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			Editor’s Introduction

			Thomas Paine, in his Will, speaks of this work as The Amer­ic­an Crisis, re­mem­ber­ing per­haps that a num­ber of polit­ic­al pamph­lets had ap­peared in Lon­don, 1775–1776, un­der gen­er­al title of “The Crisis.” By the blun­der of an early Eng­lish pub­lish­er of Paine’s writ­ings, one es­say in the Lon­don Crisis was at­trib­uted to Paine, and the er­ror has con­tin­ued to cause con­fu­sion. This pub­lish­er was D. I. Eaton, who prin­ted as the first num­ber of Paine’s Crisis an es­say taken from the Lon­don pub­lic­a­tion. But his pre­fat­ory note says: “Since the print­ing of this book, the pub­lish­er is in­formed that No. 1, or first Crisis in this pub­lic­a­tion, is not one of the thir­teen which Paine wrote, but a let­ter pre­vi­ous to them.” Un­for­tu­nately this cor­rec­tion is suf­fi­ciently equi­voc­al to leave on some minds the no­tion that Paine did write the let­ter in ques­tion, al­beit not as a num­ber of his Crisis; es­pe­cially as Eaton’s ed­it­or un­war­rant­ably ap­pen­ded the sig­na­ture “C. S.,” sug­gest­ing “Com­mon Sense.” There are, how­ever, no such let­ters in the Lon­don es­say, which is signed “Casca.” It was pub­lished Au­gust 9, 1775, in the form of a let­ter to Gen­er­al Gage, in an­swer to his Pro­clam­a­tion con­cern­ing the af­fair at Lex­ing­ton. It was cer­tainly not writ­ten by Paine. It apo­lo­gizes for the Amer­ic­ans for hav­ing, on April 19, at Lex­ing­ton, made “an at­tack upon the King’s troops from be­hind walls and lurk­ing holes.” The writer asks: “Have not the Amer­ic­ans been driv­en to this frenzy? Is it not com­mon for an en­emy to take every ad­vant­age?” Paine, who was in Amer­ica when the af­fair oc­curred at Lex­ing­ton, would have promptly de­nounced Gage’s story as a false­hood, but the facts known to every­one in Amer­ica were as yet not be­fore the Lon­don writer. The Eng­lish Crisis bears evid­ence through­out of hav­ing been writ­ten in Lon­don. It de­rived noth­ing from Paine, and he de­rived noth­ing from it, un­less its title, and this is too ob­vi­ous for its ori­gin to re­quire dis­cus­sion. I have no doubt, how­ever, that the title was sug­ges­ted by the Eng­lish pub­lic­a­tion, be­cause Paine has fol­lowed its scheme in in­tro­du­cing a “Crisis Ex­traordin­ary.” His work con­sists of thir­teen num­bers, and, in ad­di­tion to these, a “Crisis Ex­traordin­ary” and a “Su­per­nu­mer­ary Crisis.” In some mod­ern col­lec­tions all of these have been seri­ally numbered, and a brief news­pa­per art­icle ad­ded, mak­ing six­teen num­bers. But Paine, in his Will, speaks of the num­ber as thir­teen, wish­ing per­haps, in his char­ac­ter­ist­ic way, to ad­here to the num­ber of the Amer­ic­an Colon­ies, as he did in the thir­teen ribs of his iron bridge. His enu­mer­a­tion is there­fore fol­lowed in the present volume, and the num­bers prin­ted suc­cess­ively, al­though oth­er writ­ings in­ter­vened.

			The first Crisis was prin­ted in the Pennsylvania Journ­al, Decem­ber 19, 1776, and opens with the fam­ous sen­tence, “These are the times that try men’s souls”; the last Crisis ap­peared April 19, 1783, (eighth an­niversary of the first gun of the war, at Lex­ing­ton,) and opens with the words, “The times that tried men’s souls are over.” The great ef­fect pro­duced by Paine’s suc­cess­ive pub­lic­a­tions has been at­tested by Wash­ing­ton and Frank­lin, by every lead­er of the Amer­ic­an Re­volu­tion, by res­ol­u­tions of Con­gress, and by every con­tem­por­ary his­tor­i­an of the events amid which they were writ­ten. The first Crisis is of es­pe­cial his­tor­ic­al in­terest. It was writ­ten dur­ing the re­treat of Wash­ing­ton across the Delaware, and by or­der of the Com­mand­er was read to groups of his dis­pir­ited and suf­fer­ing sol­diers. Its open­ing sen­tence was ad­op­ted as the watch­word of the move­ment on Trenton, a few days after its pub­lic­a­tion, and is be­lieved to have in­spired much of the cour­age which won that vic­tory, which, though not im­pos­ing in ex­tent, was of great mor­al ef­fect on Wash­ing­ton’s little army.
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				The Crisis
				I
			

			These are the times that try men’s souls. The sum­mer sol­dier and the sun­shine pat­ri­ot will, in this crisis, shrink from the ser­vice of their coun­try; but he that stands it now, de­serves the love and thanks of man and wo­man. Tyranny, like hell, is not eas­ily conquered; yet we have this con­sol­a­tion with us, that the harder the con­flict, the more glor­i­ous the tri­umph. What we ob­tain too cheap, we es­teem too lightly: it is dear­ness only that gives everything its value. Heav­en knows how to put a prop­er price upon its goods; and it would be strange in­deed if so ce­les­ti­al an art­icle as free­dom should not be highly rated. Bri­tain, with an army to en­force her tyranny, has de­clared that she has a right (not only to tax) but “to bind us in all cases what­so­ever,” and if be­ing bound in that man­ner, is not slavery, then is there not such a thing as slavery upon earth. Even the ex­pres­sion is im­pi­ous; for so un­lim­ited a power can be­long only to God.

			Wheth­er the in­de­pend­ence of the con­tin­ent was de­clared too soon, or delayed too long, I will not now enter in­to as an ar­gu­ment; my own simple opin­ion is, that had it been eight months earli­er, it would have been much bet­ter. We did not make a prop­er use of last winter, neither could we, while we were in a de­pend­ent state. How­ever, the fault, if it were one, was all our own;1 we have none to blame but ourselves. But no great deal is lost yet. All that Howe has been do­ing for this month past, is rather a rav­age than a con­quest, which the spir­it of the Jer­seys, a year ago, would have quickly re­pulsed, and which time and a little res­ol­u­tion will soon re­cov­er.

			I have as little su­per­sti­tion in me as any man liv­ing, but my secret opin­ion has ever been, and still is, that God Almighty will not give up a people to mil­it­ary de­struc­tion, or leave them un­sup­portedly to per­ish, who have so earn­estly and so re­peatedly sought to avoid the calam­it­ies of war, by every de­cent meth­od which wis­dom could in­vent. Neither have I so much of the in­fi­del in me, as to sup­pose that He has re­lin­quished the gov­ern­ment of the world, and giv­en us up to the care of dev­ils; and as I do not, I can­not see on what grounds the king of Bri­tain can look up to heav­en for help against us: a com­mon mur­der­er, a high­way­man, or a house­break­er, has as good a pre­tence as he.

			’Tis sur­pris­ing to see how rap­idly a pan­ic will some­times run through a coun­try. All na­tions and ages have been sub­ject to them. Bri­tain has trembled like an ague at the re­port of a French fleet of flat-bot­tomed boats; and in the four­teenth [fif­teenth] cen­tury the whole Eng­lish army, after ravaging the king­dom of France, was driv­en back like men pet­ri­fied with fear; and this brave ex­ploit was per­formed by a few broken forces col­lec­ted and headed by a wo­man, Joan of Arc. Would that heav­en might in­spire some Jer­sey maid to spir­it up her coun­try­men, and save her fair fel­low suf­fer­ers from rav­age and rav­ish­ment! Yet pan­ics, in some cases, have their uses; they pro­duce as much good as hurt. Their dur­a­tion is al­ways short; the mind soon grows through them, and ac­quires a firmer habit than be­fore. But their pe­cu­li­ar ad­vant­age is, that they are the touch­stones of sin­cer­ity and hy­po­crisy, and bring things and men to light, which might oth­er­wise have lain forever un­dis­covered. In fact, they have the same ef­fect on secret trait­ors, which an ima­gin­ary ap­par­i­tion would have upon a private mur­der­er. They sift out the hid­den thoughts of man, and hold them up in pub­lic to the world. Many a dis­guised Tory has lately shown his head, that shall pen­it­en­tially sol­em­nize with curses the day on which Howe ar­rived upon the Delaware.

			As I was with the troops at Fort Lee, and marched with them to the edge of Pennsylvania, I am well ac­quain­ted with many cir­cum­stances, which those who live at a dis­tance know but little or noth­ing of. Our situ­ation there was ex­ceed­ingly cramped, the place be­ing a nar­row neck of land between the North River and the Hack­en­sack. Our force was in­con­sid­er­able, be­ing not one-fourth so great as Howe could bring against us. We had no army at hand to have re­lieved the gar­ris­on, had we shut ourselves up and stood on our de­fence. Our am­muni­tion, light ar­til­lery, and the best part of our stores, had been re­moved, on the ap­pre­hen­sion that Howe would en­deavor to pen­et­rate the Jer­seys, in which case Fort Lee could be of no use to us; for it must oc­cur to every think­ing man, wheth­er in the army or not, that these kind of field forts are only for tem­por­ary pur­poses, and last in use no longer than the en­emy dir­ects his force against the par­tic­u­lar ob­ject which such forts are raised to de­fend. Such was our situ­ation and con­di­tion at Fort Lee on the morn­ing of the 20th of Novem­ber, when an of­ficer ar­rived with in­form­a­tion that the en­emy with 200 boats had landed about sev­en miles above; Ma­jor Gen­er­al [Nath­aniel] Green, who com­manded the gar­ris­on, im­me­di­ately ordered them un­der arms, and sent ex­press to Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton at the town of Hack­en­sack, dis­tant by the way of the ferry = six miles. Our first ob­ject was to se­cure the bridge over the Hack­en­sack, which laid up the river between the en­emy and us, about six miles from us, and three from them. Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton ar­rived in about three-quar­ters of an hour, and marched at the head of the troops to­wards the bridge, which place I ex­pec­ted we should have a brush for; how­ever, they did not choose to dis­pute it with us, and the greatest part of our troops went over the bridge, the rest over the ferry, ex­cept some which passed at a mill on a small creek, between the bridge and the ferry, and made their way through some marshy grounds up to the town of Hack­en­sack, and there passed the river. We brought off as much bag­gage as the wag­ons could con­tain, the rest was lost. The simple ob­ject was to bring off the gar­ris­on, and march them on till they could be strengthened by the Jer­sey or Pennsylvania mi­li­tia, so as to be en­abled to make a stand. We stayed four days at Ne­wark, col­lec­ted our out­posts with some of the Jer­sey mi­li­tia, and marched out twice to meet the en­emy, on be­ing in­formed that they were ad­van­cing, though our num­bers were greatly in­feri­or to theirs. Howe, in my little opin­ion, com­mit­ted a great er­ror in gen­er­al­ship in not throw­ing a body of forces off from Staten Is­land through Am­boy, by which means he might have seized all our stores at Brun­swick, and in­ter­cep­ted our march in­to Pennsylvania; but if we be­lieve the power of hell to be lim­ited, we must like­wise be­lieve that their agents are un­der some provid­en­tial con­trol.

			I shall not now at­tempt to give all the par­tic­u­lars of our re­treat to the Delaware; suf­fice it for the present to say, that both of­ficers and men, though greatly har­assed and fa­tigued, fre­quently without rest, cov­er­ing, or pro­vi­sion, the in­ev­it­able con­sequences of a long re­treat, bore it with a manly and mar­tial spir­it. All their wishes centred in one, which was, that the coun­try would turn out and help them to drive the en­emy back. Voltaire has re­marked that King Wil­li­am nev­er ap­peared to full ad­vant­age but in dif­fi­culties and in ac­tion; the same re­mark may be made on Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton, for the char­ac­ter fits him. There is a nat­ur­al firm­ness in some minds which can­not be un­locked by trifles, but which, when un­locked, dis­cov­ers a cab­in­et of forti­tude; and I reck­on it among those kind of pub­lic bless­ings, which we do not im­me­di­ately see, that God hath blessed him with un­in­ter­rup­ted health, and giv­en him a mind that can even flour­ish upon care.

			I shall con­clude this pa­per with some mis­cel­laneous re­marks on the state of our af­fairs; and shall be­gin with ask­ing the fol­low­ing ques­tion, Why is it that the en­emy have left the New Eng­land provinces, and made these middle ones the seat of war? The an­swer is easy: New Eng­land is not in­fes­ted with Tor­ies, and we are. I have been tender in rais­ing the cry against these men, and used num­ber­less ar­gu­ments to show them their danger, but it will not do to sac­ri­fice a world either to their folly or their base­ness. The peri­od is now ar­rived, in which either they or we must change our sen­ti­ments, or one or both must fall. And what is a Tory? Good God! what is he? I should not be afraid to go with a hun­dred Whigs against a thou­sand Tor­ies, were they to at­tempt to get in­to arms. Every Tory is a cow­ard; for servile, slav­ish, self-in­ter­ested fear is the found­a­tion of Tory­ism; and a man un­der such in­flu­ence, though he may be cruel, nev­er can be brave.

			But, be­fore the line of ir­re­cov­er­able sep­ar­a­tion be drawn between us, let us reas­on the mat­ter to­geth­er: Your con­duct is an in­vit­a­tion to the en­emy, yet not one in a thou­sand of you has heart enough to join him. Howe is as much de­ceived by you as the Amer­ic­an cause is in­jured by you. He ex­pects you will all take up arms, and flock to his stand­ard, with mus­kets on your shoulders. Your opin­ions are of no use to him, un­less you sup­port him per­son­ally, for ’tis sol­diers, and not Tor­ies, that he wants.

			I once felt all that kind of an­ger, which a man ought to feel, against the mean prin­ciples that are held by the Tor­ies: a noted one, who kept a tav­ern at Am­boy,2 was stand­ing at his door, with as pretty a child in his hand, about eight or nine years old, as I ever saw, and after speak­ing his mind as freely as he thought was prudent, fin­ished with this un­fath­erly ex­pres­sion, “Well! give me peace in my day.” Not a man lives on the con­tin­ent but fully be­lieves that a sep­ar­a­tion must some time or oth­er fi­nally take place, and a gen­er­ous par­ent should have said, “If there must be trouble, let it be in my day, that my child may have peace;” and this single re­flec­tion, well ap­plied, is suf­fi­cient to awaken every man to duty. Not a place upon earth might be so happy as Amer­ica. Her situ­ation is re­mote from all the wrangling world, and she has noth­ing to do but to trade with them. A man can dis­tin­guish him­self between tem­per and prin­ciple, and I am as con­fid­ent, as I am that God gov­erns the world, that Amer­ica will nev­er be happy till she gets clear of for­eign domin­ion. Wars, without ceas­ing, will break out till that peri­od ar­rives, and the con­tin­ent must in the end be con­quer­or; for though the flame of liberty may some­times cease to shine, the coal can nev­er ex­pire.

			Amer­ica did not, nor does not want force; but she wanted a prop­er ap­plic­a­tion of that force. Wis­dom is not the pur­chase of a day, and it is no won­der that we should err at the first set­ting off. From an ex­cess of ten­der­ness, we were un­will­ing to raise an army, and trus­ted our cause to the tem­por­ary de­fence of a well-mean­ing mi­li­tia. A sum­mer’s ex­per­i­ence has now taught us bet­ter; yet with those troops, while they were col­lec­ted, we were able to set bounds to the pro­gress of the en­emy, and, thank God! they are again as­sem­bling. I al­ways con­sidered mi­li­tia as the best troops in the world for a sud­den ex­er­tion, but they will not do for a long cam­paign. Howe, it is prob­able, will make an at­tempt on this city;3 should he fail on this side the Delaware, he is ruined. If he suc­ceeds, our cause is not ruined. He stakes all on his side against a part on ours; ad­mit­ting he suc­ceeds, the con­sequence will be, that armies from both ends of the con­tin­ent will march to as­sist their suf­fer­ing friends in the middle states; for he can­not go every­where, it is im­possible. I con­sider Howe as the greatest en­emy the Tor­ies have; he is bring­ing a war in­to their coun­try, which, had it not been for him and partly for them­selves, they had been clear of. Should he now be ex­pelled, I wish with all the de­vo­tion of a Chris­ti­an, that the names of Whig and Tory may nev­er more be men­tioned; but should the Tor­ies give him en­cour­age­ment to come, or as­sist­ance if he come, I as sin­cerely wish that our next year’s arms may ex­pel them from the con­tin­ent, and the Con­gress ap­pro­pri­ate their pos­ses­sions to the re­lief of those who have suffered in well-do­ing. A single suc­cess­ful battle next year will settle the whole. Amer­ica could carry on a two years’ war by the con­fis­ca­tion of the prop­erty of dis­af­fected per­sons, and be made happy by their ex­pul­sion. Say not that this is re­venge, call it rather the soft re­sent­ment of a suf­fer­ing people, who, hav­ing no ob­ject in view but the good of all, have staked their own all upon a seem­ingly doubt­ful event. Yet it is folly to ar­gue against de­term­ined hard­ness; elo­quence may strike the ear, and the lan­guage of sor­row draw forth the tear of com­pas­sion, but noth­ing can reach the heart that is steeled with pre­ju­dice.

			Quit­ting this class of men, I turn with the warm ar­dor of a friend to those who have nobly stood, and are yet de­term­ined to stand the mat­ter out: I call not upon a few, but upon all: not on this state or that state, but on every state: up and help us; lay your shoulders to the wheel; bet­ter have too much force than too little, when so great an ob­ject is at stake. Let it be told to the fu­ture world, that in the depth of winter, when noth­ing but hope and vir­tue could sur­vive, that the city and the coun­try, alarmed at one com­mon danger, came forth to meet and to re­pulse it. Say not that thou­sands are gone, turn out your tens of thou­sands; throw not the bur­den of the day upon Provid­ence, but “show your faith by your works,” that God may bless you. It mat­ters not where you live, or what rank of life you hold, the evil or the bless­ing will reach you all. The far and the near, the home counties and the back, the rich and the poor, will suf­fer or re­joice alike. The heart that feels not now is dead; the blood of his chil­dren will curse his cow­ardice, who shrinks back at a time when a little might have saved the whole, and made them happy. I love the man that can smile in trouble, that can gath­er strength from dis­tress, and grow brave by re­flec­tion. ’Tis the busi­ness of little minds to shrink; but he whose heart is firm, and whose con­science ap­proves his con­duct, will pur­sue his prin­ciples un­to death. My own line of reas­on­ing is to my­self as straight and clear as a ray of light. Not all the treas­ures of the world, so far as I be­lieve, could have in­duced me to sup­port an of­fens­ive war, for I think it murder; but if a thief breaks in­to my house, burns and des­troys my prop­erty, and kills or threatens to kill me, or those that are in it, and to “bind me in all cases what­so­ever”4 to his ab­so­lute will, am I to suf­fer it? What sig­ni­fies it to me, wheth­er he who does it is a king or a com­mon man; my coun­try­man or not my coun­try­man; wheth­er it be done by an in­di­vidu­al vil­lain, or an army of them? If we reas­on to the root of things we shall find no dif­fer­ence; neither can any just cause be as­signed why we should pun­ish in the one case and par­don in the oth­er. Let them call me rebel and wel­come, I feel no con­cern from it; but I should suf­fer the misery of dev­ils, were I to make a whore of my soul by swear­ing al­le­gi­ance to one whose char­ac­ter is that of a sot­tish, stu­pid, stub­born, worth­less, bru­tish man. I con­ceive like­wise a hor­rid idea in re­ceiv­ing mercy from a be­ing, who at the last day shall be shriek­ing to the rocks and moun­tains to cov­er him, and flee­ing with ter­ror from the orphan, the wid­ow, and the slain of Amer­ica.

			There are cases which can­not be over­done by lan­guage, and this is one. There are per­sons, too, who see not the full ex­tent of the evil which threatens them; they solace them­selves with hopes that the en­emy, if he suc­ceed, will be mer­ci­ful. It is the mad­ness of folly, to ex­pect mercy from those who have re­fused to do justice; and even mercy, where con­quest is the ob­ject, is only a trick of war; the cun­ning of the fox is as mur­der­ous as the vi­ol­ence of the wolf, and we ought to guard equally against both. Howe’s first ob­ject is, partly by threats and partly by prom­ises, to ter­rify or se­duce the people to de­liv­er up their arms and re­ceive mercy. The min­istry re­com­men­ded the same plan to Gage, and this is what the tor­ies call mak­ing their peace, “a peace which pas­seth all un­der­stand­ing” in­deed! A peace which would be the im­me­di­ate fore­run­ner of a worse ru­in than any we have yet thought of. Ye men of Pennsylvania, do reas­on upon these things! Were the back counties to give up their arms, they would fall an easy prey to the In­di­ans, who are all armed: this per­haps is what some Tor­ies would not be sorry for. Were the home counties to de­liv­er up their arms, they would be ex­posed to the re­sent­ment of the back counties who would then have it in their power to chas­tise their de­fec­tion at pleas­ure. And were any one state to give up its arms, that state must be gar­risoned by all Howe’s army of Bri­tons and Hes­si­ans to pre­serve it from the an­ger of the rest. Mu­tu­al fear is the prin­cip­al link in the chain of mu­tu­al love, and woe be to that state that breaks the com­pact. Howe is mer­ci­fully in­vit­ing you to bar­bar­ous de­struc­tion, and men must be either rogues or fools that will not see it. I dwell not upon the va­pors of ima­gin­a­tion; I bring reas­on to your ears, and, in lan­guage as plain as A, B, C, hold up truth to your eyes.

			I thank God, that I fear not. I see no real cause for fear. I know our situ­ation well, and can see the way out of it. While our army was col­lec­ted, Howe dared not risk a battle; and it is no cred­it to him that he de­camped from the White Plains, and waited a mean op­por­tun­ity to rav­age the de­fence­less Jer­seys; but it is great cred­it to us, that, with a hand­ful of men, we sus­tained an or­derly re­treat for near an hun­dred miles, brought off our am­muni­tion, all our field pieces, the greatest part of our stores, and had four rivers to pass. None can say that our re­treat was pre­cip­it­ate, for we were near three weeks in per­form­ing it, that the coun­try might have time to come in. Twice we marched back to meet the en­emy, and re­mained out till dark. The sign of fear was not seen in our camp, and had not some of the cow­ardly and dis­af­fected in­hab­it­ants spread false alarms through the coun­try, the Jer­seys had nev­er been rav­aged. Once more we are again col­lec­ted and col­lect­ing; our new army at both ends of the con­tin­ent is re­cruit­ing fast, and we shall be able to open the next cam­paign with sixty thou­sand men, well armed and clothed. This is our situ­ation, and who will may know it. By per­sever­ance and forti­tude we have the pro­spect of a glor­i­ous is­sue; by cow­ardice and sub­mis­sion, the sad choice of a vari­ety of evils—a rav­aged coun­try—a de­pop­u­lated city—hab­it­a­tions without safety, and slavery without hope—our homes turned in­to bar­racks and bawdy­houses for Hes­si­ans, and a fu­ture race to provide for, whose fath­ers we shall doubt of. Look on this pic­ture and weep over it! and if there yet re­mains one thought­less wretch who be­lieves it not, let him suf­fer it un­la­men­ted.

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				Decem­ber 23, 1776.5
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					To Lord Howe6

				
				
					
						“What’s in the name of lord, that I should fear
						

						To bring my griev­ance to the pub­lic ear?”
					

					Churchill
				

			
			Uni­ver­sal em­pire is the prerog­at­ive of a writer. His con­cerns are with all man­kind, and though he can­not com­mand their obed­i­ence, he can as­sign them their duty. The Re­pub­lic of Let­ters is more an­cient than mon­archy, and of far high­er char­ac­ter in the world than the vas­sal court of Bri­tain; he that rebels against reas­on is a real rebel, but he that in de­fence of reas­on rebels against tyranny has a bet­ter title to “De­fend­er of the Faith,” than George the Third.

			As a mil­it­ary man your lord­ship may hold out the sword of war, and call it the “ul­tima ra­tio regum”: the last reas­on of kings; we in re­turn can show you the sword of justice, and call it “the best scourge of tyr­ants.” The first of these two may threaten, or even fright­en for a while, and cast a sickly lan­guor over an in­sul­ted people, but reas­on will soon re­cov­er the de­bauch, and re­store them again to tran­quil forti­tude. Your lord­ship, I find, has now com­menced au­thor, and pub­lished a pro­clam­a­tion; I have pub­lished a Crisis. As they stand, they are the an­ti­podes of each oth­er; both can­not rise at once, and one of them must des­cend; and so quick is the re­volu­tion of things, that your lord­ship’s per­form­ance, I see, has already fallen many de­grees from its first place, and is now just vis­ible on the edge of the polit­ic­al ho­ri­zon.

			It is sur­pris­ing to what a pitch of in­fatu­ation, blind folly and ob­stin­acy will carry man­kind, and your lord­ship’s drowsy pro­clam­a­tion is a proof that it does not even quit them in their sleep. Per­haps you thought Amer­ica too was tak­ing a nap, and there­fore chose, like Satan to Eve, to whis­per the de­lu­sion softly, lest you should awaken her. This con­tin­ent, sir, is too ex­tens­ive to sleep all at once, and too watch­ful, even in its slum­bers, not to startle at the un­hal­lowed foot of an in­vader. You may is­sue your pro­clam­a­tions, and wel­come, for we have learned to “rev­er­ence ourselves,” and scorn the in­sult­ing ruf­fi­an that em­ploys you. Amer­ica, for your de­ceased broth­er’s sake, would gladly have shown you re­spect and it is a new ag­grav­a­tion to her feel­ings, that Howe should be for­get­ful, and raise his sword against those, who at their own charge raised a monu­ment to his broth­er.7 But your mas­ter has com­manded, and you have not enough of nature left to re­fuse. Surely there must be some­thing strangely de­gen­er­at­ing in the love of mon­archy, that can so com­pletely wear a man down to an in­grate, and make him proud to lick the dust that kings have trod upon. A few more years, should you sur­vive them, will be­stow on you the title of “an old man”: and in some hour of fu­ture re­flec­tion you may prob­ably find the fit­ness of Wolsey’s des­pair­ing pen­it­ence—“had I served my God as faith­ful as I have served my king, he would not thus have for­saken me in my old age.”

			The char­ac­ter you ap­pear to us in, is truly ri­dicu­lous. Your friends, the Tor­ies, an­nounced your com­ing, with high de­scrip­tions of your un­lim­ited powers; but your pro­clam­a­tion has giv­en them the lie, by show­ing you to be a com­mis­sion­er without au­thor­ity. Had your powers been ever so great they were noth­ing to us, fur­ther than we pleased; be­cause we had the same right which oth­er na­tions had, to do what we thought was best. “The United States of Amer­ica,” will sound as pom­pously in the world or in his­tory, as “the king­dom of Great Bri­tain”; the char­ac­ter of Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton will fill a page with as much lustre as that of Lord Howe: and the Con­gress have as much right to com­mand the king and Par­lia­ment in Lon­don to de­sist from le­gis­la­tion, as they or you have to com­mand the Con­gress. Only sup­pose how laugh­able such an edict would ap­pear from us, and then, in that merry mood, do but turn the tables upon your­self, and you will see how your pro­clam­a­tion is re­ceived here. Hav­ing thus placed you in a prop­er po­s­i­tion in which you may have a full view of your folly, and learn to des­pise it, I hold up to you, for that pur­pose, the fol­low­ing quo­ta­tion from your own lun­ari­an pro­clam­a­tion.—“And we (Lord Howe and Gen­er­al Howe) do com­mand (and in his majesty’s name for­sooth) all such per­sons as are as­sembled to­geth­er, un­der the name of gen­er­al or pro­vin­cial con­gresses, com­mit­tees, con­ven­tions or oth­er as­so­ci­ations, by whatever name or names known and dis­tin­guished, to de­sist and cease from all such treas­on­able act­ings and do­ings.”

			You in­tro­duce your pro­clam­a­tion by re­fer­ring to your de­clar­a­tions of the 14th of Ju­ly and 19th of Septem­ber. In the last of these you sunk your­self be­low the char­ac­ter of a private gen­tle­man. That I may not seem to ac­cuse you un­justly, I shall state the cir­cum­stance: by a verbal in­vit­a­tion of yours, com­mu­nic­ated to Con­gress by Gen­er­al Sul­li­van, then a pris­on­er on his pa­role, you sig­ni­fied your de­sire of con­fer­ring with some mem­bers of that body as private gen­tle­men. It was be­neath the dig­nity of the Amer­ic­an Con­gress to pay any re­gard to a mes­sage that at best was but a gen­teel af­front, and had too much of the min­is­teri­al com­plex­ion of tam­per­ing with private per­sons; and which might prob­ably have been the case, had the gen­tle­men who were deputed on the busi­ness pos­sessed that kind of easy vir­tue which an Eng­lish courtier is so truly dis­tin­guished by. Your re­quest, how­ever, was com­plied with, for hon­est men are nat­ur­ally more tender of their civil than their polit­ic­al fame. The in­ter­view ended as every sens­ible man thought it would; for your lord­ship knows, as well as the writer of the Crisis, that it is im­possible for the King of Eng­land to prom­ise the re­peal, or even the re­vis­al of any acts of par­lia­ment; where­fore, on your part, you had noth­ing to say, more than to re­quest, in the room of de­mand­ing, the en­tire sur­render of the con­tin­ent; and then, if that was com­plied with, to prom­ise that the in­hab­it­ants should es­cape with their lives. This was the up­shot of the con­fer­ence. You in­formed the con­fer­ees that you were two months in so­li­cit­ing these powers. We ask, what powers? for as com­mis­sion­er you have none. If you mean the power of par­don­ing, it is an ob­lique proof that your mas­ter was de­term­ined to sac­ri­fice all be­fore him; and that you were two months in dis­suad­ing him from his pur­pose. An­oth­er evid­ence of his sav­age ob­stin­acy! From your own ac­count of the mat­ter we may justly draw these two con­clu­sions: 1st, That you serve a mon­ster; and 2nd, That nev­er was a mes­sen­ger sent on a more fool­ish er­rand than your­self. This plain lan­guage may per­haps sound un­couthly to an ear viti­ated by courtly re­fine­ments, but words were made for use, and the fault lies in de­serving them, or the ab­use in ap­ply­ing them un­fairly.

			Soon after your re­turn to New York, you pub­lished a very il­liber­al and un­manly hand­bill against the Con­gress; for it was cer­tainly step­ping out of the line of com­mon ci­vil­ity, first to screen your na­tion­al pride by so­li­cit­ing an in­ter­view with them as private gen­tle­men, and in the con­clu­sion to en­deavor to de­ceive the mul­ti­tude by mak­ing a hand­bill at­tack on the whole body of the Con­gress; you got them to­geth­er un­der one name, and ab­used them un­der an­oth­er. But the king you serve, and the cause you sup­port, af­ford you so few in­stances of act­ing the gen­tle­man, that out of pity to your situ­ation the Con­gress pardoned the in­sult by tak­ing no no­tice of it.

			You say in that hand­bill, “that they, the Con­gress, dis­avowed every pur­pose for re­con­cili­ation not con­son­ant with their ex­tra­vag­ant and in­ad­miss­ible claim of in­de­pend­ence.” Why, God bless me! what have you to do with our in­de­pend­ence? We ask no leave of yours to set it up; we ask no money of yours to sup­port it; we can do bet­ter without your fleets and armies than with them; you may soon have enough to do to pro­tect yourselves without be­ing burdened with us. We are very will­ing to be at peace with you, to buy of you and sell to you, and, like young be­gin­ners in the world, to work for our liv­ing; there­fore, why do you put yourselves out of cash, when we know you can­not spare it, and we do not de­sire you to run in­to debt? I am will­ing, sir, that you should see your folly in every point of view I can place it in, and for that reas­on des­cend some­times to tell you in jest what I wish you to see in earn­est. But to be more ser­i­ous with you, why do you say, “their in­de­pend­ence?” To set you right, sir, we tell you, that the in­de­pend­ency is ours, not theirs. The Con­gress were au­thor­ized by every state on the con­tin­ent to pub­lish it to all the world, and in so do­ing are not to be con­sidered as the in­vent­ors, but only as the her­alds that pro­claimed it, or the of­fice from which the sense of the people re­ceived a leg­al form; and it was as much as any or all their heads were worth, to have treated with you on the sub­ject of sub­mis­sion un­der any name whatever. But we know the men in whom we have trus­ted; can Eng­land say the same of her Par­lia­ment?

			I come now more par­tic­u­larly to your pro­clam­a­tion of the 30th of Novem­ber last. Had you gained an en­tire con­quest over all the armies of Amer­ica, and then put forth a pro­clam­a­tion, of­fer­ing (what you call) mercy, your con­duct would have had some spe­cious show of hu­man­ity; but to creep by sur­prise in­to a province, and there en­deavor to ter­rify and se­duce the in­hab­it­ants from their just al­le­gi­ance to the rest by prom­ises, which you neither meant nor were able to ful­fil, is both cruel and un­manly: cruel in its ef­fects; be­cause, un­less you can keep all the ground you have marched over, how are you, in the words of your pro­clam­a­tion, to se­cure to your pros­elytes “the en­joy­ment of their prop­erty?” What is to be­come either of your new ad­op­ted sub­jects, or your old friends, the Tor­ies, in Bur­l­ing­ton, Bor­dentown, Trenton, Mount Holly, and many oth­er places, where you proudly lorded it for a few days, and then fled with the pre­cip­it­a­tion of a pur­sued thief? What, I say, is to be­come of those wretches? What is to be­come of those who went over to you from this city and State? What more can you say to them than “shift for yourselves?” Or what more can they hope for than to wander like vag­a­bonds over the face of the earth? You may now tell them to take their leave of Amer­ica, and all that once was theirs. Re­com­mend them, for con­sol­a­tion, to your mas­ter’s court; there per­haps they may make a shift to live on the scraps of some dangling para­site, and choose com­pan­ions among thou­sands like them­selves. A trait­or is the foulest fiend on earth.

			In a polit­ic­al sense we ought to thank you for thus be­queath­ing es­tates to the con­tin­ent; we shall soon, at this rate, be able to carry on a war without ex­pense, and grow rich by the ill policy of Lord Howe, and the gen­er­ous de­fec­tion of the Tor­ies. Had you set your foot in­to this city, you would have be­stowed es­tates upon us which we nev­er thought of, by bring­ing forth trait­ors we were un­will­ing to sus­pect. But these men, you’ll say, “are his majesty’s most faith­ful sub­jects;” let that hon­or, then, be all their for­tune, and let his majesty take them to him­self.

			I am now thor­oughly dis­gus­ted with them; they live in un­grate­ful ease, and bend their whole minds to mis­chief. It seems as if God had giv­en them over to a spir­it of in­fi­del­ity, and that they are open to con­vic­tion in no oth­er line but that of pun­ish­ment. It is time to have done with tar­ring, feath­er­ing, cart­ing, and tak­ing se­cur­it­ies for their fu­ture good be­ha­vi­or; every sens­ible man must feel a con­scious shame at see­ing a poor fel­low hawked for a show about the streets, when it is known he is only the tool of some prin­cip­al vil­lain, biased in­to his of­fence by the force of false reas­on­ing, or bribed thereto, through sad ne­ces­sity. We dis­hon­or ourselves by at­tack­ing such tri­fling char­ac­ters while great­er ones are suffered to es­cape; ’tis our duty to find them out, and their prop­er pun­ish­ment would be to ex­ile them from the con­tin­ent forever. The circle of them is not so great as some ima­gine; the in­flu­ence of a few have tain­ted many who are not nat­ur­ally cor­rupt. A con­tinu­al cir­cu­la­tion of lies among those who are not much in the way of hear­ing them con­tra­dicted, will in time pass for truth; and the crime lies not in the be­liev­er but the in­vent­or. I am not for de­clar­ing war with every man that ap­pears not so warm as my­self: dif­fer­ence of con­sti­tu­tion, tem­per, habit of speak­ing, and many oth­er things, will go a great way in fix­ing the out­ward char­ac­ter of a man, yet simple hon­esty may re­main at bot­tom. Some men have nat­ur­ally a mil­it­ary turn, and can brave hard­ships and the risk of life with a cheer­ful face; oth­ers have not; no slavery ap­pears to them so great as the fa­tigue of arms, and no ter­ror so power­ful as that of per­son­al danger. What can we say? We can­not al­ter nature, neither ought we to pun­ish the son be­cause the fath­er be­got him in a cow­ardly mood. How­ever, I be­lieve most men have more cour­age than they know of, and that a little at first is enough to be­gin with. I knew the time when I thought that the whist­ling of a can­non ball would have frightened me al­most to death; but I have since tried it, and find that I can stand it with as little dis­com­pos­ure, and, I be­lieve, with a much easi­er con­science than your lord­ship. The same dread would re­turn to me again were I in your situ­ation, for my sol­emn be­lief of your cause is, that it is hellish and dam­nable, and, un­der that con­vic­tion, every think­ing man’s heart must fail him.

			From a con­cern that a good cause should be dis­honored by the least dis­union among us, I said in my former pa­per, No. I. “That should the en­emy now be ex­pelled, I wish, with all the sin­cer­ity of a Chris­ti­an, that the names of Whig and Tory might nev­er more be men­tioned;” but there is a knot of men among us of such a venom­ous cast, that they will not ad­mit even one’s good wishes to act in their fa­vor. In­stead of re­joicing that heav­en had, as it were, provid­en­tially pre­served this city from plun­der and de­struc­tion, by de­liv­er­ing so great a part of the en­emy in­to our hands with so little ef­fu­sion of blood, they stub­bornly af­fected to dis­be­lieve it till with­in an hour, nay, half an hour, of the pris­on­ers ar­riv­ing; and the Quakers put forth a testi­mony, dated the 20th of Decem­ber, signed “John Pem­ber­ton,” de­clar­ing their at­tach­ment to the Brit­ish gov­ern­ment.8 These men are con­tinu­ally harp­ing on the great sin of our bear­ing arms, but the king of Bri­tain may lay waste the world in blood and fam­ine, and they, poor fallen souls, have noth­ing to say.

			In some fu­ture pa­per I in­tend to dis­tin­guish between the dif­fer­ent kind of per­sons who have been de­nom­in­ated Tor­ies; for this I am clear in, that all are not so who have been called so, nor all men Whigs who were once thought so; and as I mean not to con­ceal the name of any true friend when there shall be oc­ca­sion to men­tion him, neither will I that of an en­emy, who ought to be known, let his rank, sta­tion or re­li­gion be what it may. Much pains have been taken by some to set your lord­ship’s private char­ac­ter in an ami­able light, but as it has chiefly been done by men who know noth­ing about you, and who are no ways re­mark­able for their at­tach­ment to us, we have no just au­thor­ity for be­liev­ing it. George the Third has im­posed upon us by the same arts, but time, at length, has done him justice, and the same fate may prob­ably at­tend your lord­ship. You avowed pur­pose here is to kill, con­quer, plun­der, par­don, and en­slave: and the rav­ages of your army through the Jer­seys have been marked with as much bar­bar­ism as if you had openly pro­fessed your­self the prince of ruf­fi­ans; not even the ap­pear­ance of hu­man­ity has been pre­served either on the march or the re­treat of your troops; no gen­er­al or­der that I could ever learn, has ever been is­sued to pre­vent or even for­bid your troops from rob­bery, wherever they came, and the only in­stance of justice, if it can be called such, which has dis­tin­guished you for im­par­ti­al­ity, is, that you treated and plundered all alike; what could not be car­ried away has been des­troyed, and ma­hogany fur­niture has been de­lib­er­ately laid on fire for fuel, rather than the men should be fa­tigued with cut­ting wood.9 There was a time when the Whigs con­fided much in your sup­posed candor, and the Tor­ies res­ted them­selves in your fa­vor; the ex­per­i­ments have now been made, and failed; in every town, nay, every cot­tage, in the Jer­seys, where your arms have been, is a testi­mony against you. How you may rest un­der this sac­ri­fice of char­ac­ter I know not; but this I know, that you sleep and rise with the daily curses of thou­sands upon you; per­haps the misery which the Tor­ies have suffered by your proffered mercy may give them some claim to their coun­try’s pity, and be in the end the best fa­vor you could show them.

			In a fo­lio gen­er­al-or­der book be­long­ing to Col. Rhal’s bat­talion, taken at Trenton, and now in the pos­ses­sion of the coun­cil of safety for this state, the fol­low­ing bar­bar­ous or­der is fre­quently re­peated, “His ex­cel­lency the Com­mand­er-in-Chief or­ders, that all in­hab­it­ants who shall be found with arms, not hav­ing an of­ficer with them, shall be im­me­di­ately taken and hung up.”10 How many you may thus have privately sac­ri­ficed, we know not, and the ac­count can only be settled in an­oth­er world. Your treat­ment of pris­on­ers, in or­der to dis­tress them to en­list in your in­fernal ser­vice, is not to be equalled by any in­stance in Europe. Yet this is the hu­mane Lord Howe and his broth­er, whom the Tor­ies and their three-quarter kindred, the Quakers, or some of them at least, have been hold­ing up for pat­terns of justice and mercy!

			A bad cause will ever be sup­por­ted by bad means and bad men; and who­ever will be at the pains of ex­amin­ing strictly in­to things, will find that one and the same spir­it of op­pres­sion and im­pi­ety, more or less, gov­erns through your whole party in both coun­tries: not many days ago, I ac­ci­dent­ally fell in com­pany with a per­son of this city noted for es­pous­ing your cause, and on my re­mark­ing to him, “that it ap­peared clear to me, by the late provid­en­tial turn of af­fairs, that God Almighty was vis­ibly on our side,” he replied, “We care noth­ing for that you may have Him, and wel­come; if we have but enough of the dev­il on our side, we shall do.” How­ever care­lessly this might be spoken, mat­ters not, ’tis still the in­sens­ible prin­ciple that dir­ects all your con­duct and will at last most as­suredly de­ceive and ru­in you.

			If ever a na­tion was made and fool­ish, blind to its own in­terest and bent on its own de­struc­tion, it is Bri­tain. There are such things as na­tion­al sins, and though the pun­ish­ment of in­di­vidu­als may be re­served to an­oth­er world, na­tion­al pun­ish­ment can only be in­flic­ted in this world. Bri­tain, as a na­tion, is, in my in­most be­lief, the greatest and most un­grate­ful of­fend­er against God on the face of the whole earth. Blessed with all the com­merce she could wish for, and fur­nished, by a vast ex­ten­sion of domin­ion, with the means of civil­iz­ing both the east­ern and west­ern world, she has made no oth­er use of both than proudly to id­ol­ize her own “thun­der,” and rip up the bowels of whole coun­tries for what she could get. Like Al­ex­an­der, she has made war her sport, and in­flic­ted misery for prod­ig­al­ity’s sake. The blood of In­dia is not yet re­paid, nor the wretched­ness of Africa yet re­quited. Of late she has en­larged her list of na­tion­al cruel­ties by her butcherly de­struc­tion of the Caribbs of St. Vin­cent’s, and re­turn­ing an an­swer by the sword to the meek pray­er for “Peace, liberty and safety.” These are ser­i­ous things, and whatever a fool­ish tyr­ant, a de­bauched court, a traf­fick­ing le­gis­lature, or a blinded people may think, the na­tion­al ac­count with heav­en must some day or oth­er be settled: all coun­tries have soon­er or later been called to their reck­on­ing; the proudest em­pires have sunk when the bal­ance was struck; and Bri­tain, like an in­di­vidu­al pen­it­ent, must un­der­go her day of sor­row, and the soon­er it hap­pens to her the bet­ter. As I wish it over, I wish it to come, but with­al wish that it may be as light as pos­sible.

			Per­haps your lord­ship has no taste for ser­i­ous things; by your con­nec­tions in Eng­land I should sup­pose not; there­fore I shall drop this part of the sub­ject, and take it up in a line in which you will bet­ter un­der­stand me.

			By what means, may I ask, do you ex­pect to con­quer Amer­ica? If you could not ef­fect it in the sum­mer, when our army was less than yours, nor in the winter, when we had none, how are you to do it? In point of gen­er­al­ship you have been out­wit­ted, and in point of forti­tude out­done; your ad­vant­ages turn out to your loss, and show us that it is in our power to ru­in you by gifts: like a game of drafts, we can move out of one square to let you come in, in or­der that we may af­ter­wards take two or three for one; and as we can al­ways keep a double corner for ourselves, we can al­ways pre­vent a total de­feat. You can­not be so in­sens­ible as not to see that we have two to one the ad­vant­age of you, be­cause we con­quer by a drawn game, and you lose by it. Bur­goyne might have taught your lord­ship this know­ledge; he has been long a stu­dent in the doc­trine of chances.

			I have no oth­er idea of con­quer­ing coun­tries than by sub­du­ing the armies which de­fend them: have you done this, or can you do it? If you have not, it would be civil in you to let your pro­clam­a­tions alone for the present; oth­er­wise, you will ru­in more Tor­ies by your grace and fa­vor, than you will Whigs by your arms.

			Were you to ob­tain pos­ses­sion of this city, you would not know what to do with it more than to plun­der it. To hold it in the man­ner you hold New York, would be an ad­di­tion­al dead weight upon your hands; and if a gen­er­al con­quest is your ob­ject, you had bet­ter be without the city than with it. When you have de­feated all our armies, the cit­ies will fall in­to your hands of them­selves; but to creep in­to them in the man­ner you got in­to Prin­ceton, Trenton, etc. is like rob­bing an orch­ard in the night be­fore the fruit be ripe, and run­ning away in the morn­ing. Your ex­per­i­ment in the Jer­seys is suf­fi­cient to teach you that you have some­thing more to do than barely to get in­to oth­er people’s houses; and your new con­verts, to whom you prom­ised all man­ner of pro­tec­tion, and se­duced in­to new guilt by par­don­ing them from their former vir­tues, must be­gin to have a very con­tempt­ible opin­ion both of your power and your policy. Your au­thor­ity in the Jer­seys is now re­duced to the small circle which your army oc­cu­pies, and your pro­clam­a­tion is nowhere else seen un­less it be to be laughed at. The mighty sub­duers of the con­tin­ent have re­treated in­to a nut­shell, and the proud for­givers of our sins are fled from those they came to par­don; and all this at a time when they were des­patch­ing ves­sel after ves­sel to Eng­land with the great news of every day. In short, you have man­aged your Jer­sey ex­ped­i­tion so very dex­ter­ously, that the dead only are con­quer­ors, be­cause none will dis­pute the ground with them.

			In all the wars which you have formerly been con­cerned in you had only armies to con­tend with; in this case you have both an army and a coun­try to com­bat with. In former wars, the coun­tries fol­lowed the fate of their cap­it­als; Canada fell with Que­bec, and Minorca with Port Ma­hon or St. Phil­lips; by sub­du­ing those, the con­quer­ors opened a way in­to, and be­came mas­ters of the coun­try: here it is oth­er­wise; if you get pos­ses­sion of a city here, you are ob­liged to shut yourselves up in it, and can make no oth­er use of it, than to spend your coun­try’s money in. This is all the ad­vant­age you have drawn from New York; and you would draw less from Phil­adelphia, be­cause it re­quires more force to keep it, and is much fur­ther from the sea. A pretty fig­ure you and the Tor­ies would cut in this city, with a river full of ice, and a town full of fire; for the im­me­di­ate con­sequence of your get­ting here would be, that you would be can­non­aded out again, and the Tor­ies be ob­liged to make good the dam­age; and this soon­er or later will be the fate of New York.

			I wish to see the city saved, not so much from mil­it­ary as from nat­ur­al motives. ’Tis the hid­ing place of wo­men and chil­dren, and Lord Howe’s prop­er busi­ness is with our armies. When I put all the cir­cum­stances to­geth­er which ought to be taken, I laugh at your no­tion of con­quer­ing Amer­ica. Be­cause you lived in a little coun­try, where an army might run over the whole in a few days, and where a single com­pany of sol­diers might put a mul­ti­tude to the rout, you ex­pec­ted to find it the same here. It is plain that you brought over with you all the nar­row no­tions you were bred up with, and ima­gined that a pro­clam­a­tion in the king’s name was to do great things; but Eng­lish­men al­ways travel for know­ledge, and your lord­ship, I hope, will re­turn, if you re­turn at all, much wiser than you came.

			We may be sur­prised by events we did not ex­pect, and in that in­ter­val of re­col­lec­tion you may gain some tem­por­ary ad­vant­age: such was the case a few weeks ago, but we soon ripen again in­to reas­on, col­lect our strength, and while you are pre­par­ing for a tri­umph, we come upon you with a de­feat. Such it has been, and such it would be were you to try it a hun­dred times over. Were you to gar­ris­on the places you might march over, in or­der to se­cure their sub­jec­tion, (for re­mem­ber you can do it by no oth­er means,) your army would be like a stream of wa­ter run­ning to noth­ing. By the time you ex­ten­ded from New York to Vir­gin­ia, you would be re­duced to a string of drops not cap­able of hanging to­geth­er; while we, by re­treat­ing from State to State, like a river turn­ing back upon it­self, would ac­quire strength in the same pro­por­tion as you lost it, and in the end be cap­able of over­whelm­ing you. The coun­try, in the mean­time, would suf­fer, but it is a day of suf­fer­ing, and we ought to ex­pect it. What we con­tend for is worthy the af­flic­tion we may go through. If we get but bread to eat, and any kind of raiment to put on, we ought not only to be con­ten­ted, but thank­ful. More than that we ought not to look for, and less than that heav­en has not yet suffered us to want. He that would sell his birth­right for a little salt, is as worth­less as he who sold it for pot­tage without salt; and he that would part with it for a gay coat, or a plain coat, ought for ever to be a slave in buff. What are salt, sug­ar and finery, to the in­es­tim­able bless­ings of “Liberty and Safety!” Or what are the in­con­veni­ences of a few months to the trib­u­tary bond­age of ages? The mean­est peas­ant in Amer­ica, blessed with these sen­ti­ments, is a happy man com­pared with a New York Tory; he can eat his morsel without re­pin­ing, and when he has done, can sweeten it with a re­past of whole­some air; he can take his child by the hand and bless it, without feel­ing the con­scious shame of neg­lect­ing a par­ent’s duty.

			In pub­lish­ing these re­marks I have sev­er­al ob­jects in view.

			On your part they are to ex­pose the folly of your pre­ten­ded au­thor­ity as a com­mis­sion­er; the wicked­ness of your cause in gen­er­al; and the im­possib­il­ity of your con­quer­ing us at any rate. On the part of the pub­lic, my in­ten­tion is, to show them their true and sold in­terest; to en­cour­age them to their own good, to re­move the fears and fals­it­ies which bad men have spread, and weak men have en­cour­aged; and to ex­cite in all men a love for uni­on, and a cheer­ful­ness for duty.

			I shall sub­mit one more case to you re­spect­ing your con­quest of this coun­try, and then pro­ceed to new ob­ser­va­tions.

			Sup­pose our armies in every part of this con­tin­ent were im­me­di­ately to dis­perse, every man to his home, or where else he might be safe, and en­gage to re­as­semble again on a cer­tain fu­ture day; it is clear that you would then have no army to con­tend with, yet you would be as much at a loss in that case as you are now; you would be afraid to send your troops in parties over to the con­tin­ent, either to dis­arm or pre­vent us from as­sem­bling, lest they should not re­turn; and while you kept them to­geth­er, hav­ing no arms of ours to dis­pute with, you could not call it a con­quest; you might fur­nish out a pom­pous page in the Lon­don Gaz­ette or a New York pa­per, but when we re­turned at the ap­poin­ted time, you would have the same work to do that you had at first.

