” the Bishop
said, “but on the other hand we organize societies
such as I have named for just the opposite pur-

pose.
“While making a great show of patriotism the
people of the United States refuse to take up the
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simplest obligations of their citizenship. They
would not ‘soil their dainty fingers with dirty
politics,’ even in the effort to make them clean.”

He diagnosed latter day troubles as follows:
“This false patriotism of idle pride in our past
and blind confidence in our future has so pos-
sessed the popular mind that he who ventures to
criticise our national character makes himself a
prey of popular fury and scorn.

“The greatest need of America to-day is a line
of prophets to convince us of our sins—sins that
are palpably manifest to all who are not willfully
blind, sins which have invariably, throughout the
whole course of history, brought in their train the
decline and fall of nations.”

John the Baptist never preached a more scath-
ing evangelistic sermon in the wilderness or any-
where else against an Israel that was satisfied
with itself because its father was Abraham, than
did Bishop Williams. When the speaker had
finished, he admitted it was an odd sort of Fourth
of July sermon.

Bishop Williams took for his text two quota-
tions, one from John the Baptist and the other
from Jesus Christ. In hoth instances the proph-
ets and teachers of old had upbraided the Jews,
and in both the latter had replied that they were
quiet, safe, and did not fear taunts from such
sources. They were sons of Abraham and that
was sufficient, they said.

“Even at the anniversary of the nation’s birth,
at risk of being counted sensational, I shall ven-
ture to mention some things wherein Americans
commit the sins against which John the Baptist
and Jesus Christ preached.

“One thing is our wealth. We are more crude-
ly and crassly materialistic than any other people
on earth. We cannot tell the difference between
bigness and greatness. Bigness is material. You
can measure it with a tape. Greatness is spirit-
ual. It is that which God alone can measure.

“We call New York and Chicago great cities.
Are they? They are big, monstrously big, but
have they the civic conscience that is necessary to
greatness? Compare them with Athens of old or
with some small cities of Europe of the present
day, where real problems of humanity are being
worked out!

“As a people we are big; in land we are big; in
energy we are big, but in any of these are we
great? What are our national ideals? Have we
any? I fear we have not. We are so indi-
vidualistic that our nation has hardly an exist-
ence.

“The state seems to exist to take care of per-
sons, especially rich persons. Congress just now
is spending its time looking after particular big
interests. It is the individual with us, and if he
is cared for, the devil can take the general public.
We have no social solidarity. It is material
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wealth that is producing public and private ills.
If we as a people and a nation escape the doom of
others who have gone over this road it will be
because a miracle is performed in our behalf.

“We are inhuman. We care little for art, for
sentiment, or for anything that cultivates hu-
manity. We have a horror of being called ‘sen-
timental” Our universities teach trades, not the
higher life. We turn out graduates fitted to get
rich, and when they get rich they don’t know how
to use, much less how to enjoy, their money. We
are inhuman when we see railroads kill thousands
each year and say nothing.

“In the protection of life and property we are
away behind the nations of Europe. In laws pro-
tecting women and children, especially those who
labor, we are -classed as barbarians. "On this
point only two nations cannot be put on the
honor roll. Those nations are Russia and the
United States. The Yankee in Europe is often
more shrewd than honest, and when we happen
along behind him and hear of his tricks we are
apt to laugh rather than to blush with shame as

we ought to do.” . 4

THE DEAD MAN.

John Galsworthy in the London Nation.

In the Spring of the year 1950, a lawyer and
his friend were sitting over their wine and wal-
nuts. The lawyer said: “In turning over my
father’s papers the other day, I came across this
cutting from a journal. It is dated December,
1908. Rather a singular document. If you like
T’ll read it to you.” .

“Do,” said the friend.

The lawyer began to read—

“Some sensation was caused in a London Po-
lice Court yesterday by a poorly dressed, but re-
spectable-looking man, who applied to the magis-
trate for advice. We give the conversation ver-
batim:

“Your Worship, may I ask you a question?”’

“If it is one that I can answer.”

“It’s just this: Am I alive?”

“Go away!”

“Your Worship, I am perfectly serious. It’s a
matter of vital importance to me to know; I am a
chainmaker.”

“Are you sane?”’

“Your Worship, I am quite sane.”

“Then what do you mean by coming here and
asking me a question like that?”

“Your Worship, I am out of work.”

“What has that to do with it?”

“Your Worship, it’s like this. I’ve been out of
work, through no fault of my own, for two months.
Your Worship has heard, no doubt, that there are
hundreds of thousands of us chaps.”

“Well, go on!’