			It has been the folly of Bri­tain to sup­pose her­self more power­ful than she really is, and by that means has ar­rog­ated to her­self a rank in the world she is not en­titled to: for more than this cen­tury past she has not been able to carry on a war without for­eign as­sist­ance. In Marl­bor­ough’s cam­paigns, and from that day to this, the num­ber of Ger­man troops and of­ficers as­sist­ing her have been about equal with her own; ten thou­sand Hes­si­ans were sent to Eng­land last war to pro­tect her from a French in­va­sion; and she would have cut but a poor fig­ure in her Ca­na­dian and West In­di­an ex­ped­i­tions, had not Amer­ica been lav­ish both of her money and men to help her along. The only in­stance in which she was en­gaged singly, that I can re­col­lect, was against the re­bel­lion in Scot­land, in the years 1745 and 1746, and in that, out of three battles, she was twice beaten, till by thus re­du­cing their num­bers, (as we shall yours) and tak­ing a sup­ply ship that was com­ing to Scot­land with clothes, arms and money, (as we have of­ten done,) she was at last en­abled to de­feat them. Eng­land was nev­er fam­ous by land; her of­ficers have gen­er­ally been sus­pec­ted of cow­ardice, have more of the air of a dan­cing-mas­ter than a sol­dier, and by the samples which we have taken pris­on­ers, we give the pref­er­ence to ourselves. Her strength, of late, has lain in her ex­tra­vag­ance; but as her fin­ances and cred­it are now low, her sinews in that line be­gin to fail fast. As a na­tion she is the poorest in Europe; for were the whole king­dom, and all that is in it, to be put up for sale like the es­tate of a bank­rupt, it would not fetch as much as she owes; yet this thought­less wretch must go to war, and with the avowed design, too, of mak­ing us beasts of bur­den, to sup­port her in ri­ot and de­bauch­ery, and to as­sist her af­ter­wards in dis­tress­ing those na­tions who are now our best friends. This in­grat­it­ude may suit a Tory, or the un­chris­ti­an peev­ish­ness of a fallen Quaker, but none else.

			’Tis the un­happy tem­per of the Eng­lish to be pleased with any war, right or wrong, be it but suc­cess­ful; but they soon grow dis­con­ten­ted with ill for­tune, and it is an even chance that they are as clam­or­ous for peace next sum­mer, as the king and his min­is­ters were for war last winter. In this nat­ur­al view of things, your lord­ship stands in a very crit­ic­al situ­ation: your whole char­ac­ter is now staked upon your laurels; if they with­er, you with­er with them; if they flour­ish, you can­not live long to look at them; and at any rate, the black ac­count here­after is not far off. What lately ap­peared to us mis­for­tunes, were only bless­ings in dis­guise; and the seem­ing ad­vant­ages on your side have turned out to our profit. Even our loss of this city, as far as we can see, might be a prin­cip­al gain to us: the more sur­face you spread over, the thin­ner you will be, and the easi­er wiped away; and our con­sol­a­tion un­der that ap­par­ent dis­aster would be, that the es­tates of the Tor­ies would be­come se­cur­it­ies for the re­pairs. In short, there is no old ground we can fail upon, but some new found­a­tion rises again to sup­port us. “We have put, sir, our hands to the plough, and cursed be he that looketh back.”

			Your king, in his speech to par­lia­ment last spring, de­clared, “That he had no doubt but the great force they had en­abled him to send to Amer­ica, would ef­fec­tu­ally re­duce the re­bel­li­ous colon­ies.” It has not, neither can it; but it has done just enough to lay the found­a­tion of its own next year’s ru­in. You are sens­ible that you left Eng­land in a di­vided, dis­trac­ted state of polit­ics, and, by the com­mand you had here, you be­came a prin­cip­al prop in the court party; their for­tunes rest on yours; by a single ex­press you can fix their value with the pub­lic, and the de­gree to which their spir­its shall rise or fall; they are in your hands as stock, and you have the secret of the al­ley with you. Thus situ­ated and con­nec­ted, you be­come the un­in­ten­tion­al mech­an­ic­al in­stru­ment of your own and their over­throw. The king and his min­is­ters put con­quest out of doubt, and the cred­it of both de­pended on the proof. To sup­port them in the in­ter­im, it was ne­ces­sary that you should make the most of everything, and we can tell by Hugh Gaine’s New York pa­per what the com­plex­ion of the Lon­don Gaz­ette is. With such a list of vic­tor­ies the na­tion can­not ex­pect you will ask new sup­plies; and to con­fess your want of them would give the lie to your tri­umphs, and im­peach the king and his min­is­ters of treas­on­able de­cep­tion. If you make the ne­ces­sary de­mand at home, your party sinks; if you make it not, you sink your­self; to ask it now is too late, and to ask it be­fore was too soon, and un­less it ar­rive quickly will be of no use. In short, the part you have to act, can­not be ac­ted; and I am fully per­suaded that all you have to trust to is, to do the best you can with what force you have got, or little more. Though we have greatly ex­ceeded you in point of gen­er­al­ship and bravery of men, yet, as a people, we have not entered in­to the full soul of en­ter­prise; for I, who know Eng­land and the dis­pos­i­tion of the people well, am con­fid­ent, that it is easi­er for us to ef­fect a re­volu­tion there, than you a con­quest here; a few thou­sand men landed in Eng­land with the de­clared design of de­pos­ing the present king, bring­ing his min­is­ters to tri­al, and set­ting up the Duke of Gloucester in his stead, would as­suredly carry their point, while you are grov­el­ling here, ig­nor­ant of the mat­ter. As I send all my pa­pers to Eng­land, this, like Com­mon Sense, will find its way there; and though it may put one party on their guard, it will in­form the oth­er, and the na­tion in gen­er­al, of our design to help them.

			Thus far, sir, I have en­deavored to give you a pic­ture of present af­fairs: you may draw from it what con­clu­sions you please. I wish as well to the true prosper­ity of Eng­land as you can, but I con­sider in­de­pend­ence as Amer­ica’s nat­ur­al right and in­terest, and nev­er could see any real dis­ser­vice it would be to Bri­tain. If an Eng­lish mer­chant re­ceives an or­der, and is paid for it, it sig­ni­fies noth­ing to him who gov­erns the coun­try. This is my creed of polit­ics. If I have any­where ex­pressed my­self over-warmly, ’tis from a fixed, im­mov­able hatred I have, and ever had, to cruel men and cruel meas­ures. I have like­wise an aver­sion to mon­archy, as be­ing too de­bas­ing to the dig­nity of man; but I nev­er troubled oth­ers with my no­tions till very lately, nor ever pub­lished a syl­lable in Eng­land in my life.11 What I write is pure nature, and my pen and my soul have ever gone to­geth­er. My writ­ings I have al­ways giv­en away, re­serving only the ex­pense of print­ing and pa­per, and some­times not even that. I nev­er cour­ted either fame or in­terest, and my man­ner of life, to those who know it, will jus­ti­fy what I say. My study is to be use­ful, and if your lord­ship loves man­kind as well as I do, you would, see­ing you can­not con­quer us, cast about and lend your hand to­wards ac­com­plish­ing a peace. Our in­de­pend­ence with God’s bless­ing we will main­tain against all the world; but as we wish to avoid evil ourselves, we wish not to in­flict it on oth­ers. I am nev­er over-in­quis­it­ive in­to the secrets of the cab­in­et, but I have some no­tion that, if you neg­lect the present op­por­tun­ity, it will not be in our power to make a sep­ar­ate peace with you af­ter­wards; for whatever treat­ies or al­li­ances we form, we shall most faith­fully abide by; where­fore you may be de­ceived if you think you can make it with us at any time. A last­ing in­de­pend­ent peace is my wish, end and aim; and to ac­com­plish that, “I pray God the Amer­ic­ans may nev­er be de­feated, and I trust while they have good of­ficers, and are well com­manded,” and will­ing to be com­manded, “that they nev­er will be.”
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			In the pro­gress of polit­ics, as in the com­mon oc­cur­rences of life, we are not only apt to for­get the ground we have trav­elled over, but fre­quently neg­lect to gath­er up ex­per­i­ence as we go. We ex­pend, if I may so say, the know­ledge of every day on the cir­cum­stances that pro­duce it, and jour­ney on in search of new mat­ter and new re­fine­ments: but as it is pleas­ant and some­times use­ful to look back, even to the first peri­ods of in­fancy, and trace the turns and wind­ings through which we have passed, so we may like­wise de­rive many ad­vant­ages by halt­ing a while in our polit­ic­al ca­reer, and tak­ing a re­view of the won­drous com­plic­ated labyrinth of little more than yes­ter­day.

			Truly may we say, that nev­er did men grow old in so short a time! We have crowded the busi­ness of an age in­to the com­pass of a few months, and have been driv­en through such a rap­id suc­ces­sion of things, that for the want of leis­ure to think, we un­avoid­ably wasted know­ledge as we came, and have left nearly as much be­hind us as we brought with us: but the road is yet rich with the frag­ments, and, be­fore we fi­nally lose sight of them, will re­pay us for the trouble of stop­ping to pick them up.

			Were a man to be totally de­prived of memory, he would be in­cap­able of form­ing any just opin­ion; everything about him would seem a chaos: he would have even his own his­tory to ask from every­one; and by not know­ing how the world went in his ab­sence, he would be at a loss to know how it ought to go on when he re­covered, or rather, re­turned to it again. In like man­ner, though in a less de­gree, a too great in­at­ten­tion to past oc­cur­rences re­tards and be­wilders our judg­ment in everything; while, on the con­trary, by com­par­ing what is past with what is present, we fre­quently hit on the true char­ac­ter of both, and be­come wise with very little trouble. It is a kind of coun­ter­march, by which we get in­to the rear of time, and mark the move­ments and mean­ing of things as we make our re­turn. There are cer­tain cir­cum­stances, which, at the time of their hap­pen­ing, are a kind of riddles, and as every riddle is to be fol­lowed by its an­swer, so those kind of cir­cum­stances will be fol­lowed by their events, and those events are al­ways the true solu­tion. A con­sid­er­able space of time may lapse between, and un­less we con­tin­ue our ob­ser­va­tions from the one to the oth­er, the har­mony of them will pass away un­noticed: but the mis­for­tune is, that partly from the press­ing ne­ces­sity of some in­stant things, and partly from the im­pa­tience of our own tem­pers, we are fre­quently in such a hurry to make out the mean­ing of everything as fast as it hap­pens, that we thereby nev­er truly un­der­stand it; and not only start new dif­fi­culties to ourselves by so do­ing, but, as it were, em­bar­rass Provid­ence in her good designs.

			I have been civil in stat­ing this fault on a large scale, for, as it now stands, it does not ap­pear to be lev­elled against any par­tic­u­lar set of men; but were it to be re­fined a little fur­ther, it might af­ter­wards be ap­plied to the Tor­ies with a de­gree of strik­ing pro­pri­ety: those men have been re­mark­able for draw­ing sud­den con­clu­sions from single facts. The least ap­par­ent mis­hap on our side, or the least seem­ing ad­vant­age on the part of the en­emy, have de­term­ined with them the fate of a whole cam­paign. By this hasty judg­ment they have con­ver­ted a re­treat in­to a de­feat; mis­took gen­er­al­ship for er­ror; while every little ad­vant­age pur­posely giv­en the en­emy, either to weak­en their strength by di­vid­ing it, em­bar­rass their coun­cils by mul­tiply­ing their ob­jects, or to se­cure a great­er post by the sur­render of a less, has been in­stantly mag­ni­fied in­to a con­quest. Thus, by quar­ter­ing ill policy upon ill prin­ciples, they have fre­quently pro­moted the cause they de­signed to in­jure, and in­jured that which they in­ten­ded to pro­mote.

			It is prob­able the cam­paign may open be­fore this num­ber comes from the press. The en­emy have long lain idle, and amused them­selves with car­ry­ing on the war by pro­clam­a­tions only. While they con­tin­ue their delay our strength in­creases, and were they to move to ac­tion now, it is a cir­cum­stan­tial proof that they have no re­in­force­ment com­ing; where­fore, in either case, the com­par­at­ive ad­vant­age will be ours. Like a wounded, dis­abled whale, they want only time and room to die in; and though in the agony of their exit, it may be un­safe to live with­in the flap­ping of their tail, yet every hour shortens their date, and lessens their power of mis­chief. If any­thing hap­pens while this num­ber is in the press, it will af­ford me a sub­ject for the last pages of it. At present I am tired of wait­ing; and as neither the en­emy, nor the state of polit­ics have yet pro­duced any­thing new, I am thereby left in the field of gen­er­al mat­ter, un­dir­ec­ted by any strik­ing or par­tic­u­lar ob­ject. This Crisis, there­fore, will be made up rather of vari­ety than nov­elty, and con­sist more of things use­ful than things won­der­ful.

			The suc­cess of the cause, the uni­on of the people, and the means of sup­port­ing and se­cur­ing both, are points which can­not be too much at­ten­ded to. He who doubts of the former is a des­pond­ing cow­ard, and he who wil­fully dis­turbs the lat­ter is a trait­or. Their char­ac­ters are eas­ily fixed, and un­der these short de­scrip­tions I leave them for the present.

			One of the greatest de­grees of sen­ti­ment­al uni­on which Amer­ica ever knew, was in deny­ing the right of the Brit­ish par­lia­ment “to bind the colon­ies in all cases what­so­ever.”13 The De­clar­a­tion is, in its form, an almighty one, and is the lofti­est stretch of ar­bit­rary power that ever one set of men or one coun­try claimed over an­oth­er. Tax­a­tion was noth­ing more than the put­ting the de­clared right in­to prac­tice; and this fail­ing, re­course was had to arms, as a means to es­tab­lish both the right and the prac­tice, or to an­swer a worse pur­pose, which will be men­tioned in the course of this num­ber. And in or­der to re­pay them­selves the ex­pense of an army, and to profit by their own in­justice, the colon­ies were, by an­oth­er law, de­clared to be in a state of ac­tu­al re­bel­lion, and of con­sequence all prop­erty therein would fall to the con­quer­ors.

			The colon­ies, on their part, first, denied the right; secondly, they sus­pen­ded the use of tax­able art­icles, and pe­ti­tioned against the prac­tice of tax­a­tion: and these fail­ing, they, thirdly, de­fen­ded their prop­erty by force, as soon as it was for­cibly in­vaded, and, in an­swer to the de­clar­a­tion of re­bel­lion and non-pro­tec­tion, pub­lished their De­clar­a­tion of In­de­pend­ence and right of self-pro­tec­tion.

			These, in a few words, are the dif­fer­ent stages of the quar­rel; and the parts are so in­tim­ately and ne­ces­sar­ily con­nec­ted with each oth­er as to ad­mit of no sep­ar­a­tion. A per­son, to use a trite phrase, must be a Whig or a Tory in a lump. His feel­ings, as a man, may be wounded; his char­ity, as a Chris­ti­an, may be moved; but his polit­ic­al prin­ciples must go through all the cases on one side or the oth­er. He can­not be a Whig in this stage, and a Tory in that. If he says he is against the united in­de­pend­ence of the con­tin­ent, he is to all in­tents and pur­poses against her in all the rest; be­cause this last com­pre­hends the whole. And he may just as well say, that Bri­tain was right in de­clar­ing us rebels; right in tax­ing us; and right in de­clar­ing her “right to bind the colon­ies in all cases what­so­ever.” It sig­ni­fies noth­ing what neut­ral ground, of his own cre­at­ing, he may skulk upon for shel­ter, for the quar­rel in no stage of it hath af­forded any such ground; and either we or Bri­tain are ab­so­lutely right or ab­so­lutely wrong through the whole.

			Bri­tain, like a gamester nearly ruined, has now put all her losses in­to one bet, and is play­ing a des­per­ate game for the total. If she wins it, she wins from me my life; she wins the con­tin­ent as the for­feited prop­erty of rebels; the right of tax­ing those that are left as re­duced sub­jects; and the power of bind­ing them slaves: and the single die which de­term­ines this un­par­alleled event is, wheth­er we sup­port our in­de­pend­ence or she over­turn it. This is com­ing to the point at once. Here is the touch­stone to try men by. He that is not a sup­port­er of the in­de­pend­ent States of Amer­ica in the same de­gree that his re­li­gious and polit­ic­al prin­ciples would suf­fer him to sup­port the gov­ern­ment of any oth­er coun­try, of which he called him­self a sub­ject, is, in the Amer­ic­an sense of the word, a Tory; and the in­stant that he en­deavors to bring his tory­ism in­to prac­tice, he be­comes a trait­or. The first can only be de­tec­ted by a gen­er­al test, and the law hath already provided for the lat­ter.

			It is un­nat­ur­al and im­pol­it­ic to ad­mit men who would root up our in­de­pend­ence to have any share in our le­gis­la­tion, either as elect­ors or rep­res­ent­at­ives; be­cause the sup­port of our in­de­pend­ence rests, in a great meas­ure, on the vig­or and pur­ity of our pub­lic bod­ies. Would Bri­tain, even in time of peace, much less in war, suf­fer an elec­tion to be car­ried by men who pro­fessed them­selves to be not her sub­jects, or al­low such to sit in Par­lia­ment? Cer­tainly not.

			But there are a cer­tain spe­cies of Tor­ies with whom con­science or prin­ciple has noth­ing to do, and who are so from av­arice only. Some of the first for­tunes on the con­tin­ent, on the part of the Whigs, are staked on the is­sue of our present meas­ures. And shall dis­af­fec­tion only be re­war­ded with se­cur­ity? Can any­thing be a great­er in­duce­ment to a miserly man, than the hope of mak­ing his Mam­mon safe? And though the scheme be fraught with every char­ac­ter of folly, yet, so long as he sup­poses, that by do­ing noth­ing ma­ter­i­ally crim­in­al against Amer­ica on one part, and by ex­press­ing his private dis­ap­prob­a­tion against in­de­pend­ence, as pal­li­at­ive with the en­emy, on the oth­er part, he stands in a safe line between both; while, I say, this ground be suffered to re­main, craft, and the spir­it of av­arice, will point it out, and men will not be want­ing to fill up this most con­tempt­ible of all char­ac­ters.

			These men, ashamed to own the sor­did cause from whence their dis­af­fec­tion springs, add thereby mean­ness to mean­ness, by en­deavor­ing to shel­ter them­selves un­der the mask of hy­po­crisy; that is, they had rather be thought to be Tor­ies from some kind of prin­ciple, than Tor­ies by hav­ing no prin­ciple at all. But till such time as they can show some real reas­on, nat­ur­al, polit­ic­al, or con­scien­tious, on which their ob­jec­tions to in­de­pend­ence are foun­ded, we are not ob­liged to give them cred­it for be­ing Tor­ies of the first stamp, but must set them down as Tor­ies of the last.

			In the second num­ber of the Crisis, I en­deavored to show the im­possib­il­ity of the en­emy’s mak­ing any con­quest of Amer­ica, that noth­ing was want­ing on our part but pa­tience and per­sever­ance, and that, with these vir­tues, our suc­cess, as far as hu­man spec­u­la­tion could dis­cern, seemed as cer­tain as fate. But as there are many among us, who, in­flu­enced by oth­ers, have reg­u­larly gone back from the prin­ciples they once held, in pro­por­tion as we have gone for­ward; and as it is the un­for­tu­nate lot of many a good man to live with­in the neigh­bor­hood of dis­af­fected ones; I shall, there­fore, for the sake of con­firm­ing the one and re­cov­er­ing the oth­er, en­deavor, in the space of a page or two, to go over some of the lead­ing prin­ciples in sup­port of in­de­pend­ence. It is a much pleas­anter task to pre­vent vice than to pun­ish it, and, how­ever our tem­pers may be grat­i­fied by re­sent­ment, or our na­tion­al ex­penses eased by for­feited es­tates, har­mony and friend­ship is, nev­er­the­less, the hap­pi­est con­di­tion a coun­try can be blessed with.

			The prin­cip­al ar­gu­ments in sup­port of in­de­pend­ence may be com­pre­hen­ded un­der the four fol­low­ing heads.

			1st, The nat­ur­al right of the con­tin­ent to in­de­pend­ence.

			2nd, Her in­terest in be­ing in­de­pend­ent.

			3rd, The ne­ces­sity—and

			4th, The mor­al ad­vant­ages arising there­from.

			I. The nat­ur­al right of the con­tin­ent to in­de­pend­ence, is a point which nev­er yet was called in ques­tion. It will not even ad­mit of a de­bate. To deny such a right, would be a kind of athe­ism against nature: and the best an­swer to such an ob­jec­tion would be, “The fool hath said in his heart there is no God.”

			II. The in­terest of the con­tin­ent in be­ing in­de­pend­ent is a point as clearly right as the former. Amer­ica, by her own in­tern­al in­dustry, and un­known to all the powers of Europe, was, at the be­gin­ning of the dis­pute, ar­rived at a pitch of great­ness, trade and pop­u­la­tion, bey­ond which it was the in­terest of Bri­tain not to suf­fer her to pass, lest she should grow too power­ful to be kept sub­or­din­ate. She began to view this coun­try with the same un­easy ma­li­cious eye, with which a cov­et­ous guard­i­an would view his ward, whose es­tate he had been en­rich­ing him­self by for twenty years, and saw him just ar­riv­ing at man­hood. And Amer­ica owes no more to Bri­tain for her present ma­tur­ity, than the ward would to the guard­i­an for be­ing twenty-one years of age. That Amer­ica hath flour­ished at the time she was un­der the gov­ern­ment of Bri­tain, is true; but there is every nat­ur­al reas­on to be­lieve, that had she been an in­de­pend­ent coun­try from the first set­tle­ment there­of, un­con­trolled by any for­eign power, free to make her own laws, reg­u­late and en­cour­age her own com­merce, she had by this time been of much great­er worth than now. The case is simply this: the first set­tlers in the dif­fer­ent colon­ies were left to shift for them­selves, un­noticed and un­sup­por­ted by any European gov­ern­ment; but as the tyranny and per­se­cu­tion of the old world daily drove num­bers to the new, and as, by the fa­vor of heav­en on their in­dustry and per­sever­ance, they grew in­to im­port­ance, so, in a like de­gree, they be­came an ob­ject of profit to the greedy eyes of Europe. It was im­possible, in this state of in­fancy, how­ever thriv­ing and prom­ising, that they could res­ist the power of any armed in­vader that should seek to bring them un­der his au­thor­ity. In this situ­ation, Bri­tain thought it worth her while to claim them, and the con­tin­ent re­ceived and ac­know­ledged the claim­er. It was, in real­ity, of no very great im­port­ance who was her mas­ter, see­ing, that from the force and am­bi­tion of the dif­fer­ent powers of Europe, she must, till she ac­quired strength enough to as­sert her own right, ac­know­ledge someone. As well, per­haps, Bri­tain as an­oth­er; and it might have been as well to have been un­der the states of Hol­land as any. The same hopes of en­gross­ing and profit­ing by her trade, by not op­press­ing it too much, would have op­er­ated alike with any mas­ter, and pro­duced to the colon­ies the same ef­fects. The clam­or of pro­tec­tion, like­wise, was all a farce; be­cause, in or­der to make that pro­tec­tion ne­ces­sary, she must first, by her own quar­rels, cre­ate us en­emies. Hard terms in­deed!

			To know wheth­er it be the in­terest of the con­tin­ent to be in­de­pend­ent, we need only ask this easy, simple ques­tion: Is it the in­terest of a man to be a boy all his life? The an­swer to one will be the an­swer to both. Amer­ica hath been one con­tin­ued scene of le­gis­lat­ive con­ten­tion from the first king’s rep­res­ent­at­ive to the last; and this was un­avoid­ably foun­ded in the nat­ur­al op­pos­i­tion of in­terest between the old coun­try and the new. A gov­ernor sent from Eng­land, or re­ceiv­ing his au­thor­ity there­from, ought nev­er to have been con­sidered in any oth­er light than that of a gen­teel com­mis­sioned spy, whose private busi­ness was in­form­a­tion, and his pub­lic busi­ness a kind of civ­il­ized op­pres­sion. In the first of these char­ac­ters he was to watch the tem­pers, sen­ti­ments, and dis­pos­i­tion of the people, the growth of trade, and the in­crease of private for­tunes; and, in the lat­ter, to sup­press all such acts of the as­sem­blies, how­ever be­ne­fi­cial to the people, which did not dir­ectly or in­dir­ectly throw some in­crease of power or profit in­to the hands of those that sent him.

			Amer­ica, till now, could nev­er be called a free coun­try, be­cause her le­gis­la­tion de­pended on the will of a man three thou­sand miles dis­tant, whose in­terest was in op­pos­i­tion to ours, and who, by a single “no,” could for­bid what law he pleased.

			The free­dom of trade, like­wise, is, to a trad­ing coun­try, an art­icle of such im­port­ance, that the prin­cip­al source of wealth de­pends upon it; and it is im­possible that any coun­try can flour­ish, as it oth­er­wise might do, whose com­merce is en­grossed, cramped and fettered by the laws and man­dates of an­oth­er—yet these evils, and more than I can here enu­mer­ate, the con­tin­ent has suffered by be­ing un­der the gov­ern­ment of Eng­land. By an in­de­pend­ence we clear the whole at once—put an end to the busi­ness of un­answered pe­ti­tions and fruit­less re­mon­strances—ex­change Bri­tain for Europe—shake hands with the world—live at peace with the world—and trade to any mar­ket where we can buy and sell.

			III. The ne­ces­sity, like­wise, of be­ing in­de­pend­ent, even be­fore it was de­clared, be­came so evid­ent and im­port­ant, that the con­tin­ent ran the risk of be­ing ruined every day that she delayed it. There was reas­on to be­lieve that Bri­tain would en­deavor to make a European mat­ter of it, and, rather than lose the whole, would dis­mem­ber it, like Po­land, and dis­pose of her sev­er­al claims to the highest bid­der. Gen­oa, fail­ing in her at­tempts to re­duce Cor­sica, made a sale of it to the French, and such traf­ficks have been com­mon in the old world. We had at that time no am­bas­sad­or in any part of Europe, to coun­ter­act her ne­go­ti­ations, and by that means she had the range of every for­eign court un­con­tra­dicted on our part. We even knew noth­ing of the treaty for the Hes­si­ans till it was con­cluded, and the troops ready to em­bark. Had we been in­de­pend­ent be­fore, we had prob­ably pre­ven­ted her ob­tain­ing them. We had no cred­it abroad, be­cause of our re­bel­li­ous de­pend­ency. Our ships could claim no pro­tec­tion in for­eign ports, be­cause we af­forded them no jus­ti­fi­able reas­on for grant­ing it to us. The call­ing ourselves sub­jects, and at the same time fight­ing against the power which we ac­know­ledged, was a dan­ger­ous pre­ced­ent to all Europe. If the griev­ances jus­ti­fied the tak­ing up arms, they jus­ti­fied our sep­ar­a­tion; if they did not jus­ti­fy our sep­ar­a­tion, neither could they jus­ti­fy our tak­ing up arms. All Europe was in­ter­ested in re­du­cing us as rebels, and all Europe (or the greatest part at least) is in­ter­ested in sup­port­ing us as in­de­pend­ent States. At home our con­di­tion was still worse: our cur­rency had no found­a­tion, and the fall of it would have ruined Whig and Tory alike. We had no oth­er law than a kind of mod­er­ated pas­sion; no oth­er civil power than an hon­est mob; and no oth­er pro­tec­tion than the tem­por­ary at­tach­ment of one man to an­oth­er. Had in­de­pend­ence been delayed a few months longer, this con­tin­ent would have been plunged in­to ir­re­cov­er­able con­fu­sion: some vi­ol­ent for it, some against it, till, in the gen­er­al cabal, the rich would have been ruined, and the poor des­troyed. It is to in­de­pend­ence that every Tory owes the present safety which he lives in; for by that, and that only, we emerged from a state of dan­ger­ous sus­pense, and be­came a reg­u­lar people.

			The ne­ces­sity, like­wise, of be­ing in­de­pend­ent, had there been no rup­ture between Bri­tain and Amer­ica, would, in a little time, have brought one on. The in­creas­ing im­port­ance of com­merce, the weight and per­plex­ity of le­gis­la­tion, and the en­tangled state of European polit­ics, would daily have shown to the con­tin­ent the im­possib­il­ity of con­tinu­ing sub­or­din­ate; for, after the coolest re­flec­tions on the mat­ter, this must be al­lowed, that Bri­tain was too jeal­ous of Amer­ica to gov­ern it justly; too ig­nor­ant of it to gov­ern it well; and too far dis­tant from it to gov­ern it at all.

			IV. But what weigh most with all men of ser­i­ous re­flec­tion are, the mor­al ad­vant­ages arising from in­de­pend­ence: war and des­ol­a­tion have be­come the trade of the old world; and Amer­ica neither could nor can be un­der the gov­ern­ment of Bri­tain without be­com­ing a sharer of her guilt, and a part­ner in all the dis­mal com­merce of death. The spir­it of du­elling, ex­ten­ded on a na­tion­al scale, is a prop­er char­ac­ter for European wars. They have sel­dom any oth­er motive than pride, or any oth­er ob­ject than fame. The con­quer­ors and the conquered are gen­er­ally ruined alike, and the chief dif­fer­ence at last is, that the one marches home with his hon­ors, and the oth­er without them. ’Tis the nat­ur­al tem­per of the Eng­lish to fight for a feath­er, if they sup­pose that feath­er to be an af­front; and Amer­ica, without the right of ask­ing why, must have abet­ted in every quar­rel, and abided by its fate. It is a shock­ing situ­ation to live in, that one coun­try must be brought in­to all the wars of an­oth­er, wheth­er the meas­ure be right or wrong, or wheth­er she will or not; yet this, in the fullest ex­tent, was, and ever would be, the un­avoid­able con­sequence of the con­nec­tion. Surely the Quakers for­got their own prin­ciples when, in their late Testi­mony, they called this con­nec­tion, with these mil­it­ary and miser­able ap­pend­ages hanging to it—“the happy con­sti­tu­tion.”

			Bri­tain, for cen­tur­ies past, has been nearly fifty years out of every hun­dred at war with some power or oth­er. It cer­tainly ought to be a con­scien­tious as well polit­ic­al con­sid­er­a­tion with Amer­ica, not to dip her hands in the bloody work of Europe. Our situ­ation af­fords us a re­treat from their cabals, and the present happy uni­on of the states bids fair for ex­tirp­at­ing the fu­ture use of arms from one quarter of the world; yet such have been the ir­re­li­gious polit­ics of the present lead­ers of the Quakers, that, for the sake of they scarce know what, they would cut off every hope of such a bless­ing by ty­ing this con­tin­ent to Bri­tain, like Hec­tor to the chari­ot wheel of Achilles, to be dragged through all the miser­ies of end­less European wars.

			The con­nec­tion, viewed from this ground, is dis­tress­ing to every man who has the feel­ings of hu­man­ity. By hav­ing Bri­tain for our mas­ter, we be­came en­emies to the greatest part of Europe, and they to us: and the con­sequence was war in­ev­it­able. By be­ing our own mas­ters, in­de­pend­ent of any for­eign one, we have Europe for our friends, and the pro­spect of an end­less peace among ourselves. Those who were ad­voc­ates for the Brit­ish gov­ern­ment over these colon­ies, were ob­liged to lim­it both their ar­gu­ments and their ideas to the peri­od of a European peace only; the mo­ment Bri­tain be­came plunged in war, every sup­posed con­veni­ence to us van­ished, and all we could hope for was not to be ruined. Could this be a de­sir­able con­di­tion for a young coun­try to be in?

			Had the French pur­sued their for­tune im­me­di­ately after the de­feat of Brad­dock last war, this city and province had then ex­per­i­enced the woe­ful calam­it­ies of be­ing a Brit­ish sub­ject. A scene of the same kind might hap­pen again; for Amer­ica, con­sidered as a sub­ject to the crown of Bri­tain, would ever have been the seat of war, and the bone of con­ten­tion between the two powers.

			On the whole, if the fu­ture ex­pul­sion of arms from one quarter of the world would be a de­sir­able ob­ject to a peace­able man; if the free­dom of trade to every part of it can en­gage the at­ten­tion of a man of busi­ness; if the sup­port or fall of mil­lions of cur­rency can af­fect our in­terests; if the en­tire pos­ses­sion of es­tates, by cut­ting off the lordly claims of Bri­tain over the soil, de­serves the re­gard of landed prop­erty; and if the right of mak­ing our own laws, un­con­trolled by roy­al or min­is­teri­al spies or man­dates, be worthy our care as free­men;—then are all men in­ter­ested in the sup­port of in­de­pend­ence; and may he that sup­ports it not, be driv­en from the bless­ing, and live un­pit­ied be­neath the servile suf­fer­ings of scan­dal­ous sub­jec­tion!

			We have been amused with the tales of an­cient won­ders; we have read, and wept over the his­tor­ies of oth­er na­tions: ap­plauded, cen­sured, or pit­ied, as their cases af­fected us. The forti­tude and pa­tience of the suf­fer­ers—the just­ness of their cause—the weight of their op­pres­sions and op­press­ors—the ob­ject to be saved or lost—with all the con­sequences of a de­feat or a con­quest—have, in the hour of sym­pathy, be­witched our hearts, and chained it to their fate: but where is the power that ever made war upon pe­ti­tion­ers? Or where is the war on which a world was staked till now?

			We may not, per­haps, be wise enough to make all the ad­vant­ages we ought of our in­de­pend­ence; but they are, nev­er­the­less, marked and presen­ted to us with every char­ac­ter of great and good, and worthy the hand of him who sent them. I look through the present trouble to a time of tran­quil­lity, when we shall have it in our power to set an ex­ample of peace to all the world. Were the Quakers really im­pressed and in­flu­enced by the quiet prin­ciples they pro­fess to hold, they would, how­ever they might dis­ap­prove the means, be the first of all men to ap­prove of in­de­pend­ence, be­cause, by sep­ar­at­ing ourselves from the cit­ies of So­d­om and Go­mor­rah, it af­fords an op­por­tun­ity nev­er giv­en to man be­fore of car­ry­ing their fa­vour­ite prin­ciple of peace in­to gen­er­al prac­tice, by es­tab­lish­ing gov­ern­ments that shall here­after ex­ist without wars. O! ye fallen, cringing, priest-and-Pem­ber­ton-rid­den people! What more can we say of ye than that a re­li­gious Quaker is a valu­able char­ac­ter, and a polit­ic­al Quaker a real Je­suit.

			Hav­ing thus gone over some of the prin­cip­al points in sup­port of in­de­pend­ence, I must now re­quest the read­er to re­turn back with me to the peri­od when it first began to be a pub­lic doc­trine, and to ex­am­ine the pro­gress it has made among the vari­ous classes of men. The area I mean to be­gin at, is the break­ing out of hos­til­it­ies, April 19th, 1775. Un­til this event happened, the con­tin­ent seemed to view the dis­pute as a kind of law­suit for a mat­ter of right, lit­ig­at­ing between the old coun­try and the new; and she felt the same kind and de­gree of hor­ror, as if she had seen an op­press­ive plaintiff, at the head of a band of ruf­fi­ans, enter the court, while the cause was be­fore it, and put the judge, the jury, the de­fend­ant and his coun­sel, to the sword. Per­haps a more heart­felt con­vul­sion nev­er reached a coun­try with the same de­gree of power and rapid­ity be­fore, and nev­er may again. Pity for the suf­fer­ers, mixed with in­dig­na­tion at the vi­ol­ence, and heightened with ap­pre­hen­sions of un­der­go­ing the same fate, made the af­fair of Lex­ing­ton the af­fair of the con­tin­ent. Every part of it felt the shock, and all vi­brated to­geth­er. A gen­er­al pro­mo­tion of sen­ti­ment took place: those who had drank deeply in­to Whig­gish prin­ciples, that is, the right and ne­ces­sity not only of op­pos­ing, but wholly set­ting aside the power of the crown as soon as it be­came prac­tic­ally dan­ger­ous (for in the­ory it was al­ways so), stepped in­to the first stage of in­de­pend­ence; while an­oth­er class of Whigs, equally sound in prin­ciple, but not so san­guine in en­ter­prise, at­tached them­selves the stronger to the cause, and fell close in with the rear of the former; their par­ti­tion was a mere point. Num­bers of the mod­er­ate men, whose chief fault, at that time, arose from en­ter­tain­ing a bet­ter opin­ion of Bri­tain than she de­served, con­vinced now of their mis­take, gave her up, and pub­licly de­clared them­selves good Whigs. While the Tor­ies, see­ing it was no longer a laugh­ing mat­ter, either sank in­to si­lent ob­scur­ity, or con­ten­ted them­selves with com­ing forth and ab­us­ing Gen­er­al Gage: not a single ad­voc­ate ap­peared to jus­ti­fy the ac­tion of that day; it seemed to ap­pear to every­one with the same mag­nitude, struck every­one with the same force, and cre­ated in every­one the same ab­hor­rence. From this peri­od we may date the growth of in­de­pend­ence.

			If the many cir­cum­stances which happened at this mem­or­able time, be taken in one view, and com­pared with each oth­er, they will jus­ti­fy a con­clu­sion which seems not to have been at­ten­ded to, I mean a fixed design in the king and min­istry of driv­ing Amer­ica in­to arms, in or­der that they might be fur­nished with a pre­tence for seiz­ing the whole con­tin­ent, as the im­me­di­ate prop­erty of the crown. A noble plun­der for hungry courtiers!

			It ought to be re­membered, that the first pe­ti­tion from the Con­gress was at this time un­answered on the part of the Brit­ish king. That the mo­tion, called Lord North’s mo­tion, of the 20th of Feb­ru­ary, 1775, ar­rived in Amer­ica the lat­ter end of March. This mo­tion was to be laid, by the sev­er­al gov­ernors then in be­ing, be­fore, the as­sembly of each province; and the first as­sembly be­fore which it was laid, was the as­sembly of Pennsylvania, in May fol­low­ing. This be­ing a just state of the case, I then ask, why were hos­til­it­ies com­menced between the time of passing the re­solve in the House of Com­mons, of the 20th of Feb­ru­ary, and the time of the as­sem­blies meet­ing to de­lib­er­ate upon it? De­grad­ing and fam­ous as that mo­tion was, there is nev­er­the­less reas­on to be­lieve that the king and his ad­her­ents were afraid the colon­ies would agree to it, and lest they should, took ef­fec­tu­al care they should not, by pro­vok­ing them with hos­til­it­ies in the in­ter­im. They had not the least doubt at that time of con­quer­ing Amer­ica at one blow; and what they ex­pec­ted to get by a con­quest be­ing in­fin­itely great­er than any­thing they could hope to get either by tax­a­tion or ac­com­mod­a­tion, they seemed de­term­ined to pre­vent even the pos­sib­il­ity of hear­ing each oth­er, lest Amer­ica should dis­ap­point their greedy hopes of the whole, by listen­ing even to their own terms. On the one hand they re­fused to hear the pe­ti­tion of the con­tin­ent, and on the oth­er hand took ef­fec­tu­al care the con­tin­ent should not hear them.

			That the mo­tion of the 20th Feb­ru­ary and the or­ders for com­men­cing hos­til­it­ies were both con­cer­ted by the same per­son or per­sons, and not the lat­ter by Gen­er­al Gage, as was falsely ima­gined at first, is evid­ent from an ex­tract of a let­ter of his to the ad­min­is­tra­tion, read among oth­er pa­pers in the House of Com­mons; in which he in­forms his mas­ters, “That though their idea of his dis­arm­ing cer­tain counties was a right one, yet it re­quired him to be mas­ter of the coun­try, in or­der to en­able him to ex­ecute it.” This was pri­or to the com­mence­ment of hos­til­it­ies, and con­sequently be­fore the mo­tion of the 20th Feb­ru­ary could be de­lib­er­ated on by the sev­er­al as­sem­blies.

			Per­haps it may be asked, why was the mo­tion passed, if there was at the same time a plan to ag­grav­ate the Amer­ic­ans not to listen to it? Lord North as­signed one reas­on him­self, which was a hope of di­vid­ing them. This was pub­licly tempt­ing them to re­ject it; that if, in case the in­jury of arms should fail in pro­vok­ing them suf­fi­ciently, the in­sult of such a de­clar­a­tion might fill it up. But by passing the mo­tion and get­ting it af­ter­wards re­jec­ted in Amer­ica, it en­abled them, in their wicked idea of polit­ics, among oth­er things, to hold up the colon­ies to for­eign powers, with every pos­sible mark of dis­obedi­ence and re­bel­lion. They had ap­plied to those powers not to sup­ply the con­tin­ent with arms, am­muni­tion, etc., and it was ne­ces­sary they should in­cense them against us, by as­sign­ing on their own part some seem­ing reput­able reas­on why. By di­vid­ing, it had a tend­ency to weak­en the States, and like­wise to per­plex the ad­her­ents of Amer­ica in Eng­land. But the prin­cip­al scheme, and that which has marked their char­ac­ter in every part of their con­duct, was a design of pre­cip­it­at­ing the colon­ies in­to a state which they might af­ter­wards deem re­bel­lion, and, un­der that pre­tence, put an end to all fu­ture com­plaints, pe­ti­tions and re­mon­strances, by seiz­ing the whole at once. They had rav­aged one part of the globe, till it could glut them no longer; their prod­ig­al­ity re­quired new plun­der, and through the East In­dia art­icle tea they hoped to trans­fer their rapine from that quarter of the world to this. Every de­signed quar­rel had its pre­tence; and the same bar­bar­i­an av­arice ac­com­pan­ied the plant to Amer­ica, which ruined the coun­try that pro­duced it.

			That men nev­er turn rogues without turn­ing fools is a max­im, soon­er or later, uni­ver­sally true. The com­mence­ment of hos­til­it­ies, be­ing in the be­gin­ning of April, was, of all times the worst chosen: the Con­gress were to meet the tenth of May fol­low­ing, and the dis­tress the con­tin­ent felt at this un­par­alleled out­rage gave a sta­bil­ity to that body which no oth­er cir­cum­stance could have done. It sup­pressed too all in­feri­or de­bates, and bound them to­geth­er by a ne­ces­sit­ous af­fec­tion, without giv­ing them time to dif­fer upon trifles. The suf­fer­ing like­wise softened the whole body of the people in­to a de­gree of pli­ab­il­ity, which laid the prin­cip­al found­a­tion-stone of uni­on, or­der, and gov­ern­ment; and which, at any oth­er time, might only have fret­ted and then faded away un­noticed and un­im­proved. But Provid­ence, who best knows how to time her mis­for­tunes as well as her im­me­di­ate fa­vors, chose this to be the time, and who dare dis­pute it?

			It did not seem the dis­pos­i­tion of the people, at this crisis, to heap pe­ti­tion upon pe­ti­tion, while the former re­mained un­answered. The meas­ure how­ever was car­ried in Con­gress, and a second pe­ti­tion was sent; of which I shall only re­mark that it was sub­missive even to a dan­ger­ous fault, be­cause the pray­er of it ap­pealed solely to what it called the prerog­at­ive of the crown, while the mat­ter in dis­pute was con­fessedly con­sti­tu­tion­al. But even this pe­ti­tion, flat­ter­ing as it was, was still not so har­mo­ni­ous as the chink of cash, and con­sequently not suf­fi­ciently grate­ful to the tyr­ant and his min­istry. From every cir­cum­stance it is evid­ent, that it was the de­term­in­a­tion of the Brit­ish court to have noth­ing to do with Amer­ica but to con­quer her fully and ab­so­lutely. They were cer­tain of suc­cess, and the field of battle was the only place of treaty. I am con­fid­ent there are thou­sands and tens of thou­sands in Amer­ica who won­der now that they should ever have thought oth­er­wise; but the sin of that day was the sin of ci­vil­ity; yet it op­er­ated against our present good in the same man­ner that a civil opin­ion of the dev­il would against our fu­ture peace.

			In­de­pend­ence was a doc­trine scarce and rare, even to­wards the con­clu­sion of the year 1775; all our polit­ics had been foun­ded on the hope of ex­pect­a­tion of mak­ing the mat­ter up—a hope, which, though gen­er­al on the side of Amer­ica, had nev­er entered the head or heart of the Brit­ish court. Their hope was con­quest and con­fis­ca­tion. Good heav­ens! what volumes of thanks does Amer­ica owe to Bri­tain? What in­fin­ite ob­lig­a­tion to the tool that fills, with para­dox­ic­al va­cancy, the throne! Noth­ing but the sharpest es­sence of vil­lany, com­poun­ded with the strongest dis­til­la­tion of folly, could have pro­duced a men­struum that would have ef­fected a sep­ar­a­tion. The Con­gress in 1774 ad­min­istered an abort­ive medi­cine to in­de­pend­ence, by pro­hib­it­ing the im­port­a­tion of goods, and the suc­ceed­ing Con­gress rendered the dose still more dan­ger­ous by con­tinu­ing it. Had in­de­pend­ence been a settled sys­tem with Amer­ica, (as Bri­tain has ad­vanced,) she ought to have doubled her im­port­a­tion, and pro­hib­ited in some de­gree her ex­port­a­tion. And this single cir­cum­stance is suf­fi­cient to ac­quit Amer­ica be­fore any jury of na­tions, of hav­ing a con­tin­ent­al plan of in­de­pend­ence in view; a charge which, had it been true, would have been hon­or­able, but is so grossly false, that either the amaz­ing ig­nor­ance or the wil­ful dis­hon­esty of the Brit­ish court is ef­fec­tu­ally proved by it.

			The second pe­ti­tion, like the first, pro­duced no an­swer; it was scarcely ac­know­ledged to have been re­ceived; the Brit­ish court were too de­term­ined in their vil­lainy even to act it art­fully, and in their rage for con­quest neg­lected the ne­ces­sary sub­tleties for ob­tain­ing it. They might have di­vided, dis­trac­ted and played a thou­sand tricks with us, had they been as cun­ning as they were cruel.

			This last in­dig­nity gave a new spring to in­de­pend­ence. Those who knew the sav­age ob­stin­acy of the king, and the job­bing, gambling spir­it of the court, pre­dicted the fate of the pe­ti­tion, as soon as it was sent from Amer­ica; for the men be­ing known, their meas­ures were eas­ily fore­seen. As politi­cians we ought not so much to ground our hopes on the reas­on­able­ness of the thing we ask, as on the reas­on­able­ness of the per­son of whom we ask it: who would ex­pect dis­cre­tion from a fool, candor from a tyr­ant, or justice from a vil­lain?

			As every pro­spect of ac­com­mod­a­tion seemed now to fail fast, men began to think ser­i­ously on the mat­ter; and their reas­on be­ing thus stripped of the false hope which had long en­com­passed it, be­came ap­proach­able by fair de­bate: yet still the bulk of the people hes­it­ated; they startled at the nov­elty of in­de­pend­ence, without once con­sid­er­ing that our get­ting in­to arms at first was a more ex­traordin­ary nov­elty, and that all oth­er na­tions had gone through the work of in­de­pend­ence be­fore us. They doubted like­wise the abil­ity of the con­tin­ent to sup­port it, without re­flect­ing that it re­quired the same force to ob­tain an ac­com­mod­a­tion by arms as an in­de­pend­ence. If the one was ac­quir­able, the oth­er was the same; be­cause, to ac­com­plish either, it was ne­ces­sary that our strength should be too great for Bri­tain to sub­due; and it was too un­reas­on­able to sup­pose, that with the power of be­ing mas­ters, we should sub­mit to be ser­vants.14 Their cau­tion at this time was ex­ceed­ingly mis­placed; for if they were able to de­fend their prop­erty and main­tain their rights by arms, they, con­sequently, were able to de­fend and sup­port their in­de­pend­ence; and in pro­por­tion as these men saw the ne­ces­sity and cor­rect­ness of the meas­ure, they hon­estly and openly de­clared and ad­op­ted it, and the part that they had ac­ted since has done them hon­or and fully es­tab­lished their char­ac­ters. Er­ror in opin­ion has this pe­cu­li­ar ad­vant­age with it, that the fore­most point of the con­trary ground may at any time be reached by the sud­den ex­er­tion of a thought; and it fre­quently hap­pens in sen­ti­ment­al dif­fer­ences, that some strik­ing cir­cum­stance, or some for­cible reas­on quickly con­ceived, will ef­fect in an in­stant what neither ar­gu­ment nor ex­ample could pro­duce in an age.

			I find it im­possible in the small com­pass I am lim­ited to, to trace out the pro­gress which in­de­pend­ence has made on the minds of the dif­fer­ent classes of men, and the sev­er­al reas­ons by which they were moved. With some, it was a pas­sion­ate ab­hor­rence against the king of Eng­land and his min­istry, as a set of sav­ages and brutes; and these men, gov­erned by the agony of a wounded mind, were for trust­ing everything to hope and heav­en, and bid­ding de­fi­ance at once. With oth­ers, it was a grow­ing con­vic­tion that the scheme of the Brit­ish court was to cre­ate, fer­ment and drive on a quar­rel, for the sake of con­fis­cated plun­der: and men of this class ripened in­to in­de­pend­ence in pro­por­tion as the evid­ence in­creased. While a third class con­ceived it was the true in­terest of Amer­ica, in­tern­ally and ex­tern­ally, to be her own mas­ter, and gave their sup­port to in­de­pend­ence, step by step, as they saw her abil­it­ies to main­tain it en­large. With many, it was a com­pound of all these reas­ons; while those who were too cal­lous to be reached by either, re­mained, and still re­main Tor­ies.

			The leg­al ne­ces­sity of be­ing in­de­pend­ent, with sev­er­al col­lat­er­al reas­ons, is poin­ted out in an el­eg­ant mas­terly man­ner, in a charge to the grand jury for the dis­trict of Char­le­ston, by the Hon. Wil­li­am Henry Drayton, chief justice of South Car­o­lina.15 This per­form­ance, and the ad­dress of the con­ven­tion of New York, are pieces, in my humble opin­ion, of the first rank in Amer­ica.

			The prin­cip­al causes why in­de­pend­ence has not been so uni­ver­sally sup­por­ted as it ought, are fear and in­dol­ence, and the causes why it has been op­posed, are, av­arice, down­right vil­lany, and lust of per­son­al power. There is not such a be­ing in Amer­ica as a Tory from con­science; some secret de­fect or oth­er is in­ter­woven in the char­ac­ter of all those, be they men or wo­men, who can look with pa­tience on the bru­tal­ity, lux­ury and de­bauch­ery of the Brit­ish court, and the vi­ol­a­tions of their army here. A wo­man’s vir­tue must sit very lightly on her who can even hint a fa­vor­able sen­ti­ment in their be­half. It is re­mark­able that the whole race of pros­ti­tutes in New York were tor­ies; and the schemes for sup­port­ing the Tory cause in this city, for which sev­er­al are now in jail, and one hanged, were con­cer­ted and car­ried on in com­mon bawdy­houses, as­sisted by those who kept them.16

			The con­nec­tion between vice and mean­ness is a fit sub­ject for satire, but when the satire is a fact, it cuts with the ir­res­ist­ible power of a dia­mond. If a Quaker, in de­fence of his just rights, his prop­erty, and the chastity of his house, takes up a mus­ket, he is ex­pelled the meet­ing; but the present king of Eng­land, who se­duced and took in­to keep­ing a sis­ter of their so­ci­ety, is rev­er­enced and sup­por­ted by re­peated Testi­mon­ies, while, the friendly noodle from whom she was taken (and who is now in this city) con­tin­ues a drudge in the ser­vice of his rival, as if proud of be­ing cuck­olded by a creature called a king.17

			Our sup­port and suc­cess de­pend on such a vari­ety of men and cir­cum­stances, that every­one who does but wish well, is of some use: there are men who have a strange aver­sion to arms, yet have hearts to risk every shil­ling in the cause, or in sup­port of those who have bet­ter tal­ents for de­fend­ing it. Nature, in the ar­range­ment of man­kind, has fit­ted some for every ser­vice in life: were all sol­diers, all would starve and go na­ked, and were none sol­diers, all would be slaves. As dis­af­fec­tion to in­de­pend­ence is the badge of a Tory, so af­fec­tion to it is the mark of a Whig; and the dif­fer­ent ser­vices of the Whigs, down from those who nobly con­trib­ute everything, to those who have noth­ing to render but their wishes, tend all to the same cen­ter, though with dif­fer­ent de­grees of mer­it and abil­ity. The lar­ger we make the circle, the more we shall har­mon­ize, and the stronger we shall be. All we want to shut out is dis­af­fec­tion, and, that ex­cluded, we must ac­cept from each oth­er such du­ties as we are best fit­ted to be­stow. A nar­row sys­tem of polit­ics, like a nar­row sys­tem of re­li­gion, is cal­cu­lated only to sour the tem­per, and be at vari­ance with man­kind.

			All we want to know in Amer­ica is simply this, who is for in­de­pend­ence, and who is not? Those who are for it, will sup­port it, and the re­mainder will un­doubtedly see the reas­on­able­ness of pay­ing the charges; while those who op­pose or seek to be­tray it, must ex­pect the more ri­gid fate of the jail and the gib­bet. There is a bas­tard kind of gen­er­os­ity, which be­ing ex­ten­ded to all men, is as fatal to so­ci­ety, on one hand, as the want of true gen­er­os­ity is on the oth­er. A lax man­ner of ad­min­is­ter­ing justice, falsely termed mod­er­a­tion, has a tend­ency both to dis­pir­it pub­lic vir­tue, and pro­mote the growth of pub­lic evils. Had the late com­mit­tee of safety taken cog­niz­ance of the last Testi­mony of the Quakers and pro­ceeded against such de­lin­quents as were con­cerned therein, they had, prob­ably, pre­ven­ted the treas­on­able plans which have been con­cer­ted since. When one vil­lain is suffered to es­cape, it en­cour­ages an­oth­er to pro­ceed, either from a hope of es­cap­ing like­wise, or an ap­pre­hen­sion that we dare not pun­ish. It has been a mat­ter of gen­er­al sur­prise, that no no­tice was taken of the in­cen­di­ary pub­lic­a­tion of the Quakers, of the 20th of Novem­ber last; a pub­lic­a­tion evid­ently in­ten­ded to pro­mote sedi­tion and treas­on, and en­cour­age the en­emy, who were then with­in a day’s march of this city, to pro­ceed on and pos­sess it. I here present the read­er with a me­mori­al which was laid be­fore the board of safety a few days after the Testi­mony ap­peared. Not a mem­ber of that board, that I con­versed with, but ex­pressed the highest de­test­a­tion of the per­ver­ted prin­ciples and con­duct of the Quaker junto, and a wish that the board would take the mat­ter up; not­with­stand­ing which, it was suffered to pass away un­noticed, to the en­cour­age­ment of new acts of treas­on, the gen­er­al danger of the cause, and the dis­grace of the state.

			
				
					To the hon­or­able the Coun­cil of Safety of the State of Pennsylvania.

				
				At a meet­ing of a reput­able num­ber of the in­hab­it­ants of the city of Phil­adelphia, im­pressed with a prop­er sense of the justice of the cause which this con­tin­ent is en­gaged in, and an­im­ated with a gen­er­ous fer­vor for sup­port­ing the same, it was re­solved, that the fol­low­ing be laid be­fore the board of safety:

				“We pro­fess lib­er­al­ity of sen­ti­ment to all men; with this dis­tinc­tion only, that those who do not de­serve it would be­come wise and seek to de­serve it. We hold the pure doc­trines of uni­ver­sal liberty of con­science, and con­ceive it our duty to en­deavor to se­cure that sac­red right to oth­ers, as well as to de­fend it for ourselves; for we un­der­take not to judge of the re­li­gious rectitude of ten­ets, but leave the whole mat­ter to Him who made us.

				“We per­se­cute no man, neither will we abet in the per­se­cu­tion of any man for re­li­gion’s sake; our com­mon re­la­tion to oth­ers be­ing that of fel­low-cit­izens and fel­low-sub­jects of one single com­munity; and in this line of con­nec­tion we hold out the right hand of fel­low­ship to all men. But we should con­ceive ourselves to be un­worthy mem­bers of the free and in­de­pend­ent States of Amer­ica, were we un­con­cern­edly to see or to suf­fer any treas­on­able wound, pub­lic or private, dir­ectly or in­dir­ectly, to be giv­en against the peace and safety of the same. We in­quire not in­to the rank of the of­fend­ers, nor in­to their re­li­gious per­sua­sion; we have no busi­ness with either, our part be­ing only to find them out and ex­hib­it them to justice.

				“A prin­ted pa­per, dated the 20th of Novem­ber, and signed ‘John Pem­ber­ton,’ whom we sup­pose to be an in­hab­it­ant of this city, has lately been dis­persed abroad, a copy of which ac­com­pan­ies this.18 Had the framers and pub­lish­ers of that pa­per con­ceived it their duty to ex­hort the youth and oth­ers of their so­ci­ety, to a pa­tient sub­mis­sion un­der the present try­ing vis­it­a­tions, and humbly to wait the event of heav­en to­wards them, they had therein shown a Chris­ti­an tem­per, and we had been si­lent; but the an­ger and polit­ic­al vir­ulence with which their in­struc­tions are giv­en, and the ab­use with which they stig­mat­ize all ranks of men not think­ing like them­selves, leave no doubt on our minds from what spir­it their pub­lic­a­tion pro­ceeded: and it is dis­grace­ful to the pure cause of truth, that men can dally with words of the most sac­red im­port, and play them off as mech­an­ic­ally as if re­li­gion con­sisted only in con­triv­ance. We know of no in­stance in which the Quakers have been com­pelled to bear arms, or to do any­thing which might strain their con­science; where­fore their ad­vice, ‘to with­stand and re­fuse to sub­mit to the ar­bit­rary in­struc­tions and or­din­ances of men,’ ap­pear to us a false alarm, and could only be treas­on­ably cal­cu­lated to gain fa­vor with our en­emies, when they are seem­ingly on the brink of in­vad­ing this State, or, what is still worse, to weak­en the hands of our de­fence, that their en­trance in­to this city might be made prac­tic­able and easy.

				“We dis­claim all tu­mult and dis­order in the pun­ish­ment of of­fend­ers; and wish to be gov­erned, not by tem­per but by reas­on, in the man­ner of treat­ing them. We are sens­ible that our cause has suffered by the two fol­low­ing er­rors: first, by ill-judged len­ity to trait­or­ous per­sons in some cases; and, secondly, by only a pas­sion­ate treat­ment of them in oth­ers. For the fu­ture we dis­own both, and wish to be steady in our pro­ceed­ings, and ser­i­ous in our pun­ish­ments.

				“Every State in Amer­ica has, by the re­peated voice of its in­hab­it­ants, dir­ec­ted and au­thor­ized the Con­tin­ent­al Con­gress to pub­lish a form­al De­clar­a­tion of In­de­pend­ence of, and sep­ar­a­tion from, the op­press­ive king and Par­lia­ment of Great Bri­tain; and we look on every man as an en­emy, who does not in some line or oth­er, give his as­sist­ance to­wards sup­port­ing the same; at the same time we con­sider the of­fence to be heightened to a de­gree of un­par­don­able guilt, when such per­sons, un­der the show of re­li­gion, en­deavor, either by writ­ing, speak­ing, or oth­er­wise, to sub­vert, over­turn, or bring re­proach upon the in­de­pend­ence of this con­tin­ent as de­clared by Con­gress.

				“The pub­lish­ers of the pa­per signed ‘John Pem­ber­ton,’ have called in a loud man­ner to their friends and con­nec­tions, ‘to with­stand or re­fuse’ obed­i­ence to whatever ‘in­struc­tions or or­din­ances’ may be pub­lished, not war­ran­ted by (what they call) ‘that happy Con­sti­tu­tion un­der which they and oth­ers long en­joyed tran­quil­lity and peace.’ If this be not treas­on, we know not what may prop­erly be called by that name.

				“To us it is a mat­ter of sur­prise and as­ton­ish­ment, that men with the word ‘peace, peace,’ con­tinu­ally on their lips, should be so fond of liv­ing un­der and sup­port­ing a gov­ern­ment, and at the same time call­ing it ‘happy,’ which is nev­er bet­ter pleased than when a war—that has filled In­dia with carnage and fam­ine, Africa with slavery, and tampered with In­di­ans and negroes to cut the throats of the free­men of Amer­ica. We con­ceive it a dis­grace to this State, to har­bor or wink at such palp­able hy­po­crisy. But as we seek not to hurt the hair of any man’s head, when we can make ourselves safe without, we wish such per­sons to re­store peace to them­selves and us, by re­mov­ing them­selves to some part of the king of Great Bri­tain’s domin­ions, as by that means they may live un­mo­les­ted by us and we by them; for our fixed opin­ion is, that those who do not de­serve a place among us, ought not to have one.

				“We con­clude with re­quest­ing the Coun­cil of Safety to take in­to con­sid­er­a­tion the pa­per signed ‘John Pem­ber­ton,’ and if it shall ap­pear to them to be of a dan­ger­ous tend­ency, or of a treas­on­able nature, that they would com­mit the sign­er, to­geth­er with such oth­er per­sons as they can dis­cov­er were con­cerned therein, in­to cus­tody, un­til such time as some mode of tri­al shall as­cer­tain the full de­gree of their guilt and pun­ish­ment; in the do­ing of which, we wish their judges, who­ever they may be, to dis­reg­ard the man, his con­nec­tions, in­terest, riches, poverty, or prin­ciples of re­li­gion, and to at­tend to the nature of his of­fence only.”

			

			The most cav­il­ling sec­tari­an can­not ac­cuse the fore­go­ing with con­tain­ing the least in­gredi­ent of per­se­cu­tion. The free spir­it on which the Amer­ic­an cause is foun­ded, dis­dains to mix with such an im­pur­ity, and leaves it as rub­bish fit only for nar­row and sus­pi­cious minds to grovel in. Sus­pi­cion and per­se­cu­tion are weeds of the same dunghill, and flour­ish to­geth­er. Had the Quakers minded their re­li­gion and their busi­ness, they might have lived through this dis­pute in en­vi­able ease, and none would have mo­les­ted them. The com­mon phrase with these people is, “Our prin­ciples are peace.” To which may be replied, and your prac­tices are the re­verse; for nev­er did the con­duct of men op­pose their own doc­trine more no­tori­ously than the present race of the Quakers. They have art­fully changed them­selves in­to a dif­fer­ent sort of people to what they used to be, and yet have the ad­dress to per­suade each oth­er that they are not altered; like an­ti­quated vir­gins, they see not the hav­oc de­form­ity has made upon them, but pleas­antly mis­tak­ing wrinkles for dimples, con­ceive them­selves yet lovely and won­der at the stu­pid world for not ad­mir­ing them.

			Did no in­jury arise to the pub­lic by this apostacy of the Quakers from them­selves, the pub­lic would have noth­ing to do with it; but as both the design and con­sequences are poin­ted against a cause in which the whole com­munity are in­ter­ested, it is there­fore no longer a sub­ject con­fined to the cog­niz­ance of the meet­ing only, but comes, as a mat­ter of crimin­al­ity, be­fore the au­thor­ity either of the par­tic­u­lar State in which it is ac­ted, or of the con­tin­ent against which it op­er­ates. Every at­tempt, now, to sup­port the au­thor­ity of the king and Par­lia­ment of Great Bri­tain over Amer­ica, is treas­on against every State; there­fore it is im­possible that any one can par­don or screen from pun­ish­ment an of­fend­er against all.

			But to pro­ceed: while the in­fatu­ated Tor­ies of this and oth­er States were last spring talk­ing of com­mis­sion­ers, ac­com­mod­a­tion, mak­ing the mat­ter up, and the Lord knows what stuff and non­sense, their good king and min­istry were glut­ting them­selves with the re­venge of re­du­cing Amer­ica to un­con­di­tion­al sub­mis­sion, and solacing each oth­er with the cer­tainty of con­quer­ing it in one cam­paign. The fol­low­ing quo­ta­tions are from the par­lia­ment­ary re­gister of the de­bate’s of the House of Lords, March 5th, 1776:

			
				“The Amer­ic­ans,” says Lord Tal­bot,19 “have been ob­stin­ate, un­du­ti­ful, and un­gov­ern­able from the very be­gin­ning, from their first early and in­fant set­tle­ments; and I am every day more and more con­vinced that this people nev­er will be brought back to their duty, and the sub­or­din­ate re­la­tion they stand in to this coun­try, till re­duced to un­con­di­tion­al, ef­fec­tu­al sub­mis­sion; no con­ces­sion on our part, no len­ity, no en­dur­ance, will have any oth­er ef­fect but that of in­creas­ing their in­solence.”

				“The struggle,” says Lord Town­send,20 “is now a struggle for power; the die is cast, and the only point which now re­mains to be de­term­ined is, in what man­ner the war can be most ef­fec­tu­ally pro­sec­uted and speedily fin­ished, in or­der to pro­cure that un­con­di­tion­al sub­mis­sion, which has been so ably stated by the noble Earl with the white staff” (mean­ing Lord Tal­bot;) “and I have no reas­on to doubt that the meas­ures now pur­su­ing will put an end to the war in the course of a single cam­paign. Should it linger longer, we shall then have reas­on to ex­pect that some for­eign power will in­ter­fere, and take ad­vant­age of our do­mest­ic troubles and civil dis­trac­tions.”

				Lord Littleton. “My sen­ti­ments are pretty well known. I shall only ob­serve now that le­ni­ent meas­ures have had no oth­er ef­fect than to pro­duce in­sult after in­sult; that the more we con­ceded, the high­er Amer­ica rose in her de­mands, and the more in­solent she has grown. It is for this reas­on that I am now for the most ef­fect­ive and de­cis­ive meas­ures; and am of opin­ion that no al­tern­at­ive is left us, but to re­lin­quish Amer­ica forever, or fi­nally de­term­ine to com­pel her to ac­know­ledge the le­gis­lat­ive au­thor­ity of this coun­try; and it is the prin­ciple of an un­con­di­tion­al sub­mis­sion I would be for main­tain­ing.”

			

			Can words be more ex­press­ive than these? Surely the Tor­ies will be­lieve the Tory lords! The truth is, they do be­lieve them and know as fully as any Whig on the con­tin­ent knows, that the king and min­istry nev­er had the least design of an ac­com­mod­a­tion with Amer­ica, but an ab­so­lute, un­con­di­tion­al con­quest. And the part which the Tor­ies were to act, was, by down­right ly­ing, to en­deavor to put the con­tin­ent off its guard, and to di­vide and sow dis­con­tent in the minds of such Whigs as they might gain an in­flu­ence over. In short, to keep up a dis­trac­tion here, that the force sent from Eng­land might be able to con­quer in “one cam­paign.” They and the min­istry were, by a dif­fer­ent game, play­ing in­to each oth­er’s hands. The cry of the Tor­ies in Eng­land was, “No re­con­cili­ation, no ac­com­mod­a­tion,” in or­der to ob­tain the great­er mil­it­ary force; while those in Amer­ica were cry­ing noth­ing but “re­con­cili­ation and ac­com­mod­a­tion,” that the force sent might con­quer with the less res­ist­ance.

			But this “single cam­paign” is over, and Amer­ica not conquered. The whole work is yet to do, and the force much less to do it with. Their con­di­tion is both despic­able and de­plor­able: out of cash—out of heart, and out of hope. A coun­try fur­nished with arms and am­muni­tion as Amer­ica now is, with three mil­lions of in­hab­it­ants, and three thou­sand miles dis­tant from the nearest en­emy that can ap­proach her, is able to look and laugh them in the face.

			Howe ap­pears to have two ob­jects in view, either to go up the North River, or come to Phil­adelphia.

			By go­ing up the North River, he se­cures a re­treat for his army through Canada, but the ships must re­turn if they re­turn at all, the same way they went; as our army would be in the rear, the safety of their pas­sage down is a doubt­ful mat­ter. By such a mo­tion he shuts him­self from all sup­plies from Europe, but through Canada, and ex­poses his army and navy to the danger of per­ish­ing. The idea of his cut­ting off the com­mu­nic­a­tion between the east­ern and south­ern states, by means of the North River, is merely vis­ion­ary. He can­not do it by his ship­ping; be­cause no ship can lay long at an­chor in any river with­in reach of the shore; a single gun would drive a first rate from such a sta­tion. This was fully proved last Oc­to­ber at Forts Wash­ing­ton and Lee, where one gun only, on each side of the river, ob­liged two frig­ates to cut and be towed off in an hour’s time. Neither can he cut it off by his army; be­cause the sev­er­al posts they must oc­cupy would di­vide them al­most to noth­ing, and ex­pose them to be picked up by ours like pebbles on a river’s bank; but ad­mit­ting that he could, where is the in­jury? Be­cause, while his whole force is cantoned out, as sentries over the wa­ter, they will be very in­no­cently em­ployed, and the mo­ment they march in­to the coun­try the com­mu­nic­a­tion opens.

			The most prob­able ob­ject is Phil­adelphia, and the reas­ons are many. Howe’s busi­ness is to con­quer it, and in pro­por­tion as he finds him­self un­able to the task, he will em­ploy his strength to dis­tress wo­men and weak minds, in or­der to ac­com­plish through their fears what he can­not ac­com­plish by his own force. His com­ing or at­tempt­ing to come to Phil­adelphia is a cir­cum­stance that proves his weak­ness: for no gen­er­al that felt him­self able to take the field and at­tack his ant­ag­on­ist would think of bring­ing his army in­to a city in the sum­mer time; and this mere shift­ing the scene from place to place, without ef­fect­ing any­thing, has feeble­ness and cow­ardice on the face of it, and holds him up in a con­tempt­ible light to all who can reas­on justly and firmly. By sev­er­al in­form­a­tions from New York, it ap­pears that their army in gen­er­al, both of­ficers and men, have giv­en up the ex­pect­a­tion of con­quer­ing Amer­ica; their eye now is fixed upon the spoil. They sup­pose Phil­adelphia to be rich with stores, and as they think to get more by rob­bing a town than by at­tack­ing an army, their move­ment to­wards this city is prob­able. We are not now con­tend­ing against an army of sol­diers, but against a band of thieves, who had rather plun­der than fight, and have no oth­er hope of con­quest than by cruelty.

			They ex­pect to get a mighty booty, and strike an­oth­er gen­er­al pan­ic, by mak­ing a sud­den move­ment and get­ting pos­ses­sion of this city; but un­less they can march out as well as in, or get the en­tire com­mand of the river, to re­move off their plun­der, they may prob­ably be stopped with the stolen goods upon them. They have nev­er yet suc­ceeded wherever they have been op­posed, but at Fort Wash­ing­ton. At Char­le­ston their de­feat was ef­fec­tu­al. At Ticon­d­eroga they ran away. In every skir­mish at Kings­bridge and the White Plains they were ob­liged to re­treat, and the in­stant that our arms were turned upon them in the Jer­seys, they turned like­wise, and those that turned not were taken.

			The ne­ces­sity of al­ways fit­ting our in­tern­al po­lice to the cir­cum­stances of the times we live in, is some­thing so strik­ingly ob­vi­ous, that no suf­fi­cient ob­jec­tion can be made against it. The safety of all so­ci­et­ies de­pends upon it; and where this point is not at­ten­ded to, the con­sequences will either be a gen­er­al lan­guor or a tu­mult. The en­cour­age­ment and pro­tec­tion of the good sub­jects of any state, and the sup­pres­sion and pun­ish­ment of bad ones, are the prin­cip­al ob­jects for which all au­thor­ity is in­sti­tuted, and the line in which it ought to op­er­ate. We have in this city a strange vari­ety of men and char­ac­ters, and the cir­cum­stances of the times re­quire that they should be pub­licly known; it is not the num­ber of Tor­ies that hurt us, so much as the not find­ing out who they are; men must now take one side or the oth­er, and abide by the con­sequences: the Quakers, trust­ing to their short­sighted saga­city, have, most un­luck­ily for them, made their de­clar­a­tion in their last Testi­mony, and we ought now to take them at their word. They have in­vol­un­tar­ily read them­selves out of the con­tin­ent­al meet­ing, and can­not hope to be re­stored to it again but by pay­ment and pen­it­ence. Men whose polit­ic­al prin­ciples are foun­ded on av­arice, are bey­ond the reach of reas­on, and the only cure of Tory­ism of this cast is to tax it. A sub­stan­tial good drawn from a real evil, is of the same be­ne­fit to so­ci­ety, as if drawn from a vir­tue; and where men have not pub­lic spir­it to render them­selves ser­vice­able, it ought to be the study of gov­ern­ment to draw the best use pos­sible from their vices. When the gov­ern­ing pas­sion of any man, or set of men, is once known, the meth­od of man­aging them is easy; for even misers, whom no pub­lic vir­tue can im­press, would be­come gen­er­ous, could a heavy tax be laid upon cov­et­ous­ness.

			The Tor­ies have en­deavored to in­sure their prop­erty with the en­emy, by for­feit­ing their repu­ta­tion with us; from which may be justly in­ferred, that their gov­ern­ing pas­sion is av­arice. Make them as much afraid of los­ing on one side as on the oth­er, and you stag­ger their Tory­ism; make them more so, and you re­claim them; for their prin­ciple is to wor­ship the power which they are most afraid of.

			This meth­od of con­sid­er­ing men and things to­geth­er, opens in­to a large field for spec­u­la­tion, and af­fords me an op­por­tun­ity of of­fer­ing some ob­ser­va­tions on the state of our cur­rency, so as to make the sup­port of it go hand in hand with the sup­pres­sion of dis­af­fec­tion and the en­cour­age­ment of pub­lic spir­it.

			The thing which first presents it­self in in­spect­ing the state of the cur­rency, is, that we have too much of it, and that there is a ne­ces­sity of re­du­cing the quant­ity, in or­der to in­crease the value. Men are daily grow­ing poor by the very means that they take to get rich; for in the same pro­por­tion that the prices of all goods on hand are raised, the value of all money laid by is re­duced. A simple case will make this clear; let a man have £100 in cash, and as many goods on hand as will today sell for £20; but not con­tent with the present mar­ket price, he raises them to £40 and by so do­ing ob­liges oth­ers, in their own de­fence, to raise cent per­cent like­wise; in this case it is evid­ent that his hun­dred pounds laid by, is re­duced fifty pounds in value; where­as, had the mar­ket lowered cent per­cent, his goods would have sold but for ten, but his hun­dred pounds would have ris­en in value to two hun­dred; be­cause it would then pur­chase as many goods again, or sup­port his fam­ily as long again as be­fore. And, strange as it may seem, he is one hun­dred and fifty pounds the poorer for rais­ing his goods, to what he would have been had he lowered them; be­cause the forty pounds which his goods sold for, is, by the gen­er­al raise of the mar­ket cent per­cent, rendered of no more value than the ten pounds would be had the mar­ket fallen in the same pro­por­tion; and, con­sequently, the whole dif­fer­ence of gain or loss is on the dif­fer­ence in value of the hun­dred pounds laid by, viz. from fifty to two hun­dred. This rage for rais­ing goods is for sev­er­al reas­ons much more the fault of the Tor­ies than the Whigs; and yet the Tor­ies (to their shame and con­fu­sion ought they to be told of it) are by far the most noisy and dis­con­ten­ted. The greatest part of the Whigs, by be­ing now either in the army or em­ployed in some pub­lic ser­vice, are buy­ers only and not sellers, and as this evil has its ori­gin in trade, it can­not be charged on those who are out of it.

			But the griev­ance has now be­come too gen­er­al to be remedied by par­tial meth­ods, and the only ef­fec­tu­al cure is to re­duce the quant­ity of money: with half the quant­ity we should be rich­er than we are now, be­cause the value of it would be doubled, and con­sequently our at­tach­ment to it in­creased; for it is not the num­ber of dol­lars that a man has, but how far they will go, that makes him either rich or poor. These two points be­ing ad­mit­ted, viz. that the quant­ity of money is too great, and that the prices of goods can only be ef­fec­tu­ally re­duced by, re­du­cing the quant­ity of the money, the next point to be con­sidered is, the meth­od how to re­duce it.

			The cir­cum­stances of the times, as be­fore ob­served, re­quire that the pub­lic char­ac­ters of all men should now be fully un­der­stood, and the only gen­er­al meth­od of as­cer­tain­ing it is by an oath or af­firm­a­tion, re­noun­cing all al­le­gi­ance to the king of Great Bri­tain, and to sup­port the in­de­pend­ence of the United States, as de­clared by Con­gress. Let, at the same time, a tax of ten, fif­teen, or twenty per­cent per an­num, to be col­lec­ted quarterly, be levied on all prop­erty. These al­tern­at­ives, by be­ing per­fectly vol­un­tary, will take in all sorts of people. Here is the test; here is the tax. He who takes the former, con­scien­tiously proves his af­fec­tion to the cause, and binds him­self to pay his quota by the best ser­vices in his power, and is thereby justly ex­empt from the lat­ter; and those who choose the lat­ter, pay their quota in money, to be ex­cused from the former, or rather, it is the price paid to us for their sup­posed, though mis­taken, in­sur­ance with the en­emy.

			But this is only a part of the ad­vant­age which would arise by know­ing the dif­fer­ent char­ac­ters of men. The Whigs stake everything on the is­sue of their arms, while the Tor­ies, by their dis­af­fec­tion, are sap­ping and un­der­min­ing their strength; and, of con­sequence, the prop­erty of the Whigs is the more ex­posed thereby; and whatever in­jury their es­tates may sus­tain by the move­ments of the en­emy, must either be borne by them­selves, who have done everything which has yet been done, or by the Tor­ies, who have not only done noth­ing, but have, by their dis­af­fec­tion, in­vited the en­emy on.

			In the present crisis we ought to know, square by square and house by house, who are in real al­le­gi­ance with the United In­de­pend­ent States, and who are not. Let but the line be made clear and dis­tinct, and all men will then know what they are to trust to. It would not only be good policy but strict justice, to raise fifty or one hun­dred thou­sand pounds, or more, if it is ne­ces­sary, out of the es­tates and prop­erty of the king of Eng­land’s vo­tar­ies, res­id­ent in Phil­adelphia, to be dis­trib­uted, as a re­ward to those in­hab­it­ants of the city and State, who should turn out and re­pulse the en­emy, should they at­tempt to march this way; and like­wise, to bind the prop­erty of all such per­sons to make good the dam­ages which that of the Whigs might sus­tain. In the un­dis­tin­guish­able mode of con­duct­ing a war, we fre­quently make re­pris­als at sea, on the ves­sels of per­sons in Eng­land, who are friends to our cause com­pared with the res­id­ent Tor­ies among us.

			In every former pub­lic­a­tion of mine, from Com­mon Sense down to the last Crisis, I have gen­er­ally gone on the char­it­able sup­pos­i­tion, that the Tor­ies were rather a mis­taken than a crim­in­al people, and have ap­plied ar­gu­ment after ar­gu­ment, with all the candor and tem­per which I was cap­able of, in or­der to set every part of the case clearly and fairly be­fore them, and if pos­sible to re­claim them from ru­in to reas­on. I have done my duty by them and have now done with that doc­trine, tak­ing it for gran­ted, that those who yet hold their dis­af­fec­tion are either a set of av­ar­i­cious miscre­ants, who would sac­ri­fice the con­tin­ent to save them­selves, or a ban­ditti of hungry trait­ors, who are hop­ing for a di­vi­sion of the spoil. To which may be ad­ded, a list of crown or pro­pri­et­ary de­pend­ants, who, rather than go without a por­tion of power, would be con­tent to share it with the dev­il. Of such men there is no hope; and their obed­i­ence will only be ac­cord­ing to the danger set be­fore them, and the power that is ex­er­cised over them.

			A time will shortly ar­rive, in which, by as­cer­tain­ing the char­ac­ters of per­sons now, we shall be guarded against their mis­chiefs then; for in pro­por­tion as the en­emy des­pair of con­quest, they will be try­ing the arts of se­duc­tion and the force of fear by all the mis­chiefs which they can in­flict. But in war we may be cer­tain of these two things, viz. that cruelty in an en­emy, and mo­tions made with more than usu­al parade, are al­ways signs of weak­ness. He that can con­quer, finds his mind too free and pleas­ant to be bru­tish; and he that in­tends to con­quer, nev­er makes too much show of his strength.

			We now know the en­emy we have to do with. While drunk with the cer­tainty of vic­tory, they dis­dained to be civil; and in pro­por­tion as dis­ap­point­ment makes them sober, and their ap­pre­hen­sions of a European war alarm them, they will be­come cringing and art­ful; hon­est they can­not be. But our an­swer to them, in either con­di­tion they may be in, is short and full—“As free and in­de­pend­ent States we are will­ing to make peace with you to­mor­row, but we neither can hear nor reply in any oth­er char­ac­ter.”

			If Bri­tain can­not con­quer us, it proves that she is neither able to gov­ern nor pro­tect us, and our par­tic­u­lar situ­ation now is such, that any con­nec­tion with her would be un­wisely ex­chan­ging a half-de­feated en­emy for two power­ful ones. Europe, by every ap­pear­ance, is now on the eve, nay, on the morn­ing twi­light of a war, and any al­li­ance with George the Third brings France and Spain upon our backs; a sep­ar­a­tion from him at­taches them to our side; there­fore, the only road to peace, hon­or and com­merce is In­de­pend­ence.

			Writ­ten this fourth year of the uni­on,21 which God pre­serve.

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				Phil­adelphia, April 19, 1777.

			
		
	
		
			
				The Crisis
				IV
			

			Those who ex­pect to reap the bless­ings of free­dom, must, like men, un­der­go the fa­tigues of sup­port­ing it. The event of yes­ter­day22 was one of those kind of alarms which is just suf­fi­cient to rouse us to duty, without be­ing of con­sequence enough to de­press our forti­tude. It is not a field of a few acres of ground, but a cause, that we are de­fend­ing, and wheth­er we de­feat the en­emy in one battle, or by de­grees, the con­sequences will be the same.

			Look back at the events of last winter and the present year, there you will find that the en­emy’s suc­cesses al­ways con­trib­uted to re­duce them. What they have gained in ground, they paid so dearly for in num­bers, that their vic­tor­ies have in the end amoun­ted to de­feats. We have al­ways been mas­ters at the last push, and al­ways shall be while we do our duty. Howe has been once on the banks of the Delaware, and from thence driv­en back with loss and dis­grace: and why not be again driv­en from the Schuylkill? His con­di­tion and ours are very dif­fer­ent. He has every­body to fight, we have only his one army to cope with, and which wastes away at every en­gage­ment: we can not only re­in­force, but can re­double our num­bers; he is cut off from all sup­plies, and must soon­er or later in­ev­it­ably fall in­to our hands.

			Shall a band of ten or twelve thou­sand rob­bers, who are this day fif­teen hun­dred or two thou­sand men less in strength than they were yes­ter­day, con­quer Amer­ica, or sub­due even a single state? The thing can­not be, un­less we sit down and suf­fer them to do it. An­oth­er such a brush, not­with­stand­ing we lost the ground, would, by still re­du­cing the en­emy, put them in a con­di­tion to be af­ter­wards totally de­feated.

			Could our whole army have come up to the at­tack at one time, the con­sequences had prob­ably been oth­er­wise; but our hav­ing dif­fer­ent parts of the Brandy­wine creek to guard, and the un­cer­tainty which road to Phil­adelphia the en­emy would at­tempt to take, nat­ur­ally af­forded them an op­por­tun­ity of passing with their main body at a place where only a part of ours could be pos­ted; for it must strike every think­ing man with con­vic­tion, that it re­quires a much great­er force to op­pose an en­emy in sev­er­al places, than is suf­fi­cient to de­feat him in any one place.

			Men who are sin­cere in de­fend­ing their free­dom, will al­ways feel con­cern at every cir­cum­stance which seems to make against them; it is the nat­ur­al and hon­est con­sequence of all af­fec­tion­ate at­tach­ments, and the want of it is a vice. But the de­jec­tion lasts only for a mo­ment; they soon rise out of it with ad­di­tion­al vig­or; the glow of hope, cour­age and forti­tude, will, in a little time, sup­ply the place of every in­feri­or pas­sion, and kindle the whole heart in­to hero­ism.

			There is a mys­tery in the coun­ten­ance of some causes, which we have not al­ways present judg­ment enough to ex­plain. It is dis­tress­ing to see an en­emy ad­van­cing in­to a coun­try, but it is the only place in which we can beat them, and in which we have al­ways beaten them, whenev­er they made the at­tempt. The near­er any dis­ease ap­proaches to a crisis, the near­er it is to a cure. Danger and de­liv­er­ance make their ad­vances to­geth­er, and it is only the last push, in which one or the oth­er takes the lead.

			There are many men who will do their duty when it is not wanted; but a genu­ine pub­lic spir­it al­ways ap­pears most when there is most oc­ca­sion for it. Thank God! our army, though fa­tigued, is yet en­tire. The at­tack made by us yes­ter­day, was un­der many dis­ad­vant­ages, nat­ur­ally arising from the un­cer­tainty of know­ing which route the en­emy would take; and, from that cir­cum­stance, the whole of our force could not be brought up to­geth­er time enough to en­gage all at once. Our strength is yet re­served; and it is evid­ent that Howe does not think him­self a gain­er by the af­fair, oth­er­wise he would this morn­ing have moved down and at­tacked Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton.

			Gen­tle­men of the city and coun­try, it is in your power, by a spir­ited im­prove­ment of the present cir­cum­stance, to turn it to a real ad­vant­age. Howe is now weak­er than be­fore, and every shot will con­trib­ute to re­duce him. You are more im­me­di­ately in­ter­ested than any oth­er part of the con­tin­ent: your all is at stake; it is not so with the gen­er­al cause; you are de­voted by the en­emy to plun­der and de­struc­tion: it is the en­cour­age­ment which Howe, the chief of plun­der­ers, has prom­ised his army. Thus cir­cum­stanced, you may save yourselves by a manly res­ist­ance, but you can have no hope in any oth­er con­duct. I nev­er yet knew our brave gen­er­al, or any part of the army, of­ficers or men, out of heart, and I have seen them in cir­cum­stances a thou­sand times more try­ing than the present. It is only those that are not in ac­tion, that feel lan­guor and heav­i­ness, and the best way to rub it off is to turn out, and make sure work of it.

			Our army must un­doubtedly feel fa­tigue, and want a re­in­force­ment of rest though not of val­or. Our own in­terest and hap­pi­ness call upon us to give them every sup­port in our power, and make the bur­den of the day, on which the safety of this city de­pends, as light as pos­sible. Re­mem­ber, gen­tle­men, that we have forces both to the north­ward and south­ward of Phil­adelphia, and if the en­emy be but stopped till those can ar­rive, this city will be saved, and the en­emy fi­nally routed. You have too much at stake to hes­it­ate. You ought not to think an hour upon the mat­ter, but to spring to ac­tion at once. Oth­er states have been in­vaded, have like­wise driv­en off the in­vaders. Now our time and turn is come, and per­haps the fin­ish­ing stroke is re­served for us. When we look back on the dangers we have been saved from, and re­flect on the suc­cess we have been blessed with, it would be sin­ful either to be idle or to des­pair.

			I close this pa­per with a short ad­dress to Gen­er­al Howe. You, sir, are only linger­ing out the peri­od that shall bring with it your de­feat. You have yet scarce began upon the war, and the fur­ther you enter, the faster will your troubles thick­en. What you now en­joy is only a res­pite from ru­in; an in­vit­a­tion to de­struc­tion; some­thing that will lead on to our de­liv­er­ance at your ex­pense. We know the cause which we are en­gaged in, and though a pas­sion­ate fond­ness for it may make us grieve at every in­jury which threatens it, yet, when the mo­ment of con­cern is over, the de­term­in­a­tion to duty re­turns. We are not moved by the gloomy smile of a worth­less king, but by the ar­dent glow of gen­er­ous pat­ri­ot­ism. We fight not to en­slave, but to set a coun­try free, and to make room upon the earth for hon­est men to live in. In such a case we are sure that we are right; and we leave to you the des­pair­ing re­flec­tion of be­ing the tool of a miser­able tyr­ant.

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				Phil­adelphia, Sept. 12, 1777.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					The Crisis
					V
				

				To Gen. Sir Wil­li­am Howe23

			
			
				To ar­gue with a man who has re­nounced the use and au­thor­ity of reas­on, and whose philo­sophy con­sists in hold­ing hu­man­ity in con­tempt, is like ad­min­is­ter­ing medi­cine to the dead, or en­deavor­ing to con­vert an athe­ist by scrip­ture. En­joy, sir, your in­sens­ib­il­ity of feel­ing and re­flect­ing. It is the prerog­at­ive of an­im­als. And no man will envy you these hon­ors, in which a sav­age only can be your rival and a bear your mas­ter.

				As the gen­er­os­ity of this coun­try re­war­ded your broth­er’s ser­vices in the last war, with an el­eg­ant monu­ment in West­min­ster Ab­bey, it is con­sist­ent that she should be­stow some mark of dis­tinc­tion upon you.24 You cer­tainly de­serve her no­tice, and a con­spicu­ous place in the cata­logue of ex­traordin­ary per­sons. Yet it would be a pity to pass you from the world in state, and con­sign you to mag­ni­fi­cent ob­li­vi­on among the tombs, without telling the fu­ture be­hold­er why. Ju­das is as much known as John, yet his­tory ascribes their fame to very dif­fer­ent ac­tions.

				Sir Wil­li­am has un­doubtedly mer­ited a monu­ment; but of what kind, or with what in­scrip­tion, where placed or how em­bel­lished, is a ques­tion that would puzzle all the her­alds of St. James’s in the pro­found­est mood of his­tor­ic­al de­lib­er­a­tion. We are at no loss, sir, to as­cer­tain your real char­ac­ter, but some­what per­plexed how to per­petu­ate its iden­tity, and pre­serve it un­injured from the trans­form­a­tions of time or mis­take. A statu­ary may give a false ex­pres­sion to your bust, or dec­or­ate it with some equi­voc­al em­blems, by which you may hap­pen to steal in­to repu­ta­tion and im­pose upon the here­after tra­di­tion­ary world. Ill nature or ri­dicule may con­spire, or a vari­ety of ac­ci­dents com­bine to lessen, en­large, or change Sir Wil­li­am’s fame; and no doubt but he who has taken so much pains to be sin­gu­lar in his con­duct, would choose to be just as sin­gu­lar in his exit, his monu­ment and his epi­taph.

				The usu­al hon­ors of the dead, to be sure, are not suf­fi­ciently sub­lime to es­cort a char­ac­ter like you to the re­pub­lic of dust and ashes; for how­ever men may dif­fer in their ideas of grandeur or of gov­ern­ment here, the grave is nev­er­the­less a per­fect re­pub­lic. Death is not the mon­arch of the dead, but of the dy­ing. The mo­ment he ob­tains a con­quest he loses a sub­ject, and, like the fool­ish king you serve, will, in the end, war him­self out of all his domin­ions.

				As a prop­er pre­lim­in­ary to­wards the ar­range­ment of your fu­ner­al hon­ors, we read­ily ad­mit of your new rank of knight­hood. The title is per­fectly in char­ac­ter, and is your own, more by mer­it than cre­ation. There are knights of vari­ous or­ders, from the knight of the wind­mill to the knight of the post. The former is your pat­ron for ex­ploits, and the lat­ter will as­sist you in set­tling your ac­counts. No hon­or­ary title could be more hap­pily ap­plied! The in­genu­ity is sub­lime! And your roy­al mas­ter has dis­covered more geni­us in fit­ting you there­with, than in gen­er­at­ing the most fin­ished fig­ure for a but­ton, or des­cant­ing on the prop­er­ties of a but­ton mould.

				But how, sir, shall we dis­pose of you? The in­ven­tion of a statu­ary is ex­hausted, and Sir Wil­li­am is yet un­provided with a monu­ment. Amer­ica is anxious to be­stow her fu­ner­al fa­vors upon you, and wishes to do it in a man­ner that shall dis­tin­guish you from all the de­ceased her­oes of the last war. The Egyp­tian meth­od of em­balm­ing is not known to the present age, and hiero­glyph­ic­al pa­geantry hath out­lived the sci­ence of de­ci­pher­ing it. Some oth­er meth­od, there­fore, must be thought of to im­mor­tal­ize the new knight of the wind­mill and post. Sir Wil­li­am, thanks to his stars, is not op­pressed with very del­ic­ate ideas. He has no am­bi­tion of be­ing wrapped up and handed about in myrrh, aloes and cas­sia. Less ex­pens­ive odors will suf­fice; and it for­tu­nately hap­pens that the simple geni­us of Amer­ica has dis­covered the art of pre­serving bod­ies, and em­bel­lish­ing them too, with much great­er frugal­ity than the an­cients. In bal­mage, sir, of humble tar, you will be as se­cure as Pharaoh, and in a hiero­glyph­ic of feath­ers, rival in finery all the mum­mies of Egypt.

				As you have already made your exit from the mor­al world, and by num­ber­less acts both of pas­sion­ate and de­lib­er­ate in­justice en­graved an “here li­eth” on your de­ceased hon­or, it must be mere af­fect­a­tion in you to pre­tend con­cern at the hu­mors or opin­ions of man­kind re­spect­ing you. What re­mains of you may ex­pire at any time. The soon­er the bet­ter. For he who sur­vives his repu­ta­tion, lives out of des­pite of him­self, like a man listen­ing to his own re­proach.

				Thus en­tombed and or­na­men­ted, I leave you to the in­spec­tion of the curi­ous, and re­turn to the his­tory of your yet sur­viv­ing ac­tions. The char­ac­ter of Sir Wil­li­am has un­der­gone some ex­traordin­ary re­volu­tions, since his ar­rival in Amer­ica. It is now fixed and known; and we have noth­ing to hope from your candor or to fear from your ca­pa­city. In­dol­ence and in­ab­il­ity have too large a share in your com­pos­i­tion, ever to suf­fer you to be any­thing more than the hero of little vil­lain­ies and un­fin­ished ad­ven­tures. That, which to some per­sons ap­peared mod­er­a­tion in you at first, was not pro­duced by any real vir­tue of your own, but by a con­trast of pas­sions, di­vid­ing and hold­ing you in per­petu­al ir­res­ol­u­tion. One vice will fre­quently ex­pel an­oth­er, without the least mer­it in the man; as powers in con­trary dir­ec­tions re­duce each oth­er to rest.

				It be­came you to have sup­por­ted a dig­ni­fied solem­nity of char­ac­ter; to have shown a su­per­i­or lib­er­al­ity of soul; to have won re­spect by an ob­stin­ate per­sever­ance in main­tain­ing or­der, and to have ex­hib­ited on all oc­ca­sions such an un­change­able gra­cious­ness of con­duct, that while we be­held in you the res­ol­u­tion of an en­emy, we might ad­mire in you the sin­cer­ity of a man. You came to Amer­ica un­der the high sound­ing titles of com­mand­er and com­mis­sion­er; not only to sup­press what you call re­bel­lion, by arms, but to shame it out of coun­ten­ance by the ex­cel­lence of your ex­ample. In­stead of which, you have been the pat­ron of low and vul­gar frauds, the en­cour­ager of In­di­an cruel­ties; and have im­por­ted a cargo of vices black­er than those which you pre­tend to sup­press.

				Man­kind are not uni­ver­sally agreed in their de­term­in­a­tion of right and wrong; but there are cer­tain ac­tions which the con­sent of all na­tions and in­di­vidu­als has branded with the un­change­able name of mean­ness. In the list of hu­man vices we find some of such a re­fined con­sti­tu­tion, they can­not be car­ried in­to prac­tice without se­du­cing some vir­tue to their as­sist­ance; but mean­ness has neither al­li­ance nor apo­logy. It is gen­er­ated in the dust and sweep­ings of oth­er vices, and is of such a hate­ful fig­ure that all the rest con­spire to dis­own it. Sir Wil­li­am, the com­mis­sion­er of George the Third, has at last vouch­safed to give it rank and ped­i­gree. He has placed the fu­git­ive at the coun­cil board, and dubbed it com­pan­ion of the or­der of knight­hood.

				The par­tic­u­lar act of mean­ness which I al­lude to in this de­scrip­tion, is for­gery. You, sir, have abet­ted and pat­ron­ized the for­ging and ut­ter­ing coun­ter­feit con­tin­ent­al bills. In the same New York news­pa­pers in which your own pro­clam­a­tion un­der your mas­ter’s au­thor­ity was pub­lished, of­fer­ing, or pre­tend­ing to of­fer, par­don and pro­tec­tion to these states, there were re­peated ad­vert­ise­ments of coun­ter­feit money for sale, and per­sons who have come of­fi­cially from you, and un­der the sanc­tion of your flag, have been taken up in at­tempt­ing to put them off.

				A con­duct so basely mean in a pub­lic char­ac­ter is without pre­ced­ent or pre­tence. Every na­tion on earth, wheth­er friends or en­emies, will unite in des­pising you. ’Tis an in­cen­di­ary war upon so­ci­ety, which noth­ing can ex­cuse or pal­li­ate—an im­prove­ment upon beg­garly vil­lany—and shows an in­bred wretched­ness of heart made up between the venom­ous ma­lig­nity of a ser­pent and the spite­ful im­be­cil­ity of an in­feri­or rep­tile.

				The laws of any civ­il­ized coun­try would con­demn you to the gib­bet without re­gard to your rank or titles, be­cause it is an ac­tion for­eign to the us­age and cus­tom of war; and should you fall in­to our hands, which pray God you may, it will be a doubt­ful mat­ter wheth­er we are to con­sider you as a mil­it­ary pris­on­er or a pris­on­er for felony.

				Be­sides, it is ex­ceed­ingly un­wise and im­pol­it­ic in you, or any oth­er per­sons in the Eng­lish ser­vice, to pro­mote or even en­cour­age, or wink at the crime of for­gery, in any case whatever. Be­cause, as the riches of Eng­land, as a na­tion, are chiefly in pa­per, and the far great­er part of trade among in­di­vidu­als is car­ried on by the same me­di­um, that is, by notes and drafts on one an­oth­er, they, there­fore, of all people in the world, ought to en­deavor to keep for­gery out of sight, and, if pos­sible, not to re­vive the idea of it. It is dan­ger­ous to make men fa­mil­i­ar with a crime which they may af­ter­wards prac­tise to much great­er ad­vant­age against those who first taught them. Sev­er­al of­ficers in the Eng­lish army have made their exit at the gal­lows for for­gery on their agents; for we all know, who know any­thing of Eng­land, that there is not a more ne­ces­sit­ous body of men, tak­ing them gen­er­ally, than what the Eng­lish of­ficers are. They con­trive to make a show at the ex­pense of the tail­ors, and ap­pear clean at the charge of the wash­er­wo­men.

				Eng­land, has at this time, nearly two hun­dred mil­lion pounds ster­ling of pub­lic money in pa­per, for which she has no real prop­erty: be­sides a large cir­cu­la­tion of bank notes, bank post bills, and promis­sory notes and drafts of private bankers, mer­chants and trades­men. She has the greatest quant­ity of pa­per cur­rency and the least quant­ity of gold and sil­ver of any na­tion in Europe; the real specie, which is about six­teen mil­lions ster­ling, serves only as change in large sums, which are al­ways made in pa­per, or for pay­ment in small ones. Thus cir­cum­stanced, the na­tion is put to its wit’s end, and ob­liged to be severe al­most to crimin­al­ity, to pre­vent the prac­tice and growth of for­gery. Scarcely a ses­sion passes at the Old Bailey, or an ex­e­cu­tion at Ty­burn, but wit­nesses this truth, yet you, sir, re­gard­less of the policy which her ne­ces­sity ob­liges her to ad­opt, have made your whole army in­tim­ate with the crime. And as all armies at the con­clu­sion of a war, are too apt to carry in­to prac­tice the vices of the cam­paign, it will prob­ably hap­pen, that Eng­land will here­after abound in for­ger­ies, to which art the prac­ti­tion­ers were first ini­ti­ated un­der your au­thor­ity in Amer­ica. You, sir, have the hon­or of adding a new vice to the mil­it­ary cata­logue; and the reas­on, per­haps, why the in­ven­tion was re­served for you, is, be­cause no gen­er­al be­fore was mean enough even to think of it.

				That a man whose soul is ab­sorbed in the low traffic of vul­gar vice, is in­cap­able of mov­ing in any su­per­i­or re­gion, is clearly shown in you by the event of every cam­paign. Your mil­it­ary ex­ploits have been without plan, ob­ject or de­cision. Can it be pos­sible that you or your em­ploy­ers sup­pose that the pos­ses­sion of Phil­adelphia will be any ways equal to the ex­pense or ex­pect­a­tion of the na­tion which sup­ports you? What ad­vant­ages does Eng­land de­rive from any achieve­ments of yours? To her it is per­fectly in­dif­fer­ent what place you are in, so long as the busi­ness of con­quest is un­per­formed and the charge of main­tain­ing you re­mains the same.

				If the prin­cip­al events of the three cam­paigns be at­ten­ded to, the bal­ance will ap­pear against you at the close of each; but the last, in point of im­port­ance to us, has ex­ceeded the former two. It is pleas­ant to look back on dangers past, and equally as pleas­ant to med­it­ate on present ones when the way out be­gins to ap­pear. That peri­od is now ar­rived, and the long doubt­ful winter of war is chan­ging to the sweeter pro­spects of vic­tory and joy. At the close of the cam­paign, in 1775, you were ob­liged to re­treat from Bo­ston. In the sum­mer of 1776, you ap­peared with a nu­mer­ous fleet and army in the har­bor of New York. By what mir­acle the con­tin­ent was pre­served in that sea­son of danger is a sub­ject of ad­mir­a­tion! If in­stead of wast­ing your time against Long Is­land you had run up the North River, and landed any­where above New York, the con­sequence must have been, that either you would have com­pelled Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton to fight you with very un­equal num­bers, or he must have sud­denly evac­u­ated the city with the loss of nearly all the stores of his army, or have sur­rendered for want of pro­vi­sions; the situ­ation of the place nat­ur­ally pro­du­cing one or the oth­er of these events.

				The pre­par­a­tions made to de­fend New York were, nev­er­the­less, wise and mil­it­ary; be­cause your forces were then at sea, their num­bers un­cer­tain; storms, sick­ness, or a vari­ety of ac­ci­dents might have dis­abled their com­ing, or so di­min­ished them on their pas­sage, that those which sur­vived would have been in­cap­able of open­ing the cam­paign with any pro­spect of suc­cess; in which case the de­fence would have been suf­fi­cient and the place pre­served; for cit­ies that have been raised from noth­ing with an in­finitude of labor and ex­pense, are not to be thrown away on the bare prob­ab­il­ity of their be­ing taken. On these grounds the pre­par­a­tions made to main­tain New York were as ju­di­cious as the re­treat af­ter­wards. While you, in the in­ter­im, let slip the very op­por­tun­ity which seemed to put con­quest in your power.

				Through the whole of that cam­paign you had nearly double the forces which Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton im­me­di­ately com­manded. The prin­cip­al plan at that time, on our part, was to wear away the sea­son with as little loss as pos­sible, and to raise the army for the next year. Long Is­land, New York, Forts Wash­ing­ton and Lee were not de­fen­ded after your su­per­i­or force was known un­der any ex­pect­a­tion of their be­ing fi­nally main­tained, but as a range of out­works, in the at­tack­ing of which your time might be wasted, your num­bers re­duced, and your van­ity amused by pos­sess­ing them on our re­treat. It was in­ten­ded to have with­drawn the gar­ris­on from Fort Wash­ing­ton after it had answered the former of those pur­poses, but the fate of that day put a prize in­to your hands without much hon­or to yourselves.

				Your pro­gress through the Jer­seys was ac­ci­dent­al; you had it not even in con­tem­pla­tion, or you would not have sent a prin­cip­al part of your forces to Rhode Is­land be­fore­hand. The ut­most hope of Amer­ica in the year 1776, reached no high­er than that she might not then be conquered. She had no ex­pect­a­tion of de­feat­ing you in that cam­paign. Even the most cow­ardly Tory al­lowed, that, could she with­stand the shock of that sum­mer, her in­de­pend­ence would be past a doubt. You had then greatly the ad­vant­age of her. You were for­mid­able. Your mil­it­ary know­ledge was sup­posed to be com­plete. Your fleets and forces ar­rived without an ac­ci­dent. You had neither ex­per­i­ence nor re­in­force­ments to wait for. You had noth­ing to do but to be­gin, and your chance lay in the first vig­or­ous on­set.

				Amer­ica was young and un­skilled. She was ob­liged to trust her de­fence to time and prac­tice; and has, by mere dint of per­sever­ance, main­tained her cause, and brought the en­emy to a con­di­tion, in which she is now cap­able of meet­ing him on any grounds.

				It is re­mark­able that in the cam­paign of 1776 you gained no more, not­with­stand­ing your great force, than what was giv­en you by con­sent of evac­u­ation, ex­cept Fort Wash­ing­ton; while every ad­vant­age ob­tained by us was by fair and hard fight­ing. The de­feat of Sir Peter Park­er was com­plete.25 The con­quest of the Hes­si­ans at Trenton, by the re­mains of a re­treat­ing army, which but a few days be­fore you af­fected to des­pise, is an in­stance of their hero­ic per­sever­ance very sel­dom to be met with. And the vic­tory over the Brit­ish troops at Prin­ceton, by a har­assed and wear­ied party, who had been en­gaged the day be­fore and marched all night without re­fresh­ment, is at­ten­ded with such a scene of cir­cum­stances and su­peri­or­ity of gen­er­al­ship, as will ever give it a place in the first rank in the his­tory of great ac­tions.

				When I look back on the gloomy days of last winter, and see Amer­ica sus­pen­ded by a thread, I feel a tri­umph of joy at the re­col­lec­tion of her de­liv­ery, and a rev­er­ence for the char­ac­ters which snatched her from de­struc­tion. To doubt now would be a spe­cies of in­fi­del­ity, and to for­get the in­stru­ments which saved us then would be in­grat­it­ude.

				The close of that cam­paign left us with the spir­it of con­quer­ors. The north­ern dis­tricts were re­lieved by the re­treat of Gen­er­al Car­leton over the lakes. The army un­der your com­mand were hunted back and had their bounds pre­scribed. The con­tin­ent began to feel its mil­it­ary im­port­ance, and the winter passed pleas­antly away in pre­par­a­tions for the next cam­paign.

				How­ever con­fid­ent you might be on your first ar­rival, the res­ult of the year 1776 gave you some idea of the dif­fi­culty, if not im­possib­il­ity of con­quest. To this reas­on I ascribe your delay in open­ing the cam­paign of 1777. The face of mat­ters, on the close of the former year, gave you no en­cour­age­ment to pur­sue a dis­cre­tion­ary war as soon as the spring ad­mit­ted the tak­ing the field; for though con­quest, in that case, would have giv­en you a double por­tion of fame, yet the ex­per­i­ment was too haz­ard­ous. The min­istry, had you failed, would have shif­ted the whole blame upon you, charged you with hav­ing ac­ted without or­ders, and con­demned at once both your plan and ex­e­cu­tion.

				To avoid the mis­for­tunes, which might have in­volved you and your money ac­counts in per­plex­ity and sus­pi­cion, you prudently waited the ar­rival of a plan of op­er­a­tions from Eng­land, which was that you should pro­ceed for Phil­adelphia by way of the Ches­apeake, and that Bur­goyne, after re­du­cing Ticon­d­eroga, should take his route by Al­bany, and, if ne­ces­sary, join you.

				The splen­did laurels of the last cam­paign have flour­ished in the north. In that quarter Amer­ica has sur­prised the world, and laid the found­a­tion of this year’s glory. The con­quest of Ticon­d­eroga, (if it may be called a con­quest) has, like all your oth­er vic­tor­ies, led on to ru­in. Even the pro­vi­sions taken in that fort­ress (which by Gen­er­al Bur­goyne’s re­turn was suf­fi­cient in bread and flour for nearly 5000 men for ten weeks, and in beef and pork for the same num­ber of men for one month) served only to hasten his over­throw, by en­abling him to pro­ceed to Saratoga, the place of his de­struc­tion. A short re­view of the op­er­a­tions of the last cam­paign will show the con­di­tion of af­fairs on both sides.

				You have taken Ticon­d­eroga and marched in­to Phil­adelphia. These are all the events which the year has pro­duced on your part. A tri­fling cam­paign in­deed, com­pared with the ex­penses of Eng­land and the con­quest of the con­tin­ent. On the oth­er side, a con­sid­er­able part of your north­ern force has been routed by the New York mi­li­tia un­der Gen­er­al Herke­mer. Fort Stan­wix has bravely sur­vived a com­pound at­tack of sol­diers and sav­ages, and the be­siegers have fled. The Battle of Ben­ning­ton has put a thou­sand pris­on­ers in­to our hands, with all their arms, stores, ar­til­lery and bag­gage. Gen­er­al Bur­goyne, in two en­gage­ments, has been de­feated; him­self, his army, and all that were his and theirs are now ours. Ticon­d­eroga and In­de­pend­ence [forts] are re­taken, and not the shad­ow of an en­emy re­mains in all the north­ern dis­tricts. At this in­stant we have up­wards of el­ev­en thou­sand pris­on­ers, between sixty and sev­enty [cap­tured] pieces of brass ord­nance, be­sides small arms, tents, stores, etc.

				In or­der to know the real value of those ad­vant­ages, we must re­verse the scene, and sup­pose Gen­er­al Gates and the force he com­manded to be at your mercy as pris­on­ers, and Gen­er­al Bur­goyne, with his army of sol­diers and sav­ages, to be already joined to you in Pennsylvania. So dis­mal a pic­ture can scarcely be looked at. It has all the tra­cings and col­or­ings of hor­ror and des­pair; and ex­cites the most swell­ing emo­tions of grat­it­ude by ex­hib­it­ing the miser­ies we are so gra­ciously pre­served from.

				I ad­mire the dis­tri­bu­tion of laurels around the con­tin­ent. It is the earn­est of fu­ture uni­on. South Car­o­lina has had her day of suf­fer­ings and of fame; and the oth­er south­ern States have ex­er­ted them­selves in pro­por­tion to the force that in­vaded or in­sul­ted them. To­wards the close of the cam­paign, in 1776, these middle States were called upon and did their duty nobly. They were wit­nesses to the al­most ex­pir­ing flame of hu­man free­dom. It was the close struggle of life and death, the line of in­vis­ible di­vi­sion; and on which the un­abated forti­tude of a Wash­ing­ton pre­vailed, and saved the spark that has since blazed in the north with un­ri­valled lustre.

				Let me ask, sir, what great ex­ploits have you per­formed? Through all the vari­ety of changes and op­por­tun­it­ies which the war has pro­duced, I know no one ac­tion of yours that can be styled mas­terly. You have moved in and out, back­ward and for­ward, round and round, as if val­or con­sisted in a mil­it­ary jig. The his­tory and fig­ure of your move­ments would be truly ri­dicu­lous could they be justly de­lin­eated. They re­semble the labors of a puppy pur­su­ing his tail; the end is still at the same dis­tance, and all the turn­ings round must be done over again.

				The first ap­pear­ance of af­fairs at Ticon­d­eroga wore such an un­prom­ising as­pect, that it was ne­ces­sary, in Ju­ly, to de­tach a part of the forces to the sup­port of that quarter, which were oth­er­wise destined or in­ten­ded to act against you; and this, per­haps, has been the means of post­pon­ing your down­fall to an­oth­er cam­paign. The de­struc­tion of one army at a time is work enough. We know, sir, what we are about, what we have to do, and how to do it.

				Your pro­gress from the Ches­apeake, was marked by no cap­it­al stroke of policy or hero­ism. Your prin­cip­al aim was to get Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton between the Delaware and Schuylkill, and between Phil­adelphia and your army. In that situ­ation, with a river on each of his flanks, which united about five miles be­low the city, and your army above him, you could have in­ter­cep­ted his re­in­force­ments and sup­plies, cut off all his com­mu­nic­a­tion with the coun­try, and, if ne­ces­sary, have des­patched as­sist­ance to open a pas­sage for Gen­er­al Bur­goyne. This scheme was too vis­ible to suc­ceed: for had Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton suffered you to com­mand the open coun­try above him, I think it a very reas­on­able con­jec­ture that the con­quest of Bur­goyne would not have taken place, be­cause you could, in that case, have re­lieved him. It was there­fore ne­ces­sary, while that im­port­ant vic­tory was in sus­pense, to tre­pan you in­to a situ­ation in which you could only be on the de­fens­ive, without the power of af­ford­ing him as­sist­ance. The man­oeuvre had its ef­fect, and Bur­goyne was conquered.26

				There has been some­thing un­mil­it­ary and pass­ive in you from the time of your passing the Schuylkill and get­ting pos­ses­sion of Phil­adelphia, to the close of the cam­paign. You mis­took a trap for a con­quest, the prob­ab­il­ity of which had been made known to Europe, and the edge of your tri­umph taken off by our own in­form­a­tion long be­fore.

				Hav­ing got you in­to this situ­ation, a scheme for a gen­er­al at­tack upon you at Ger­man­town was car­ried in­to ex­e­cu­tion on the 4th of Oc­to­ber, and though the suc­cess was not equal to the ex­cel­lence of the plan, yet the at­tempt­ing it proved the geni­us of Amer­ica to be on the rise, and her power ap­proach­ing to su­peri­or­ity. The ob­scur­ity of the morn­ing was your best friend, for a fog is al­ways fa­vor­able to a hunted en­emy. Some weeks after this you like­wise planned an at­tack on Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton while at White­m­arsh. You marched out with in­fin­ite parade, but on find­ing him pre­par­ing to at­tack you next morn­ing, you prudently turned about, and re­treated to Phil­adelphia with all the pre­cip­it­a­tion of a man conquered in ima­gin­a­tion.

				Im­me­di­ately after the battle of Ger­man­town, the prob­ab­il­ity of Bur­goyne’s de­feat gave a new policy to af­fairs in Pennsylvania, and it was judged most con­sist­ent with the gen­er­al safety of Amer­ica, to wait the is­sue of the north­ern cam­paign. Slow and sure is sound work. The news of that vic­tory ar­rived in our camp on the 18th of Oc­to­ber, and no soon­er did that shout of joy, and the re­port of the thir­teen can­non reach your ears, than you re­solved upon a re­treat, and the next day, that is, on the 19th, you with­drew your droop­ing army in­to Phil­adelphia. This move­ment was evid­ently dic­tated by fear; and car­ried with it a pos­it­ive con­fes­sion that you dreaded a second at­tack. It was hid­ing your­self among wo­men and chil­dren, and sleep­ing away the choicest part of the cam­paign in ex­pens­ive in­activ­ity. An army in a city can nev­er be a con­quer­ing army. The situ­ation ad­mits only of de­fence. It is mere shel­ter: and every mil­it­ary power in Europe will con­clude you to be even­tu­ally de­feated.

				The time when you made this re­treat was the very time you ought to have fought a battle, in or­der to put your­self in con­di­tion of re­cov­er­ing in Pennsylvania what you had lost in Saratoga. And the reas­on why you did not, must be either prudence or cow­ardice; the former sup­poses your in­ab­il­ity, and the lat­ter needs no ex­plan­a­tion. I draw no con­clu­sions, sir, but such as are nat­ur­ally de­duced from known and vis­ible facts, and such as will al­ways have a be­ing while the facts which pro­duced them re­main un­altered.

				After this re­treat a new dif­fi­culty arose which ex­hib­ited the power of Bri­tain in a very con­tempt­ible light; which was the at­tack and de­fence of Mud Is­land. For sev­er­al weeks did that little un­fin­ished fort­ress stand out against all the at­tempts of Ad­mir­al and Gen­er­al Howe. It was the fable of Bend­er real­ized on the Delaware. Scheme after scheme, and force upon force were tried and de­feated. The gar­ris­on, with scarce any­thing to cov­er them but their bravery, sur­vived in the midst of mud, shot and shells, and were at last ob­liged to give it up more to the powers of time and gun­powder than to mil­it­ary su­peri­or­ity of the be­siegers.27

				It is my sin­cere opin­ion that mat­ters are in much worse con­di­tion with you than what is gen­er­ally known. Your mas­ter’s speech at the open­ing of Par­lia­ment, is like a so­li­lo­quy on ill luck. It shows him to be com­ing a little to his reas­on, for sense of pain is the first symp­tom of re­cov­ery, in pro­found stu­pefac­tion. His con­di­tion is de­plor­able. He is ob­liged to sub­mit to all the in­sults of France and Spain, without dar­ing to know or re­sent them; and thank­ful for the most trivi­al eva­sions to the most humble re­mon­strances. The time was when he could not deign an an­swer to a pe­ti­tion from Amer­ica, and the time now is when he dare not give an an­swer to an af­front from France. The cap­ture of Bur­goyne’s army will sink his con­sequence as much in Europe as in Amer­ica. In his speech he ex­presses his sus­pi­cions at the war­like pre­par­a­tions of France and Spain, and as he has only the one army which you com­mand to sup­port his char­ac­ter in the world with, it re­mains very un­cer­tain when, or in what quarter it will be most wanted, or can be best em­ployed; and this will partly ac­count for the great care you take to keep it from ac­tion and at­tacks, for should Bur­goyne’s fate be yours, which it prob­ably will, Eng­land may take her end­less farewell not only of all Amer­ica but of all the West In­dies.

				Nev­er did a na­tion in­vite de­struc­tion upon it­self with the eager­ness and the ig­nor­ance with which Bri­tain has done. Bent upon the ru­in of a young and un­of­fend­ing coun­try, she has drawn the sword that has wounded her­self to the heart, and in the agony of her re­sent­ment has ap­plied a pois­on for a cure. Her con­duct to­wards Amer­ica is a com­pound of rage and lun­acy; she aims at the gov­ern­ment of it, yet pre­serves neither dig­nity nor char­ac­ter in her meth­ods to ob­tain it. Were gov­ern­ment a mere man­u­fac­ture or art­icle of com­merce, im­ma­ter­i­al by whom it should be made or sold, we might as well em­ploy her as an­oth­er, but when we con­sider it as the foun­tain from whence the gen­er­al man­ners and mor­al­ity of a coun­try take their rise, that the per­sons en­trus­ted with the ex­e­cu­tion there­of are by their ser­i­ous ex­ample an au­thor­ity to sup­port these prin­ciples, how ab­om­in­ably ab­surd is the idea of be­ing here­after gov­erned by a set of men who have been guilty of for­gery, per­jury, treach­ery, theft and every spe­cies of vil­lany which the low­est wretches on earth could prac­tise or in­vent. What great­er pub­lic curse can be­fall any coun­try than to be un­der such au­thor­ity, and what great­er bless­ing than to be de­livered there­from. The soul of any man of sen­ti­ment would rise in brave re­bel­lion against them, and spurn them from the earth.

				The ma­lig­nant and venom­ous tempered Gen­er­al Vaughan has amused his sav­age fancy in burn­ing the whole town of King­ston, in York gov­ern­ment, and the late gov­ernor of that state, Mr. Try­on, in his let­ter to Gen­er­al Par­sons, has en­deavored to jus­ti­fy it and de­clared his wish to burn the houses of every com­mit­tee­man in the coun­try.28 Such a con­fes­sion from one who was once en­trus­ted with the powers of civil gov­ern­ment, is a re­proach to the char­ac­ter. But it is the wish and the de­clar­a­tion of a man whom an­guish and dis­ap­point­ment have driv­en to des­pair, and who is daily de­cay­ing in­to the grave with con­sti­tu­tion­al rot­ten­ness.

				There is not in the com­pass of lan­guage a suf­fi­ciency of words to ex­press the base­ness of your king, his min­istry and his army. They have re­fined upon vil­lany till it wants a name. To the fiercer vices of former ages they have ad­ded the dregs and scum­mings of the most fin­ished ras­cal­ity, and are so com­pletely sunk in ser­pent­ine de­ceit, that there is not left among them one gen­er­ous en­emy.

				From such men and such mas­ters, may the gra­cious hand of Heav­en pre­serve Amer­ica! And though the suf­fer­ings she now en­dures are heavy, and severe, they are like straws in the wind com­pared to the weight of evils she would feel un­der the gov­ern­ment of your king, and his pen­sioned Par­lia­ment.

				There is some­thing in mean­ness which ex­cites a spe­cies of re­sent­ment that nev­er sub­sides, and some­thing in cruelty which stirs up the heart to the highest agony of hu­man hatred; Bri­tain has filled up both these char­ac­ters till no ad­di­tion can be made, and has not repu­ta­tion left with us to ob­tain cred­it for the slight­est prom­ise. The will of God has par­ted us, and the deed is re­gistered for etern­ity. When she shall be a spot scarcely vis­ible among the na­tions, Amer­ica shall flour­ish the fa­vor­ite of heav­en, and the friend of man­kind.

				For the do­mest­ic hap­pi­ness of Bri­tain and the peace of the world, I wish she had not a foot of land but what is cir­cum­scribed with­in her own is­land. Ex­tent of domin­ion has been her ru­in, and in­stead of civil­iz­ing oth­ers has bru­tal­ized her­self. Her late re­duc­tion of In­dia, un­der Clive and his suc­cessors, was not so prop­erly a con­quest as an ex­term­in­a­tion of man­kind. She is the only power who could prac­tise the prod­ig­al bar­bar­ity of ty­ing men to mouths of loaded can­non and blow­ing them away. It hap­pens that Gen­er­al Bur­goyne, who made the re­port of that hor­rid trans­ac­tion, in the House of Com­mons, is now a pris­on­er with us, and though an en­emy, I can ap­peal to him for the truth of it, be­ing con­fid­ent that he neither can nor will deny it. Yet Clive re­ceived the ap­prob­a­tion of the last Par­lia­ment.

				When we take a sur­vey of man­kind, we can­not help curs­ing the wretch, who, to the un­avoid­able mis­for­tunes of nature, shall wil­fully add the calam­it­ies of war. One would think there were evils enough in the world without study­ing to in­crease them, and that life is suf­fi­ciently short without shak­ing the sand that meas­ures it. The his­tor­ies of Al­ex­an­der, and Charles of Sweden, are the his­tor­ies of hu­man dev­ils; a good man can­not think of their ac­tions without ab­hor­rence, nor of their deaths without re­joicing. To see the boun­ties of heav­en des­troyed, the beau­ti­ful face of nature laid waste, and the choicest works of cre­ation and art tumbled in­to ru­in, would fetch a curse from the soul of piety it­self. But in this coun­try the ag­grav­a­tion is heightened by a new com­bin­a­tion of af­fect­ing cir­cum­stances. Amer­ica was young, and, com­pared with oth­er coun­tries, was vir­tu­ous. None but a Herod of un­com­mon malice would have made war upon in­fancy and in­no­cence: and none but a people of the most fin­ished forti­tude, dared un­der those cir­cum­stances, have res­isted the tyranny. The nat­ives, or their an­cest­ors, had fled from the former op­pres­sions of Eng­land, and with the in­dustry of bees had changed a wil­der­ness in­to a hab­it­able world. To Bri­tain they were in­debted for noth­ing. The coun­try was the gift of heav­en, and God alone is their Lord and Sov­er­eign.

				The time, sir, will come when you, in a mel­an­choly hour, shall reck­on up your miser­ies by your murders in Amer­ica. Life, with you, be­gins to wear a clouded as­pect. The vis­ion of pleas­ur­able de­lu­sion is wear­ing away, and chan­ging to the bar­ren wild of age and sor­row. The poor re­flec­tion of hav­ing served your king will yield you no con­sol­a­tion in your part­ing mo­ments. He will crumble to the same un­dis­tin­guished ashes with your­self, and have sins enough of his own to an­swer for. It is not the far­cic­al be­ne­dic­tions of a bish­op, nor the cringing hy­po­crisy of a court of chap­lains, nor the form­al­ity of an act of Par­lia­ment, that can change guilt in­to in­no­cence, or make the pun­ish­ment one pang the less. You may, per­haps, be un­will­ing to be ser­i­ous, but this de­struc­tion of the goods of Provid­ence, this hav­oc of the hu­man race, and this sow­ing the world with mis­chief, must be ac­coun­ted for to him who made and gov­erns it. To us they are only present suf­fer­ings, but to him they are deep re­bel­lions.

				If there is a sin su­per­i­or to every oth­er, it is that of wil­ful and of­fens­ive war. Most oth­er sins are cir­cum­scribed with­in nar­row lim­its, that is, the power of one man can­not give them a very gen­er­al ex­ten­sion, and many kinds of sins have only a men­tal ex­ist­ence from which no in­fec­tion arises; but he who is the au­thor of a war, lets loose the whole con­ta­gion of hell, and opens a vein that bleeds a na­tion to death. We leave it to Eng­land and In­di­ans to boast of these hon­ors; we feel no thirst for such sav­age glory; a no­bler flame, a purer spir­it an­im­ates Amer­ica. She has taken up the sword of vir­tu­ous de­fence; she has bravely put her­self between Tyranny and Free­dom, between a curse and a bless­ing, de­term­ined to ex­pel the one and pro­tect the oth­er.

				It is the ob­ject only of war that makes it hon­or­able. And if there was ever a just war since the world began, it is this in which Amer­ica is now en­gaged. She in­vaded no land of yours. She hired no mer­cen­ar­ies to burn your towns, nor In­di­ans to mas­sacre their in­hab­it­ants. She wanted noth­ing from you, and was in­debted for noth­ing to you: and thus cir­cum­stanced, her de­fence is hon­or­able and her prosper­ity is cer­tain.

				Yet it is not on the justice only, but like­wise on the im­port­ance of this cause that I ground my seem­ing en­thu­si­ast­ic­al con­fid­ence of our suc­cess. The vast ex­ten­sion of Amer­ica makes her of too much value in the scale of Provid­ence, to be cast like a pearl be­fore swine, at the feet of a European is­land; and of much less con­sequence would it be that Bri­tain were sunk in the sea than that Amer­ica should mis­carry. There has been such a chain of ex­traordin­ary events in the dis­cov­ery of this coun­try at first, in the peopling and plant­ing it af­ter­wards, in the rear­ing and nurs­ing it to its present state, and in the pro­tec­tion of it through the present war, that no man can doubt, but Provid­ence has some no­bler end to ac­com­plish than the grat­i­fic­a­tion of the petty elect­or of Han­over, or the ig­nor­ant and in­sig­ni­fic­ant king of Bri­tain.

				As the blood of the mar­tyrs has been the seed of the Chris­ti­an church, so the polit­ic­al per­se­cu­tions of Eng­land will and have already en­riched Amer­ica with in­dustry, ex­per­i­ence, uni­on, and im­port­ance. Be­fore the present era she was a mere chaos of un­ce­men­ted colon­ies, in­di­vidu­ally ex­posed to the rav­ages of the In­di­ans and the in­va­sion of any power that Bri­tain should be at war with. She had noth­ing that she could call her own. Her fe­li­city de­pended upon ac­ci­dent. The con­vul­sions of Europe might have thrown her from one con­quer­or to an­oth­er, till she had been the slave of all, and ruined by every­one; for un­til she had spir­it enough to be­come her own mas­ter, there was no know­ing to which mas­ter she should be­long. That peri­od, thank God, is past, and she is no longer the de­pend­ent, dis­united colon­ies of Bri­tain, but the in­de­pend­ent and United States of Amer­ica, know­ing no mas­ter but heav­en and her­self. You, or your king, may call this “de­lu­sion,” “re­bel­lion,” or what name you please. To us it is per­fectly in­dif­fer­ent. The is­sue will de­term­ine the char­ac­ter, and time will give it a name as last­ing as his own.

				You have now, sir, tried the fate of three cam­paigns, and can fully de­clare to Eng­land, that noth­ing is to be got on your part, but blows and broken bones, and noth­ing on hers but waste of trade and cred­it, and an in­crease of poverty and taxes. You are now only where you might have been two years ago, without the loss of a single ship, and yet not a step more for­ward to­wards the con­quest of the con­tin­ent; be­cause, as I have already hin­ted, “an army in a city can nev­er be a con­quer­ing army.” The full amount of your losses, since the be­gin­ning of the war, ex­ceeds twenty thou­sand men, be­sides mil­lions of treas­ure, for which you have noth­ing in ex­change. Our ex­penses, though great, are cir­cu­lated with­in ourselves. Yours is a dir­ect sink­ing of money, and that from both ends at once; first, in hir­ing troops out of the na­tion, and in pay­ing them af­ter­wards, be­cause the money in neither case can re­turn to Bri­tain. We are already in pos­ses­sion of the prize, you only in pur­suit of it. To us it is a real treas­ure, to you it would be only an empty tri­umph. Our ex­penses will re­pay them­selves with ten­fold in­terest, while yours en­tail upon you ever­last­ing poverty.

				Take a re­view, sir, of the ground which you have gone over, and let it teach you policy, if it can­not hon­esty. You stand but on a very tot­ter­ing found­a­tion. A change of the min­istry in Eng­land may prob­ably bring your meas­ures in­to ques­tion, and your head to the block. Clive, with all his suc­cesses, had some dif­fi­culty in es­cap­ing, and yours be­ing all a war of losses, will af­ford you less pre­ten­sions, and your en­emies more grounds for im­peach­ment.

				Go home, sir, and en­deavor to save the re­mains of your ruined coun­try, by a just rep­res­ent­a­tion of the mad­ness of her meas­ures. A few mo­ments, well ap­plied, may yet pre­serve her from polit­ic­al de­struc­tion. I am not one of those who wish to see Europe in a flame, be­cause I am per­suaded that such an event will not shorten the war. The rup­ture, at present, is con­fined between the two powers of Amer­ica and Eng­land. Eng­land finds that she can­not con­quer Amer­ica, and Amer­ica has no wish to con­quer Eng­land. You are fight­ing for what you can nev­er ob­tain, and we de­fend­ing what we nev­er mean to part with. A few words, there­fore, settle the bar­gain. Let Eng­land mind her own busi­ness and we will mind ours. Gov­ern yourselves, and we will gov­ern ourselves. You may then trade where you please un­mo­les­ted by us, and we will trade where we please un­mo­les­ted by you; and such art­icles as we can pur­chase of each oth­er bet­ter than else­where may be mu­tu­ally done. If it were pos­sible that you could carry on the war for twenty years you must still come to this point at last, or worse, and the soon­er you think of it the bet­ter it will be for you.

				My of­fi­cial situ­ation en­ables me to know the re­peated in­sults which Bri­tain is ob­liged to put up with from for­eign powers, and the wretched shifts that she is driv­en to, to gloss them over.29 Her re­duced strength and ex­hausted cof­fers in a three years’ war with Amer­ica, has giv­en a power­ful su­peri­or­ity to France and Spain. She is not now a match for them. But if neither coun­cils can pre­vail on her to think, nor suf­fer­ings awaken her to reas­on, she must e’en go on, till the hon­or of Eng­land be­comes a pro­verb of con­tempt, and Europe dub her the Land of Fools.

				I am, Sir, with every wish for an hon­or­able peace,

				
					Your friend, en­emy, and coun­try­man,

					Com­mon Sense.

				
			
			
				To the Inhabitants of America

				With all the pleas­ure with which a man ex­changes bad com­pany for good, I take my leave of Sir Wil­li­am and re­turn to you. It is now nearly three years since the tyranny of Bri­tain re­ceived its first re­pulse by the arms of Amer­ica. A peri­od which has giv­en birth to a new world, and erec­ted a monu­ment to the folly of the old.

				I can­not help be­ing some­times sur­prised at the com­pli­ment­ary ref­er­ences which I have seen and heard made to an­cient his­tor­ies and trans­ac­tions. The wis­dom, civil gov­ern­ments, and sense of hon­or of the states of Greece and Rome, are fre­quently held up as ob­jects of ex­cel­lence and im­it­a­tion. Man­kind have lived to very little pur­pose, if, at this peri­od of the world, they must go two or three thou­sand years back for les­sons and ex­amples. We do great in­justice to ourselves by pla­cing them in such a su­per­i­or line. We have no just au­thor­ity for it, neither can we tell why it is that we should sup­pose ourselves in­feri­or.

				Could the mist of an­tiquity be cleared away, and men and things be viewed as they really were, it is more than prob­able that they would ad­mire us, rather than we them. Amer­ica has sur­moun­ted a great­er vari­ety and com­bin­a­tion of dif­fi­culties, than, I be­lieve, ever fell to the share of any one people, in the same space of time, and has re­plen­ished the world with more use­ful know­ledge and sounder max­ims of civil gov­ern­ment than were ever pro­duced in any age be­fore. Had it not been for Amer­ica, there had been no such thing as free­dom left through­out the whole uni­verse. Eng­land has lost hers in a long chain of right reas­on­ing from wrong prin­ciples, and it is from this coun­try, now, that she must learn the res­ol­u­tion to re­dress her­self, and the wis­dom how to ac­com­plish it.

				The Gre­cians and Ro­mans were strongly pos­sessed of the spir­it of liberty but not the prin­ciple, for at the time that they were de­term­ined not to be slaves them­selves, they em­ployed their power to en­slave the rest of man­kind. But this dis­tin­guished era is blot­ted by no one mis­an­throp­ic­al vice. In short, if the prin­ciple on which the cause is foun­ded, the uni­ver­sal bless­ings that are to arise from it, the dif­fi­culties that ac­com­pan­ied it, the wis­dom with which it has been de­bated, the forti­tude by which it has been sup­por­ted, the strength of the power which we had to op­pose, and the con­di­tion in which we un­der­took it, be all taken in one view, we may justly style it the most vir­tu­ous and il­lus­tri­ous re­volu­tion that ever graced the his­tory of man­kind.

				A good opin­ion of ourselves is ex­ceed­ingly ne­ces­sary in private life, but ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary in pub­lic life, and of the ut­most im­port­ance in sup­port­ing na­tion­al char­ac­ter. I have no no­tion of yield­ing the palm of the United States to any Gre­cians or Ro­mans that were ever born. We have equalled the bravest in times of danger, and ex­celled the wisest in con­struc­tion of civil gov­ern­ments.

				From this agree­able em­in­ence let us take a re­view of present af­fairs. The spir­it of cor­rup­tion is so in­sep­ar­ably in­ter­woven with Brit­ish polit­ics, that their min­istry sup­pose all man­kind are gov­erned by the same motives. They have no idea of a people sub­mit­ting even to tem­por­ary in­con­veni­ence from an at­tach­ment to rights and priv­ileges. Their plans of busi­ness are cal­cu­lated by the hour and for the hour, and are uni­form in noth­ing but the cor­rup­tion which gives them birth. They nev­er had, neither have they at this time, any reg­u­lar plan for the con­quest of Amer­ica by arms. They know not how to go about it, neither have they power to ef­fect it if they did know. The thing is not with­in the com­pass of hu­man prac­tic­ab­il­ity, for Amer­ica is too ex­tens­ive either to be fully conquered or pass­ively de­fen­ded. But she may be act­ively de­fen­ded by de­feat­ing or mak­ing pris­on­ers of the army that in­vades her. And this is the only sys­tem of de­fence that can be ef­fec­tu­al in a large coun­try.

				There is some­thing in a war car­ried on by in­va­sion which makes it dif­fer in cir­cum­stances from any oth­er mode of war, be­cause he who con­ducts it can­not tell wheth­er the ground he gains be for him, or against him, when he first ob­tains it. In the winter of 1776, Gen­er­al Howe marched with an air of vic­tory through the Jer­seys, the con­sequence of which was his de­feat; and Gen­er­al Bur­goyne at Saratoga ex­per­i­enced the same fate from the same cause. The Span­iards, about two years ago, were de­feated by the Al­ger­ines in the same man­ner, that is, their first tri­umphs be­came a trap in which they were totally routed. And who­ever will at­tend to the cir­cum­stances and events of a war car­ried on by in­va­sion, will find, that any in­vader, in or­der to be fi­nally conquered must first be­gin to con­quer.

				I con­fess my­self one of those who be­lieve the loss of Phil­adelphia to be at­ten­ded with more ad­vant­ages than in­jur­ies. The case stood thus: The en­emy ima­gined Phil­adelphia to be of more im­port­ance to us than it really was; for we all know that it had long ceased to be a port: not a cargo of goods had been brought in­to it for near a twelve­month, nor any fixed man­u­factor­ies, nor even ship­build­ing, car­ried on in it; yet as the en­emy be­lieved the con­quest of it to be prac­tic­able, and to that be­lief ad­ded the ab­surd idea that the soul of all Amer­ica was centred there, and would be conquered there, it nat­ur­ally fol­lows that their pos­ses­sion of it, by not an­swer­ing the end pro­posed, must break up the plans they had so fool­ishly gone upon, and either ob­lige them to form a new one, for which their present strength is not suf­fi­cient, or to give over the at­tempt.

				We nev­er had so small an army to fight against, nor so fair an op­por­tun­ity of fi­nal suc­cess as now. The death wound is already giv­en. The day is ours if we fol­low it up. The en­emy, by his situ­ation, is with­in our reach, and by his re­duced strength is with­in our power. The min­is­ters of Bri­tain may rage as they please, but our part is to con­quer their armies. Let them wrangle and wel­come, but let, it not draw our at­ten­tion from the one thing need­ful. Here, in this spot is our own busi­ness to be ac­com­plished, our fe­li­city se­cured. What we have now to do is as clear as light, and the way to do it is as straight as a line. It needs not to be com­men­ted upon, yet, in or­der to be per­fectly un­der­stood I will put a case that can­not ad­mit of a mis­take.

				Had the armies un­der Gen­er­als Howe and Bur­goyne been united, and taken post at Ger­man­town, and had the north­ern army un­der Gen­er­al Gates been joined to that un­der Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton, at White­m­arsh, the con­sequence would have been a gen­er­al ac­tion; and if in that ac­tion we had killed and taken the same num­ber of of­ficers and men, that is, between nine and ten thou­sand, with the same quant­ity of ar­til­lery, arms, stores, etc., as have been taken at the north­ward, and ob­liged Gen­er­al Howe with the re­mains of his army, that is, with the same num­ber he now com­mands, to take shel­ter in Phil­adelphia, we should cer­tainly have thought ourselves the greatest her­oes in the world; and should, as soon as the sea­son per­mit­ted, have col­lec­ted to­geth­er all the force of the con­tin­ent and laid siege to the city, for it re­quires a much great­er force to be­siege an en­emy in a town than to de­feat him in the field. The case now is just the same as if it had been pro­duced by the means I have here sup­posed. Between nine and ten thou­sand have been killed and taken, all their stores are in our pos­ses­sion, and Gen­er­al Howe, in con­sequence of that vic­tory, has thrown him­self for shel­ter in­to Phil­adelphia.30 He, or his tri­fling friend Gal­lo­way, may form what pre­tences they please, yet no just reas­on can be giv­en for their go­ing in­to winter quar­ters so early as the 19th of Oc­to­ber, but their ap­pre­hen­sions of a de­feat if they con­tin­ued out, or their con­scious in­ab­il­ity of keep­ing the field with safety. I see no ad­vant­age which can arise to Amer­ica by hunt­ing the en­emy from state to state. It is a tri­umph without a prize, and wholly un­worthy the at­ten­tion of a people de­term­ined to con­quer. Neither can any state prom­ise it­self se­cur­ity while the en­emy re­mains in a con­di­tion to trans­port them­selves from one part of the con­tin­ent to an­oth­er. Howe, like­wise, can­not con­quer where we have no army to op­pose, there­fore any such re­movals in him are mean and cow­ardly, and re­duces Bri­tain to a com­mon pil­fer­er. If he re­treats from Phil­adelphia, he will be des­pised; if he stays, he may be shut up and starved out, and the coun­try, if he ad­vances in­to it, may be­come his Saratoga. He has his choice of evils and we of op­por­tun­it­ies. If he moves early, it is not only a sign but a proof that he ex­pects no re­in­force­ment, and his delay will prove that he either waits for the ar­rival of a plan to go upon, or force to ex­ecute it, or both; in which case our strength will in­crease more than his, there­fore in any case we can­not be wrong if we do but pro­ceed.

				The par­tic­u­lar con­di­tion of Pennsylvania de­serves the at­ten­tion of all the oth­er States. Her mil­it­ary strength must not be es­tim­ated by the num­ber of in­hab­it­ants. Here are men of all na­tions, char­ac­ters, pro­fes­sions and in­terests. Here are the firmest Whigs, sur­viv­ing, like sparks in the ocean, un­quenched and un­cooled in the midst of dis­cour­age­ment and dis­af­fec­tion. Here are men los­ing their all with cheer­ful­ness, and col­lect­ing fire and forti­tude from the flames of their own es­tates. Here are oth­ers skulk­ing in secret, many mak­ing a mar­ket of the times, and num­bers who are chan­ging to Whig or Tory with the cir­cum­stances of every day.

				It is by a mere dint of forti­tude and per­sever­ance that the Whigs of this State have been able to main­tain so good a coun­ten­ance, and do even what they have done. We want help, and the soon­er it can ar­rive the more ef­fec­tu­al it will be. The in­vaded State, be it which it may, will al­ways feel an ad­di­tion­al bur­den upon its back, and be hard set to sup­port its civil power with suf­fi­cient au­thor­ity; and this dif­fi­culty will rise or fall, in pro­por­tion as the oth­er states throw in their as­sist­ance to the com­mon cause.

				The en­emy will most prob­ably make many man­oeuvres at the open­ing of this cam­paign, to amuse and draw off the at­ten­tion of the sev­er­al States from the one thing need­ful. We may ex­pect to hear of alarms and pre­ten­ded ex­ped­i­tions to this place and that place, to the south­ward, the east­ward, and the north­ward, all in­ten­ded to pre­vent our form­ing in­to one for­mid­able body. The less the en­emy’s strength is, the more sub­tleties of this kind will they make use of. Their ex­ist­ence de­pends upon it, be­cause the force of Amer­ica, when col­lec­ted, is suf­fi­cient to swal­low their present army up. It is there­fore our busi­ness to make short work of it, by bend­ing our whole at­ten­tion to this one prin­cip­al point, for the in­stant that the main body un­der Gen­er­al Howe is de­feated, all the in­feri­or alarms through­out the con­tin­ent, like so many shad­ows, will fol­low his down­fall.

				The only way to fin­ish a war with the least pos­sible blood­shed, or per­haps without any, is to col­lect an army, against the power of which the en­emy shall have no chance. By not do­ing this, we pro­long the war, and double both the calam­it­ies and ex­penses of it. What a rich and happy coun­try would Amer­ica be, were she, by a vig­or­ous ex­er­tion, to re­duce Howe as she has re­duced Bur­goyne. Her cur­rency would rise to mil­lions bey­ond its present value. Every man would be rich, and every man would have it in his power to be happy. And why not do these things? What is there to hinder? Amer­ica is her own mis­tress and can do what she pleases.

				If we had not at this time a man in the field, we could, nev­er­the­less, raise an army in a few weeks suf­fi­cient to over­whelm all the force which Gen­er­al Howe at present com­mands. Vig­or and de­term­in­a­tion will do any­thing and everything. We began the war with this kind of spir­it, why not end it with the same? Here, gen­tle­men, is the en­emy. Here is the army. The in­terest, the hap­pi­ness of all Amer­ica, is centred in this half ruined spot. Come and help us. Here are laurels, come and share them. Here are Tor­ies, come and help us to ex­pel them. Here are Whigs that will make you wel­come, and en­emies that dread your com­ing.

				The worst of all policies is that of do­ing things by halves. Penny-wise and pound-fool­ish, has been the ru­in of thou­sands. The present spring, if rightly im­proved, will free us from our troubles, and save us the ex­pense of mil­lions. We have now only one army to cope with. No op­por­tun­ity can be fairer; no pro­spect more prom­ising. I shall con­clude this pa­per with a few out­lines of a plan, either for filling up the bat­talions with ex­ped­i­tion, or for rais­ing an ad­di­tion­al force, for any lim­ited time, on any sud­den emer­gency.

				That in which every man is in­ter­ested, is every man’s duty to sup­port. And any bur­den which falls equally on all men, and from which every man is to re­ceive an equal be­ne­fit, is con­sist­ent with the most per­fect ideas of liberty. I would wish to re­vive some­thing of that vir­tu­ous am­bi­tion which first called Amer­ica in­to the field. Then every man was eager to do his part, and per­haps the prin­cip­al reas­on why we have in any de­gree fallen there­from, is be­cause we did not set a right value by it at first, but left it to blaze out of it­self, in­stead of reg­u­lat­ing and pre­serving it by just pro­por­tions of rest and ser­vice.

				Sup­pose any State whose num­ber of ef­fect­ive in­hab­it­ants was 80,000, should be re­quired to fur­nish 3,200 men to­wards the de­fence of the con­tin­ent on any sud­den emer­gency.

				1st, Let the whole num­ber of ef­fect­ive in­hab­it­ants be di­vided in­to hun­dreds; then if each of those hun­dreds turn out four men, the whole num­ber of 3,200 will be had.

				2nd, Let the name of each hun­dred men be entered in a book, and let four dol­lars be col­lec­ted from each man, with as much more as any of the gen­tle­men, whose abil­it­ies can af­ford it, shall please to throw in, which gifts like­wise shall be entered against the names of the donors.

				3rd, Let the sums so col­lec­ted be offered as a present, over and above the bounty of twenty dol­lars, to any four who may be in­clined to pro­pose them­selves as vo­lun­teers: if more than four of­fer, the ma­jor­ity of the sub­scribers present shall de­term­ine which; if none of­fer, then four out of the hun­dred shall be taken by lot, who shall be en­titled to the said sums, and shall either go, or provide oth­ers that will, in the space of six days.

				4th, As it will al­ways hap­pen that in the space of ground on which a hun­dred men shall live, there will be al­ways a num­ber of per­sons who, by age and in­firm­ity, are in­cap­able of do­ing per­son­al ser­vice, and as such per­sons are gen­er­ally pos­sessed of the greatest part of prop­erty in any coun­try, their por­tion of ser­vice, there­fore, will be to fur­nish each man with a blanket, which will make a re­gi­ment­al coat, jack­et, and breeches, or clothes in lieu there­of, and an­oth­er for a watch cloak, and two pair of shoes; for how­ever choice people may be of these things mat­ters not in cases of this kind; those who live al­ways in houses can find many ways to keep them­selves warm, but it is a shame and a sin to suf­fer a sol­dier in the field to want a blanket while there is one in the coun­try.

				Should the cloth­ing not be wanted, the su­per­an­nu­ated or in­firm per­sons pos­sess­ing prop­erty, may, in lieu there­of, throw in their money sub­scrip­tions to­wards in­creas­ing the bounty; for though age will nat­ur­ally ex­empt a per­son from per­son­al ser­vice, it can­not ex­empt him from his share of the charge, be­cause the men are raised for the de­fence of prop­erty and liberty jointly.

				There nev­er was a scheme against which ob­jec­tions might not be raised. But this alone is not a suf­fi­cient reas­on for re­jec­tion. The only line to judge truly upon is to draw out and ad­mit all the ob­jec­tions which can fairly be made, and place against them all the con­trary qual­it­ies, con­veni­ences and ad­vant­ages, then by strik­ing a bal­ance you come at the true char­ac­ter of any scheme, prin­ciple or po­s­i­tion.

				The most ma­ter­i­al ad­vant­ages of the plan here pro­posed are, ease, ex­ped­i­tion, and cheapness; yet the men so raised get a much lar­ger bounty than is any­where at present giv­en; be­cause all the ex­penses, ex­tra­vag­ance, and con­sequent idle­ness of re­cruit­ing are saved or pre­ven­ted. The coun­try in­curs no new debt nor in­terest there­on; the whole mat­ter be­ing all settled at once and en­tirely done with. It is a sub­scrip­tion an­swer­ing all the pur­poses of a tax, without either the charge or trouble of col­lect­ing. The men are ready for the field with the greatest pos­sible ex­ped­i­tion, be­cause it be­comes the duty of the in­hab­it­ants them­selves, in every part of the coun­try, to find their pro­por­tion of men in­stead of leav­ing it to a re­cruit­ing ser­geant, who, be he ever so in­dus­tri­ous, can­not know al­ways where to ap­ply.

				I do not pro­pose this as a reg­u­lar di­ges­ted plan, neither will the lim­its of this pa­per ad­mit of any fur­ther re­marks upon it. I be­lieve it to be a hint cap­able of much im­prove­ment, and as such sub­mit it to the pub­lic.

				
					Com­mon Sense.

					Lan­caster, March 21, 1778.

				
			
		
	
		
			
				
					The Crisis
					VI
				

				To the Earl of Carl­isle, Gen­er­al Clin­ton, and Wil­li­am Eden, Esq., Brit­ish Com­mis­sion­ers at New York31

			
			There is a dig­nity in the warm pas­sions of a Whig, which is nev­er to be found in the cold malice of a Tory. In the one nature is only heated—in the oth­er she is poisoned. The in­stant the former has it in his power to pun­ish, he feels a dis­pos­i­tion to for­give; but the can­ine venom of the lat­ter knows no re­lief but re­venge. This gen­er­al dis­tinc­tion will, I be­lieve, ap­ply in all cases, and suits as well the me­ridi­an of Eng­land as Amer­ica.

			As I pre­sume your last pro­clam­a­tion will un­der­go the stric­tures of oth­er pens, I shall con­fine my re­marks to only a few parts there­of. All that you have said might have been com­prised in half the com­pass. It is te­di­ous and un­mean­ing, and only a re­pe­ti­tion of your former fol­lies, with here and there an of­fens­ive ag­grav­a­tion. Your cargo of par­dons will have no mar­ket. It is un­fash­ion­able to look at them—even spec­u­la­tion is at an end. They have be­come a per­fect drug, and no way cal­cu­lated for the cli­mate.

			In the course of your pro­clam­a­tion you say, “The policy as well as the be­ne­vol­ence of Great Bri­tain have thus far checked the ex­tremes of war, when they ten­ded to dis­tress a people still con­sidered as their fel­low sub­jects, and to des­ol­ate a coun­try shortly to be­come again a source of mu­tu­al ad­vant­age.” What you mean by “the be­ne­vol­ence of Great Bri­tain” is to me in­con­ceiv­able. To put a plain ques­tion; do you con­sider yourselves men or dev­ils? For un­til this point is settled, no de­term­in­ate sense can be put upon the ex­pres­sion. You have already equalled and in many cases ex­celled, the sav­ages of either In­dies; and if you have yet a cruelty in store you must have im­por­ted it, un­mixed with every hu­man ma­ter­i­al, from the ori­gin­al ware­house of hell.

			To the in­ter­pos­i­tion of Provid­ence, and her bless­ings on our en­deavors, and not to Brit­ish be­ne­vol­ence are we in­debted for the short chain that lim­its your rav­ages. Re­mem­ber you do not, at this time, com­mand a foot of land on the con­tin­ent of Amer­ica. Staten Is­land, York Is­land, a small part of Long Is­land, and Rhode Is­land, cir­cum­scribe your power; and even those you hold at the ex­pense of the West In­dies. To avoid a de­feat, or pre­vent a deser­tion of your troops, you have taken up your quar­ters in holes and corners of in­ac­cess­ible se­cur­ity; and in or­der to con­ceal what every­one can per­ceive, you now en­deavor to im­pose your weak­ness upon us for an act of mercy. If you think to suc­ceed by such shad­owy devices, you are but in­fants in the polit­ic­al world; you have the A, B, C, of stratagem yet to learn, and are wholly ig­nor­ant of the people you have to con­tend with. Like men in a state of in­tox­ic­a­tion, you for­get that the rest of the world have eyes, and that the same stu­pid­ity which con­ceals you from yourselves ex­poses you to their satire and con­tempt.

			The para­graph which I have quoted, stands as an in­tro­duc­tion to the fol­low­ing: “But when that coun­try [Amer­ica] pro­fesses the un­nat­ur­al design, not only of es­tranging her­self from us, but of mort­ga­ging her­self and her re­sources to our en­emies, the whole con­test is changed: and the ques­tion is how far Great Bri­tain may, by every means in her power, des­troy or render use­less, a con­nec­tion con­trived for her ru­in, and the ag­grand­ize­ment of France. Un­der such cir­cum­stances, the laws of self-pre­ser­va­tion must dir­ect the con­duct of Bri­tain, and, if the Brit­ish colon­ies are to be­come an ac­ces­sion to France, will dir­ect her to render that ac­ces­sion of as little avail as pos­sible to her en­emy.”

			I con­sider you in this de­clar­a­tion, like mad­men bit­ing in the hour of death. It con­tains like­wise a fraud­u­lent mean­ness; for, in or­der to jus­ti­fy a bar­bar­ous con­clu­sion, you have ad­vanced a false po­s­i­tion. The treaty we have formed with France is open, noble, and gen­er­ous. It is true policy, foun­ded on sound philo­sophy, and neither a sur­render or mort­gage, as you would scan­dal­ously in­sinu­ate. I have seen every art­icle, and speak from pos­it­ive know­ledge. In France, we have found an af­fec­tion­ate friend and faith­ful ally; in Bri­tain, we have found noth­ing but tyranny, cruelty, and in­fi­del­ity.

			But the hap­pi­ness is, that the mis­chief you threaten, is not in your power to ex­ecute; and if it were, the pun­ish­ment would re­turn upon you in a ten­fold de­gree. The hu­man­ity of Amer­ica has hitherto re­strained her from acts of re­tali­ation, and the af­fec­tion she re­tains for many in­di­vidu­als in Eng­land, who have fed, clothed and com­for­ted her pris­on­ers, has, to the present day, war­ded off her re­sent­ment, and op­er­ated as a screen to the whole. But even these con­sid­er­a­tions must cease, when na­tion­al ob­jects in­ter­fere and op­pose them. Re­peated ag­grav­a­tions will pro­voke a re­tort, and policy jus­ti­fy the meas­ure. We mean now to take you ser­i­ously up upon your own ground and prin­ciple, and as you do, so shall you be done by.

			You ought to know, gen­tle­men, that Eng­land and Scot­land, are far more ex­posed to in­cen­di­ary des­ol­a­tion than Amer­ica, in her present state, can pos­sibly be. We oc­cupy a coun­try, with but few towns, and whose riches con­sist in land and an­nu­al pro­duce. The two last can suf­fer but little, and that only with­in a very lim­ited com­pass. In Bri­tain it is oth­er­wise. Her wealth lies chiefly in cit­ies and large towns, the de­pos­it­or­ies of man­u­fac­tures and fleets of mer­chant­men. There is not a no­ble­man’s coun­try seat but may be laid in ashes by a single per­son. Your own may prob­ably con­trib­ute to the proof: in short, there is no evil which can­not be re­turned when you come to in­cen­di­ary mis­chief. The ships in the Thames, may cer­tainly be as eas­ily set on fire, as the tem­por­ary bridge was a few years ago; yet of that af­fair no dis­cov­ery was ever made; and the loss you would sus­tain by such an event, ex­ecuted at a prop­er sea­son, is in­fin­itely great­er than any you can in­flict. The East In­dia House and the Bank, neither are nor can be se­cure from this sort of de­struc­tion, and, as Dr. Price justly ob­serves, a fire at the lat­ter would bank­rupt the na­tion.32 It has nev­er been the cus­tom of France and Eng­land when at war, to make those hav­ocs on each oth­er, be­cause the ease with which they could re­tali­ate rendered it as im­pol­it­ic as if each had des­troyed his own.

			But think not, gen­tle­men, that our dis­tance se­cures you, or our in­ven­tion fails us. We can much easi­er ac­com­plish such a point than any na­tion in Europe. We talk the same lan­guage, dress in the same habit, and ap­pear with the same man­ners as yourselves. We can pass from one part of Eng­land to an­oth­er un­sus­pec­ted; many of us are as well ac­quain­ted with the coun­try as you are, and should you im­pol­it­ic­ally pro­voke us, you will most as­suredly lament the ef­fects of it. Mis­chiefs of this kind re­quire no army to ex­ecute them. The means are ob­vi­ous, and the op­por­tun­it­ies un­guard­able. I hold up a warn­ing to our senses, if you have any left, and “to the un­happy people like­wise, whose af­fairs are com­mit­ted to you.”33 I call not with the ran­cor of an en­emy, but the earn­est­ness of a friend, on the de­luded people of Eng­land, lest, between your blun­ders and theirs, they sink be­neath the evils con­trived for us.

			“He who lives in a glass house,” says a Span­ish pro­verb, “should nev­er be­gin throw­ing stones.” This, gen­tle­men, is ex­actly your case, and you must be the most ig­nor­ant of man­kind, or sup­pose us so, not to see on which side the bal­ance of ac­counts will fall. There are many oth­er modes of re­tali­ation, which, for sev­er­al reas­ons, I choose not to men­tion. But be as­sured of this, that the in­stant you put your threat in­to ex­e­cu­tion, a coun­ter­blow will fol­low it. If you openly pro­fess yourselves sav­ages, it is high time we should treat you as such, and if noth­ing but dis­tress can re­cov­er you to reas­on, to pun­ish will be­come an of­fice of char­ity.

			While your fleet lay last winter in the Delaware, I offered my ser­vice to the Pennsylvania Navy Board then at Trenton, as one who would make a party with them, or any four or five gen­tle­men, on an ex­ped­i­tion down the river to set fire to it, and though it was not then ac­cep­ted, nor the thing per­son­ally at­temp­ted, it is more than prob­able that your own folly will pro­voke a much more ru­in­ous act. Say not when mis­chief is done, that you had not warn­ing, and re­mem­ber that we do not be­gin it, but mean to re­pay it. Thus much for your sav­age and im­pol­it­ic threat.

			In an­oth­er part of your pro­clam­a­tion you say, “But if the hon­ors of a mil­it­ary life are be­come the ob­ject of the Amer­ic­ans, let them seek those hon­ors un­der the ban­ners of their right­ful sov­er­eign, and in fight­ing the battles of the united Brit­ish Em­pire, against our late mu­tu­al and nat­ur­al en­emies.” Surely! the uni­on of ab­surdity with mad­ness was nev­er marked in more dis­tin­guish­able lines than these. Your right­ful sov­er­eign, as you call him, may do well enough for you, who dare not in­quire in­to the humble ca­pa­cit­ies of the man; but we, who es­tim­ate per­sons and things by their real worth, can­not suf­fer our judg­ments to be so im­posed upon; and un­less it is your wish to see him ex­posed, it ought to be your en­deavor to keep him out of sight. The less you have to say about him the bet­ter. We have done with him, and that ought to be an­swer enough. You have been of­ten told so. Strange! that the an­swer must be so of­ten re­peated. You go a-beg­ging with your king as with a brat, or with some un­sale­able com­mod­ity you were tired of; and though every­body tells you no, no, still you keep hawk­ing him about. But there is one that will have him in a little time, and as we have no in­clin­a­tion to dis­ap­point you of a cus­tom­er, we bid noth­ing for him.

			The im­per­tin­ent folly of the para­graph that I have just quoted, de­serves no oth­er no­tice than to be laughed at and thrown by, but the prin­ciple on which it is foun­ded is de­test­able. We are in­vited to sub­mit to a man who has at­temp­ted by every cruelty to des­troy us, and to join him in mak­ing war against France, who is already at war against him for our sup­port.

			Can Bed­lam, in con­cert with Lu­ci­fer, form a more mad and dev­il­ish re­quest? Were it pos­sible a people could sink in­to such apostacy they would de­serve to be swept from the earth like the in­hab­it­ants of So­d­om and Go­mor­rah. The pro­pos­i­tion is an uni­ver­sal af­front to the rank which man holds in the cre­ation, and an in­dig­nity to him who placed him there. It sup­poses him made up without a spark of hon­or, and un­der no ob­lig­a­tion to God or man.

			What sort of men or Chris­ti­ans must you sup­pose the Amer­ic­ans to be, who, after see­ing their most humble pe­ti­tions in­sult­ingly re­jec­ted; the most griev­ous laws passed to dis­tress them in every quarter; an un­declared war let loose upon them, and In­di­ans and negroes in­vited to the slaughter; who, after see­ing their kins­men murdered, their fel­low cit­izens starved to death in pris­ons, and their houses and prop­erty des­troyed and burned; who, after the most ser­i­ous ap­peals to heav­en, the most sol­emn ab­jur­a­tion by oath of all gov­ern­ment con­nec­ted with you, and the most heart­felt pledges and prot­est­a­tions of faith to each oth­er; and who, after so­li­cit­ing the friend­ship, and en­ter­ing in­to al­li­ances with oth­er na­tions, should at last break through all these ob­lig­a­tions, civil and di­vine, by com­ply­ing with your hor­rid and in­fernal pro­pos­al. Ought we ever after to be con­sidered as a part of the hu­man race? Or ought we not rather to be blot­ted from the so­ci­ety of man­kind, and be­come a spec­tacle of misery to the world? But there is some­thing in cor­rup­tion, which, like a jaun­diced eye, trans­fers the col­or of it­self to the ob­ject it looks upon, and sees everything stained and im­pure; for un­less you were cap­able of such con­duct yourselves, you would nev­er have sup­posed such a char­ac­ter in us. The of­fer fixes your in­famy. It ex­hib­its you as a na­tion without faith; with whom oaths and treat­ies are con­sidered as trifles, and the break­ing them as the break­ing of a bubble. Re­gard to de­cency, or to rank, might have taught you bet­ter; or pride in­spired you, though vir­tue could not. There is not left a step in the de­grad­a­tion of char­ac­ter to which you can now des­cend; you have put your foot on the ground floor, and the key of the dun­geon is turned upon you.

			That the in­vit­a­tion may want noth­ing of be­ing a com­plete mon­ster, you have thought prop­er to fin­ish it with an as­ser­tion which has no found­a­tion, either in fact or philo­sophy; and as Mr. Fer­guson, your sec­ret­ary, is a man of let­ters, and has made civil so­ci­ety his study, and pub­lished a treat­ise on that sub­ject, I ad­dress this part to him.34

			In the close of the para­graph which I last quoted, France is styled the “nat­ur­al en­emy” of Eng­land, and by way of lug­ging us in­to some strange idea, she is styled “the late mu­tu­al and nat­ur­al en­emy” of both coun­tries. I deny that she ever was the nat­ur­al en­emy of either; and that there does not ex­ist in nature such a prin­ciple. The ex­pres­sion is an un­mean­ing bar­bar­ism, and wholly un­philo­soph­ic­al, when ap­plied to be­ings of the same spe­cies, let their sta­tion in the cre­ation be what it may. We have a per­fect idea of a nat­ur­al en­emy when we think of the dev­il, be­cause the enmity is per­petu­al, un­al­ter­able and un­abate­able. It ad­mits, neither of peace, truce, or treaty; con­sequently the war­fare is etern­al, and there­fore it is nat­ur­al. But man with man can­not ar­range in the same op­pos­i­tion. Their quar­rels are ac­ci­dent­al and equi­voc­ally cre­ated. They be­come friends or en­emies as the change of tem­per, or the cast of in­terest in­clines them. The Cre­at­or of man did not con­sti­tute them the nat­ur­al en­emy of each oth­er. He has not made any one or­der of be­ings so. Even wolves may quar­rel, still they herd to­geth­er. If any two na­tions are so, then must all na­tions be so, oth­er­wise it is not nature but cus­tom, and the of­fence fre­quently ori­gin­ates with the ac­cuser. Eng­land is as truly the nat­ur­al en­emy of France, as France is of Eng­land, and per­haps more so. Sep­ar­ated from the rest of Europe, she has con­trac­ted an un­so­cial habit of man­ners, and ima­gines in oth­ers the jeal­ousy she cre­ates in her­self. Nev­er long sat­is­fied with peace, she sup­poses the dis­con­tent uni­ver­sal, and buoyed up with her own im­port­ance, con­ceives her­self the only ob­ject poin­ted at. The ex­pres­sion has been of­ten used, and al­ways with a fraud­u­lent design; for when the idea of a nat­ur­al en­emy is con­ceived, it pre­vents all oth­er in­quir­ies, and the real cause of the quar­rel is hid­den in the uni­ver­sal­ity of the con­ceit. Men start at the no­tion of a nat­ur­al en­emy, and ask no oth­er ques­tion. The cry ob­tains cred­it like the alarm of a mad dog, and is one of those kind of tricks, which, by op­er­at­ing on the com­mon pas­sions, se­cures their in­terest through their folly.

			But we, sir, are not to be thus im­posed upon. We live in a large world, and have ex­ten­ded our ideas bey­ond the lim­its and pre­ju­dices of an is­land. We hold out the right hand of friend­ship to all the uni­verse, and we con­ceive that there is a so­cial­ity in the man­ners of France, which is much bet­ter dis­posed to peace and ne­go­ti­ation than that of Eng­land, and un­til the lat­ter be­comes more civ­il­ized, she can­not ex­pect to live long at peace with any power. Her com­mon lan­guage is vul­gar and of­fens­ive, and chil­dren suck in with their milk the rudi­ments of in­sult—“The arm of Bri­tain! The mighty arm of Bri­tain! Bri­tain that shakes the earth to its cen­ter and its poles! The scourge of France! The ter­ror of the world! That gov­erns with a nod, and pours down ven­geance like a God.” This lan­guage neither makes a na­tion great or little; but it shows a sav­age­ness of man­ners, and has a tend­ency to keep na­tion­al an­im­os­ity alive. The en­ter­tain­ments of the stage are cal­cu­lated to the same end, and al­most every pub­lic ex­hib­i­tion is tinc­tured with in­sult. Yet Eng­land is al­ways in dread of France—ter­ri­fied at the ap­pre­hen­sion of an in­va­sion, sus­pi­cious of be­ing out­wit­ted in a treaty, and privately cringing though she is pub­licly of­fend­ing. Let her, there­fore, re­form her man­ners and do justice, and she will find the idea of a nat­ur­al en­emy to be only a phantom of her own ima­gin­a­tion.

			Little did I think, at this peri­od of the war, to see a pro­clam­a­tion which could prom­ise you no one use­ful pur­pose whatever, and tend only to ex­pose you. One would think that you were just awakened from a four years’ dream, and knew noth­ing of what had passed in the in­ter­val. Is this a time to be of­fer­ing par­dons, or re­new­ing the long for­got­ten sub­jects of charters and tax­a­tion? Is it worth your while, after every force has failed you, to re­treat un­der the shel­ter of ar­gu­ment and per­sua­sion? Or can you think that we, with nearly half your army pris­on­ers, and in al­li­ance with France, are to be begged or threatened in­to sub­mis­sion by a piece of pa­per? But as com­mis­sion­ers at a hun­dred pounds ster­ling a week each, you con­ceive yourselves bound to do some­thing, and the geni­us of ill-for­tune told you, that you must write.

			For my own part, I have not put pen to pa­per these sev­er­al months. Con­vinced of our su­peri­or­ity by the is­sue of every cam­paign, I was in­clined to hope, that that which all the rest of the world now see, would be­come vis­ible to you, and there­fore felt un­will­ing to ruffle your tem­per by fret­ting you with re­pe­ti­tions and dis­cov­er­ies. There have been in­ter­vals of hes­it­a­tion in your con­duct, from which it seemed a pity to dis­turb you, and a char­ity to leave you to yourselves. You have of­ten stopped, as if you in­ten­ded to think, but your thoughts have ever been too early or too late.

			There was a time when Bri­tain dis­dained to an­swer, or even hear a pe­ti­tion from Amer­ica. That time is past and she in her turn is pe­ti­tion­ing our ac­cept­ance. We now stand on high­er ground, and of­fer her peace; and the time will come when she, per­haps in vain, will ask it from us. The lat­ter case is as prob­able as the former ever was. She can­not re­fuse to ac­know­ledge our in­de­pend­ence with great­er ob­stin­acy than she be­fore re­fused to re­peal her laws; and if Amer­ica alone could bring her to the one, united with France she will re­duce her to the oth­er. There is some­thing in ob­stin­acy which dif­fers from every oth­er pas­sion; whenev­er it fails it nev­er re­cov­ers, but either breaks like iron, or crumbles sulkily away like a frac­tured arch. Most oth­er pas­sions have their peri­ods of fa­tigue and rest; their suf­fer­ing and their cure; but ob­stin­acy has no re­source, and the first wound is mor­tal. You have already be­gun to give it up, and you will, from the nat­ur­al con­struc­tion of the vice, find yourselves both ob­liged and in­clined to do so.

			If you look back you see noth­ing but loss and dis­grace. If you look for­ward the same scene con­tin­ues, and the close is an im­pen­et­rable gloom. You may plan and ex­ecute little mis­chiefs, but are they worth the ex­pense they cost you, or will such par­tial evils have any ef­fect on the gen­er­al cause? Your ex­ped­i­tion to Egg Har­bor, will be felt at a dis­tance like an at­tack upon a hen-roost, and ex­pose you in Europe, with a sort of child­ish frenzy. Is it worth while to keep an army to pro­tect you in writ­ing pro­clam­a­tions, or to get once a year in­to winter quar­ters? Pos­sess­ing yourselves of towns is not con­quest, but con­veni­ence, and in which you will one day or oth­er be tre­panned. Your re­treat from Phil­adelphia, was only a timely es­cape, and your next ex­ped­i­tion may be less for­tu­nate.

			It would puzzle all the politi­cians in the uni­verse to con­ceive what you stay for, or why you should have stayed so long. You are pro­sec­ut­ing a war in which you con­fess you have neither ob­ject nor hope, and that con­quest, could it be ef­fected, would not re­pay the charges: in the mean while the rest of your af­fairs are run­ning to ru­in, and a European war kind­ling against you. In such a situ­ation, there is neither doubt nor dif­fi­culty; the first rudi­ments of reas­on will de­term­ine the choice, for if peace can be pro­cured with more ad­vant­ages than even a con­quest can be ob­tained, he must be an idi­ot in­deed that hes­it­ates.

			But you are prob­ably buoyed up by a set of wretched mor­tals, who, hav­ing de­ceived them­selves, are cringing, with the du­pli­city of a span­iel, for a little tem­por­ary bread. Those men will tell you just what you please. It is their in­terest to amuse, in or­der to lengthen out their pro­tec­tion. They study to keep you amongst them for that very pur­pose; and in pro­por­tion as you dis­reg­ard their ad­vice, and grow cal­lous to their com­plaints, they will stretch in­to im­prob­ab­il­ity, and sea­son their flat­tery the high­er. Char­ac­ters like these are to be found in every coun­try, and every coun­try will des­pise them.

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				Phil­adelphia, Oct. 20, 1778.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					The Crisis
					VII
				

				To the People of Eng­land

			
			There are stages in the busi­ness of ser­i­ous life in which to amuse is cruel, but to de­ceive is to des­troy; and it is of little con­sequence, in the con­clu­sion, wheth­er men de­ceive them­selves, or sub­mit, by a kind of mu­tu­al con­sent, to the im­pos­i­tions of each oth­er. That Eng­land has long been un­der the in­flu­ence of de­lu­sion or mis­take, needs no oth­er proof than the un­ex­pec­ted and wretched situ­ation that she is now in­volved in: and so power­ful has been the in­flu­ence, that no pro­vi­sion was ever made or thought of against the mis­for­tune, be­cause the pos­sib­il­ity of its hap­pen­ing was nev­er con­ceived.

			The gen­er­al and suc­cess­ful res­ist­ance of Amer­ica, the con­quest of Bur­goyne, and a war in France, were treated in par­lia­ment as the dreams of a dis­con­ten­ted op­pos­i­tion, or a dis­tempered ima­gin­a­tion. They were be­held as ob­jects un­worthy of a ser­i­ous thought, and the bare in­tim­a­tion of them af­forded the min­istry a tri­umph of laughter. Short tri­umph in­deed! For everything which has been pre­dicted has happened, and all that was prom­ised has failed. A long series of polit­ics so re­mark­ably dis­tin­guished by a suc­ces­sion of mis­for­tunes, without one al­le­vi­at­ing turn, must cer­tainly have some­thing in it sys­tem­at­ic­ally wrong. It is suf­fi­cient to awaken the most cred­u­lous in­to sus­pi­cion, and the most ob­stin­ate in­to thought. Either the means in your power are in­suf­fi­cient, or the meas­ures ill planned; either the ex­e­cu­tion has been bad, or the thing at­temp­ted im­prac­tic­able; or, to speak more em­phat­ic­ally, either you are not able or heav­en is not will­ing. For, why is it that you have not conquered us? Who, or what has pre­ven­ted you? You have had every op­por­tun­ity that you could de­sire, and suc­ceeded to your ut­most wish in every pre­par­at­ory means. Your fleets and armies have ar­rived in Amer­ica without an ac­ci­dent. No un­com­mon for­tune has in­ter­vened. No for­eign na­tion has in­terfered un­til the time which you had al­lot­ted for vic­tory was passed. The op­pos­i­tion, either in or out of par­lia­ment, neither dis­con­cer­ted your meas­ures, re­tarded or di­min­ished your force. They only fore­told your fate. Every min­is­teri­al scheme was car­ried with as high a hand as if the whole na­tion had been un­an­im­ous. Everything wanted was asked for, and everything asked for was gran­ted.

			A great­er force was not with­in the com­pass of your abil­it­ies to send, and the time you sent it was of all oth­ers the most fa­vor­able. You were then at rest with the whole world be­side. You had the range of every court in Europe un­con­tra­dicted by us. You amused us with a tale of com­mis­sion­ers of peace, and un­der that dis­guise col­lec­ted a nu­mer­ous army and came al­most un­ex­pec­tedly upon us. The force was much great­er than we looked for; and that which we had to op­pose it with, was un­equal in num­bers, badly armed, and poorly dis­cip­lined; be­side which, it was em­bod­ied only for a short time, and ex­pired with­in a few months after your ar­rival. We had gov­ern­ments to form; meas­ures to con­cert; an army to train, and every ne­ces­sary art­icle to im­port or to cre­ate. Our non-im­port­a­tion scheme had ex­hausted our stores, and your com­mand by sea in­ter­cep­ted our sup­plies. We were a people un­known, and un­con­nec­ted with the polit­ic­al world, and strangers to the dis­pos­i­tion of for­eign powers. Could you pos­sibly wish for a more fa­vor­able con­junc­tion of cir­cum­stances? Yet all these have happened and passed away, and, as it were, left you with a laugh. There are like­wise, events of such an ori­gin­al nativ­ity as can nev­er hap­pen again, un­less a new world should arise from the ocean.

			If any­thing can be a les­son to pre­sump­tion, surely the cir­cum­stances of this war will have their ef­fect. Had Bri­tain been de­feated by any European power, her pride would have drawn con­sol­a­tion from the im­port­ance of her con­quer­ors; but in the present case, she is ex­celled by those that she af­fected to des­pise, and her own opin­ions re­tort­ing upon her­self, be­come an ag­grav­a­tion of her dis­grace. Mis­for­tune and ex­per­i­ence are lost upon man­kind, when they pro­duce neither re­flec­tion nor re­form­a­tion. Evils, like pois­ons, have their uses, and there are dis­eases which no oth­er rem­edy can reach. It has been the crime and folly of Eng­land to sup­pose her­self in­vin­cible, and that, without ac­know­ledging or per­ceiv­ing that a full third of her strength was drawn from the coun­try she is now at war with. The arm of Bri­tain has been spoken of as the arm of the Almighty, and she has lived of late as if she thought the whole world cre­ated for her di­ver­sion. Her polit­ics, in­stead of civil­iz­ing, has ten­ded to bru­tal­ize man­kind, and un­der the vain, un­mean­ing title of “De­fend­er of the Faith,” she has made war like an In­di­an against the re­li­gion of hu­man­ity.35 Her cruel­ties in the East In­dies will nev­er be for­got­ten, and it is some­what re­mark­able that the pro­duce of that ruined coun­try, trans­por­ted to Amer­ica, should there kindle up a war to pun­ish the des­troy­er. The chain is con­tin­ued, though with a mys­ter­i­ous kind of uni­form­ity both in the crime and the pun­ish­ment. The lat­ter runs par­al­lel with the former, and time and fate will give it a per­fect il­lus­tra­tion.

			When in­form­a­tion is with­held, ig­nor­ance be­comes a reas­on­able ex­cuse; and one would char­it­ably hope that the people of Eng­land do not en­cour­age cruelty from choice but from mis­take. Their re­cluse situ­ation, sur­roun­ded by the sea, pre­serves them from the calam­it­ies of war, and keeps them in the dark as to the con­duct of their own armies. They see not, there­fore they feel not. They tell the tale that is told them and be­lieve it, and ac­cus­tomed to no oth­er news than their own, they re­ceive it, stripped of its hor­rors and pre­pared for the pal­ate of the na­tion, through the chan­nel of the Lon­don Gaz­ette. They are made to be­lieve that their gen­er­als and armies dif­fer from those of oth­er na­tions, and have noth­ing of rude­ness or bar­bar­ity in them. They sup­pose them what they wish them to be. They feel a dis­grace in think­ing oth­er­wise, and nat­ur­ally en­cour­age the be­lief from a par­ti­al­ity to them­selves. There was a time when I felt the same pre­ju­dices, and reasoned from the same er­rors; but ex­per­i­ence, sad and pain­ful ex­per­i­ence, has taught me bet­ter. What the con­duct of former armies was, I know not, but what the con­duct of the present is, I well know. It is low, cruel, in­dol­ent and prof­lig­ate; and had the people of Amer­ica no oth­er cause for sep­ar­a­tion than what the army has oc­ca­sioned, that alone is cause suf­fi­cient.

			The field of polit­ics in Eng­land is far more ex­tens­ive than that of news. Men have a right to reas­on for them­selves, and though they can­not con­tra­dict the in­tel­li­gence in the Lon­don Gaz­ette, they may frame upon it what sen­ti­ments they please. But the mis­for­tune is, that a gen­er­al ig­nor­ance has pre­vailed over the whole na­tion re­spect­ing Amer­ica. The min­istry and the minor­ity have both been wrong. The former was al­ways so, the lat­ter only lately so. Polit­ics, to be ex­ec­ut­ively right, must have a unity of means and time, and a de­fect in either over­throws the whole. The min­istry re­jec­ted the plans of the minor­ity while they were prac­tic­able, and joined in them when they be­came im­prac­tic­able. From wrong meas­ures they got in­to wrong time, and have now com­pleted the circle of ab­surdity by clos­ing it upon them­selves.

			I happened to come to Amer­ica a few months be­fore the break­ing out of hos­til­it­ies. I found the dis­pos­i­tion of the people such, that they might have been led by a thread and gov­erned by a reed. Their sus­pi­cion was quick and pen­et­rat­ing, but their at­tach­ment to Bri­tain was ob­stin­ate, and it was at that time a kind of treas­on to speak against it. They dis­liked the min­istry, but they es­teemed the na­tion. Their idea of griev­ance op­er­ated without re­sent­ment, and their single ob­ject was re­con­cili­ation. Bad as I be­lieved the min­istry to be, I nev­er con­ceived them cap­able of a meas­ure so rash and wicked as the com­men­cing of hos­til­it­ies; much less did I ima­gine the na­tion would en­cour­age it. I viewed the dis­pute as a kind of law­suit, in which I sup­posed the parties would find a way either to de­cide or settle it. I had no thoughts of in­de­pend­ence or of arms. The world could not then have per­suaded me that I should be either a sol­dier or an au­thor. If I had any tal­ents for either, they were bur­ied in me, and might ever have con­tin­ued so, had not the ne­ces­sity of the times dragged and driv­en them in­to ac­tion. I had formed my plan of life, and con­ceiv­ing my­self happy, wished every­body else so. But when the coun­try, in­to which I had just set my foot, was set on fire about my ears, it was time to stir.36 It was time for every man to stir. Those who had been long settled had some­thing to de­fend; those who had just come had some­thing to pur­sue; and the call and the con­cern was equal and uni­ver­sal. For in a coun­try where all men were once ad­ven­tur­ers, the dif­fer­ence of a few years in their ar­rival could make none in their right.

			The break­ing out of hos­til­it­ies opened a new sus­pi­cion in the polit­ics of Amer­ica, which, though at that time very rare, has since been proved to be very right. What I al­lude to is, “a secret and fixed de­term­in­a­tion in the Brit­ish Cab­in­et to an­nex Amer­ica to the crown of Eng­land as a conquered coun­try.” If this be taken as the ob­ject, then the whole line of con­duct pur­sued by the min­istry, though rash in its ori­gin and ru­in­ous in its con­sequences, is nev­er­the­less uni­form and con­sist­ent in its parts. It ap­plies to every case and re­solves every dif­fi­culty. But if tax­a­tion, or any­thing else, be taken in its room, there is no pro­por­tion between the ob­ject and the charge. Noth­ing but the whole soil and prop­erty of the coun­try can be placed as a pos­sible equi­val­ent against the mil­lions which the min­istry ex­pen­ded. No taxes raised in Amer­ica could pos­sibly re­pay it. A rev­en­ue of two mil­lions ster­ling a year would not dis­charge the sum and in­terest ac­cu­mu­lated there­on, in twenty years.

			Re­con­cili­ation nev­er ap­pears to have been the wish or the ob­ject of the ad­min­is­tra­tion; they looked on con­quest as cer­tain and in­fal­lible, and, un­der that per­sua­sion, sought to drive the Amer­ic­ans in­to what they might style a gen­er­al re­bel­lion, and then, crush­ing them with arms in their hands, reap the rich har­vest of a gen­er­al con­fis­ca­tion, and si­lence them forever. The de­pend­ents at court were too nu­mer­ous to be provided for in Eng­land. The mar­ket for plun­der in the East In­dies was over; and the prof­ligacy of gov­ern­ment re­quired that a new mine should be opened, and that mine could be no oth­er than Amer­ica, conquered and for­feited. They had nowhere else to go. Every oth­er chan­nel was drained; and ex­tra­vag­ance, with the thirst of a drunk­ard, was gap­ing for sup­plies.

			If the min­istry deny this to have been their plan, it be­comes them to ex­plain what was their plan. For either they have ab­used us in cov­et­ing prop­erty they nev­er labored for, or they have ab­used you in ex­pend­ing an amaz­ing sum upon an in­com­pet­ent ob­ject. Tax­a­tion, as I men­tioned be­fore, could nev­er be worth the charge of ob­tain­ing it by arms; and any kind of form­al obed­i­ence which Amer­ica could have made, would have weighed with the light­ness of a laugh against such a load of ex­pense. It is there­fore most prob­able that the min­istry will at last jus­ti­fy their policy by their dis­hon­esty, and openly de­clare, that their ori­gin­al design was con­quest: and, in this case, it well be­comes the people of Eng­land to con­sider how far the na­tion would have been be­nefited by the suc­cess.

			In a gen­er­al view, there are few con­quests that re­pay the charge of mak­ing them, and man­kind are pretty well con­vinced that it can nev­er be worth their while to go to war for profit’s sake. If they are made war upon, their coun­try in­vaded, or their ex­ist­ence at stake, it is their duty to de­fend and pre­serve them­selves, but in every oth­er light, and from every oth­er cause, is war in­glori­ous and de­test­able. But to re­turn to the case in ques­tion—

			When con­quests are made of for­eign coun­tries, it is sup­posed that the com­merce and domin­ion of the coun­try which made them are ex­ten­ded. But this could neither be the ob­ject nor the con­sequence of the present war. You en­joyed the whole com­merce be­fore. It could re­ceive no pos­sible ad­di­tion by a con­quest, but on the con­trary, must di­min­ish as the in­hab­it­ants were re­duced in num­bers and wealth. You had the same domin­ion over the coun­try which you used to have, and had no com­plaint to make against her for breach of any part of the con­tract between you or her, or con­tend­ing against any es­tab­lished cus­tom, com­mer­cial, polit­ic­al or ter­rit­ori­al. The coun­try and com­merce were both your own when you began to con­quer, in the same man­ner and form as they had been your own a hun­dred years be­fore. Na­tions have some­times been in­duced to make con­quests for the sake of re­du­cing the power of their en­emies, or bring­ing it to a bal­ance with their own. But this could be no part of your plan. No for­eign au­thor­ity was claimed here, neither was any such au­thor­ity sus­pec­ted by you, or ac­know­ledged or ima­gined by us. What then, in the name of heav­en, could you go to war for? Or what chance could you pos­sibly have in the event, but either to hold the same coun­try which you held be­fore, and that in a much worse con­di­tion, or to lose, with an amaz­ing ex­pense, what you might have re­tained without a farth­ing of charges?

			War nev­er can be the in­terest of a trad­ing na­tion, any more than quar­rel­ling can be prof­it­able to a man in busi­ness. But to make war with those who trade with us, is like set­ting a bull­dog upon a cus­tom­er at the shop-door. The least de­gree of com­mon sense shows the mad­ness of the lat­ter, and it will ap­ply with the same force of con­vic­tion to the former. Pir­at­ic­al na­tions, hav­ing neither com­merce or com­mod­it­ies of their own to lose, may make war upon all the world, and luc­rat­ively find their ac­count in it; but it is quite oth­er­wise with Bri­tain: for, be­sides the stop­page of trade in time of war, she ex­poses more of her own prop­erty to be lost, than she has the chance of tak­ing from oth­ers. Some min­is­teri­al gen­tle­men in par­lia­ment have men­tioned the great­ness of her trade as an apo­logy for the great­ness of her loss. This is miser­able polit­ics in­deed! Be­cause it ought to have been giv­en as a reas­on for her not en­ga­ging in a war at first. The coast of Amer­ica com­mands the West In­dia trade al­most as ef­fec­tu­ally as the coast of Africa does that of the Straits; and Eng­land can no more carry on the former without the con­sent of Amer­ica, than she can the lat­ter without a Medi­ter­ranean pass.

			In whatever light the war with Amer­ica is con­sidered upon com­mer­cial prin­ciples, it is evid­ently the in­terest of the people of Eng­land not to sup­port it; and why it has been sup­por­ted so long, against the clearest demon­stra­tions of truth and na­tion­al ad­vant­age, is, to me, and must be to all the reas­on­able world, a mat­ter of as­ton­ish­ment. Per­haps it may be said that I live in Amer­ica, and write this from in­terest. To this I reply, that my prin­ciple is uni­ver­sal. My at­tach­ment is to all the world, and not to any par­tic­u­lar part, and if what I ad­vance is right, no mat­ter where or who it comes from. We have giv­en the pro­clam­a­tion of your com­mis­sion­ers a cur­rency in our news­pa­pers, and I have no doubt you will give this a place in yours. To ob­lige and be ob­liged is fair.

			Be­fore I dis­miss this part of my ad­dress, I shall men­tion one more cir­cum­stance in which I think the people of Eng­land have been equally mis­taken: and then pro­ceed to oth­er mat­ters.

			There is such an idea ex­ist­ing in the world, as that of na­tion­al hon­or, and this, falsely un­der­stood, is of­ten­times the cause of war. In a Chris­ti­an and philo­soph­ic­al sense, man­kind seem to have stood still at in­di­vidu­al civil­iz­a­tion, and to re­tain as na­tions all the ori­gin­al rude­ness of nature. Peace by treaty is only a ces­sa­tion of vi­ol­ence for a re­form­a­tion of sen­ti­ment. It is a sub­sti­tute for a prin­ciple that is want­ing and ever will be want­ing till the idea of na­tion­al hon­or be rightly un­der­stood. As in­di­vidu­als we pro­fess ourselves Chris­ti­ans, but as na­tions we are hea­thens, Ro­mans, and what­not. I re­mem­ber the late Ad­mir­al Saun­ders de­clar­ing in the House of Com­mons, and that in the time of peace, “That the city of Mad­rid laid in ashes was not a suf­fi­cient atone­ment for the Span­iards tak­ing off the rud­der of an Eng­lish sloop of war.” I do not ask wheth­er this is Chris­tian­ity or mor­al­ity, I ask wheth­er it is de­cency? wheth­er it is prop­er lan­guage for a na­tion to use? In private life we call it by the plain name of bul­ly­ing, and the el­ev­a­tion of rank can­not al­ter its char­ac­ter. It is, I think, ex­ceed­ingly easy to define what ought to be un­der­stood by na­tion­al hon­or; for that which is the best char­ac­ter for an in­di­vidu­al is the best char­ac­ter for a na­tion; and wherever the lat­ter ex­ceeds or falls be­neath the former, there is a de­par­ture from the line of true great­ness.

			I have thrown out this ob­ser­va­tion with a design of ap­ply­ing it to Great Bri­tain. Her ideas of na­tion­al hon­or seem devoid of that be­ne­vol­ence of heart, that uni­ver­sal ex­pan­sion of phil­an­thropy, and that tri­umph over the rage of vul­gar pre­ju­dice, without which man is in­feri­or to him­self, and a com­pan­ion of com­mon an­im­als. To know who she shall re­gard or dis­like, she asks what coun­try they are of, what re­li­gion they pro­fess, and what prop­erty they en­joy. Her idea of na­tion­al hon­or seems to con­sist in na­tion­al in­sult, and that to be a great people, is to be neither a Chris­ti­an, a philo­soph­er, or a gen­tle­man, but to threaten with the rude­ness of a bear, and to de­vour with the fe­ro­city of a li­on. This per­haps may sound harsh and un­courtly, but it is too true, and the more is the pity.

			I men­tion this only as her gen­er­al char­ac­ter. But to­wards Amer­ica she has ob­served no char­ac­ter at all; and des­troyed by her con­duct what she as­sumed in her title. She set out with the title of par­ent, or moth­er coun­try. The as­so­ci­ation of ideas which nat­ur­ally ac­com­pany this ex­pres­sion, are filled with everything that is fond, tender and for­bear­ing. They have an en­ergy pe­cu­li­ar to them­selves, and, over­look­ing the ac­ci­dent­al at­tach­ment of com­mon af­fec­tions, ap­ply with in­fin­ite soft­ness to the first feel­ings of the heart. It is a polit­ic­al term which every moth­er can feel the force of, and every child can judge of. It needs no paint­ing of mine to set it off, for nature only can do it justice.

			But has any part of your con­duct to Amer­ica cor­res­pon­ded with the title you set up? If in your gen­er­al na­tion­al char­ac­ter you are un­pol­ished and severe, in this you are in­con­sist­ent and un­nat­ur­al, and you must have ex­ceed­ing false no­tions of na­tion­al hon­or to sup­pose that the world can ad­mire a want of hu­man­ity or that na­tion­al hon­or de­pends on the vi­ol­ence of re­sent­ment, the in­flex­ib­il­ity of tem­per, or the ven­geance of ex­e­cu­tion.

			I would will­ingly con­vince you, and that with as much tem­per as the times will suf­fer me to do, that as you op­posed your own in­terest by quar­rel­ling with us, so like­wise your na­tion­al hon­or, rightly con­ceived and un­der­stood, was no ways called upon to enter in­to a war with Amer­ica; had you stud­ied true great­ness of heart, the first and fairest or­na­ment of man­kind, you would have ac­ted dir­ectly con­trary to all that you have done, and the world would have ascribed it to a gen­er­ous cause. Be­sides which, you had (though with the as­sist­ance of this coun­try) se­cured a power­ful name by the last war. You were known and dreaded abroad; and it would have been wise in you to have suffered the world to have slept un­dis­turbed un­der that idea. It was to you a force ex­ist­ing without ex­pense. It pro­duced to you all the ad­vant­ages of real power; and you were stronger through the uni­ver­sal­ity of that charm, than any fu­ture fleets and armies may prob­ably make you. Your great­ness was so se­cured and in­ter­woven with your si­lence that you ought nev­er to have awakened man­kind, and had noth­ing to do but to be quiet. Had you been true politi­cians you would have seen all this, and con­tin­ued to draw from the ma­gic of a name, the force and au­thor­ity of a na­tion.

			Un­wise as you were in break­ing the charm, you were still more un­wise in the man­ner of do­ing it. Sam­son only told the secret, but you have per­formed the op­er­a­tion; you have shaven your own head, and wan­tonly thrown away the locks. Amer­ica was the hair from which the charm was drawn that in­fatu­ated the world. You ought to have quar­relled with no power; but with her upon no ac­count. You had noth­ing to fear from any con­des­cen­sion you might make. You might have hu­mored her, even if there had been no justice in her claims, without any risk to your repu­ta­tion; for Europe, fas­cin­ated by your fame, would have ascribed it to your be­ne­vol­ence, and Amer­ica, in­tox­ic­ated by the grant, would have slumbered in her fet­ters.

			But this meth­od of study­ing the pro­gress of the pas­sions, in or­der to as­cer­tain the prob­able con­duct of man­kind, is a philo­sophy in polit­ics which those who preside at St. James’s have no con­cep­tion of. They know no oth­er in­flu­ence than cor­rup­tion and reck­on all their prob­ab­il­it­ies from pre­ced­ent. A new case is to them a new world, and while they are seek­ing for a par­al­lel they get lost. The tal­ents of Lord Mans­field can be es­tim­ated at best no high­er than those of a soph­ist. He un­der­stands the sub­tleties but not the el­eg­ance of nature; and by con­tinu­ally view­ing man­kind through the cold me­di­um of the law, nev­er thinks of pen­et­rat­ing in­to the warm­er re­gion of the mind. As for Lord North, it is his hap­pi­ness to have in him more philo­sophy than sen­ti­ment, for he bears flog­ging like a top, and sleeps the bet­ter for it. His pun­ish­ment be­comes his sup­port, for while he suf­fers the lash for his sins, he keeps him­self up by twirl­ing about. In polit­ics, he is a good arith­met­ician, and in everything else noth­ing at all.

			There is one cir­cum­stance which comes so much with­in Lord North’s province as a fin­an­ci­er, that I am sur­prised it should es­cape him, which is, the dif­fer­ent abil­it­ies of the two coun­tries in sup­port­ing the ex­pense; for, strange as it may seem, Eng­land is not a match for Amer­ica in this par­tic­u­lar. By a curi­ous kind of re­volu­tion in ac­counts, the people of Eng­land seem to mis­take their poverty for their riches; that is, they reck­on their na­tion­al debt as a part of their na­tion­al wealth. They make the same kind of er­ror which a man would do, who after mort­ga­ging his es­tate, should add the money bor­rowed, to the full value of the es­tate, in or­der to count up his worth, and in this case he would con­ceive that he got rich by run­ning in­to debt. Just thus it is with Eng­land. The gov­ern­ment owed at the be­gin­ning of this war one hun­dred and thirty-five mil­lions ster­ling, and though the in­di­vidu­als to whom it was due had a right to reck­on their shares as so much private prop­erty, yet to the na­tion col­lect­ively it was so much poverty. There are as ef­fec­tu­al lim­its to pub­lic debts as to private ones, for when once the money bor­rowed is so great as to re­quire the whole yearly rev­en­ue to dis­charge the in­terest there­on, there is an end to fur­ther bor­row­ing; in the same man­ner as when the in­terest of a man’s debts amounts to the yearly in­come of his es­tate, there is an end to his cred­it. This is nearly the case with Eng­land, the in­terest of her present debt be­ing at least equal to one half of her yearly rev­en­ue, so that out of ten mil­lions an­nu­ally col­lec­ted by taxes, she has but five that she can call her own.37

			The very re­verse of this was the case with Amer­ica; she began the war without any debt upon her, and in or­der to carry it on, she neither raised money by taxes, nor bor­rowed it upon in­terest, but cre­ated it; and her situ­ation at this time con­tin­ues so much the re­verse of yours that tax­ing would make her rich, where­as it would make you poor. When we shall have sunk the sum which we have cre­ated, we shall then be out of debt, be just as rich as when we began, and all the while we are do­ing it shall feel no dif­fer­ence, be­cause the value will rise as the quant­ity de­creases.

			There was not a coun­try in the world so cap­able of bear­ing the ex­pense of a war as Amer­ica; not only be­cause she was not in debt when she began, but be­cause the coun­try is young and cap­able of in­fin­ite im­prove­ment, and has an al­most bound­less tract of new lands in store; where­as Eng­land has got to her ex­tent of age and growth, and has not un­oc­cu­pied land or prop­erty in re­serve. The one is like a young heir com­ing to a large im­prov­able es­tate; the oth­er like an old man whose chances are over, and his es­tate mort­gaged for half its worth.

			In the second num­ber of the Crisis, which I find has been re­pub­lished in Eng­land, I en­deavored to set forth the im­prac­tic­ab­il­ity of con­quer­ing Amer­ica. I stated every case, that I con­ceived could pos­sibly hap­pen, and ven­tured to pre­dict its con­sequences. As my con­clu­sions were drawn not art­fully, but nat­ur­ally, they have all proved to be true. I was upon the spot; knew the polit­ics of Amer­ica, her strength and re­sources, and by a train of ser­vices, the best in my power to render, was honored with the friend­ship of the con­gress, the army and the people. I con­sidered the cause a just one. I know and feel it a just one, and un­der that con­fid­ence nev­er made my own profit or loss an ob­ject. My en­deavor was to have the mat­ter well un­der­stood on both sides, and I con­ceived my­self ten­der­ing a gen­er­al ser­vice, by set­ting forth to the one the im­possib­il­ity of be­ing conquered, and to the oth­er the im­possib­il­ity of con­quer­ing. Most of the ar­gu­ments made use of by the min­istry for sup­port­ing the war, are the very ar­gu­ments that ought to have been used against sup­port­ing it; and the plans, by which they thought to con­quer, are the very plans in which they were sure to be de­feated. They have taken everything up at the wrong end. Their ig­nor­ance is as­ton­ish­ing, and were you in my situ­ation you would see it. They may, per­haps, have your con­fid­ence, but I am per­suaded that they would make very in­dif­fer­ent mem­bers of Con­gress. I know what Eng­land is, and what Amer­ica is, and from the com­pound of know­ledge, am bet­ter en­abled to judge of the is­sue than what the king or any of his min­is­ters can be.

			In this num­ber I have en­deavored to show the ill policy and dis­ad­vant­ages of the war. I be­lieve many of my re­marks are new. Those which are not so, I have stud­ied to im­prove and place in a man­ner that may be clear and strik­ing. Your fail­ure is, I am per­suaded, as cer­tain as fate. Amer­ica is above your reach. She is at least your equal in the world, and her in­de­pend­ence neither rests upon your con­sent, nor can it be pre­ven­ted by your arms. In short, you spend your sub­stance in vain, and im­pov­er­ish yourselves without a hope.

			But sup­pose you had conquered Amer­ica, what ad­vant­ages, col­lect­ively or in­di­vidu­ally, as mer­chants, man­u­fac­tur­ers, or con­quer­ors, could you have looked for? This is an ob­ject you seemed nev­er to have at­ten­ded to. Listen­ing for the sound of vic­tory, and led away by the frenzy of arms, you neg­lected to reck­on either the cost or the con­sequences. You must all pay to­wards the ex­pense; the poorest among you must bear his share, and it is both your right and your duty to weigh ser­i­ously the mat­ter. Had Amer­ica been conquered, she might have been par­celled out in grants to the fa­vor­ites at court, but no share of it would have fallen to you. Your taxes would not have been lessened, be­cause she would have been in no con­di­tion to have paid any to­wards your re­lief. We are rich by con­triv­ance of our own, which would have ceased as soon as you be­came mas­ters. Our pa­per money will be of no use in Eng­land, and sil­ver and gold we have none. In the last war you made many con­quests, but were any of your taxes lessened thereby? On the con­trary, were you not taxed to pay for the charge of mak­ing them, and has not the same been the case in every war?

			To the Par­lia­ment I wish to ad­dress my­self in a more par­tic­u­lar man­ner. They ap­pear to have sup­posed them­selves part­ners in the chase, and to have hunted with the li­on from an ex­pect­a­tion of a right in the booty; but in this it is most prob­able they would, as le­gis­lat­ors, have been dis­ap­poin­ted. The case is quite a new one, and many un­fore­seen dif­fi­culties would have aris­en there­on. The Par­lia­ment claimed a le­gis­lat­ive right over Amer­ica, and the war ori­gin­ated from that pre­tence. But the army is sup­posed to be­long to the crown, and if Amer­ica had been conquered through their means, the claim of the le­gis­lature would have been suf­foc­ated in the con­quest. Ceded, or conquered, coun­tries are sup­posed to be out of the au­thor­ity of Par­lia­ment. Tax­a­tion is ex­er­cised over them by prerog­at­ive and not by law. It was at­temp­ted to be done in the Gren­adas a few years ago, and the only reas­on why it was not done was be­cause the crown had made a pri­or re­lin­quish­ment of its claim. There­fore, Par­lia­ment have been all this while sup­port­ing meas­ures for the es­tab­lish­ment of their au­thor­ity, in the is­sue of which, they would have been tri­umphed over by the prerog­at­ive. This might have opened a new and in­ter­est­ing op­pos­i­tion between the Par­lia­ment and the crown. The crown would have said that it conquered for it­self, and that to con­quer for Par­lia­ment was an un­known case. The Par­lia­ment might have replied, that Amer­ica not be­ing a for­eign coun­try, but a coun­try in re­bel­lion, could not be said to be conquered, but re­duced; and thus con­tin­ued their claim by dis­own­ing the term. The crown might have re­joined, that how­ever Amer­ica might be con­sidered at first, she be­came for­eign at last by a de­clar­a­tion of in­de­pend­ence, and a treaty with France; and that her case be­ing, by that treaty, put with­in the law of na­tions, was out of the law of Par­lia­ment, who might have main­tained, that as their claim over Amer­ica had nev­er been sur­rendered, so neither could it be taken away. The crown might have in­sisted, that though the claim of Par­lia­ment could not be taken away, yet, be­ing an in­feri­or, it might be su­per­seded; and that, wheth­er the claim was with­drawn from the ob­ject, or the ob­ject taken from the claim, the same sep­ar­a­tion en­sued; and that Amer­ica be­ing sub­dued after a treaty with France, was to all in­tents and pur­poses a regal con­quest, and of course the sole prop­erty of the king. The Par­lia­ment, as the leg­al del­eg­ates of the people, might have con­ten­ded against the term “in­feri­or,” and res­ted the case upon the an­tiquity of power, and this would have brought on a set of very in­ter­est­ing and ra­tion­al ques­tions.

			1st, What is the ori­gin­al foun­tain of power and hon­or in any coun­try?

			2nd, Wheth­er the prerog­at­ive does not be­long to the people?

			3rd, Wheth­er there is any such thing as the Eng­lish con­sti­tu­tion?

			4th, Of what use is the crown to the people?

			5th, Wheth­er he who in­ven­ted a crown was not an en­emy to man­kind?

			6th, Wheth­er it is not a shame for a man to spend a mil­lion a year and do no good for it, and wheth­er the money might not be bet­ter ap­plied?

			7th, Wheth­er such a man is not bet­ter dead than alive?

			8th, Wheth­er a Con­gress, con­sti­tuted like that of Amer­ica, is not the most happy and con­sist­ent form of gov­ern­ment in the world?—With a num­ber of oth­ers of the same im­port.

			In short, the con­ten­tion about the di­vidend might have dis­trac­ted the na­tion; for noth­ing is more com­mon than to agree in the con­quest and quar­rel for the prize; there­fore it is, per­haps, a happy cir­cum­stance, that our suc­cesses have pre­ven­ted the dis­pute.

			If the Par­lia­ment had been thrown out in their claim, which it is most prob­able they would, the na­tion like­wise would have been thrown out in their ex­pect­a­tion; for as the taxes would have been laid on by the crown without the Par­lia­ment, the rev­en­ue arising there­from, if any could have aris­en, would not have gone in­to the ex­chequer, but in­to the privy purse, and so far from lessen­ing the taxes, would not even have been ad­ded to them, but served only as pock­et money to the crown. The more I re­flect on this mat­ter, the more I am sat­is­fied at the blind­ness and ill policy of my coun­try­men, whose wis­dom seems to op­er­ate without dis­cern­ment, and their strength without an ob­ject.

			To the great bul­wark of the na­tion, I mean the mer­cant­ile and man­u­fac­tur­ing part there­of, I like­wise present my ad­dress. It is your in­terest to see Amer­ica an in­de­pend­ent, and not a conquered coun­try. If conquered, she is ruined; and if ruined, poor; con­sequently the trade will be a trifle, and her cred­it doubt­ful. If in­de­pend­ent, she flour­ishes, and from her flour­ish­ing must your profits arise. It mat­ters noth­ing to you who gov­erns Amer­ica, if your man­u­fac­tures find a con­sump­tion there. Some art­icles will con­sequently be ob­tained from oth­er places, and it is right that they should; but the de­mand for oth­ers will in­crease, by the great in­flux of in­hab­it­ants which a state of in­de­pend­ence and peace will oc­ca­sion, and in the fi­nal event you may be en­riched. The com­merce of Amer­ica is per­fectly free, and ever will be so. She will con­sign away no part of it to any na­tion. She has not to her friends, and cer­tainly will not to her en­emies; though it is prob­able that your nar­row-minded politi­cians, think­ing to please you thereby, may some time or oth­er un­ne­ces­sar­ily make such a pro­pos­al. Trade flour­ishes best when it is free, and it is weak policy to at­tempt to fet­ter it. Her treaty with France is on the most lib­er­al and gen­er­ous prin­ciples, and the French, in their con­duct to­wards her, have proved them­selves to be philo­soph­ers, politi­cians, and gen­tle­men.

			To the min­istry I like­wise ad­dress my­self. You, gen­tle­men, have stud­ied the ru­in of your coun­try, from which it is not with­in your abil­it­ies to res­cue her. Your at­tempts to re­cov­er her are as ri­dicu­lous as your plans which in­volved her are de­test­able. The com­mis­sion­ers, be­ing about to de­part, will prob­ably bring you this, and with it my sixth num­ber, ad­dressed to them; and in so do­ing they carry back more Com­mon Sense than they brought, and you like­wise will have more than when you sent them.

			Hav­ing thus ad­dressed you sev­er­ally, I con­clude by ad­dress­ing you col­lect­ively. It is a long lane that has no turn­ing. A peri­od of six­teen years of mis­con­duct and mis­for­tune, is cer­tainly long enough for any one na­tion to suf­fer un­der; and upon a sup­pos­i­tion that war is not de­clared between France and you, I beg to place a line of con­duct be­fore you that will eas­ily lead you out of all your troubles. It has been hin­ted be­fore, and can­not be too much at­ten­ded to.

			Sup­pose Amer­ica had re­mained un­known to Europe till the present year, and that Mr. Banks and Dr. So­lan­der, in an­oth­er voy­age round the world, had made the first dis­cov­ery of her, in the same con­di­tion that she is now in, of arts, arms, num­bers, and civil­iz­a­tion. What, I ask, in that case, would have been your con­duct to­wards her? For that will point out what it ought to be now. The prob­lems and their solu­tions are equal, and the right line of the one is the par­al­lel of the oth­er. The ques­tion takes in every cir­cum­stance that can pos­sibly arise. It re­duces polit­ics to a simple thought, and is moreover a mode of in­vest­ig­a­tion, in which, while you are study­ing your in­terest the sim­pli­city of the case will cheat you in­to good tem­per. You have noth­ing to do but to sup­pose that you have found Amer­ica, and she ap­pears found to your hand, and while in the joy of your heart you stand still to ad­mire her, the path of polit­ics rises straight be­fore you.

			Were I dis­posed to paint a con­trast, I could eas­ily set off what you have done in the present case, against what you would have done in that case, and by justly op­pos­ing them, con­clude a pic­ture that would make you blush. But, as, when any of the prouder pas­sions are hurt, it is much bet­ter philo­sophy to let a man slip in­to a good tem­per than to at­tack him in a bad one, for that reas­on, there­fore, I only state the case, and leave you to re­flect upon it.

			To go a little back in­to polit­ics, it will be found that the true in­terest of Bri­tain lay in pro­pos­ing and pro­mot­ing the in­de­pend­ence of Amer­ica im­me­di­ately after the last peace; for the ex­pense which Bri­tain had then in­curred by de­fend­ing Amer­ica as her own domin­ions, ought to have shown her the policy and ne­ces­sity of chan­ging the style of the coun­try, as the best prob­able meth­od of pre­vent­ing fu­ture wars and ex­pense, and the only meth­od by which she could hold the com­merce without the charge of sov­er­eignty. Be­sides which, the title which she as­sumed, of par­ent coun­try, led to, and poin­ted out the pro­pri­ety, wis­dom and ad­vant­age of a sep­ar­a­tion; for, as in private life, chil­dren grow in­to men, and by set­ting up for them­selves, ex­tend and se­cure the in­terest of the whole fam­ily, so in the set­tle­ment of colon­ies large enough to ad­mit of ma­tur­ity, the same policy should be pur­sued, and the same con­sequences would fol­low. Noth­ing hurts the af­fec­tions both of par­ents and chil­dren so much, as liv­ing too closely con­nec­ted, and keep­ing up the dis­tinc­tion too long. Dom­in­eer­ing will not do over those, who, by a pro­gress in life, have be­come equal in rank to their par­ents, that is, when they have fam­il­ies of their own; and though they may con­ceive them­selves the sub­jects of their ad­vice, will not sup­pose them the ob­jects of their gov­ern­ment. I do not, by draw­ing this par­al­lel, mean to ad­mit the title of par­ent coun­try, be­cause, if it is due any­where, it is due to Europe col­lect­ively, and the first set­tlers from Eng­land were driv­en here by per­se­cu­tion. I mean only to in­tro­duce the term for the sake of policy and to show from your title the line of your in­terest.

			When you saw the state of strength and op­u­lence, and that by her own in­dustry, which Amer­ica ar­rived at, you ought to have ad­vised her to set up for her­self, and pro­posed an al­li­ance of in­terest with her, and in so do­ing you would have drawn, and that at her own ex­pense, more real ad­vant­age, and more mil­it­ary sup­plies and as­sist­ance, both of ships and men, than from any weak and wrangling gov­ern­ment that you could ex­er­cise over her. In short, had you stud­ied only the do­mest­ic polit­ics of a fam­ily, you would have learned how to gov­ern the state; but, in­stead of this easy and nat­ur­al line, you flew out in­to everything which was wild and out­rageous, till, by fol­low­ing the pas­sion and stu­pid­ity of the pi­lot, you wrecked the ves­sel with­in sight of the shore.

			Hav­ing shown what you ought to have done, I now pro­ceed to show why it was not done. The cater­pil­lar circle of the court had an in­terest to pur­sue, dis­tinct from, and op­posed to yours; for though by the in­de­pend­ence of Amer­ica and an al­li­ance there­with, the trade would have con­tin­ued, if not in­creased, as in many art­icles neither coun­try can go to a bet­ter mar­ket, and though by de­fend­ing and pro­tect­ing her­self, she would have been no ex­pense to you, and con­sequently your na­tion­al charges would have de­creased, and your taxes might have been pro­por­tion­ably lessened thereby; yet the strik­ing off so many places from the court cal­en­dar was put in op­pos­i­tion to the in­terest of the na­tion. The loss of thir­teen gov­ern­ment ships, with their ap­pend­ages, here and in Eng­land, is a shock­ing sound in the ear of a hungry courtier. Your present king and min­istry will be the ru­in of you; and you had bet­ter risk a re­volu­tion and call a Con­gress, than be thus led on from mad­ness to des­pair, and from des­pair to ru­in. Amer­ica has set you the ex­ample, and you may fol­low it and be free.

			I now come to the last part, a war with France. This is what no man in his senses will ad­vise you to, and all good men would wish to pre­vent. Wheth­er France will de­clare war against you, is not for me in this place to men­tion, or to hint, even if I knew it; but it must be mad­ness in you to do it first. The mat­ter is come now to a full crisis, and peace is easy if will­ingly set about. Whatever you may think, France has be­haved hand­somely to you. She would have been un­just to her­self to have ac­ted oth­er­wise than she did; and hav­ing ac­cep­ted our of­fer of al­li­ance she gave you gen­teel no­tice of it. There was noth­ing in her con­duct re­served or in­del­ic­ate, and while she an­nounced her de­term­in­a­tion to sup­port her treaty, she left you to give the first of­fence. Amer­ica, on her part, has ex­hib­ited a char­ac­ter of firm­ness to the world. Un­pre­pared and un­armed, without form or gov­ern­ment, she, singly op­posed a na­tion that dom­in­eered over half the globe. The great­ness of the deed de­mands re­spect; and though you may feel re­sent­ment, you are com­pelled both to won­der and ad­mire.

			Here I rest my ar­gu­ments and fin­ish my ad­dress. Such as it is, it is a gift, and you are wel­come. It was al­ways my design to ded­ic­ate a “Crisis” to you, when the time should come that would prop­erly make it a Crisis; and when, like­wise, I should catch my­self in a tem­per to write it, and sup­pose you in a con­di­tion to read it. That time has now ar­rived, and with it the op­por­tun­ity for con­vey­ance. For the com­mis­sion­ers—poor com­mis­sion­ers! hav­ing pro­claimed, that “yet forty days and Ninev­eh shall be over­thrown,” have waited out the date, and, dis­con­ten­ted with their God, are re­turn­ing to their gourd. And all the harm I wish them is, that it may not with­er about their ears, and that they may not make their exit in the belly of a whale.38

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				Phil­adelphia, Nov. 21, 1778.

				P.S.—Though in the tran­quil­lity of my mind I have con­cluded with a laugh, yet I have some­thing to men­tion to the com­mis­sion­ers, which, to them, is ser­i­ous and worthy their at­ten­tion. Their au­thor­ity is de­rived from an Act of Par­lia­ment, which like­wise de­scribes and lim­its their of­fi­cial powers. Their com­mis­sion, there­fore, is only a re­cit­al, and per­son­al in­vest­it­ure, of those powers, or a nom­in­a­tion and de­scrip­tion of the per­sons who are to ex­ecute them. Had it con­tained any­thing con­trary to, or gone bey­ond the line of, the writ­ten law from which it is de­rived, and by which it is bound, it would, by the Eng­lish con­sti­tu­tion, have been treas­on in the crown, and the king been sub­ject to an im­peach­ment. He dared not, there­fore, put in his com­mis­sion what you have put in your pro­clam­a­tion, that is, he dared not have au­thor­ised you in that com­mis­sion to burn and des­troy any­thing in Amer­ica. You are both in the act and in the com­mis­sion styled com­mis­sion­ers for restor­ing peace, and the meth­ods for do­ing it are there poin­ted out. Your last pro­clam­a­tion is signed by you as com­mis­sion­ers un­der that act. You make Par­lia­ment the pat­ron of its con­tents. Yet, in the body of it, you in­sert mat­ters con­trary both to the spir­it and let­ter of the act, and what like­wise your king dared not have put in his com­mis­sion to you. The state of things in Eng­land, gen­tle­men, is too tick­lish for you to run haz­ards. You are ac­count­able to Par­lia­ment for the ex­e­cu­tion of that act ac­cord­ing to the let­ter of it. Your heads may pay for break­ing it, for you cer­tainly have broke it by ex­ceed­ing it. And as a friend, who would wish you to es­cape the paw of the li­on, as well as the belly of the whale, I civilly hint to you, to keep with­in com­pass.

				Sir Harry Clin­ton, strictly speak­ing, is as ac­count­able as the rest; for though a gen­er­al, he is like­wise a com­mis­sion­er, act­ing un­der a su­per­i­or au­thor­ity. His first obed­i­ence is due to the act; and his plea of be­ing a gen­er­al, will not and can­not clear him as a com­mis­sion­er, for that would sup­pose the crown, in its single ca­pa­city, to have a power of dis­pens­ing with an Act of Par­lia­ment. Your situ­ation, gen­tle­men, is nice and crit­ic­al, and the more so be­cause Eng­land is un­settled. Take heed! Re­mem­ber the times of Charles the First! For Laud and Stafford fell by trust­ing to a hope like yours.

				Hav­ing thus shown you the danger of your pro­clam­a­tion, I now show you the folly of it. The means con­tra­dict your design: you threaten to lay waste, in or­der to render Amer­ica a use­less ac­quis­i­tion of al­li­ance to France. I reply, that the more de­struc­tion you com­mit (if you could do it) the more valu­able to France you make that al­li­ance. You can des­troy only houses and goods; and by so do­ing you in­crease our de­mand upon her for ma­ter­i­als and mer­chand­ise; for the wants of one na­tion, provided it has free­dom and cred­it, nat­ur­ally pro­duce riches to the oth­er; and, as you can neither ru­in the land nor pre­vent the ve­get­a­tion, you would in­crease the ex­port­a­tion of our pro­duce in pay­ment, which would be to her a new fund of wealth. In short, had you cast about for a plan on pur­pose to en­rich your en­emies, you could not have hit upon a bet­ter.

				
					C. S.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				
					The Crisis
					VIII
				

				Ad­dress to the People of Eng­land

			
			“Trust­ing (says the king of Eng­land in his speech of Novem­ber last,) in the di­vine provid­ence, and in the justice of my cause, I am firmly re­solved to pro­sec­ute the war with vig­or, and to make every ex­er­tion in or­der to com­pel our en­emies to equit­able terms of peace and ac­com­mod­a­tion.” To this de­clar­a­tion the United States of Amer­ica, and the con­fed­er­ated powers of Europe will reply, if Bri­tain will have war, she shall have enough of it.

			Five years have nearly elapsed since the com­mence­ment of hos­til­it­ies, and every cam­paign, by a gradu­al de­cay, has lessened your abil­ity to con­quer, without pro­du­cing a ser­i­ous thought on your con­di­tion or your fate. Like a prod­ig­al linger­ing in an ha­bitu­al con­sump­tion, you feel the rel­ics of life, and mis­take them for re­cov­ery. New schemes, like new medi­cines, have ad­min­istered fresh hopes, and pro­longed the dis­ease in­stead of cur­ing it. A change of gen­er­als, like a change of phys­i­cians, served only to keep the flat­tery alive, and fur­nish new pre­tences for new ex­tra­vag­ance.

			“Can Bri­tain fail?”39 has been proudly asked at the un­der­tak­ing of every en­ter­prise; and that “whatever she wills is fate,”40 has been giv­en with the solem­nity of proph­et­ic con­fid­ence; and though the ques­tion has been con­stantly replied to by dis­ap­point­ment, and the pre­dic­tion fals­i­fied by mis­for­tune, yet still the in­sult con­tin­ued, and your cata­logue of na­tion­al evils in­creased there­with. Eager to per­suade the world of her power, she con­sidered de­struc­tion as the min­is­ter of great­ness, and con­ceived that the glory of a na­tion like that of an [Amer­ic­an] In­di­an, lay in the num­ber of its scalps and the miser­ies which it in­flicts.

			Fire, sword and want, as far as the arms of Bri­tain could ex­tend them, have been spread with wan­ton cruelty along the coast of Amer­ica; and while you, re­mote from the scene of suf­fer­ing, had noth­ing to lose and as little to dread, the in­form­a­tion reached you like a tale of an­tiquity, in which the dis­tance of time de­faces the con­cep­tion, and changes the severest sor­rows in­to con­vers­able amuse­ment.

			This makes the second pa­per, ad­dressed per­haps in vain, to the people of Eng­land. That ad­vice should be taken wherever ex­ample has failed, or pre­cept be re­garded where warn­ing is ri­diculed, is like a pic­ture of hope rest­ing on des­pair: but when time shall stamp with uni­ver­sal cur­rency the facts you have long en­countered with a laugh, and the ir­res­ist­ible evid­ence of ac­cu­mu­lated losses, like the hand­writ­ing on the wall, shall add ter­ror to dis­tress, you will then, in a con­flict of suf­fer­ing, learn to sym­path­ize with oth­ers by feel­ing for yourselves.

			The tri­umphant ap­pear­ance of the com­bined fleets in the chan­nel and at your har­bor’s mouth, and the ex­ped­i­tion of Cap­tain Paul Jones, on the west­ern and east­ern coasts of Eng­land and Scot­land, will, by pla­cing you in the con­di­tion of an en­dangered coun­try, read to you a stronger lec­ture on the calam­it­ies of in­va­sion, and bring to your minds a truer pic­ture of promis­cu­ous dis­tress, than the most fin­ished rhet­or­ic can de­scribe or the keen­est ima­gin­a­tion con­ceive.

			Hitherto you have ex­per­i­enced the ex­penses, but noth­ing of the miser­ies of war. Your dis­ap­point­ments have been ac­com­pan­ied with no im­me­di­ate suf­fer­ing, and your losses came to you only by in­tel­li­gence. Like fire at a dis­tance you heard not even the cry; you felt not the danger, you saw not the con­fu­sion. To you everything has been for­eign but the taxes to sup­port it. You knew not what it was to be alarmed at mid­night with an armed en­emy in the streets. You were strangers to the dis­tress­ing scene of a fam­ily in flight, and to the thou­sand rest­less cares and tender sor­rows that in­cess­antly arose. To see wo­men and chil­dren wan­der­ing in the sever­ity of winter, with the broken re­mains of a well fur­nished house, and seek­ing shel­ter in every crib and hut, were mat­ters that you had no con­cep­tion of. You knew not what it was to stand by and see your goods chopped for fuel, and your beds ripped to pieces to make pack­ages for plun­der. The misery of oth­ers, like a tem­pes­tu­ous night, ad­ded to the pleas­ures of your own se­cur­ity. You even en­joyed the storm, by con­tem­plat­ing the dif­fer­ence of con­di­tions, and that which car­ried sor­row in­to the breasts of thou­sands served but to height­en in you a spe­cies of tran­quil pride. Yet these are but the faint­er suf­fer­ings of war, when com­pared with carnage and slaughter, the miser­ies of a mil­it­ary hos­pit­al, or a town in flames.

			The people of Amer­ica, by an­ti­cip­at­ing dis­tress, had for­ti­fied their minds against every spe­cies you could in­flict. They had re­solved to aban­don their homes, to resign them to de­struc­tion, and to seek new set­tle­ments rather than sub­mit. Thus fa­mil­i­ar­ized to mis­for­tune, be­fore it ar­rived, they bore their por­tion with the less re­gret: the just­ness of their cause was a con­tinu­al source of con­sol­a­tion, and the hope of fi­nal vic­tory, which nev­er left them, served to light­en the load and sweeten the cup al­lot­ted them to drink.

			But when their troubles shall be­come yours, and in­va­sion be trans­ferred upon the in­vaders, you will have neither their ex­ten­ded wil­der­ness to fly to, their cause to com­fort you, nor their hope to rest upon. Dis­tress with them was sharpened by no self-re­flec­tion. They had not brought it on them­selves. On the con­trary, they had by every pro­ceed­ing en­deavored to avoid it, and had des­cen­ded even be­low the mark of con­gres­sion­al char­ac­ter, to pre­vent a war. The na­tion­al hon­or or the ad­vant­ages of in­de­pend­ence were mat­ters which, at the com­mence­ment of the dis­pute, they had nev­er stud­ied, and it was only at the last mo­ment that the meas­ure was re­solved on. Thus cir­cum­stanced, they nat­ur­ally and con­scien­tiously felt a de­pend­ence upon provid­ence. They had a clear pre­ten­sion to it, and had they failed therein, in­fi­del­ity had gained a tri­umph.

			But your con­di­tion is the re­verse of theirs. Everything you suf­fer you have sought: nay, had you cre­ated mis­chiefs on pur­pose to in­her­it them, you could not have se­cured your title by a firmer deed. The world awakens with no pity it your com­plaints. You felt none for oth­ers; you de­serve none for yourselves. Nature does not in­terest her­self in cases like yours, but, on the con­trary, turns from them with dis­like, and aban­dons them to pun­ish­ment. You may now present me­mori­als to what court you please, but so far as Amer­ica is the ob­ject, none will listen. The policy of Europe, and the propensity there in every mind to curb in­sult­ing am­bi­tion, and bring cruelty to judg­ment, are unitedly against you; and where nature and in­terest re­in­force with each oth­er, the com­pact is too in­tim­ate to be dis­solved.

			Make but the case of oth­ers your own, and your own theirs, and you will then have a clear idea of the whole. Had France ac­ted to­wards her colon­ies as you have done, you would have branded her with every epi­thet of ab­hor­rence; and had you, like her, stepped in to suc­cor a strug­gling people, all Europe must have echoed with your own ap­plauses. But en­tangled in the pas­sion of dis­pute you see it not as you ought, and form opin­ions there­on which suit with no in­terest but your own. You won­der that Amer­ica does not rise in uni­on with you to im­pose on her­self a por­tion of your taxes and re­duce her­self to un­con­di­tion­al sub­mis­sion. You are amazed that the south­ern powers of Europe do not as­sist you in con­quer­ing a coun­try which is af­ter­wards to be turned against them­selves; and that the north­ern ones do not con­trib­ute to re­in­state you in Amer­ica who already en­joy the mar­ket for nav­al stores by the sep­ar­a­tion. You seem sur­prised that Hol­land does not pour in her suc­cors to main­tain you mis­tress of the seas, when her own com­merce is suf­fer­ing by your act of nav­ig­a­tion; or that any coun­try should study her own in­terest while yours is on the car­pet.

			Such ex­cesses of pas­sion­ate folly, and un­just as well as un­wise re­sent­ment, have driv­en you on, like Pharaoh, to un­pit­ied miser­ies, and while the im­port­ance of the quar­rel shall per­petu­ate your dis­grace, the flag of Amer­ica will carry it round the world. The nat­ur­al feel­ings of every ra­tion­al be­ing will be against you, and wherever the story shall be told, you will have neither ex­cuse nor con­sol­a­tion left. With an un­spar­ing hand, and an in­sa­ti­able mind, you have des­ol­ated the world, to gain domin­ion and to lose it; and while, in a frenzy of av­arice and am­bi­tion, the east and the west are doomed to trib­u­tary bond­age, you rap­idly earned de­struc­tion as the wages of a na­tion.

			At the thoughts of a war at home, every man amongst you ought to tremble. The pro­spect is far more dread­ful there than in Amer­ica. Here the party that was against the meas­ures of the con­tin­ent were in gen­er­al com­posed of a kind of neut­rals, who ad­ded strength to neither army. There does not ex­ist a be­ing so devoid of sense and sen­ti­ment as to cov­et “un­con­di­tion­al sub­mis­sion,” and there­fore no man in Amer­ica could be with you in prin­ciple. Sev­er­al might from a cow­ardice of mind, prefer it to the hard­ships and dangers of op­pos­ing it; but the same dis­pos­i­tion that gave them such a choice, un­fit­ted them to act either for or against us. But Eng­land is rent in­to parties, with equal shares of res­ol­u­tion. The prin­ciple which pro­duced the war di­vides the na­tion. Their an­im­os­it­ies are in the highest state of fer­ment­a­tion, and both sides, by a call of the mi­li­tia, are in arms. No hu­man foresight can dis­cern, no con­clu­sion can be formed, what turn a war might take, if once set on foot by an in­va­sion. She is not now in a fit dis­pos­i­tion to make a com­mon cause of her own af­fairs, and hav­ing no con­quests to hope for abroad, and noth­ing but ex­penses arising at home, her everything is staked upon a de­fens­ive com­bat, and the fur­ther she goes the worse she is off.

			There are situ­ations that a na­tion may be in, in which peace or war, ab­strac­ted from every oth­er con­sid­er­a­tion, may be polit­ic­ally right or wrong. When noth­ing can be lost by a war, but what must be lost without it, war is then the policy of that coun­try; and such was the situ­ation of Amer­ica at the com­mence­ment of hos­til­it­ies: but when no se­cur­ity can be gained by a war, but what may be ac­com­plished by a peace, the case be­comes re­versed, and such now is the situ­ation of Eng­land.

			That Amer­ica is bey­ond the reach of con­quest, is a fact which ex­per­i­ence has shown and time con­firmed, and this ad­mit­ted, what, I ask, is now the ob­ject of con­ten­tion? If there be any hon­or in pur­su­ing self-de­struc­tion with in­flex­ible pas­sion—if na­tion­al sui­cide be the per­fec­tion of na­tion­al glory, you may, with all the pride of crim­in­al hap­pi­ness, ex­pire un­en­vied and un­ri­valled. But when the tu­mult of war shall cease, and the tem­pest of present pas­sions be suc­ceeded by calm re­flec­tion, or when those, who, sur­viv­ing its fury, shall in­her­it from you a leg­acy of debts and mis­for­tunes, when the yearly rev­en­ue scarcely be able to dis­charge the in­terest of the one, and no pos­sible rem­edy be left for the oth­er, ideas far dif­fer­ent from the present will arise, and em­bit­ter the re­mem­brance of former fol­lies. A mind dis­armed of its rage feels no pleas­ure in con­tem­plat­ing a frantic quar­rel. Sick­ness of thought, the sure con­sequence of con­duct like yours, leaves no abil­ity for en­joy­ment, no rel­ish for re­sent­ment; and though, like a man in a fit, you feel not the in­jury of the struggle, nor dis­tin­guish between strength and dis­ease, the weak­ness will nev­er­the­less be pro­por­tioned to the vi­ol­ence, and the sense of pain in­crease with the re­cov­ery.

			To what per­sons or to whose sys­tem of polit­ics you owe your present state of wretched­ness, is a mat­ter of total in­dif­fer­ence to Amer­ica. They have con­trib­uted, how­ever un­will­ingly, to set her above them­selves, and she, in the tran­quil­lity of con­quest, resigns the in­quiry. The case now is not so prop­erly who began the war, as who con­tin­ues it. That there are men in all coun­tries to whom a state of war is a mine of wealth, is a fact nev­er to be doubted. Char­ac­ters like these nat­ur­ally breed in the pu­tre­fac­tion of dis­tempered times, and after fat­ten­ing on the dis­ease, they per­ish with it, or, im­preg­nated with the stench, re­treat in­to ob­scur­ity.

			But there are sev­er­al er­ro­neous no­tions to which you like­wise owe a share of your mis­for­tunes, and which, if con­tin­ued, will only in­crease your trouble and your losses. An opin­ion hangs about the gen­tle­men of the minor­ity, that Amer­ica would rel­ish meas­ures un­der their ad­min­is­tra­tion, which she would not from the present cab­in­et. On this rock Lord Chath­am would have split had he gained the helm, and sev­er­al of his sur­viv­ors are steer­ing the same course. Such dis­tinc­tions in the in­fancy of the ar­gu­ment had some de­gree of found­a­tion, but they now serve no oth­er pur­pose than to lengthen out a war, in which the lim­its of a dis­pute, be­ing fixed by the fate of arms, and guar­an­teed by treat­ies, are not to be changed or altered by trivi­al cir­cum­stances.

			The min­istry, and many of the minor­ity, sac­ri­fice their time in dis­put­ing on a ques­tion with which they have noth­ing to do, namely, wheth­er Amer­ica shall be in­de­pend­ent or not. Where­as the only ques­tion that can come un­der their de­term­in­a­tion is, wheth­er they will ac­cede to it or not. They con­found a mil­it­ary ques­tion with a polit­ic­al one, and un­der­take to sup­ply by a vote what they lost by a battle. Say she shall not be in­de­pend­ent, and it will sig­ni­fy as much as if they voted against a de­cree of fate, or say that she shall, and she will be no more in­de­pend­ent than be­fore. Ques­tions which, when de­term­ined, can­not be ex­ecuted, serve only to show the folly of dis­pute and the weak­ness of dis­putants.

			From a long habit of call­ing Amer­ica your own, you sup­pose her gov­erned by the same pre­ju­dices and con­ceits which gov­ern yourselves. Be­cause you have set up a par­tic­u­lar de­nom­in­a­tion of re­li­gion to the ex­clu­sion of all oth­ers, you ima­gine she must do the same, and be­cause you, with an un­so­ci­able nar­row­ness of mind, have cher­ished enmity against France and Spain, you sup­pose her al­li­ance must be de­fect­ive in friend­ship. Copy­ing her no­tions of the world from you, she formerly thought as you in­struc­ted, but now feel­ing her­self free, and the pre­ju­dice re­moved, she thinks and acts upon a dif­fer­ent sys­tem. It fre­quently hap­pens that in pro­por­tion as we are taught to dis­like per­sons and coun­tries, not know­ing why, we feel an ar­dor of es­teem upon the re­mov­al of the mis­take: it seems as if some­thing was to be made amends for, and we eagerly give in to every of­fice of friend­ship, to atone for the in­jury of the er­ror.

			But, per­haps, there is some­thing in the ex­tent of coun­tries, which, among the gen­er­al­ity of people, in­sens­ibly com­mu­nic­ates ex­ten­sion of the mind. The soul of an is­lander, in its nat­ive state, seems bounded by the foggy con­fines of the wa­ter’s edge, and all bey­ond af­fords to him mat­ters only for profit or curi­os­ity, not for friend­ship. His is­land is to him his world, and fixed to that, his every thing cen­ters in it; while those who are in­hab­it­ants of a con­tin­ent, by cast­ing their eye over a lar­ger field, take in like­wise a lar­ger in­tel­lec­tu­al cir­cuit, and thus ap­proach­ing near­er to an ac­quaint­ance with the uni­verse, their at­mo­sphere of thought is ex­ten­ded, and their lib­er­al­ity fills a wider space. In short, our minds seem to be meas­ured by coun­tries when we are men, as they are by places when we are chil­dren, and un­til some­thing hap­pens to dis­en­tangle us from the pre­ju­dice, we serve un­der it without per­ceiv­ing it.

			In ad­di­tion to this, it may be re­marked, that men who study any uni­ver­sal sci­ence, the prin­ciples of which are uni­ver­sally known, or ad­mit­ted, and ap­plied without dis­tinc­tion to the com­mon be­ne­fit of all coun­tries, ob­tain thereby a lar­ger share of phil­an­thropy than those who only study na­tion­al arts and im­prove­ments. Nat­ur­al philo­sophy, math­em­at­ics and as­tro­nomy, carry the mind from the coun­try to the cre­ation, and give it a fit­ness suited to the ex­tent. It was not New­ton’s hon­or, neither could it be his pride, that he was an Eng­lish­man, but that he was a philo­soph­er, the heav­ens had lib­er­ated him from the pre­ju­dices of an is­land, and sci­ence had ex­pan­ded his soul as bound­less as his stud­ies.

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				Phil­adelphia, March, 1780.
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				IX
			

			Had Amer­ica pur­sued her ad­vant­ages with half the spir­it that she res­isted her mis­for­tunes, she would, be­fore now, have been a con­quer­ing and a peace­ful people; but lulled in the lap of soft tran­quil­lity, she res­ted on her hopes, and ad­versity only has con­vulsed her in­to ac­tion. Wheth­er sub­tlety or sin­cer­ity at the close of the last year in­duced the en­emy to an ap­pear­ance for peace, is a point not ma­ter­i­al to know; it is suf­fi­cient that we see the ef­fects it has had on our polit­ics, and that we sternly rise to re­sent the de­lu­sion.

			The war, on the part of Amer­ica, has been a war of nat­ur­al feel­ings. Brave in dis­tress; se­rene in con­quest; drowsy while at rest; and in every situ­ation gen­er­ously dis­posed to peace; a dan­ger­ous calm, and a most heightened zeal have, as cir­cum­stances var­ied, suc­ceeded each oth­er. Every pas­sion but that of des­pair has been called to a tour of duty; and so mis­taken has been the en­emy, of our abil­it­ies and dis­pos­i­tion, that when she sup­posed us conquered, we rose the con­quer­ors. The ex­tens­ive­ness of the United States, and the vari­ety of their re­sources; the uni­ver­sal­ity of their cause, the quick op­er­a­tion of their feel­ings, and the sim­il­ar­ity of their sen­ti­ments, have, in every try­ing situ­ation, pro­duced a some­thing, which, favored by provid­ence, and pur­sued with ar­dor, has ac­com­plished in an in­stant the busi­ness of a cam­paign. We have nev­er de­lib­er­ately sought vic­tory, but snatched it; and bravely un­done in an hour the blot­ted op­er­a­tions of a sea­son.

			The re­por­ted fate of Char­le­ston, like the mis­for­tunes of 1776, has at last called forth a spir­it, and kindled up a flame, which per­haps no oth­er event could have pro­duced. If the en­emy has cir­cu­lated a false­hood, they have un­wisely ag­grav­ated us in­to life, and if they have told us the truth, they have un­in­ten­tion­ally done us a ser­vice. We were re­turn­ing with fol­ded arms from the fa­tigues of war, and think­ing and sit­ting leis­urely down to en­joy re­pose. The de­pend­ence that has been put upon Char­le­ston threw a drowsi­ness over Amer­ica. We looked on the busi­ness done—the con­flict over—the mat­ter settled—or that all which re­mained un­fin­ished would fol­low of it­self. In this state of dan­ger­ous re­lax­a­tion, ex­posed to the pois­on­ous in­fu­sions of the en­emy, and hav­ing no com­mon danger to at­tract our at­ten­tion, we were ex­tin­guish­ing, by stages, the ar­dor we began with, and sur­ren­der­ing by piece­meal the vir­tue that de­fen­ded us.

			Af­flict­ing as the loss of Char­le­ston may be, yet if it uni­ver­sally rouse us from the slum­ber of twelve months past, and re­new in us the spir­it of former days, it will pro­duce an ad­vant­age more im­port­ant than its loss. Amer­ica ever is what she thinks her­self to be. Gov­erned by sen­ti­ment, and act­ing her own mind, she be­comes, as she pleases, the vic­tor or the vic­tim.

			It is not the con­quest of towns, nor the ac­ci­dent­al cap­ture of gar­ris­ons, that can re­duce a coun­try so ex­tens­ive as this. The suf­fer­ings of one part can nev­er be re­lieved by the ex­er­tions of an­oth­er, and there is no situ­ation the en­emy can be placed in that does not af­ford to us the same ad­vant­ages which he seeks him­self. By di­vid­ing his force, he leaves every post at­tack­able. It is a mode of war that car­ries with it a con­fes­sion of weak­ness, and goes on the prin­ciple of dis­tress rather than con­quest.

			The de­cline of the en­emy is vis­ible, not only in their op­er­a­tions, but in their plans; Char­le­ston ori­gin­ally made but a sec­ond­ary ob­ject in the sys­tem of at­tack, and it is now be­come their prin­cip­al one, be­cause they have not been able to suc­ceed else­where. It would have car­ried a cow­ardly ap­pear­ance in Europe had they formed their grand ex­ped­i­tion, in 1776, against a part of the con­tin­ent where there was no army, or not a suf­fi­cient one to op­pose them; but fail­ing year after year in their im­pres­sions here, and to the east­ward and north­ward, they deser­ted their cap­it­al design, and prudently con­tent­ing them­selves with what they can get, give a flour­ish of hon­or to con­ceal dis­grace.

			But this piece­meal work is not con­quer­ing the con­tin­ent. It is a dis­cred­it in them to at­tempt it, and in us to suf­fer it. It is now full time to put an end to a war of ag­grav­a­tions, which, on one side, has no pos­sible ob­ject, and on the oth­er has every in­duce­ment which hon­or, in­terest, safety and hap­pi­ness can in­spire. If we suf­fer them much longer to re­main among us, we shall be­come as bad as them­selves. An as­so­ci­ation of vice will re­duce us more than the sword. A na­tion hardened in the prac­tice of iniquity knows bet­ter how to profit by it, than a young coun­try newly cor­rup­ted. We are not a match for them in the line of ad­vant­age­ous guilt, nor they for us on the prin­ciples which we bravely set out with. Our first days were our days of hon­or. They have marked the char­ac­ter of Amer­ica wherever the story of her wars are told; and con­vinced of this, we have noth­ing to do but wisely and unitedly to tread the well known track. The pro­gress of a war is of­ten as ru­in­ous to in­di­vidu­als, as the is­sue of it is to a na­tion; and it is not only ne­ces­sary that our forces be such that we be con­quer­ors in the end, but that by timely ex­er­tions we be se­cure in the in­ter­im. The present cam­paign will af­ford an op­por­tun­ity which has nev­er presen­ted it­self be­fore, and the pre­par­a­tions for it are equally ne­ces­sary, wheth­er Char­le­ston stand or fall. Sup­pose the first, it is in that case only a fail­ure of the en­emy, not a de­feat. All the con­quest that a be­sieged town can hope for, is, not to be conquered; and com­pel­ling an en­emy to raise the siege, is to the be­sieged a vic­tory. But there must be a prob­ab­il­ity amount­ing al­most to a cer­tainty, that would jus­ti­fy a gar­ris­on march­ing out to at­tack a re­treat. There­fore should Char­le­ston not be taken, and the en­emy aban­don the siege, every oth­er part of the con­tin­ent should pre­pare to meet them; and, on the con­trary, should it be taken, the same pre­par­a­tions are ne­ces­sary to bal­ance the loss, and put ourselves in a po­s­i­tion to co­oper­ate with our al­lies, im­me­di­ately on their ar­rival.

			We are not now fight­ing our battles alone, as we were in 1776; Eng­land, from a ma­li­cious dis­pos­i­tion to Amer­ica, has not only not de­clared war against France and Spain, but, the bet­ter to pro­sec­ute her pas­sions here, has af­forded those powers no mil­it­ary ob­ject, and avoids them, to dis­tress us. She will suf­fer her West In­dia is­lands to be over­run by France, and her south­ern set­tle­ments to be taken by Spain, rather than quit the ob­ject that grat­i­fies her re­venge. This con­duct, on the part of Bri­tain, has poin­ted out the pro­pri­ety of France send­ing a nav­al and land force to co­oper­ate with Amer­ica on the spot. Their ar­rival can­not be very dis­tant, nor the rav­ages of the en­emy long. The re­cruit­ing the army, and pro­cur­ing the sup­plies, are the two things most ne­ces­sary to be ac­com­plished, and a cap­ture of either of the en­emy’s di­vi­sions will re­store to Amer­ica peace and plenty.

			At a crisis, big, like the present, with ex­pect­a­tion and events, the whole coun­try is called to un­an­im­ity and ex­er­tion. Not an abil­ity ought now to sleep, that can pro­duce but a mite to the gen­er­al good, nor even a whis­per to pass that mil­it­ates against it. The ne­ces­sity of the case, and the im­port­ance of the con­sequences, ad­mit no delay from a friend, no apo­logy from an en­emy. To spare now, would be the height of ex­tra­vag­ance, and to con­sult present ease, would be to sac­ri­fice it per­haps forever.

			Amer­ica, rich in pat­ri­ot­ism and pro­duce, can want neither men nor sup­plies, when a ser­i­ous ne­ces­sity calls them forth. The slow op­er­a­tion of taxes, ow­ing to the ex­tens­ive­ness of col­lec­tion, and their de­pre­ci­ated value be­fore they ar­rived in the treas­ury, have, in many in­stances, thrown a bur­den upon gov­ern­ment, which has been art­fully in­ter­preted by the en­emy in­to a gen­er­al de­cline through­out the coun­try. Yet this, in­con­veni­ent as it may at first ap­pear, is not only re­medi­able, but may be turned to an im­me­di­ate ad­vant­age; for it makes no real dif­fer­ence, wheth­er a cer­tain num­ber of men, or com­pany of mi­li­tia (and in this coun­try every man is a mi­li­tia­man), are dir­ec­ted by law to send a re­cruit at their own ex­pense, or wheth­er a tax is laid on them for that pur­pose, and the man hired by gov­ern­ment af­ter­wards. The first, if there is any dif­fer­ence, is both cheapest and best, be­cause it saves the ex­pense which would at­tend col­lect­ing it as a tax, and brings the man soon­er in­to the field than the modes of re­cruit­ing formerly used; and, on this prin­ciple, a law has been passed in this state, for re­cruit­ing two men from each com­pany of mi­li­tia, which will add up­wards of a thou­sand to the force of the coun­try.

			But the flame which has broken forth in this city since the re­port from New York, of the loss of Char­le­ston, not only does hon­or to the place, but, like the blaze of 1776, will kindle in­to ac­tion the scattered sparks through­out Amer­ica. The val­or of a coun­try may be learned by the bravery of its sol­diery, and the gen­er­al cast of its in­hab­it­ants, but con­fid­ence of suc­cess is best dis­covered by the act­ive meas­ures pur­sued by men of prop­erty; and when the spir­it of en­ter­prise be­comes so uni­ver­sal as to act at once on all ranks of men, a war may then, and not till then, be styled truly pop­u­lar.

			In 1776, the ar­dor of the en­ter­pris­ing part was con­sid­er­ably checked by the real re­volt of some, and the cool­ness of oth­ers. But in the present case, there is a firm­ness in the sub­stance and prop­erty of the coun­try to the pub­lic cause. An as­so­ci­ation has been entered in­to by the mer­chants, trades­men, and prin­cip­al in­hab­it­ants of the city [Phil­adelphia], to re­ceive and sup­port the new state money at the value of gold and sil­ver; a meas­ure which, while it does them hon­or, will like­wise con­trib­ute to their in­terest, by ren­der­ing the op­er­a­tions of the cam­paign con­veni­ent and ef­fec­tu­al.

			Nor has the spir­it of ex­er­tion stopped here. A vol­un­tary sub­scrip­tion is like­wise be­gun, to raise a fund of hard money, to be giv­en as boun­ties, to fill up the full quota of the Pennsylvania line.41 It has been the re­mark of the en­emy, that everything in Amer­ica has been done by the force of gov­ern­ment; but when she sees in­di­vidu­als throw­ing in their vol­un­tary aid, and fa­cil­it­at­ing the pub­lic meas­ures in con­cert with the es­tab­lished powers of the coun­try, it will con­vince her that the cause of Amer­ica stands not on the will of a few but on the broad found­a­tion of prop­erty and pop­ular­ity.

			Thus aided and thus sup­por­ted, dis­af­fec­tion will de­cline, and the withered head of tyranny ex­pire in Amer­ica. The rav­ages of the en­emy will be short and lim­ited, and like all their former ones, will pro­duce a vic­tory over them­selves.

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				Phil­adelphia, June 9, 1780.

				☞ At the time of writ­ing this num­ber of the Crisis, the loss of Char­le­ston, though be­lieved by some, was more con­fid­ently dis­be­lieved by oth­ers. But there ought to be no longer a doubt upon the mat­ter. Char­le­ston is gone, and I be­lieve for the want of a suf­fi­cient sup­ply of pro­vi­sions. The man that does not now feel for the hon­or of the best and noblest cause that ever a coun­try en­gaged in, and ex­ert him­self ac­cord­ingly, is no longer worthy of a peace­able res­id­ence among a people de­term­ined to be free.

				
					C. S.
				

			
		
	
		
			
				The Crisis Extraordinary

				On the Sub­ject of Tax­a­tion

			
			It is im­possible to sit down and think ser­i­ously on the af­fairs of Amer­ica, but the ori­gin­al prin­ciples upon which she res­isted, and the glow and ar­dor which they in­spired, will oc­cur like the un­defaced re­mem­brance of a lovely scene. To trace over in ima­gin­a­tion the pur­ity of the cause, the vol­un­tary sac­ri­fices that were made to sup­port it, and all the vari­ous turn­ings of the war in its de­fence, is at once both pay­ing and re­ceiv­ing re­spect. The prin­ciples de­serve to be re­membered, and to re­mem­ber them rightly is re­pos­sess­ing them. In this in­dul­gence of gen­er­ous re­col­lec­tion, we be­come gain­ers by what we seem to give, and the more we be­stow the rich­er we be­come.

			So ex­tens­ively right was the ground on which Amer­ica pro­ceeded, that it not only took in every just and lib­er­al sen­ti­ment which could im­press the heart, but made it the dir­ect in­terest of every class and or­der of men to de­fend the coun­try. The war, on the part of Bri­tain, was ori­gin­ally a war of cov­et­ous­ness. The sor­did and not the splen­did pas­sions gave it be­ing. The fer­tile fields and pros­per­ous in­fancy of Amer­ica ap­peared to her as mines for trib­u­tary wealth. She viewed the hive, and dis­reg­ard­ing the in­dustry that had en­riched it, thirsted for the honey. But in the present stage of her af­fairs, the vi­ol­ence of tem­per is ad­ded to the rage of av­arice; and there­fore, that which at the first set­ting out pro­ceeded from pur­ity of prin­ciple and pub­lic in­terest, is now heightened by all the ob­lig­a­tions of ne­ces­sity; for it re­quires but little know­ledge of hu­man nature to dis­cern what would be the con­sequence, were Amer­ica again re­duced to the sub­jec­tion of Bri­tain. Un­con­trolled power, in the hands of an in­censed, im­per­i­ous, and ra­pa­cious con­quer­or, is an en­gine of dread­ful ex­e­cu­tion, and woe be to that coun­try over which it can be ex­er­cised. The names of Whig and Tory would then be sunk in the gen­er­al term of rebel, and the op­pres­sion, whatever it might be, would, with very few in­stances of ex­cep­tion, light equally on all.

			Bri­tain did not go to war with Amer­ica for the sake of domin­ion, be­cause she was then in pos­ses­sion; neither was it for the ex­ten­sion of trade and com­merce, be­cause she had mono­pol­ized the whole, and the coun­try had yiel­ded to it; neither was it to ex­tin­guish what she might call re­bel­lion, be­cause be­fore she began no res­ist­ance ex­is­ted. It could then be from no oth­er motive than av­arice, or a design of es­tab­lish­ing, in the first in­stance, the same taxes in Amer­ica as are paid in Eng­land (which, as I shall presently show, are above el­ev­en times heav­ier than the taxes we now pay for the present year, 1780) or, in the second in­stance, to con­fis­cate the whole prop­erty of Amer­ica, in case of res­ist­ance and con­quest of the lat­ter, of which she had then no doubt.

			I shall now pro­ceed to show what the taxes in Eng­land are, and what the yearly ex­pense of the present war is to her—what the taxes of this coun­try amount to, and what the an­nu­al ex­pense of de­fend­ing it ef­fec­tu­ally will be to us; and shall en­deavor con­cisely to point out the cause of our dif­fi­culties, and the ad­vant­ages on one side, and the con­sequences on the oth­er, in case we do, or do not, put ourselves in an ef­fec­tu­al state of de­fence. I mean to be open, can­did, and sin­cere. I see a uni­ver­sal wish to ex­pel the en­emy from the coun­try, a mur­mur­ing be­cause the war is not car­ried on with more vig­or, and my in­ten­tion is to show, as shortly as pos­sible, both the reas­on and the rem­edy.

			The num­ber of souls in Eng­land (ex­clus­ive of Scot­land and Ire­land) is sev­en mil­lions,41 and the num­ber of souls in Amer­ica is three mil­lions.

			The amount of taxes in Eng­land (ex­clus­ive of Scot­land and Ire­land) was, be­fore the present war com­menced, el­ev­en mil­lions six hun­dred and forty-two thou­sand six hun­dred and fifty-three pounds ster­ling; which, on an av­er­age, is no less a sum than one pound thir­teen shil­lings and three­pence ster­ling per head per an­num, men, wo­men, and chil­dren; be­sides county taxes, taxes for the sup­port of the poor, and a tenth of all the pro­duce of the earth for the sup­port of the bish­ops and clergy.43 Nearly five mil­lions of this sum went an­nu­ally to pay the in­terest of the na­tion­al debt, con­trac­ted by former wars, and the re­main­ing sum of six mil­lions six hun­dred and forty-two thou­sand six hun­dred pounds was ap­plied to de­fray the yearly ex­pense of gov­ern­ment, the peace es­tab­lish­ment of the army and navy, place­men, pen­sion­ers, etc.; con­sequently the whole of the enorm­ous taxes be­ing thus ap­pro­pri­ated, she had noth­ing to spare out of them to­wards de­fray­ing the ex­penses of the present war or any oth­er. Yet had she not been in debt at the be­gin­ning of the war, as we were not, and, like us, had only a land and not a nav­al war to carry on, her then rev­en­ue of el­ev­en mil­lions and a half pounds ster­ling would have de­frayed all her an­nu­al ex­penses of war and gov­ern­ment with­in each year.

			But this not be­ing the case with her, she is ob­liged to bor­row about ten mil­lions pounds ster­ling, yearly, to pro­sec­ute the war that she is now en­gaged in, (this year she bor­rowed twelve) and lay on new taxes to dis­charge the in­terest; al­low­ing that the present war has cost her only fifty mil­lions ster­ling, the in­terest there­on, at five per­cent, will be two mil­lions and an half; there­fore the amount of her taxes now must be four­teen mil­lions, which on an av­er­age is no less than forty shil­lings ster­ling, per head, men, wo­men and chil­dren, through­out the na­tion. Now as this ex­pense of fifty mil­lions was bor­rowed on the hopes of con­quer­ing Amer­ica, and as it was av­arice which first in­duced her to com­mence the war, how truly wretched and de­plor­able would the con­di­tion of this coun­try be, were she, by her own re­miss­ness, to suf­fer an en­emy of such a dis­pos­i­tion, and so cir­cum­stanced, to re­duce her to sub­jec­tion.

			I now pro­ceed to the rev­en­ues of Amer­ica.

			I have already stated the num­ber of souls in Amer­ica to be three mil­lions, and by a cal­cu­la­tion that I have made, which I have every reas­on to be­lieve is suf­fi­ciently cor­rect, the whole ex­pense of the war, and the sup­port of the sev­er­al gov­ern­ments, may be de­frayed for two mil­lion pounds ster­ling an­nu­ally; which, on an av­er­age, is thir­teen shil­lings and four pence per head, men, wo­men, and chil­dren, and the peace es­tab­lish­ment at the end of the war will be but three quar­ters of a mil­lion, or five shil­lings ster­ling per head. Now, throw­ing out of the ques­tion everything of hon­or, prin­ciple, hap­pi­ness, free­dom, and repu­ta­tion in the world, and tak­ing it up on the simple ground of in­terest, I put the fol­low­ing case:

			Sup­pose Bri­tain was to con­quer Amer­ica, and, as a con­quer­or, was to lay her un­der no oth­er con­di­tions than to pay the same pro­por­tion to­wards her an­nu­al rev­en­ue which the people of Eng­land pay: our share, in that case, would be six mil­lion pounds ster­ling yearly. Can it then be a ques­tion, wheth­er it is best to raise two mil­lions to de­fend the coun­try, and gov­ern it ourselves, and only three quar­ters of a mil­lion af­ter­wards, or pay six mil­lions to have it conquered, and let the en­emy gov­ern it?

			Can it be sup­posed that con­quer­ors would choose to put them­selves in a worse con­di­tion than what they gran­ted to the conquered? In Eng­land, the tax on rum is five shil­lings and one penny ster­ling per gal­lon, which is one sil­ver dol­lar and four­teen cop­pers. Now would it not be laugh­able to ima­gine, that after the ex­pense they have been at, they would let either Whig or Tory drink it cheap­er than them­selves? Cof­fee, which is so in­con­sid­er­able an art­icle of con­sump­tion and sup­port here, is there loaded with a duty which makes the price between five and six shil­lings per pound, and a pen­alty of fifty pounds ster­ling on any per­son de­tec­ted in roast­ing it in his own house. There is scarcely a ne­ces­sary of life that you can eat, drink, wear, or en­joy, that is not there loaded with a tax; even the light from heav­en is only per­mit­ted to shine in­to their dwell­ings by pay­ing eight­een pence ster­ling per win­dow an­nu­ally; and the humblest drink of life, small beer, can­not there be pur­chased without a tax of nearly two cop­pers per gal­lon, be­sides a heavy tax upon the malt, and an­oth­er on the hops be­fore it is brewed, ex­clus­ive of a land-tax on the earth which pro­duces them. In short, the con­di­tion of that coun­try, in point of tax­a­tion, is so op­press­ive, the num­ber of her poor so great, and the ex­tra­vag­ance and ra­pa­cious­ness of the court so enorm­ous, that, were they to ef­fect a con­quest of Amer­ica, it is then only that the dis­tresses of Amer­ica would be­gin. Neither would it sig­ni­fy any­thing to a man wheth­er he be Whig or Tory. The people of Eng­land, and the min­istry of that coun­try, know us by no such dis­tinc­tions. What they want is clear, sol­id rev­en­ue, and the modes which they would take to pro­cure it, would op­er­ate alike on all. Their man­ner of reas­on­ing would be short, be­cause they would nat­ur­ally in­fer, that if we were able to carry on a war of five or six years against them, we were able to pay the same taxes which they do.

			I have already stated that the ex­pense of con­duct­ing the present war, and the gov­ern­ment of the sev­er­al states, may be done for two mil­lions ster­ling, and the es­tab­lish­ment in the time of peace, for three quar­ters of a mil­lion.44

			As to navy mat­ters, they flour­ish so well, and are so well at­ten­ded to by in­di­vidu­als, that I think it con­sist­ent on every prin­ciple of real use and eco­nomy, to turn the navy in­to hard money (keep­ing only three or four pack­ets) and ap­ply it to the ser­vice of the army. We shall not have a ship the less; the use of them, and the be­ne­fit from them, will be greatly in­creased, and their ex­pense saved. We are now al­lied with a for­mid­able nav­al power, from whom we de­rive the as­sist­ance of a navy. And the line in which we can pro­sec­ute the war, so as to re­duce the com­mon en­emy and be­ne­fit the al­li­ance most ef­fec­tu­ally, will be by at­tend­ing closely to the land ser­vice.

			I es­tim­ate the charge of keep­ing up and main­tain­ing an army, of­ficer­ing them, and all ex­penses in­cluded, suf­fi­cient for the de­fence of the coun­try, to be equal to the ex­pense of forty thou­sand men at thirty pounds ster­ling per head, which is one mil­lion two hun­dred thou­sand pounds.

			I like­wise al­low four hun­dred thou­sand pounds for con­tin­ent­al ex­penses at home and abroad.

			And four hun­dred thou­sand pounds for the sup­port of the sev­er­al state gov­ern­ments—the amount will then be:

			
				
					
							For the army
							£1,200,000
					

					
							Con­tin­ent­al ex­penses at home and abroad
							400,000
					

					
							Gov­ern­ment of the sev­er­al states
							400,000
					

				
				
					
							Total
							£2,000,000
					

				
			

			I take the pro­por­tion of this state, Pennsylvania, to be an eighth part of the thir­teen United States; the quota then for us to raise will be two hun­dred and fifty thou­sand pounds ster­ling; two hun­dred thou­sand of which will be our share for the sup­port and pay of the army, and con­tin­ent­al ex­penses at home and abroad, and fifty thou­sand pounds for the sup­port of the state gov­ern­ment.

			In or­der to gain an idea of the pro­por­tion in which the rais­ing such a sum will fall, I make the fol­low­ing cal­cu­la­tion:

			Pennsylvania con­tains three hun­dred and sev­enty-five thou­sand in­hab­it­ants, men, wo­men and chil­dren; which is like­wise an eighth of the num­ber of in­hab­it­ants of the whole United States: there­fore, two hun­dred and fifty thou­sand pounds ster­ling to be raised among three hun­dred and sev­enty-five thou­sand per­sons, is, on an av­er­age, thir­teen shil­lings and four pence per head, per an­num, or some­thing more than one shil­ling ster­ling per month. And our pro­por­tion of three quar­ters of a mil­lion for the gov­ern­ment of the coun­try, in time of peace, will be ninety-three thou­sand sev­en hun­dred and fifty pounds ster­ling; fifty thou­sand of which will be for the gov­ern­ment ex­penses of the state, and forty-three thou­sand sev­en hun­dred and fifty pounds for con­tin­ent­al ex­penses at home and abroad.

			The peace es­tab­lish­ment then will, on an av­er­age, be five shil­lings ster­ling per head. Where­as, was Eng­land now to stop, and the war cease, her peace es­tab­lish­ment would con­tin­ue the same as it is now, viz. forty shil­lings per head; there­fore was our taxes ne­ces­sary for car­ry­ing on the war, as much per head as hers now is, and the dif­fer­ence to be only wheth­er we should, at the end of the war, pay at the rate of five shil­lings per head, or forty shil­lings per head, the case needs no think­ing of. But as we can se­curely de­fend and keep the coun­try for one third less than what our bur­den would be if it was conquered, and sup­port the gov­ern­ments af­ter­wards for one eighth of what Bri­tain would levy on us, and could I find a miser whose heart nev­er felt the emo­tion of a spark of prin­ciple, even that man, un­in­flu­enced by every love but the love of money, and cap­able of no at­tach­ment but to his in­terest, would and must, from the frugal­ity which gov­erns him, con­trib­ute to the de­fence of the coun­try, or he ceases to be a miser and be­comes an idi­ot. But when we take in with it everything that can or­na­ment man­kind; when the line of our in­terest be­comes the line of our hap­pi­ness; when all that can cheer and an­im­ate the heart, when a sense of hon­or, fame, char­ac­ter, at home and abroad, are in­ter­woven not only with the se­cur­ity but the in­crease of prop­erty, there ex­ists not a man in Amer­ica, un­less he be an hired emis­sary, who does not see that his good is con­nec­ted with keep­ing up a suf­fi­cient de­fence.

			I do not ima­gine that an in­stance can be pro­duced in the world, of a coun­try put­ting her­self to such an amaz­ing charge to con­quer and en­slave an­oth­er, as Bri­tain has done. The sum is too great for her to think of with any tol­er­able de­gree of tem­per; and when we con­sider the bur­den she sus­tains, as well as the dis­pos­i­tion she has shown, it would be the height of folly in us to sup­pose that she would not re­im­burse her­self by the most rap­id means, had she Amer­ica once more with­in her power. With such an op­pres­sion of ex­pense, what would an empty con­quest be to her! What re­lief un­der such cir­cum­stances could she de­rive from a vic­tory without a prize? It was money, it was rev­en­ue she first went to war for, and noth­ing but that would sat­is­fy her. It is not the nature of av­arice to be sat­is­fied with any­thing else. Every pas­sion that acts upon man­kind has a pe­cu­li­ar mode of op­er­a­tion. Many of them are tem­por­ary and fluc­tu­at­ing; they ad­mit of ces­sa­tion and vari­ety. But av­arice is a fixed, uni­form pas­sion. It neither abates of its vig­or nor changes its ob­ject; and the reas­on why it does not, is foun­ded in the nature of things, for wealth has not a rival where av­arice is a rul­ing pas­sion. One beauty may ex­cel an­oth­er, and ex­tin­guish from the mind of man the pic­tured re­mem­brance of a former one: but wealth is the phoenix of av­arice, and there­fore it can­not seek a new ob­ject, be­cause there is not an­oth­er in the world.

			I now pass on to show the value of the present taxes, and com­pare them with the an­nu­al ex­pense; but this I shall pre­face with a few ex­plan­at­ory re­marks.

			There are two dis­tinct things which make the pay­ment of taxes dif­fi­cult; the one is the large and real value of the sum to be paid, and the oth­er is the scarcity of the thing in which the pay­ment is to be made; and al­though these ap­pear to be one and the same, they are in sev­er­al in­stances ri­ot only dif­fer­ent, but the dif­fi­culty springs from dif­fer­ent causes.

			Sup­pose a tax to be laid equal to one half of what a man’s yearly in­come is, such a tax could not be paid, be­cause the prop­erty could not be spared; and on the oth­er hand, sup­pose a very tri­fling tax was laid, to be col­lec­ted in pearls, such a tax like­wise could not be paid, be­cause they could not be had. Now any per­son may see that these are dis­tinct cases, and the lat­ter of them is a rep­res­ent­a­tion of our own.

			That the dif­fi­culty can­not pro­ceed from the former, that is, from the real value or weight of the tax, is evid­ent at the first view to any per­son who will con­sider it.

			The amount of the quota of taxes for this State for the year, 1780, (and so in pro­por­tion for every oth­er State,) is twenty mil­lions of dol­lars, which at sev­enty for one,45 is but sixty-four thou­sand two hun­dred and eighty pounds three shil­lings ster­ling, and on an av­er­age, is no more than three shil­lings and five pence ster­ling per head, per an­num, per man, wo­man and child, or three­pence two-fifths per head per month. Now here is a clear, pos­it­ive fact, that can­not be con­tra­dicted, and which proves that the dif­fi­culty can­not be in the weight of the tax, for in it­self it is a trifle, and far from be­ing ad­equate to our quota of the ex­pense of the war. The quit-rents of one penny ster­ling per acre on only one half of the state, come to up­wards of fifty thou­sand pounds, which is al­most as much as all the taxes of the present year, and as those quit-rents made no part of the taxes then paid, and are now dis­con­tin­ued, the quant­ity of money drawn for pub­lic-ser­vice this year, ex­clus­ive of the mi­li­tia fines, which I shall take no­tice of in the pro­cess of this work, is less than what was paid and pay­able in any year pre­ced­ing the re­volu­tion, and since the last war; what I mean is, that the quit-rents and taxes taken to­geth­er came to a lar­ger sum then, than the present taxes without the quit-rents do now.

			My in­ten­tion by these ar­gu­ments and cal­cu­la­tions is to place the dif­fi­culty to the right cause, and show that it does not pro­ceed from the weight or worth of the tax, but from the scarcity of the me­di­um in which it is paid; and to il­lus­trate this point still fur­ther, I shall now show, that if the tax of twenty mil­lions of dol­lars was of four times the real value it now is, or nearly so, which would be about two hun­dred and fifty thou­sand pounds ster­ling, and would be our full quota, this sum would have been raised with more ease, and have been less felt, than the present sum of only sixty-four thou­sand two hun­dred and eighty pounds.

			The con­veni­ence or in­con­veni­ence of pay­ing a tax in money arises from the quant­ity of money that can be spared out of trade.

			When the emis­sions stopped, the con­tin­ent was left in pos­ses­sion of two hun­dred mil­lions of dol­lars, per­haps as equally dis­persed as it was pos­sible for trade to do it. And as no more was to be is­sued, the rise or fall of prices could neither in­crease nor di­min­ish the quant­ity. It there­fore re­mained the same through all the fluc­tu­ations of trade and ex­change.

			Now had the ex­change stood at twenty for one, which was the rate Con­gress cal­cu­lated upon when they ar­ranged the quota of the sev­er­al states, the lat­ter end of last year, trade would have been car­ried on for nearly four times less money than it is now, and con­sequently the twenty mil­lions would have been spared with much great­er ease, and when col­lec­ted would have been of al­most four times the value that they now are. And on the oth­er hand, was the de­pre­ci­ation to be ninety or one hun­dred for one, the quant­ity re­quired for trade would be more than at sixty or sev­enty for one, and though the value of them would be less, the dif­fi­culty of spar­ing the money out of trade would be great­er. And on these facts and ar­gu­ments I rest the mat­ter, to prove that it is not the want of prop­erty, but the scarcity of the me­di­um by which the pro­por­tion of prop­erty for tax­a­tion is to be meas­ured out, that makes the em­bar­rass­ment which we lie un­der. There is not money enough, and, what is equally as true, the people will not let there be money enough.

			While I am on the sub­ject of the cur­rency, I shall of­fer one re­mark which will ap­pear true to every­body, and can be ac­coun­ted for by nobody, which is, that the bet­ter the times were, the worse the money grew; and the worse the times were, the bet­ter the money stood. It nev­er de­pre­ci­ated by any ad­vant­age ob­tained by the en­emy. The troubles of 1776, and the loss of Phil­adelphia in 1777, made no sens­ible im­pres­sion on it, and every­one knows that the sur­render of Char­le­ston did not pro­duce the least al­ter­a­tion in the rate of ex­change, which, for long be­fore, and for more than three months after, stood at sixty for one. It seems as if the cer­tainty of its be­ing our own, made us care­less of its value, and that the most dis­tant thoughts of los­ing it made us hug it the closer, like some­thing we were loth to part with; or that we de­pre­ci­ate it for our pas­time, which, when called to ser­i­ous­ness by the en­emy, we leave off to re­new again at our leis­ure. In short, our good luck seems to break us, and our bad makes us whole.

			Passing on from this di­gres­sion, I shall now en­deavor to bring in­to one view the sev­er­al parts which I have already stated, and form there­on some pro­pos­i­tions, and con­clude.

			I have placed be­fore the read­er, the av­er­age tax per head, paid by the people of Eng­land; which is forty shil­lings ster­ling.

			And I have shown the rate on an av­er­age per head, which will de­fray all the ex­penses of the war to us, and sup­port the sev­er­al gov­ern­ments without run­ning the coun­try in­to debt, which is thir­teen shil­lings and four pence.

			I have shown what the peace es­tab­lish­ment may be con­duc­ted for, viz., an eighth part of what it would be, if un­der the gov­ern­ment of Bri­tain.

			And I have like­wise shown what the av­er­age per head of the present taxes is, namely, three shil­lings and five­pence ster­ling, or three­pence two-fifths per month; and that their whole yearly value, in ster­ling, is only sixty-four thou­sand two hun­dred and eighty pounds. Where­as our quota, to keep the pay­ments equal with the ex­penses, is two hun­dred and fifty thou­sand pounds. Con­sequently, there is a de­fi­ciency of one hun­dred and eighty-five thou­sand sev­en hun­dred and twenty pounds, and the same pro­por­tion of de­fect, ac­cord­ing to the sev­er­al quotas, hap­pens in every oth­er state. And this de­fect is the cause why the army has been so in­dif­fer­ently fed, clothed and paid. It is the cause, like­wise, of the nerve­less state of the cam­paign, and the in­sec­ur­ity of the coun­try. Now, if a tax equal to thir­teen and four­pence per head, will re­move all these dif­fi­culties, and make people se­cure in their homes, leave them to fol­low the busi­ness of their stores and farms un­mo­les­ted, and not only drive out but keep out the en­emy from the coun­try; and if the neg­lect of rais­ing this sum will let them in, and pro­duce the evils which might be pre­ven­ted—on which side, I ask, does the wis­dom, in­terest and policy lie? Or, rather, would it not be an in­sult to reas­on, to put the ques­tion? The sum, when pro­por­tioned out ac­cord­ing to the sev­er­al abil­it­ies of the people, can hurt no one, but an in­road from the en­emy ru­ins hun­dreds of fam­il­ies.

			Look at the de­struc­tion done in this city [Phil­adelphia]. The many houses totally des­troyed, and oth­ers dam­aged; the waste of fences in the coun­try round it, be­sides the plun­der of fur­niture, for­age, and pro­vi­sions. I do not sup­pose that half a mil­lion ster­ling would re­in­state the suf­fer­ers; and, does this, I ask, bear any pro­por­tion to the ex­pense that would make us se­cure? The dam­age, on an av­er­age, is at least ten pounds ster­ling per head, which is as much as thir­teen shil­lings and four­pence per head comes to for fif­teen years. The same has happened on the fron­ti­ers, and in the Jer­seys, New York, and oth­er places where the en­emy has been—Car­o­lina and Geor­gia are like­wise suf­fer­ing the same fate.

			That the people gen­er­ally do not un­der­stand the in­suf­fi­ciency of the taxes to carry on the war, is evid­ent, not only from com­mon ob­ser­va­tion, but from the con­struc­tion of sev­er­al pe­ti­tions which were presen­ted to the As­sembly of this state, against the re­com­mend­a­tion of Con­gress of the 18th of March last, for tak­ing up and fund­ing the present cur­rency at forty to one, and is­su­ing new money in its stead. The pray­er of the pe­ti­tion was, that the cur­rency might be ap­pre­ci­ated by taxes (mean­ing the present taxes) and that part of the taxes be ap­plied to the sup­port of the army, if the army could not be oth­er­wise sup­por­ted. Now it could not have been pos­sible for such a pe­ti­tion to have been presen­ted, had the pe­ti­tion­ers known, that so far from part of the taxes be­ing suf­fi­cient for the sup­port of the whole of them falls three-fourths short of the year’s ex­penses.

			Be­fore I pro­ceed to pro­pose meth­ods by which a suf­fi­ciency of money may be raised, I shall take a short view of the gen­er­al state of the coun­try.

			Not­with­stand­ing the weight of the war, the rav­ages of the en­emy, and the ob­struc­tions she has thrown in the way of trade and com­merce, so soon does a young coun­try out­grow mis­for­tune, that Amer­ica has already sur­moun­ted many that heav­ily op­pressed her. For the first year or two of the war, we were shut up with­in our ports, scarce ven­tur­ing to look to­wards the ocean. Now our rivers are beau­ti­fied with large and valu­able ves­sels, our stores filled with mer­chand­ise, and the pro­duce of the coun­try has a ready mar­ket, and an ad­vant­age­ous price. Gold and sil­ver, that for a while seemed to have re­treated again with­in the bowels of the earth, have once more ris­en in­to cir­cu­la­tion, and every day adds new strength to trade, com­merce and ag­ri­cul­ture. In a pamph­let, writ­ten by Sir John Dalrymple, and dis­persed in Amer­ica in the year 1775, he as­ser­ted that two twenty-gun ships, nay, says he, tenders of those ships, sta­tioned between Al­ber­marle sound and Ches­apeake bay, would shut up the trade of Amer­ica for 600 miles. How little did Sir John Dalrymple know of the abil­it­ies of Amer­ica!

			While un­der the gov­ern­ment of Bri­tain, the trade of this coun­try was loaded with re­stric­tions. It was only a few for­eign ports which we were al­lowed to sail to. Now it is oth­er­wise; and al­low­ing that the quant­ity of trade is but half what it was be­fore the war, the case must show the vast ad­vant­age of an open trade, be­cause the present quant­ity un­der her re­stric­tions could not sup­port it­self; from which I in­fer, that if half the quant­ity without the re­stric­tions can bear it­self up nearly, if not quite, as well as the whole when sub­ject to them, how pros­per­ous must the con­di­tion of Amer­ica be when the whole shall re­turn open with all the world. By the trade I do not mean the em­ploy­ment of a mer­chant only, but the whole in­terest and busi­ness of the coun­try taken col­lect­ively.

			It is not so much my in­ten­tion, by this pub­lic­a­tion, to pro­pose par­tic­u­lar plans for rais­ing money, as it is to show the ne­ces­sity and the ad­vant­ages to be de­rived from it. My prin­cip­al design is to form the dis­pos­i­tion of the people to the meas­ures which I am fully per­suaded it is their in­terest and duty to ad­opt, and which need no oth­er force to ac­com­plish them than the force of be­ing felt. But as every hint may be use­ful, I shall throw out a sketch, and leave oth­ers to make such im­prove­ments upon it as to them may ap­pear reas­on­able.

			The an­nu­al sum wanted is two mil­lions, and the av­er­age rate in which it falls, is thir­teen shil­lings and four­pence per head.

			Sup­pose, then, that we raise half the sum and sixty thou­sand pounds over. The av­er­age rate there­of will be sev­en shil­lings per head.

			In this case we shall have half the sup­ply that we want, and an an­nu­al fund of sixty thou­sand pounds where­on to bor­row the oth­er mil­lion; be­cause sixty thou­sand pounds is the in­terest of a mil­lion at six per­cent; and if at the end of an­oth­er year we should be ob­liged, by the con­tinu­ance of the war, to bor­row an­oth­er mil­lion, the taxes will be in­creased to sev­en shil­lings and six­pence; and thus for every mil­lion bor­rowed, an ad­di­tion­al tax, equal to six­pence per head, must be levied.

			The sum to be raised next year will be one mil­lion and sixty thou­sand pounds: one half of which I would pro­pose should be raised by du­ties on im­por­ted goods, and prize goods, and the oth­er half by a tax on landed prop­erty and houses, or such oth­er means as each state may de­vise.

			But as the du­ties on im­ports and prize goods must be the same in all the states, there­fore the rate per­cent, or what oth­er form the duty shall be laid, must be as­cer­tained and reg­u­lated by Con­gress, and in­graf­ted in that form in­to the law of each state; and the mon­ies arising there­from car­ried in­to the treas­ury of each state. The du­ties to be paid in gold or sil­ver.

			There are many reas­ons why a duty on im­ports is the most con­veni­ent duty or tax that can be col­lec­ted; one of which is, be­cause the whole is pay­able in a few places in a coun­try, and it like­wise op­er­ates with the greatest ease and equal­ity, be­cause as every­one pays in pro­por­tion to what he con­sumes, so people in gen­er­al con­sume in pro­por­tion to what they can af­ford; and there­fore the tax is reg­u­lated by the abil­it­ies which every man sup­poses him­self to have, or in oth­er words, every man be­comes his own as­sessor, and pays by a little at a time, when it suits him to buy. Be­sides, it is a tax which people may pay or let alone by not con­sum­ing the art­icles; and though the al­tern­at­ive may have no in­flu­ence on their con­duct, the power of choos­ing is an agree­able thing to the mind. For my own part, it would be a sat­is­fac­tion to me was there a duty on all sorts of li­quors dur­ing the war, as in my idea of things it would be an ad­di­tion to the pleas­ures of so­ci­ety to know, that when the health of the army goes round, a few drops, from every glass be­comes theirs. How of­ten have I heard an em­phat­ic­al wish, al­most ac­com­pan­ied by a tear, “Oh, that our poor fel­lows in the field had some of this!” Why then need we suf­fer un­der a fruit­less sym­pathy, when there is a way to en­joy both the wish and the en­ter­tain­ment at once.

			But the great na­tion­al policy of put­ting a duty upon im­ports is, that it either keeps the for­eign trade in our own hands, or draws some­thing for the de­fence of the coun­try from every for­eign­er who par­ti­cip­ates in it with us.

			Thus much for the first half of the taxes, and as each state will best de­vise means to raise the oth­er half, I shall con­fine my re­marks to the re­sources of this state.

			The quota, then, of this state, of one mil­lion and sixty thou­sand pounds, will be one hun­dred and thirty-three thou­sand two hun­dred and fifty pounds, the half of which is sixty-six thou­sand six hun­dred and twenty-five pounds; and sup­pos­ing one fourth part of Pennsylvania in­hab­ited, then a tax of one bushel of wheat on every twenty acres of land, one with an­oth­er, would pro­duce the sum, and all the present taxes to cease. Where­as, the tithes of the bish­ops and clergy in Eng­land, ex­clus­ive of the taxes, are up­wards of half a bushel of wheat on every single acre of land, good and bad, through­out the na­tion.

			In the former part of this pa­per, I men­tioned the mi­li­tia fines, but re­served speak­ing of the mat­ter, which I shall now do. The ground I shall put it upon is, that two mil­lions ster­ling a year will sup­port a suf­fi­cient army, and all the ex­penses of war and gov­ern­ment, without hav­ing re­course to the in­con­veni­ent meth­od of con­tinu­ally call­ing men from their em­ploy­ments, which, of all oth­ers, is the most ex­pens­ive and the least sub­stan­tial. I con­sider the rev­en­ues cre­ated by taxes as the first and prin­cip­al thing, and fines only as sec­ond­ary and ac­ci­dent­al things. It was not the in­ten­tion of the mi­li­tia law to ap­ply the fines to any­thing else but the sup­port of the mi­li­tia, neither do they pro­duce any rev­en­ue to the state, yet these fines amount to more than all the taxes: for tak­ing the muster-roll to be sixty thou­sand men, the fine on forty thou­sand who may not at­tend, will be sixty thou­sand pounds ster­ling, and those who muster, will give up a por­tion of time equal to half that sum, and if the eight classes should be called with­in the year, and one third turn out, the fine on the re­main­ing forty thou­sand would amount to sev­enty-two mil­lions of dol­lars, be­sides the fif­teen shil­lings on every hun­dred pounds of prop­erty, and the charge of sev­en and a half per­cent for col­lect­ing, in cer­tain in­stances which, on the whole, would be up­wards of two hun­dred and fifty thou­sand pounds ster­ling.

			Now if those very fines dis­able the coun­try from rais­ing a suf­fi­cient rev­en­ue without pro­du­cing an equi­val­ent ad­vant­age, would it not be for the ease and in­terest of all parties to in­crease the rev­en­ue, in the man­ner I have pro­posed, or any bet­ter, if a bet­ter can be de­vised, and cease the op­er­a­tion of the fines? I would still keep the mi­li­tia as an or­gan­ized body of men, and should there be a real ne­ces­sity to call them forth, pay them out of the prop­er rev­en­ues of the state, and in­crease the taxes a third or fourth per­cent on those who do not at­tend. My lim­its will not al­low me to go fur­ther in­to this mat­ter, which I shall there­fore close with this re­mark; that fines are, of all modes of rev­en­ue, the most un­suited to the minds of a free coun­try. When a man pays a tax, he knows that the pub­lic ne­ces­sity re­quires it, and there­fore feels a pride in dis­char­ging his duty; but a fine seems an atone­ment for neg­lect of duty, and of con­sequence is paid with dis­cred­it, and fre­quently levied with sever­ity.

			I have now only one sub­ject more to speak of, with which I shall con­clude, which is, the re­solve of Con­gress of the 18th of March last, for tak­ing up and fund­ing the present cur­rency at forty for one, and is­su­ing new money in its stead.

			Every­one knows that I am not the flat­ter­er of Con­gress, but in this in­stance they are right; and if that meas­ure is sup­por­ted, the cur­rency will ac­quire a value, which, without it, it will not. But this is not all: it will give re­lief to the fin­ances un­til such time as they can be prop­erly ar­ranged, and save the coun­try from be­ing im­me­di­ately doubled taxed un­der the present mode. In short, sup­port that meas­ure, and it will sup­port you.

			I have now waded through a te­di­ous course of dif­fi­cult busi­ness, and over an un­trod­den path. The sub­ject, on every point in which it could be viewed, was en­tangled with per­plex­it­ies, and en­vel­oped in ob­scur­ity, yet such are the re­sources of Amer­ica, that she wants noth­ing but sys­tem to se­cure suc­cess.

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				Phil­adelphia, Oct. 6, 1780.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					The Crisis
					X
				

				On the King of Eng­land’s Speech46

			
			
				Of all the in­no­cent pas­sions which ac­tu­ate the hu­man mind there is none more uni­ver­sally pre­val­ent than curi­os­ity. It reaches all man­kind, and in mat­ters which con­cern us, or con­cern us not, it alike pro­vokes in us a de­sire to know them.

				Al­though the situ­ation of Amer­ica, su­per­i­or to every ef­fort to en­slave her, and daily rising to im­port­ance and op­u­lence, has placed her above the re­gion of anxi­ety, it has still left her with­in the circle of curi­os­ity; and her fancy to see the speech of a man who had proudly threatened to bring her to his feet, was vis­ibly marked with that tran­quil con­fid­ence which cared noth­ing about its con­tents. It was in­quired after with a smile, read with a laugh, and dis­missed with dis­dain.

				But, as justice is due, even to an en­emy, it is right to say, that the speech is as well man­aged as the em­bar­rassed con­di­tion of their af­fairs could well ad­mit of; and though hardly a line of it is true, ex­cept the mourn­ful story of Corn­wal­lis, it may serve to amuse the de­luded com­mons and people of Eng­land, for whom it was cal­cu­lated.

				“The war,” says the speech, “is still un­hap­pily pro­longed by that rest­less am­bi­tion which first ex­cited our en­emies to com­mence it, and which still con­tin­ues to dis­ap­point my earn­est wishes and di­li­gent ex­er­tions to re­store the pub­lic tran­quil­lity.”

				How easy it is to ab­use truth and lan­guage, when men, by ha­bitu­al wicked­ness, have learned to set justice at de­fi­ance. That the very man who began the war, who with the most sul­len in­solence re­fused to an­swer, and even to hear the humblest of all pe­ti­tions, who has en­cour­aged his of­ficers and his army in the most sav­age cruel­ties, and the most scan­dal­ous plun­der­ings, who has stirred up the In­di­ans on one side, and the negroes on the oth­er, and in­voked every aid of hell in his be­half, should now, with an af­fected air of pity, turn the tables from him­self, and charge to an­oth­er the wicked­ness that is his own, can only be equalled by the base­ness of the heart that spoke it.

				To be nobly wrong is more manly than to be meanly right, is an ex­pres­sion I once used on a former oc­ca­sion,47 and it is equally ap­plic­able now. We feel some­thing like re­spect for con­sist­ency even in er­ror. We lament the vir­tue that is de­bauched in­to a vice, but the vice that af­fects a vir­tue be­comes the more de­test­able: and amongst the vari­ous as­sump­tions of char­ac­ter, which hy­po­crisy has taught, and men have prac­tised, there is none that raises a high­er rel­ish of dis­gust, than to see dis­ap­poin­ted in­vet­er­acy twist­ing it­self, by the most vis­ible false­hoods, in­to an ap­pear­ance of piety which it has no pre­ten­sions to.

				
					“But I should not,” con­tin­ues the speech, “an­swer the trust com­mit­ted to the sov­er­eign of a free people, nor make a suit­able re­turn to my sub­jects for their con­stant, zeal­ous, and af­fec­tion­ate at­tach­ment to my per­son, fam­ily and gov­ern­ment, if I con­sen­ted to sac­ri­fice, either to my own de­sire of peace, or to their tem­por­ary ease and re­lief, those es­sen­tial rights and per­man­ent in­terests, upon the main­ten­ance and pre­ser­va­tion of which, the fu­ture strength and se­cur­ity of this coun­try must prin­cip­ally de­pend.”

				

				That the man whose ig­nor­ance and ob­stin­acy first in­volved and still con­tin­ues the na­tion in the most hope­less and ex­pens­ive of all wars, should now meanly flat­ter them with the name of a free people, and make a mer­it of his crime, un­der the dis­guise of their es­sen­tial rights and per­man­ent in­terests, is some­thing which dis­graces even the char­ac­ter of per­verse­ness. Is he afraid they will send him to Han­over, or what does he fear? Why is the sy­co­phant thus ad­ded to the hy­po­crite, and the man who pre­tends to gov­ern, sunk in­to the humble and sub­missive me­mori­al­ist?

				What those es­sen­tial rights and per­man­ent in­terests are, on which the fu­ture strength and se­cur­ity of Eng­land must prin­cip­ally de­pend, are not so much as al­luded to. They are words which im­press noth­ing but the ear, and are cal­cu­lated only for the sound.

				But if they have any ref­er­ence to Amer­ica, then do they amount to the dis­grace­ful con­fes­sion, that Eng­land, who once as­sumed to be her pro­tectress, has now be­come her de­pend­ant. The Brit­ish king and min­istry are con­stantly hold­ing up the vast im­port­ance which Amer­ica is of to Eng­land, in or­der to al­lure the na­tion to carry on the war: now, whatever ground there is for this idea, it ought to have op­er­ated as a reas­on for not be­gin­ning it; and, there­fore, they sup­port their present meas­ures to their own dis­grace, be­cause the ar­gu­ments which they now use, are a dir­ect re­flec­tion on their former policy.

				“The fa­vor­able ap­pear­ance of af­fairs,” con­tin­ues the speech, “in the East In­dies, and the safe ar­rival of the nu­mer­ous com­mer­cial fleets of my king­dom, must have giv­en you sat­is­fac­tion.”

				That things are not quite so bad every­where as in Amer­ica may be some cause of con­sol­a­tion, but can be none for tri­umph. One broken leg is bet­ter than two, but still it is not a source of joy: and let the ap­pear­ance of af­fairs in the East In­dies be ever so fa­vor­able, they are nev­er­the­less worse than at first, without a pro­spect of their ever be­ing bet­ter. But the mourn­ful story of Corn­wal­lis was yet to be told, and it was ne­ces­sary to give it the soft­est in­tro­duc­tion pos­sible.

				“But in the course of this year,” con­tin­ues the speech, “my as­sidu­ous en­deavors to guard the ex­tens­ive domin­ions of my crown have not been at­ten­ded with suc­cess equal to the justice and up­right­ness of my views.”—What justice and up­right­ness there was in be­gin­ning a war with Amer­ica, the world will judge of, and the un­equalled bar­bar­ity with which it has been con­duc­ted, is not to be worn from the memory by the cant of sniv­el­ling hy­po­crisy.

				“And it is with great con­cern that I in­form you that the events of war have been very un­for­tu­nate to my arms in Vir­gin­ia, hav­ing ended in the loss of my forces in that province.”—And our great con­cern is that they are not all served in the same man­ner.

				
					“No en­deavors have been wanted on my part,” says the speech, “to ex­tin­guish that spir­it of re­bel­lion which our en­emies have found means to fo­ment and main­tain in the colon­ies; and to re­store to my de­luded sub­jects in Amer­ica that happy and pros­per­ous con­di­tion which they formerly de­rived from a due obed­i­ence to the laws.”

				

				The ex­pres­sion of de­luded sub­jects is be­come so hack­nied and con­tempt­ible, and the more so when we see them mak­ing pris­on­ers of whole armies at a time, that the pride of not be­ing laughed at would in­duce a man of com­mon sense to leave it off. But the most of­fens­ive false­hood in the para­graph is the at­trib­ut­ing the prosper­ity of Amer­ica to a wrong cause. It was the un­re­mit­ted in­dustry of the set­tlers and their des­cend­ants, the hard labor and toil of per­sever­ing forti­tude, that were the true causes of the prosper­ity of Amer­ica. The former tyranny of Eng­land served to people it, and the vir­tue of the ad­ven­tur­ers to im­prove it. Ask the man, who, with his axe, has cleared a way in the wil­der­ness, and now pos­sesses an es­tate, what made him rich, and he will tell you the labor of his hands, the sweat of his brow, and the bless­ing of heav­en. Let Bri­tain but leave Amer­ica to her­self and she asks no more. She has ris­en in­to great­ness without the know­ledge and against the will of Eng­land, and has a right to the un­mo­les­ted en­joy­ment of her own cre­ated wealth.

				
					“I will or­der,” says the speech, “the es­tim­ates of the en­su­ing year to be laid be­fore you. I rely on your wis­dom and pub­lic spir­it for such sup­plies as the cir­cum­stances of our af­fairs shall be found to re­quire. Among the many ill con­sequences which at­tend the con­tinu­ation of the present war, I most sin­cerely re­gret the ad­di­tion­al bur­dens which it must un­avoid­ably bring upon my faith­ful sub­jects.”

				

				It is strange that a na­tion must run through such a labyrinth of trouble, and ex­pend such a mass of wealth to gain the wis­dom which an hour’s re­flec­tion might have taught. The fi­nal su­peri­or­ity of Amer­ica over every at­tempt that an is­land might make to con­quer her, was as nat­ur­ally marked in the con­sti­tu­tion of things, as the fu­ture abil­ity of a gi­ant over a dwarf is de­lin­eated in his fea­tures while an in­fant. How far provid­ence, to ac­com­plish pur­poses which no hu­man wis­dom could fore­see, per­mit­ted such ex­traordin­ary er­rors, is still a secret in the womb of time, and must re­main so till fu­tur­ity shall give it birth.

				
					“In the pro­sec­u­tion of this great and im­port­ant con­test,” says the speech, “in which we are en­gaged, I re­tain a firm con­fid­ence in the pro­tec­tion of di­vine provid­ence, and a per­fect con­vic­tion in the justice of my cause, and I have no doubt, but, that by the con­cur­rence and sup­port of my Par­lia­ment, by the valour of my fleets and armies, and by a vig­or­ous, an­im­ated, and united ex­er­tion of the fac­ulties and re­sources of my people, I shall be en­abled to re­store the bless­ings of a safe and hon­or­able peace to all my domin­ions.”

				

				The King of Eng­land is one of the read­i­est be­liev­ers in the world. In the be­gin­ning of the con­test he passed an act to put Amer­ica out of the pro­tec­tion of the crown of Eng­land, and though provid­ence, for sev­en years to­geth­er, has put him out of her pro­tec­tion, still the man has no doubt. Like Pharaoh on the edge of the Red Sea, he sees not the plunge he is mak­ing, and pre­cip­it­ately drives across the flood that is clos­ing over his head.

				I think it is a reas­on­able sup­pos­i­tion, that this part of the speech was com­posed be­fore the ar­rival of the news of the cap­ture of Corn­wal­lis: for it cer­tainly has no re­la­tion to their con­di­tion at the time it was spoken. But, be this as it may, it is noth­ing to us. Our line is fixed. Our lot is cast; and Amer­ica, the child of fate, is ar­riv­ing at ma­tur­ity. We have noth­ing to do but by a spir­ited and quick ex­er­tion, to stand pre­pared for war or peace. Too great to yield, and too noble to in­sult; su­per­i­or to mis­for­tune, and gen­er­ous in suc­cess, let us un­tain­tedly pre­serve the char­ac­ter which we have gained, and show to fu­ture ages an ex­ample of un­equalled mag­nan­im­ity. There is some­thing in the cause and con­sequence of Amer­ica that has drawn on her the at­ten­tion of all man­kind. The world has seen her brave. Her love of liberty; her ar­dour in sup­port­ing it; the justice of her claims, and the con­stancy of her forti­tude have won her the es­teem of Europe, and at­tached to her in­terest the first power in that coun­try.

				Her situ­ation now is such, that to whatever point, past, present or to come, she casts her eyes, new mat­ter rises to con­vince her that she is right. In her con­duct to­wards her en­emy, no re­proach­ful sen­ti­ment lurks in secret. No sense of in­justice is left upon the mind. Un­tain­ted with am­bi­tion, and a stranger to re­venge, her pro­gress has been marked by provid­ence, and she, in every stage of the con­flict, has blest her with suc­cess.

				But let not Amer­ica wrap her­self up in de­lusive hope and sup­pose the busi­ness done. The least re­miss­ness in pre­par­a­tion, the least re­lax­a­tion in ex­e­cu­tion, will only serve to pro­long the war, and in­crease ex­penses. If our en­emies can draw con­sol­a­tion from mis­for­tune, and ex­ert them­selves upon des­pair, how much more ought we, who are to win a con­tin­ent by the con­quest, and have already an earn­est of suc­cess?

				Hav­ing, in the pre­ced­ing part, made my re­marks on the sev­er­al mat­ters which the speech con­tains, I shall now make my re­marks on what it does not con­tain.

				There is not a syl­lable in its re­spect­ing al­li­ances. Either the in­justice of Bri­tain is too glar­ing, or her con­di­tion too des­per­ate, or both, for any neigh­bor­ing power to come to her sup­port. In the be­gin­ning of the con­test, when she had only Amer­ica to con­tend with, she hired as­sist­ance from Hesse, and oth­er smal­ler states of Ger­many, and for nearly three years did Amer­ica, young, raw, un­dis­cip­lined and un­provided, stand against the power of Bri­tain, aided by twenty thou­sand for­eign troops, and made a com­plete con­quest of one en­tire army. The re­mem­brance of those things ought to in­spire us with con­fid­ence and great­ness of mind, and carry us through every re­main­ing dif­fi­culty with con­tent and cheer­ful­ness. What are the little suf­fer­ings of the present day, com­pared with the hard­ships that are past? There was a time, when we had neither house nor home in safety; when every hour was the hour of alarm and danger; when the mind, tor­tured with anxi­ety, knew no re­pose, and everything, but hope and forti­tude, was bid­ding us farewell.

				It is of use to look back upon these things; to call to mind the times of trouble and the scenes of com­plic­ated an­guish that are past and gone. Then every ex­pense was cheap, com­pared with the dread of con­quest and the misery of sub­mis­sion. We did not stand de­bat­ing upon trifles, or con­tend­ing about the ne­ces­sary and un­avoid­able charges of de­fence. Every­one bore his lot of suf­fer­ing, and looked for­ward to hap­pi­er days, and scenes of rest.

				Per­haps one of the greatest dangers which any coun­try can be ex­posed to, arises from a kind of tri­fling which some­times steals upon the mind, when it sup­poses the danger past; and this un­safe situ­ation marks at this time the pe­cu­li­ar crisis of Amer­ica. What would she once have giv­en to have known that her con­di­tion at this day should be what it now is? And yet we do not seem to place a prop­er value upon it, nor vig­or­ously pur­sue the ne­ces­sary meas­ures to se­cure it. We know that we can­not be de­fen­ded, nor yet de­fend ourselves, without trouble and ex­pense. We have no right to ex­pect it; neither ought we to look for it. We are a people, who, in our situ­ation, dif­fer from all the world. We form one com­mon floor of pub­lic good, and, whatever is our charge, it is paid for our own in­terest and upon our own ac­count.

				Mis­for­tune and ex­per­i­ence have now taught us sys­tem and meth­od; and the ar­range­ments for car­ry­ing on the war are re­duced to rule and or­der. The quotas of the sev­er­al states are as­cer­tained, and I in­tend in a fu­ture pub­lic­a­tion to show what they are, and the ne­ces­sity as well as the ad­vant­ages of vig­or­ously provid­ing for them.

				In the mean­time, I shall con­clude this pa­per with an in­stance of Brit­ish clem­ency, from Smol­lett’s His­tory of Eng­land, vol. xi, prin­ted in Lon­don. It will serve to show how dis­mal the situ­ation of a conquered people is, and that the only se­cur­ity is an ef­fec­tu­al de­fence.

				We all know that the Stu­art fam­ily and the house of Han­over op­posed each oth­er for the crown of Eng­land. The Stu­art fam­ily stood first in the line of suc­ces­sion, but the oth­er was the most suc­cess­ful.

				In Ju­ly, 1745, Charles, the son of the ex­iled king, landed in Scot­land, col­lec­ted a small force, at no time ex­ceed­ing five or six thou­sand men, and made some at­tempts to rees­tab­lish his claim. The late Duke of Cum­ber­land, uncle to the present King of Eng­land, was sent against him, and on the 16th of April fol­low­ing, Charles was totally de­feated at Cul­loden, in Scot­land. Suc­cess and power are the only situ­ations in which clem­ency can be shown, and those who are cruel, be­cause they are vic­tori­ous, can with the same fa­cil­ity act any oth­er de­gen­er­ate char­ac­ter.

				
					“Im­me­di­ately after the de­cis­ive ac­tion at Cul­loden, the Duke of Cum­ber­land took pos­ses­sion of In­verness; where six and thirty desert­ers, con­victed by a court mar­tial, were ordered to be ex­ecuted: then he de­tached sev­er­al parties to rav­age the coun­try. One of these ap­pre­hen­ded The Lady Mack­in­tosh, who was sent pris­on­er to In­verness, plundered her house, and drove away her cattle, though her hus­band was ac­tu­ally in the ser­vice of the gov­ern­ment. The castle of Lord Lovat was des­troyed. The French pris­on­ers were sent to Carl­isle and Pen­rith: Kil­mar­nock, Balmerino, Cro­martie, and his son, The Lord Macleod, were con­veyed by sea to Lon­don; and those of an in­feri­or rank were con­fined in dif­fer­ent pris­ons. The Mar­quis of Tull­ibardine, to­geth­er with a broth­er of the Earl of Dun­more, and Mur­ray, the pre­tend­er’s sec­ret­ary, were seized and trans­por­ted to the Tower of Lon­don, to which the Earl of Tra­quaire had been com­mit­ted on sus­pi­cion; and the eld­est son of Lord Lovat was im­prisoned in the castle of Ed­in­burgh. In a word, all the jails in Great Bri­tain, from the cap­it­al, north­wards, were filled with those un­for­tu­nate cap­tives; and great num­bers of them were crowded to­geth­er in the holds of ships, where they per­ished in the most de­plor­able man­ner, for want of air and ex­er­cise. Some rebel chiefs es­caped in two French frig­ates that ar­rived on the coast of Lochaber about the end of April, and en­gaged three ves­sels be­long­ing to his Brit­an­nic majesty, which they ob­liged to re­tire. Oth­ers em­barked on board a ship on the coast of Buchan, and were con­veyed to Nor­way, from whence they trav­elled to Sweden. In the month of May, the Duke of Cum­ber­land ad­vanced with the army in­to the High­lands, as far as Fort Au­gus­tus, where he en­camped; and sent off de­tach­ments on all hands, to hunt down the fu­git­ives, and lay waste the coun­try with fire and sword. The castles of Glengary and Lochiel were plundered and burned; every house, hut, or hab­it­a­tion, met with the same fate, without dis­tinc­tion; and all the cattle and pro­vi­sion were car­ried off; the men were either shot upon the moun­tains, like wild beasts, or put to death in cold blood, without form of tri­al; the wo­men, after hav­ing seen their hus­bands and fath­ers murdered, were sub­jec­ted to bru­tal vi­ol­a­tion, and then turned out na­ked, with their chil­dren, to starve on the bar­ren heaths. One whole fam­ily was en­closed in a barn, and con­sumed to ashes. Those min­is­ters of ven­geance were so alert in the ex­e­cu­tion of their of­fice, that in a few days there was neither house, cot­tage, man, nor beast, to be seen with­in the com­pass of fifty miles; all was ru­in, si­lence, and des­ol­a­tion.”

				

				I have here presen­ted the read­er with one of the most shock­ing in­stances of cruelty ever prac­tised, and I leave it, to rest on his mind, that he may be fully im­pressed with a sense of the de­struc­tion he has es­caped, in case Bri­tain had conquered Amer­ica; and like­wise, that he may see and feel the ne­ces­sity, as well for his own per­son­al safety, as for the hon­or, the in­terest, and hap­pi­ness of the whole com­munity, to omit or delay no one pre­par­a­tion ne­ces­sary to se­cure the ground which we so hap­pily stand upon.

			
			
				
					To the People of America

					On the ex­penses, ar­range­ments and dis­burse­ments for car­ry­ing on the war, and fin­ish­ing it with hon­or and ad­vant­age.

				
				When any ne­ces­sity or oc­ca­sion has poin­ted out the con­veni­ence of ad­dress­ing the pub­lic, I have nev­er made it a con­sid­er­a­tion wheth­er the sub­ject was pop­u­lar or un­pop­u­lar, but wheth­er it was right or wrong; for that which is right will be­come pop­u­lar, and that which is wrong, though by mis­take it may ob­tain the cry or fash­ion of the day, will soon lose the power of de­lu­sion, and sink in­to disesteem.

				A re­mark­able in­stance of this happened in the case of Silas Deane; and I men­tion this cir­cum­stance with the great­er ease, be­cause the pois­on of his hy­po­crisy spread over the whole coun­try, and every man, al­most without ex­cep­tion, thought me wrong in op­pos­ing him. The best friends I then had, ex­cept Mr. [Henry] Laurens, stood at a dis­tance, and this trib­ute, which is due to his con­stancy, I pay to him with re­spect, and that the read­i­er, be­cause he is not here to hear it. If it reaches him in his im­pris­on­ment, it will af­ford him an agree­able re­flec­tion.

				“As he rose like a rock­et, he would fall like a stick,” is a meta­phor which I ap­plied to Mr. Deane, in the first piece which I pub­lished re­spect­ing him, and he has ex­actly ful­filled the de­scrip­tion. The cred­it he so un­justly ob­tained from the pub­lic, he lost in al­most as short a time. The de­lu­sion per­ished as it fell, and he soon saw him­self stripped of pop­u­lar sup­port. His more in­tim­ate ac­quaint­ances began to doubt, and to desert him long be­fore he left Amer­ica, and at his de­par­ture, he saw him­self the ob­ject of gen­er­al sus­pi­cion. When he ar­rived in France, he en­deavored to ef­fect by treas­on what he had failed to ac­com­plish by fraud. His plans, schemes and pro­jects, to­geth­er with his ex­pect­a­tion of be­ing sent to Hol­land to ne­go­ti­ate a loan of money, had all mis­car­ried. He then began tra­du­cing and ac­cus­ing Amer­ica of every crime, which could in­jure her repu­ta­tion. “That she was a ruined coun­try; that she only meant to make a tool of France, to get what money she could out of her, and then to leave her and ac­com­mod­ate with Bri­tain.” Of all which and much more, Col­on­el Laurens and my­self, when in France, in­formed Dr. Frank­lin, who had not be­fore heard of it.48 And to com­plete the char­ac­ter of trait­or, he has, by let­ters to his coun­try since, some of which, in his own hand­writ­ing, are now in the pos­ses­sion of Con­gress, used every ex­pres­sion and ar­gu­ment in his power, to in­jure the repu­ta­tion of France, and to ad­vise Amer­ica to re­nounce her al­li­ance, and sur­render up her in­de­pend­ence.49 Thus in France he ab­uses Amer­ica, and in his let­ters to Amer­ica he ab­uses France; and is en­deavor­ing to cre­ate dis­union between two coun­tries, by the same arts of double-deal­ing by which he caused dis­sen­sions among the com­mis­sion­ers in Par­is, and dis­trac­tions in Amer­ica. But his life has been fraud, and his char­ac­ter has been that of a plod­ding, plot­ting, cringing mer­cen­ary, cap­able of any dis­guise that suited his pur­pose. His fi­nal de­tec­tion has very hap­pily cleared up those mis­takes, and re­moved that un­eas­i­ness, which his un­prin­cipled con­duct oc­ca­sioned. Every­one now sees him in the same light; for to­wards friends or en­emies he ac­ted with the same de­cep­tion and in­justice, and his name, like that of Arnold, ought now to be for­got­ten among us.50 As this is the first time that I have men­tioned him since my re­turn from France, it is my in­ten­tion that it shall be the last. From this di­gres­sion, which for sev­er­al reas­ons I thought ne­ces­sary to give, I now pro­ceed to the pur­port of my ad­dress.

				I con­sider the war of Amer­ica against Bri­tain as the coun­try’s war, the pub­lic’s war, or the war of the people in their own be­half, for the se­cur­ity of their nat­ur­al rights, and the pro­tec­tion of their own prop­erty. It is not the war of Con­gress, the war of the as­sem­blies, or the war of gov­ern­ment in any line whatever. The coun­try first, by mu­tu­al com­pact, re­solved to de­fend their rights and main­tain their in­de­pend­ence, at the haz­ard of their lives and for­tunes; they elec­ted their rep­res­ent­at­ives, by whom they ap­poin­ted their mem­bers of Con­gress, and said, act you for us, and we will sup­port you. This is the true ground and prin­ciple of the war on the part of Amer­ica, and, con­sequently, there re­mains noth­ing to do, but for every­one to ful­fil his ob­lig­a­tion.

				It was next to im­possible that a new coun­try, en­gaged in a new un­der­tak­ing, could set off sys­tem­at­ic­ally right at first. She saw not the ex­tent of the struggle that she was in­volved in, neither could she avoid the be­gin­ning. She sup­posed every step that she took, and every res­ol­u­tion which she formed, would bring her en­emy to reas­on and close the con­test. Those fail­ing, she was forced in­to new meas­ures; and these, like the former, be­ing fit­ted to her ex­pect­a­tions, and fail­ing in their turn, left her con­tinu­ally un­provided, and without sys­tem. The en­emy, like­wise, was in­duced to pro­sec­ute the war, from the tem­por­ary ex­pedi­ents we ad­op­ted for car­ry­ing it on. We were con­tinu­ally ex­pect­ing to see their cred­it ex­hausted, and they were look­ing to see our cur­rency fail; and thus, between their watch­ing us, and we them, the hopes of both have been de­ceived, and the child­ish­ness of the ex­pect­a­tion has served to in­crease the ex­pense.

				Yet who, through this wil­der­ness of er­ror, has been to blame? Where is the man who can say the fault, in part, has not been his? They were the nat­ur­al, un­avoid­able er­rors of the day. They were the er­rors of a whole coun­try, which noth­ing but ex­per­i­ence could de­tect and time re­move. Neither could the cir­cum­stances of Amer­ica ad­mit of sys­tem, till either the pa­per cur­rency was fixed or laid aside. No cal­cu­la­tion of a fin­ance could be made on a me­di­um fail­ing without reas­on, and fluc­tu­at­ing without rule.

				But there is one er­ror which might have been pre­ven­ted and was not; and as it is not my cus­tom to flat­ter, but to serve man­kind, I will speak it freely. It cer­tainly was the duty of every as­sembly on the con­tin­ent to have known, at all times, what was the con­di­tion of its treas­ury, and to have as­cer­tained at every peri­od of de­pre­ci­ation, how much the real worth of the taxes fell short of their nom­in­al value. This know­ledge, which might have been eas­ily gained, in the time of it, would have en­abled them to have kept their con­stitu­ents well in­formed, and this is one of the greatest du­ties of rep­res­ent­a­tion. They ought to have stud­ied and cal­cu­lated the ex­penses of the war, the quota of each state, and the con­sequent pro­por­tion that would fall on each man’s prop­erty for his de­fence; and this must have eas­ily shown to them, that a tax of one hun­dred pounds could not be paid by a bushel of apples or an hun­dred of flour, which was of­ten the case two or three years ago. But in­stead of this, which would have been plain and up­right deal­ing, the little line of tem­por­ary pop­ular­ity, the feath­er of an hour’s dur­a­tion, was too much pur­sued; and in this in­volved con­di­tion of things, every state, for the want of a little think­ing, or a little in­form­a­tion, sup­posed that it sup­por­ted the whole ex­penses of the war, when in fact it fell, by the time the tax was levied and col­lec­ted, above three-fourths short of its own quota.

				Im­pressed with a sense of the danger to which the coun­try was ex­posed by this lax meth­od of do­ing busi­ness, and the pre­vail­ing er­rors of the day, I pub­lished, last Oc­to­ber was a twelve­month, the “Crisis Ex­traordin­ary,” on the rev­en­ues of Amer­ica, and the yearly ex­pense of car­ry­ing on the war. My es­tim­a­tion of the lat­ter, to­geth­er with the civil list of Con­gress, and the civil list of the sev­er­al states, was two mil­lion pounds ster­ling, which is very nearly nine mil­lions of dol­lars.

				Since that time, Con­gress have gone in­to a cal­cu­la­tion, and have es­tim­ated the ex­penses of the War De­part­ment and the civil list of Con­gress (ex­clus­ive of the civil list of the sev­er­al gov­ern­ments) at eight mil­lions of dol­lars; and as the re­main­ing mil­lion will be fully suf­fi­cient for the civil list of the sev­er­al states, the two cal­cu­la­tions are ex­ceed­ingly near each oth­er.

				The sum of eight mil­lions of dol­lars have called upon the states to fur­nish, and their quotas are as fol­lows, which I shall pre­face with the res­ol­u­tion it­self.

				
					
						“By the United States in Con­gress as­sembled.

						“Oc­to­ber 30, 1781.

					
					“Re­solved, That the re­spect­ive states be called upon to fur­nish the treas­ury of the United States with their quotas of eight mil­lions of dol­lars, for the War De­part­ment and civil list for the en­su­ing year, to be paid quarterly, in equal pro­por­tions, the first pay­ment to be made on the first day of April next.

					“Re­solved, That a com­mit­tee, con­sist­ing of a mem­ber from each state, be ap­poin­ted to ap­por­tion to the sev­er­al states the quota of the above sum.

					“Novem­ber 2d. The com­mit­tee ap­poin­ted to as­cer­tain the pro­por­tions of the sev­er­al states of the mon­ies to be raised for the ex­penses of the en­su­ing year, re­port the fol­low­ing res­ol­u­tions:

					“That the sum of eight mil­lions of dol­lars, as re­quired to be raised by the res­ol­u­tions of the 30th of Oc­to­ber last, be paid by the states in the fol­low­ing pro­por­tion:

					
						
							
									New Hamp­shire
									$373,598
							

							
									Mas­sachu­setts
									1,307,596
							

							
									Rhode Is­land
									216,684
							

							
									Con­necti­c­ut
									747,196
							

							
									New York
									373,598
							

							
									New Jer­sey
									485,679
							

							
									Pennsylvania
									1,120,794
							

							
									Delaware
									112,085
							

							
									Mary­land
									933,996
							

							
									Vir­gin­ia
									1,307,594
							

							
									North Car­o­lina
									622,677
							

							
									South Car­o­lina
									373,598
							

							
									Geor­gia
									24,905
							

						
						
							
									
									$8,000,000
							

						
					

					“Re­solved, That it be re­com­men­ded to the sev­er­al states, to lay taxes for rais­ing their quotas of money for the United States, sep­ar­ate from those laid for their own par­tic­u­lar use.”

				

				On these res­ol­u­tions I shall of­fer sev­er­al re­marks.

				1st, On the sum it­self, and the abil­ity of the coun­try.

				2nd, On the sev­er­al quotas, and the nature of a uni­on. And,

				3rd, On the man­ner of col­lec­tion and ex­pendit­ure.

				1st, On the sum it­self, and the abil­ity of the coun­try. As I know my own cal­cu­la­tion is as low as pos­sible, and as the sum called for by con­gress, ac­cord­ing to their cal­cu­la­tion, agrees very nearly there­with, I am sens­ible it can­not pos­sibly be lower. Neither can it be done for that, un­less there is ready money to go to mar­ket with; and even in that case, it is only by the ut­most man­age­ment and eco­nomy that it can be made to do.

				By the ac­counts which were laid be­fore the Brit­ish Par­lia­ment last spring, it ap­peared that the charge of only sub­sist­ing, that is, feed­ing their army in Amer­ica, cost an­nu­ally four mil­lion pounds ster­ling, which is very nearly eight­een mil­lions of dol­lars. Now if, for eight mil­lions, we can feed, clothe, arm, provide for, and pay an army suf­fi­cient for our de­fence, the very com­par­is­on shows that the money must be well laid out.

				It may be of some use, either in de­bate or con­ver­sa­tion, to at­tend to the pro­gress of the ex­penses of an army, be­cause it will en­able us to see on what part any de­fi­ciency will fall.

				The first thing is, to feed them and pre­pare for the sick.

				Second, to clothe them.

				Third, to arm and fur­nish them.

				Fourth, to provide means for re­mov­ing them from place to place. And,

				Fifth, to pay them.

				The first and second are ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to them as men. The third and fourth are equally as ne­ces­sary to them as an army. And the fifth is their just due. Now if the sum which shall be raised should fall short, either by the sev­er­al acts of the states for rais­ing it, or by the man­ner of col­lect­ing it, the de­fi­ciency will fall on the fifth head, the sol­diers’ pay, which would be de­fraud­ing them, and etern­ally dis­gra­cing ourselves. It would be a blot on the coun­cils, the coun­try, and the re­volu­tion of Amer­ica, and a man would here­after be ashamed to own that he had any hand in it.

				But if the de­fi­ciency should be still short­er, it would next fall on the fourth head, the means of re­mov­ing the army from place to place; and, in this case, the army must either stand still where it can be of no use, or seize on horses, carts, wag­ons, or any means of trans­port­a­tion which it can lay hold of; and in this in­stance the coun­try suf­fers. In short, every at­tempt to do a thing for less than it can he done for, is sure to be­come at last both a loss and a dis­hon­or.

				But the coun­try can­not bear it, say some. This has been the most ex­pens­ive doc­trine that ever was held out, and cost Amer­ica mil­lions of money for noth­ing. Can the coun­try bear to be over­run, rav­aged, and ruined by an en­emy? This will im­me­di­ately fol­low where de­fence is want­ing, and de­fence will ever be want­ing, where suf­fi­cient rev­en­ues are not provided. But this is only one part of the folly. The second is, that when the danger comes, in­vited in part by our not pre­par­ing against it, we have been ob­liged, in a num­ber of in­stances, to ex­pend double the sums to do that which at first might have been done for half the money. But this is not all. A third mis­chief has been, that grain of all sorts, flour, beef fod­der, horses, carts, wag­ons, or whatever was ab­so­lutely or im­me­di­ately wanted, have been taken without pay. Now, I ask, why was all this done, but from that ex­tremely weak and ex­pens­ive doc­trine, that the coun­try could not bear it? That is, that she could not bear, in the first in­stance, that which would have saved her twice as much at last; or, in pro­ver­bi­al lan­guage, that she could not bear to pay a penny to save a pound; the con­sequence of which has been, that she has paid a pound for a penny. Why are there so many un­paid cer­ti­fic­ates in al­most every man’s hands, but from the parsi­mony of not provid­ing suf­fi­cient rev­en­ues? Be­sides, the doc­trine con­tra­dicts it­self; be­cause, if the whole coun­try can­not bear it, how is it pos­sible that a part should? And yet this has been the case: for those things have been had; and they must be had; but the mis­for­tune is, that they have been ob­tained in a very un­equal man­ner, and upon ex­pens­ive cred­it, where­as, with ready money, they might have been pur­chased for half the price, and nobody dis­tressed.

				But there is an­oth­er thought which ought to strike us, which is, how is the army to bear the want of food, cloth­ing and oth­er ne­ces­sar­ies? The man who is at home, can turn him­self a thou­sand ways, and find as many means of ease, con­veni­ence or re­lief: but a sol­dier’s life ad­mits of none of those: their wants can­not be sup­plied from them­selves: for an army, though it is the de­fence of a state, is at the same time the child of a coun­try, or must be provided for in everything.

				And lastly, the doc­trine is false. There are not three mil­lions of people in any part of the uni­verse, who live so well, or have such a fund of abil­ity, as in Amer­ica. The in­come of a com­mon laborer, who is in­dus­tri­ous, is equal to that of the gen­er­al­ity of trades­men in Eng­land. In the mer­cant­ile line, I have not heard of one who could be said to be a bank­rupt since the war began, and in Eng­land they have been without num­ber. In Amer­ica al­most every farm­er lives on his own lands, and in Eng­land not one in a hun­dred does. In short, it seems as if the poverty of that coun­try had made them furi­ous, and they were de­term­ined to risk all to re­cov­er all.

				Yet, not­with­stand­ing those ad­vant­ages on the part of Amer­ica, true it is, that had it not been for the op­er­a­tion of taxes for our ne­ces­sary de­fence, we had sunk in­to a state of sloth and poverty: for there was more wealth lost by neg­lect­ing to till the earth in the years 1776, ’77, and ’78, than the quota of taxes amounts to. That which is lost by neg­lect of this kind, is lost forever: where­as that which is paid, and con­tin­ues in the coun­try, re­turns to us again; and at the same time that it provides us with de­fence, it op­er­ates not only as a spur, but as a premi­um to our in­dustry.

				I shall now pro­ceed to the second head, viz., on the sev­er­al quotas, and the nature of a uni­on.

				There was a time when Amer­ica had no oth­er bond of uni­on, than that of com­mon in­terest and af­fec­tion. The whole coun­try flew to the re­lief of Bo­ston, and, mak­ing her cause, their own, par­ti­cip­ated in her cares and ad­min­istered to her wants. The fate of war, since that day, has car­ried the calam­ity in a ten­fold pro­por­tion to the south­ward; but in the mean­time the uni­on has been strengthened by a leg­al com­pact of the states, jointly and sev­er­ally rat­i­fied, and that which be­fore was choice, or the duty of af­fec­tion, is now like­wise the duty of leg­al ob­lig­a­tion.

				The uni­on of Amer­ica is the found­a­tion-stone of her in­de­pend­ence; the rock on which it is built; and is some­thing so sac­red in her con­sti­tu­tion, that we ought to watch every word we speak, and every thought we think, that we in­jure it not, even by mis­take. When a mul­ti­tude, ex­ten­ded, or rather scattered, over a con­tin­ent in the man­ner we were, mu­tu­ally agree to form one com­mon centre where­on the whole shall move to ac­com­plish a par­tic­u­lar pur­pose, all parts must act to­geth­er and alike, or act not at all, and a stop­page in any one is a stop­page of the whole, at least for a time.

				Thus the sev­er­al states have sent rep­res­ent­at­ives to as­semble to­geth­er in Con­gress, and they have em­powered that body, which thus be­comes their centre, and are no oth­er than them­selves in rep­res­ent­a­tion, to con­duct and man­age the war, while their con­stitu­ents at home at­tend to the do­mest­ic cares of the coun­try, their in­tern­al le­gis­la­tion, their farms, pro­fes­sions or em­ploy­ments, for it is only by re­du­cing com­plic­ated things to meth­od and or­derly con­nec­tion that they can be un­der­stood with ad­vant­age, or pur­sued with suc­cess. Con­gress, by vir­tue of this del­eg­a­tion, es­tim­ates the ex­pense, and ap­por­tions it out to the sev­er­al parts of the em­pire ac­cord­ing to their sev­er­al abil­it­ies; and here the de­bate must end, be­cause each state has already had its voice, and the mat­ter has un­der­gone its whole por­tion of ar­gu­ment, and can no more be altered by any par­tic­u­lar state, than a law of any state, after it has passed, can be altered by any in­di­vidu­al. For with re­spect to those things which im­me­di­ately con­cern the uni­on, and for which the uni­on was pur­posely es­tab­lished, and is in­ten­ded to se­cure, each state is to the United States what each in­di­vidu­al is to the state he lives in. And it is on this grand point, this move­ment upon one centre, that our ex­ist­ence as a na­tion, our hap­pi­ness as a people, and our safety as in­di­vidu­als, de­pend.

				It may hap­pen that some state or oth­er may be some­what over or un­der rated, but this can­not be much. The ex­per­i­ence which has been had upon the mat­ter, has nearly as­cer­tained their sev­er­al abil­it­ies. But even in this case, it can only ad­mit of an ap­peal to the United States, but can­not au­thor­ise any state to make the al­ter­a­tion it­self, any more than our in­tern­al gov­ern­ment can ad­mit an in­di­vidu­al to do so in the case of an act of as­sembly; for if one state can do it, then may an­oth­er do the same, and the in­stant this is done the whole is un­done.

				Neither is it sup­pos­able that any single state can be a judge of all the com­par­at­ive reas­ons which may in­flu­ence the col­lect­ive body in ar­ran­ging the quotas of the con­tin­ent. The cir­cum­stances of the sev­er­al states are fre­quently vary­ing, oc­ca­sioned by the ac­ci­dents of war and com­merce, and it will of­ten fall upon some to help oth­ers, rather bey­ond what their ex­act pro­por­tion at an­oth­er time might be; but even this as­sist­ance is as nat­ur­ally and polit­ic­ally in­cluded in the idea of a uni­on as that of any par­tic­u­lar as­signed pro­por­tion; be­cause we know not whose turn it may be next to want as­sist­ance, for which reas­on that state is the wisest which sets the best ex­ample.

				Though in mat­ters of bounden duty and re­cip­roc­al af­fec­tion, it is rather a de­gen­er­acy from the hon­esty and ar­dor of the heart to ad­mit any­thing selfish to par­take in the gov­ern­ment of our con­duct, yet in cases where our duty, our af­fec­tions, and our in­terest all co­in­cide, it may be of some use to ob­serve their uni­on. The United States will be­come heir to an ex­tens­ive quant­ity of va­cant land, and their sev­er­al titles to shares and quotas there­of, will nat­ur­ally be ad­jus­ted ac­cord­ing to their re­l­at­ive quotas, dur­ing the war, ex­clus­ive of that in­ab­il­ity which may un­for­tu­nately arise to any state by the en­emy’s hold­ing pos­ses­sion of a part; but as this is a cold mat­ter of in­terest, I pass it by, and pro­ceed to my third head, viz., on the man­ner of col­lec­tion and ex­pendit­ure.

				It has been our er­ror, as well as our mis­for­tune, to blend the af­fairs of each state, es­pe­cially in money mat­ters, with those of the United States; where­as it is our case, con­veni­ence and in­terest, to keep them sep­ar­ate. The ex­penses of the United States for car­ry­ing on the war, and the ex­penses of each state for its own do­mest­ic gov­ern­ment, are dis­tinct things, and to in­volve them is a source of per­plex­ity and a cloak for fraud. I love meth­od, be­cause I see and am con­vinced of its beauty and ad­vant­age. It is that which makes all busi­ness easy and un­der­stood, and without which, everything be­comes em­bar­rassed and dif­fi­cult.

				There are cer­tain powers which the people of each state have del­eg­ated to their le­gis­lat­ive and ex­ec­ut­ive bod­ies, and there are oth­er powers which the people of every state have del­eg­ated to Con­gress, among which is that of con­duct­ing the war, and, con­sequently, of man­aging the ex­penses at­tend­ing it; for how else can that be man­aged, which con­cerns every state, but by a del­eg­a­tion from each? When a state has fur­nished its quota, it has an un­doubted right to know how it has been ap­plied, and it is as much the duty of Con­gress to in­form the state of the one, as it is the duty of the state to provide the oth­er.

				In the res­ol­u­tion of Con­gress already re­cited, it is re­com­men­ded to the sev­er­al states to lay taxes for rais­ing their quotas of money for the United States, sep­ar­ate from those laid for their own par­tic­u­lar use.

				This is a most ne­ces­sary point to be ob­served, and the dis­tinc­tion should fol­low all the way through. They should be levied, paid and col­lec­ted, sep­ar­ately, and kept sep­ar­ate in every in­stance. Neither have the civil of­ficers of any state, nor the gov­ern­ment of that state, the least right to touch that money which the people pay for the sup­port of their army and the war, any more than Con­gress has to touch that which each state raises for its own use.

				This dis­tinc­tion will nat­ur­ally be fol­lowed by an­oth­er. It will oc­ca­sion every state to ex­am­ine nicely in­to the ex­penses of its civil list, and to reg­u­late, re­duce, and bring it in­to bet­ter or­der than it has hitherto been; be­cause the money for that pur­pose must be raised apart, and ac­coun­ted for to the pub­lic sep­ar­ately. But while the, mon­ies of both were blen­ded, the ne­ces­sary nicety was not ob­served, and the poor sol­dier, who ought to have been the first, was the last who was thought of.

				An­oth­er con­veni­ence will be, that the people, by pay­ing the taxes sep­ar­ately, will know what they are for; and will like­wise know that those which are for the de­fence of the coun­try will cease with the war, or soon after. For al­though, as I have be­fore ob­served, the war is their own, and for the sup­port of their own rights and the pro­tec­tion of their own prop­erty, yet they have the same right to know, that they have to pay, and it is the want of not know­ing that is of­ten the cause of dis­sat­is­fac­tion.

				This reg­u­la­tion of keep­ing the taxes sep­ar­ate has giv­en rise to a reg­u­la­tion in the of­fice of fin­ance, by which it is dir­ec­ted:

				
					“That the re­ceiv­ers shall, at the end of every month, make out an ex­act ac­count of the mon­ies re­ceived by them re­spect­ively, dur­ing such month, spe­cify­ing therein the names of the per­sons from whom the same shall have been re­ceived, the dates and the sums; which ac­count they shall re­spect­ively cause to be pub­lished in one of the news­pa­pers of the state; to the end that every cit­izen may know how much of the mon­ies col­lec­ted from him, in taxes, is trans­mit­ted to the treas­ury of the United States for the sup­port of the war; and also, that it may be known what mon­ies have been at the or­der of the su­per­in­tend­ent of fin­ance. It be­ing prop­er and ne­ces­sary, that, in a free coun­try, the people should be as fully in­formed of the ad­min­is­tra­tion of their af­fairs as the nature of things will ad­mit.”

				

				It is an agree­able thing to see a spir­it of or­der and eco­nomy tak­ing place, after such a series of er­rors and dif­fi­culties. A gov­ern­ment or an ad­min­is­tra­tion, who means and acts hon­estly, has noth­ing to fear, and con­sequently has noth­ing to con­ceal; and it would be of use if a monthly or quarterly ac­count was to be pub­lished, as well of the ex­pendit­ures as of the re­ceipts. Eight mil­lions of dol­lars must be hus­ban­ded with an ex­ceed­ing deal of care to make it do, and, there­fore, as the man­age­ment must be reput­able, the pub­lic­a­tion would be ser­vice­able.

				I have heard of pe­ti­tions which have been presen­ted to the as­sembly of this state (and prob­ably the same may have happened in oth­er states) pray­ing to have the taxes lowered. Now the only way to keep taxes low is, for the United States to have ready money to go to mar­ket with: and though the taxes to be raised for the present year will fall heavy, and there will nat­ur­ally be some dif­fi­culty in pay­ing them, yet the dif­fi­culty, in pro­por­tion as money spreads about the coun­try, will every day grow less, and in the end we shall save some mil­lions of dol­lars by it. We see what a bit­ter, re­venge­ful en­emy we have to deal with, and any ex­pense is cheap com­pared to their mer­ci­less paw. We have seen the un­for­tu­nate Car­o­lin­eans hunted like part­ridges on the moun­tains, and it is only by provid­ing means for our de­fence, that we shall be kept from the same con­di­tion. When we think or talk about taxes, we ought to re­col­lect that we lie down in peace and sleep in safety; that we can fol­low our farms or stores or oth­er oc­cu­pa­tions, in pros­per­ous tran­quil­lity; and that these in­es­tim­able bless­ings are pro­cured to us by the taxes that we pay. In this view, our taxes are prop­erly our in­sur­ance money; they are what we pay to be made safe, and, in strict policy, are the best money we can lay out.

				It was my in­ten­tion to of­fer some re­marks on the im­post law of five per­cent re­com­men­ded by Con­gress, and to be es­tab­lished as a fund for the pay­ment of the loan-of­fice cer­ti­fic­ates, and oth­er debts of the United States; but I have already ex­ten­ded my piece bey­ond my in­ten­tion. And as this fund will make our sys­tem of fin­ance com­plete, and is strictly just, and con­sequently re­quires noth­ing but hon­esty to do it, there needs but little to be said upon it.

				
					Com­mon Sense.

					Phil­adelphia, March 5, 1782.

				
			
		
	
		
			
				
					The Crisis
					XI
				

				On the Present State of News

			
			Since the ar­rival of two, if not three pack­ets in quick suc­ces­sion, at New York, from Eng­land, a vari­ety of un­con­nec­ted news has cir­cu­lated through the coun­try, and af­forded as great a vari­ety of spec­u­la­tion.

			That some­thing is the mat­ter in the cab­in­et and coun­cils of our en­emies, on the oth­er side of the wa­ter, is cer­tain—that they have run their length of mad­ness, and are un­der the ne­ces­sity of chan­ging their meas­ures may eas­ily be seen in­to; but to what this change of meas­ures may amount, or how far it may cor­res­pond with our in­terest, hap­pi­ness and duty, is yet un­cer­tain; and from what we have hitherto ex­per­i­enced, we have too much reas­on to sus­pect them in everything.

			I do not ad­dress this pub­lic­a­tion so much to the people of Amer­ica as to the Brit­ish min­istry, who­ever they may be, for if it is their in­ten­tion to pro­mote any kind of ne­go­ti­ation, it is prop­er they should know be­fore­hand, that the United States have as much hon­or as bravery; and that they are no more to be se­duced from their al­li­ance than their al­le­gi­ance; that their line of polit­ics is formed and not de­pend­ent, like that of their en­emy, on chance and ac­ci­dent.

			On our part, in or­der to know, at any time, what the Brit­ish gov­ern­ment will do, we have only to find out what they ought not to do, and this last will be their con­duct. Forever chan­ging and forever wrong; too dis­tant from Amer­ica to im­prove in cir­cum­stances, and too un­wise to fore­see them; schem­ing without prin­ciple, and ex­ecut­ing without prob­ab­il­ity, their whole line of man­age­ment has hitherto been blun­der and base­ness. Every cam­paign has ad­ded to their loss, and every year to their dis­grace; till un­able to go on, and ashamed to go back, their polit­ics have come to a halt, and all their fine pro­spects to a hal­ter.

			Could our af­fec­tions for­give, or hu­man­ity for­get the wounds of an in­jured coun­try—we might, un­der the in­flu­ence of a mo­ment­ary ob­li­vi­on, stand still and laugh. But they are en­graven where no amuse­ment can con­ceal them, and of a kind for which there is no re­com­pense. Can ye re­store to us the be­loved dead? Can ye say to the grave, give up the murdered? Can ye ob­lit­er­ate from our memor­ies those who are no more? Think not then to tamper with our feel­ings by an in­si­di­ous con­triv­ance, nor suf­foc­ate our hu­man­ity by se­du­cing us to dis­hon­or.

			In March 1780, I pub­lished part of the Crisis, No. VIII, in the news­pa­pers, but did not con­clude it in the fol­low­ing pa­pers, and the re­mainder has lain by me till the present day.

			There ap­peared about that time some dis­pos­i­tion in the Brit­ish cab­in­et to cease the fur­ther pro­sec­u­tion of the war, and as I had formed my opin­ion that whenev­er such a design should take place, it would be ac­com­pan­ied by a dis­hon­or­able pro­pos­i­tion to Amer­ica, re­spect­ing France, I had sup­pressed the re­mainder of that num­ber, not to ex­pose the base­ness of any such pro­pos­i­tion. But the ar­rival of the next news from Eng­land, de­clared her de­term­in­a­tion to go on with the war, and con­sequently as the polit­ic­al ob­ject I had then in view was not be­come a sub­ject, it was un­ne­ces­sary in me to bring it for­ward, which is the reas­on it was nev­er pub­lished.

			The mat­ter which I al­lude to in the un­pub­lished part, I shall now make a quo­ta­tion of, and ap­ply it as the more en­larged state of things, at this day, shall make con­veni­ent or ne­ces­sary.

			It was as fol­lows:

			“By the speeches which have ap­peared from the Brit­ish Par­lia­ment, it is easy to per­ceive to what im­pol­it­ic and im­prudent ex­cesses their pas­sions and pre­ju­dices have, in every in­stance, car­ried them dur­ing the present war. Pro­voked at the up­right and hon­or­able treaty between Amer­ica and France, they ima­gined that noth­ing more was ne­ces­sary to be done to pre­vent its fi­nal rat­i­fic­a­tion, than to prom­ise, through the agency of their com­mis­sion­ers (Carl­isle, Eden, and John­stone) a re­peal of their once of­fens­ive acts of Par­lia­ment. The van­ity of the con­ceit, was as un­par­don­able as the ex­per­i­ment was im­pol­it­ic. And so con­vinced am I of their wrong ideas of Amer­ica, that I shall not won­der, if, in their last stage of polit­ic­al frenzy, they pro­pose to her to break her al­li­ance with France, and enter in­to one with them. Such a pro­pos­i­tion, should it ever be made, and it has been already more than once hin­ted at in Par­lia­ment, would dis­cov­er such a dis­pos­i­tion to per­fi­di­ous­ness, and such dis­reg­ard of hon­or and mor­als, as would add the fin­ish­ing vice to na­tion­al cor­rup­tion.—I do not men­tion this to put Amer­ica on the watch, but to put Eng­land on her guard, that she do not, in the loose­ness of her heart, en­vel­op in dis­grace every frag­ment of repu­ta­tion.”—Thus far the quo­ta­tion.

			By the com­plec­tion of some part of the news which has tran­spired through the New York pa­pers, it seems prob­able that this in­si­di­ous era in the Brit­ish polit­ics is be­gin­ning to make its ap­pear­ance. I wish it may not; for that which is a dis­grace to hu­man nature, throws some­thing of a shade over all the hu­man char­ac­ter, and each in­di­vidu­al feels his share of the wound that is giv­en to the whole.

			The policy of Bri­tain has ever been to di­vide Amer­ica in some way or oth­er. In the be­gin­ning of the dis­pute, she prac­tised every art to pre­vent or des­troy the uni­on of the states, well know­ing that could she once get them to stand singly, she could con­quer them un­con­di­tion­ally. Fail­ing in this pro­ject in Amer­ica, she re­newed it in Europe; and, after the al­li­ance had taken place, she made secret of­fers to France to in­duce her to give up Amer­ica; and what is still more ex­traordin­ary, she at the same time made pro­pos­i­tions to Dr. Frank­lin, then in Par­is, the very court to which she was secretly ap­ply­ing, to draw off Amer­ica from France. But this is not all.

			On the 14th of Septem­ber, 1778, the Brit­ish court, through their sec­ret­ary, Lord Wey­mouth, made ap­plic­a­tion to the Mar­quis d’Al­mado­var, the Span­ish am­bas­sad­or at Lon­don, to “ask the me­di­ation,” for these were the words, of the court of Spain, for the pur­pose of ne­go­ti­at­ing a peace with France, leav­ing Amer­ica (as I shall here­after show) out of the ques­tion. Spain read­ily offered her me­di­ation, and like­wise the city of Mad­rid as the place of con­fer­ence, but with­al, pro­posed, that the United States of Amer­ica should be in­vited to the treaty, and con­sidered as in­de­pend­ent dur­ing the time the busi­ness was ne­go­ti­at­ing. But this was not the view of Eng­land. She wanted to draw France from the war, that she might un­in­ter­rup­tedly pour out all her force and fury upon Amer­ica; and be­ing dis­ap­poin­ted in this plan, as well through the open and gen­er­ous con­duct of Spain, as the de­term­in­a­tion of France, she re­fused the me­di­ation which she had so­li­cited.

			I shall now give some ex­tracts from the jus­ti­fy­ing me­mori­al of the Span­ish court, in which she has set the con­duct and char­ac­ter of Bri­tain, with re­spect to Amer­ica, in a clear and strik­ing point of light.

			The me­mori­al, speak­ing of the re­fus­al of the Brit­ish court to meet in con­fer­ence with com­mis­sion­ers from the United States, who were to be con­sidered as in­de­pend­ent dur­ing the time of the con­fer­ence, says,

			
				“It is a thing very ex­traordin­ary and even ri­dicu­lous, that the court of Lon­don, who treats the colon­ies as in­de­pend­ent, not only in act­ing, but of right, dur­ing the war, should have a re­pug­nance to treat them as such only in act­ing dur­ing a truce, or sus­pen­sion of hos­til­it­ies. The con­ven­tion of Saratoga; the re­put­ing Gen­er­al Bur­goyne as a law­ful pris­on­er, in or­der to sus­pend his tri­al; the ex­change and lib­er­a­tion of oth­er pris­on­ers made from the colon­ies; the hav­ing named com­mis­sion­ers to go and sup­plic­ate the Amer­ic­ans, at their own doors, re­quest peace of them, and treat with them and the Con­gress: and, fi­nally, by a thou­sand oth­er acts of this sort, au­thor­ized by the court of Lon­don, which have been, and are true signs of the ac­know­ledg­ment of their in­de­pend­ence.

				“In ag­grav­a­tion of all the fore­go­ing, at the same time the Brit­ish cab­in­et answered the King of Spain in the terms already men­tioned, they were in­sinu­at­ing them­selves at the court of France by means of secret emis­sar­ies, and mak­ing very great of­fers to her, to aban­don the colon­ies and make peace with Eng­land. But there is yet more; for at this same time the Eng­lish min­istry were treat­ing, by means of an­oth­er cer­tain emis­sary, with Dr. Frank­lin, min­is­ter pleni­po­ten­tiary from the colon­ies, resid­ing at Par­is, to whom they made vari­ous pro­pos­als to dis­unite them from France, and ac­com­mod­ate mat­ters with Eng­land.

				“From what has been ob­served, it evid­ently fol­lows, that the whole of the Brit­ish polit­ics was, to dis­unite the two courts of Par­is and Mad­rid, by means of the sug­ges­tions and of­fers which she sep­ar­ately made to them; and also to sep­ar­ate the colon­ies from their treat­ies and en­gage­ments entered in­to with France, and in­duce them to arm against the house of Bour­bon, or more prob­ably to op­press them when they found, from break­ing their en­gage­ments, that they stood alone and without pro­tec­tion.

				“This, there­fore, is the net they laid for the Amer­ic­an states; that is to say, to tempt them with flat­ter­ing and very mag­ni­fi­cent prom­ises to come to an ac­com­mod­a­tion with them, ex­clus­ive of any in­ter­ven­tion of Spain or France, that the Brit­ish min­istry might al­ways re­main the ar­bit­ers of the fate of the colon­ies.

				“But the Cath­ol­ic king (the King of Spain) faith­ful on the one part of the en­gage­ments which bind him to the Most Chris­ti­an king (the King of France) his neph­ew; just and up­right on the oth­er, to his own sub­jects, whom he ought to pro­tect and guard against so many in­sults; and fi­nally, full of hu­man­ity and com­pas­sion for the Amer­ic­ans and oth­er in­di­vidu­als who suf­fer in the present war; he is de­term­ined to pur­sue and pro­sec­ute it, and to make all the ef­forts in his power, un­til he can ob­tain a sol­id and per­man­ent peace, with full and sat­is­fact­ory se­cur­it­ies that it shall be ob­served.”

			

			Thus far the me­mori­al; a trans­la­tion of which in­to Eng­lish, may be seen in full, un­der the head of State Pa­pers, in the An­nu­al Re­gister, for 1779.

			The ex­tracts I have here giv­en, serve to show the vari­ous en­deavors and con­triv­ances of the en­emy, to draw France from her con­nec­tion with Amer­ica, and to pre­vail on her to make a sep­ar­ate peace with Eng­land, leav­ing Amer­ica totally out of the ques­tion, and at the mercy of a mer­ci­less, un­prin­cipled en­emy. The opin­ion, like­wise, which Spain has formed of the Brit­ish cab­in­et’s char­ac­ter for mean­ness and per­fi­di­ous­ness, is so ex­actly the opin­ion of Amer­ica re­spect­ing it, that the me­mori­al, in this in­stance, con­tains our own state­ments and lan­guage; for people, how­ever re­mote, who think alike, will un­avoid­ably speak alike.

			Thus we see the in­si­di­ous use which Bri­tain en­deavored to make of the pro­pos­i­tions of peace un­der the me­di­ation of Spain. I shall now pro­ceed to the second pro­pos­i­tion un­der the me­di­ation of the Em­per­or of Ger­many and the Empress of Rus­sia; the gen­er­al out­line of which was, that a con­gress of the sev­er­al powers at war should meet at Vi­enna, in 1781, to settle pre­lim­in­ar­ies of peace.

			I could wish my­self at liberty to make use of all the in­form­a­tion which I am pos­sessed of on this sub­ject, but as there is a del­ic­acy in the mat­ter, I do not con­ceive it prudent, at least at present, to make ref­er­ences and quo­ta­tions in the same man­ner as I have done with re­spect to the me­di­ation of Spain, who pub­lished the whole pro­ceed­ings her­self; and there­fore, what comes from me, on this part of the busi­ness, must rest on my own cred­it with the pub­lic, as­sur­ing them, that when the whole pro­ceed­ings, re­l­at­ive to the pro­posed Con­gress of Vi­enna shall ap­pear, they will find my ac­count not only true, but stu­di­ously mod­er­ate.

			We know at the time this me­di­ation was on the car­pet, the ex­pect­a­tion of the Brit­ish king and min­istry ran high with re­spect to the con­quest of Amer­ica. The Eng­lish pack­et which was taken with the mail on board, and car­ried in­to l’Ori­ent, in France, con­tained let­ters from Lord G. Ger­maine to Sir Henry Clin­ton, which ex­pressed in the fullest terms the min­is­teri­al idea of a total con­quest. Cop­ies of those let­ters were sent to con­gress and pub­lished in the news­pa­pers of last year. Col­on­el [John] Laurens brought over the ori­gin­als, some of which, signed in the hand­writ­ing of the then sec­ret­ary, Ger­maine, are now in my pos­ses­sion.

			Filled with these high ideas, noth­ing could be more in­solent to­wards Amer­ica than the lan­guage of the Brit­ish court on the pro­posed me­di­ation. A peace with France and Spain she anxiously so­li­cited; but Amer­ica, as be­fore, was to be left to her mercy, neither would she hear any pro­pos­i­tion for ad­mit­ting an agent from the United States in­to the con­gress of Vi­enna.

			On the oth­er hand, France, with an open, noble and manly de­term­in­a­tion, and a fi­del­ity of a good ally, would hear no pro­pos­i­tion for a sep­ar­ate peace, nor even meet in con­gress at Vi­enna, without an agent from Amer­ica: and like­wise that the in­de­pend­ent char­ac­ter of the United States, rep­res­en­ted by the agent, should be fully and un­equi­voc­ally defined and settled be­fore any con­fer­ence should be entered on. The reas­on­ing of the court of France on the sev­er­al pro­pos­i­tions of the two im­per­i­al courts, which re­late to us, is rather in the style of an Amer­ic­an than an ally, and she ad­voc­ated the cause of Amer­ica as if she had been Amer­ica her­self.—Thus the second me­di­ation, like the first, proved in­ef­fec­tu­al.

			But since that time, a re­verse of for­tune has over­taken the Brit­ish arms, and all their high ex­pect­a­tions are dashed to the ground. The noble ex­er­tions to the south­ward un­der Gen­er­al [Nath­aniel] Greene; the suc­cess­ful op­er­a­tions of the al­lied arms in the Ches­apeake; the loss of most of their is­lands in the West In­dies, and Minorca in the Medi­ter­ranean; the per­sever­ing spir­it of Spain against Gibral­tar; the ex­pec­ted cap­ture of Ja­maica; the fail­ure of mak­ing a sep­ar­ate peace with Hol­land, and the ex­pense of an hun­dred mil­lions ster­ling, by which all these fine losses were ob­tained, have read them a loud les­son of dis­grace­ful mis­for­tune and ne­ces­sity has called on them to change their ground.

			In this situ­ation of con­fu­sion and des­pair, their present coun­cils have no fixed char­ac­ter. It is now the hur­ricane months of Brit­ish polit­ics. Every day seems to have a storm of its own, and they are scud­ding un­der the bare poles of hope. Beaten, but not humble; con­demned, but not pen­it­ent; they act like men trem­bling at fate and catch­ing at a straw. From this con­vul­sion, in the en­trails of their polit­ics, it is more than prob­able, that the moun­tain groan­ing in labor, will bring forth a mouse, as to its size, and a mon­ster in its make. They will try on Amer­ica the same in­si­di­ous arts they tried on France and Spain.

			We some­times ex­per­i­ence sen­sa­tions to which lan­guage is not equal. The con­cep­tion is too bulky to be born alive, and in the tor­ture of think­ing, we stand dumb. Our feel­ings, im­prisoned by their mag­nitude, find no way out—and, in the struggle of ex­pres­sion, every fin­ger tries to be a tongue. The ma­chinery of the body seems too little for the mind, and we look about for helps to show our thoughts by. Such must be the sen­sa­tion of Amer­ica, whenev­er Bri­tain, teem­ing with cor­rup­tion, shall pro­pose to her to sac­ri­fice her faith.

			But, ex­clus­ive of the wicked­ness, there is a per­son­al of­fence con­tained in every such at­tempt. It is call­ing us vil­lains: for no man asks the oth­er to act the vil­lain un­less he be­lieves him in­clined to be one. No man at­tempts to se­duce the truly hon­est wo­man. It is the sup­posed loose­ness of her mind that starts the thoughts of se­duc­tion, and he who of­fers it calls her a pros­ti­tute. Our pride is al­ways hurt by the same pro­pos­i­tions which of­fend our prin­ciples; for when we are shocked at the crime, we are wounded by the sus­pi­cion of our com­pli­ance.

			Could I con­vey a thought that might serve to reg­u­late the pub­lic mind, I would not make the in­terest of the al­li­ance the basis of de­fend­ing it. All the world are moved by in­terest, and it af­fords them noth­ing to boast of. But I would go a step high­er, and de­fend it on the ground of hon­or and prin­ciple. That our pub­lic af­fairs have flour­ished un­der the al­li­ance—that it was wisely made, and has been nobly ex­ecuted—that by its as­sist­ance we are en­abled to pre­serve our coun­try from con­quest, and ex­pel those who sought our de­struc­tion—that it is our true in­terest to main­tain it un­im­paired, and that while we do so no en­emy can con­quer us, are mat­ters which ex­per­i­ence has taught us, and the com­mon good of ourselves, ab­strac­ted from prin­ciples of faith and hon­or, would lead us to main­tain the con­nec­tion.

			But over and above the mere let­ter of the al­li­ance, we have been nobly and gen­er­ously treated, and have had the same re­spect and at­ten­tion paid to us, as if we had been an old es­tab­lished coun­try. To ob­lige and be ob­liged is fair work among man­kind, and we want an op­por­tun­ity of show­ing to the world that we are a people sens­ible of kind­ness and worthy of con­fid­ence. Char­ac­ter is to us, in our present cir­cum­stances, of more im­port­ance than in­terest. We are a young na­tion, just step­ping upon the stage of pub­lic life, and the eye of the world is upon us to see how we act. We have an en­emy who is watch­ing to des­troy our repu­ta­tion, and who will go any length to gain some evid­ence against us, that may serve to render our con­duct sus­pec­ted, and our char­ac­ter odi­ous; be­cause, could she ac­com­plish this, wicked as it is, the world would with­draw from us, as from a people not to be trus­ted, and our task would then be­come dif­fi­cult.

			There is noth­ing which sets the char­ac­ter of a na­tion in a high­er or lower light with oth­ers, than the faith­fully ful­filling, or per­fi­di­ously break­ing, of treat­ies. They are things not to be tampered with: and should Bri­tain, which seems very prob­able, pro­pose to se­duce Amer­ica in­to such an act of base­ness, it would mer­it from her some mark of un­usu­al de­test­a­tion. It is one of those ex­traordin­ary in­stances in which we ought not to be con­ten­ted with the bare neg­at­ive of Con­gress, be­cause it is an af­front on the mul­ti­tude as well as on the gov­ern­ment. It goes on the sup­pos­i­tion that the pub­lic are not hon­est men, and that they may be man­aged by con­triv­ance, though they can­not be conquered by arms. But, let the world and Bri­tain know, that we are neither to be bought nor sold; that our mind is great and fixed; our pro­spect clear; and that we will sup­port our char­ac­ter as firmly as our in­de­pend­ence.

			But I will go still fur­ther; Gen­er­al Con­way, who made the mo­tion, in the Brit­ish Par­lia­ment, for dis­con­tinu­ing of­fens­ive war in Amer­ica, is a gen­tle­man of an ami­able char­ac­ter.51 We have no per­son­al quar­rel with him. But he feels not as we feel; he is not in our situ­ation, and that alone, without any oth­er ex­plan­a­tion, is enough.

			The Brit­ish Par­lia­ment sup­pose they have many friends in Amer­ica, and that, when all chance of con­quest is over, they will be able to draw her from her al­li­ance with France. Now, if I have any con­cep­tion of the hu­man heart, they will fail in this more than in any­thing that they have yet tried.

			This part of the busi­ness is not a ques­tion of policy only, but of hon­or and hon­esty; and the pro­pos­i­tion will have in it some­thing so vis­ibly low and base, that their par­tis­ans, if they have any, will be ashamed of it. Men are of­ten hurt by a mean ac­tion who are not startled at a wicked one, and this will be such a con­fes­sion of in­ab­il­ity, such a de­clar­a­tion of servile think­ing, that the scan­dal of it will ru­in all their hopes.

			In short, we have noth­ing to do but to go on with vig­or and de­term­in­a­tion. The en­emy is yet in our coun­try. They hold New York, Char­le­ston, and Sa­van­nah, and the very be­ing in those places is an of­fence, and a part of of­fens­ive war, and un­til they can be driv­en from them, or cap­tured in them, it would be folly in us to listen to an idle tale. I take it for gran­ted that the Brit­ish min­istry are sink­ing un­der the im­possib­il­ity of car­ry­ing on the war. Let them then come to a fair and open peace with France, Spain, Hol­land and Amer­ica, in the man­ner they ought to do; but un­til then, we can have noth­ing to say to them.

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				Phil­adelphia, May 22, 1782.

			
		
	
		
			
				A Supernumerary Crisis

				To Sir Guy Car­leton52

			
			It is the nature of com­pas­sion to as­so­ci­ate with mis­for­tune; and I ad­dress this to you in be­half even of an en­emy, a cap­tain in the Brit­ish ser­vice, now on his way to the headquar­ters of the Amer­ic­an army, and un­for­tu­nately doomed to death for a crime not his own. A sen­tence so ex­traordin­ary, an ex­e­cu­tion so re­pug­nant to every hu­man sen­sa­tion, ought nev­er to be told without the cir­cum­stances which pro­duced it: and as the destined vic­tim is yet in ex­ist­ence, and in your hands rests his life or death, I shall briefly state the case, and the mel­an­choly con­sequence.

			Cap­tain Huddy, of the Jer­sey mi­li­tia, was at­tacked in a small fort on Tom’s River, by a party of refugees in the Brit­ish pay and ser­vice, was made pris­on­er, to­geth­er with his com­pany, car­ried to New York and lodged in the prov­ost of that city: about three weeks after which, he was taken out of the prov­ost down to the wa­ter­side, put in­to a boat, and brought again upon the Jer­sey shore, and there, con­trary to the prac­tice of all na­tions but sav­ages, was hung up on a tree, and left hanging till found by our people who took him down and bur­ied him.

			The in­hab­it­ants of that part of the coun­try where the murder was com­mit­ted, sent a depu­ta­tion to Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton with a full and cer­ti­fied state­ment of the fact. Struck, as every hu­man breast must be, with such bru­tish out­rage, and de­term­ined both to pun­ish and pre­vent it for the fu­ture, the Gen­er­al rep­res­en­ted the case to Gen­er­al Clin­ton, who then com­manded, and de­man­ded that the refugee of­ficer who ordered and at­ten­ded the ex­e­cu­tion, and whose name is Lip­pen­cott, should be de­livered up as a mur­der­er; and in case of re­fus­al, that the per­son of some Brit­ish of­ficer should suf­fer in his stead. The de­mand, though not re­fused, has not been com­plied with; and the mel­an­choly lot (not by se­lec­tion, but by cast­ing lots) has fallen upon Cap­tain As­gill, of the Guards, who, as I have already men­tioned, is on his way from Lan­caster to camp, a mar­tyr to the gen­er­al wicked­ness of the cause he en­gaged in, and the in­grat­it­ude of those whom he served.

			The first re­flec­tion which arises on this black busi­ness is, what sort of men must Eng­lish­men be, and what sort of or­der and dis­cip­line do they pre­serve in their army, when in the im­me­di­ate place of their headquar­ters, and un­der the eye and nose of their com­mand­er-in-chief, a pris­on­er can be taken at pleas­ure from his con­fine­ment, and his death made a mat­ter of sport.

			The his­tory of the most sav­age In­di­ans does not pro­duce in­stances ex­actly of this kind. They, at least, have a form­al­ity in their pun­ish­ments. With them it is the hor­rid­ness of re­venge, but with your army it is a still great­er crime, the hor­rid­ness of di­ver­sion.

			The Brit­ish gen­er­als who have suc­ceeded each oth­er, from the time of Gen­er­al Gage to your­self, have all af­fected to speak in lan­guage that they have no right to. In their pro­clam­a­tions, their ad­dresses, their let­ters to Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton, and their sup­plic­a­tions to Con­gress (for they de­serve no oth­er name) they talk of Brit­ish hon­or, Brit­ish gen­er­os­ity, and Brit­ish clem­ency, as if those things were mat­ters of fact; where­as, we whose eyes are open, who speak the same lan­guage with yourselves, many of whom were born on the same spot with you, and who can no more be mis­taken in your words than in your ac­tions, can de­clare to all the world, that so far as our know­ledge goes, there is not a more de­test­able char­ac­ter, nor a mean­er or more bar­bar­ous en­emy, than the present Brit­ish one. With us, you have for­feited all pre­ten­sions to repu­ta­tion, and it is only by hold­ing you like a wild beast, afraid of your keep­ers, that you can be made man­age­able. But to re­turn to the point in ques­tion.

			Though I can think no man in­no­cent who has lent his hand to des­troy the coun­try which he did not plant, and to ru­in those that he could not en­slave, yet, ab­strac­ted from all ideas of right and wrong on the ori­gin­al ques­tion, Cap­tain As­gill, in the present case, is not the guilty man. The vil­lain and the vic­tim are here sep­ar­ated char­ac­ters. You hold the one and we the oth­er. You dis­own, or af­fect to dis­own and rep­rob­ate the con­duct of Lip­pin­cut, yet you give him a sanc­tu­ary; and by so do­ing you as ef­fec­tu­ally be­come the ex­e­cu­tion­er of As­gill, as if you had put the rope on his neck, and dis­missed him from the world. Whatever your feel­ings on this in­ter­est­ing oc­ca­sion may be are best known to your­self. With­in the grave of your own mind lies bur­ied the fate of As­gill. He be­comes the corpse of your will, or the sur­viv­or of your justice. De­liv­er up the one, and you save the oth­er; with­hold the one, and the oth­er dies by your choice.

			On our part the case is ex­ceed­ing plain; an of­ficer has been taken from his con­fine­ment and murdered, and the mur­der­er is with­in your lines. Your army has been guilty of a thou­sand in­stances of equal cruelty, but they have been rendered equi­voc­al, and sheltered from per­son­al de­tec­tion. Here the crime is fixed; and is one of those ex­traordin­ary cases which can neither be denied nor pal­li­ated, and to which the cus­tom of war does not ap­ply; for it nev­er could be sup­posed that such a bru­tal out­rage would ever be com­mit­ted. It is an ori­gin­al in the his­tory of civ­il­ized bar­bar­i­ans, and is truly Brit­ish.

			On your part you are ac­count­able to us for the per­son­al safety of the pris­on­ers with­in your walls. Here can be no mis­take; they can neither be spies nor sus­pec­ted as such; your se­cur­ity is not en­dangered, nor your op­er­a­tions sub­jec­ted to mis­car­riage, by men im­mured with­in a dun­geon. They dif­fer in every cir­cum­stance from men in the field, and leave no pre­tence for sever­ity of pun­ish­ment. But if to the dis­mal con­di­tion of cap­tiv­ity with you must be ad­ded the con­stant ap­pre­hen­sions of death; if to be im­prisoned is so nearly to be en­tombed; and if, after all, the mur­der­ers are to be pro­tec­ted, and thereby the crime en­cour­aged, wherein do you dif­fer from [Amer­ic­an] In­di­ans either in con­duct or char­ac­ter?

			We can have no idea of your hon­or, or your justice, in any fu­ture trans­ac­tion, of what nature it may be, while you shel­ter with­in your lines an out­rageous mur­der­er, and sac­ri­fice in his stead an of­ficer of your own. If you have no re­gard to us, at least spare the blood which it is your duty to save. Wheth­er the pun­ish­ment will be great­er on him, who, in this case, in­no­cently dies, or on him whom sad ne­ces­sity forces to re­tali­ate, is, in the nicety of sen­sa­tion, an un­de­cided ques­tion? It rests with you to pre­vent the suf­fer­ings of both. You have noth­ing to do but to give up the mur­der­er, and the mat­ter ends.

			But to pro­tect him, be he who he may, is to pat­ron­ize his crime, and to trifle it off by frivol­ous and un­mean­ing in­quir­ies, is to pro­mote it. There is no de­clar­a­tion you can make, nor prom­ise you can give that will ob­tain cred­it. It is the man and not the apo­logy that is de­man­ded.

			You see your­self pressed on all sides to spare the life of your own of­ficer, for die he will if you with­hold justice. The murder of Cap­tain Huddy is an of­fence not to be borne with, and there is no se­cur­ity which we can have, that such ac­tions or sim­il­ar ones shall not be re­peated, but by mak­ing the pun­ish­ment fall upon yourselves. To des­troy the last se­cur­ity of cap­tiv­ity, and to take the un­armed, the un­res­ist­ing pris­on­er to private and sport­ive ex­e­cu­tion, is car­ry­ing bar­bar­ity too high for si­lence. The evil must be put an end to; and the choice of per­sons rests with you. But if your at­tach­ment to the guilty is stronger than to the in­no­cent, you in­vent a crime that must des­troy your char­ac­ter, and if the cause of your king needs to be so sup­por­ted, forever cease, sir, to tor­ture our re­mem­brance with the wretched phrases of Brit­ish hon­or, Brit­ish gen­er­os­ity and Brit­ish clem­ency.

			From this mel­an­choly cir­cum­stance, learn, sir, a les­son of mor­al­ity. The refugees are men whom your pre­de­cessors have in­struc­ted in wicked­ness, the bet­ter to fit them to their mas­ter’s pur­pose. To make them use­ful, they have made them vile, and the con­sequence of their tutored vil­lany is now des­cend­ing on the heads of their en­cour­agers. They have been trained like hounds to the scent of blood, and cher­ished in every spe­cies of dis­sol­ute bar­bar­ity. Their ideas of right and wrong are worn away in the con­stant habitude of re­peated in­famy, till, like men prac­tised in ex­e­cu­tion, they feel not the value of an­oth­er’s life.

			The task be­fore you, though pain­ful, is not dif­fi­cult; give up the mur­der­er, and save your of­ficer, as the first out­set of a ne­ces­sary re­form­a­tion.

			
				Com­mon Sense.53

				Phil­adelphia, May 31, 1782.

			
		
	
		
			
				
					The Crisis
					XII
				

				To the Earl of Shel­burne54

			
			My Lord—A speech, which has been prin­ted in sev­er­al of the Brit­ish and New York news­pa­pers, as com­ing from your lord­ship, in an­swer to one from the Duke of Rich­mond, of the 10th of Ju­ly last, con­tains ex­pres­sions and opin­ions so new and sin­gu­lar, and so en­vel­oped in mys­ter­i­ous reas­on­ing, that I ad­dress this pub­lic­a­tion to you, for the pur­pose of giv­ing them a free and can­did ex­am­in­a­tion. The speech I al­lude to is in these words:

			
				“His lord­ship said, it had been men­tioned in an­oth­er place, that he had been guilty of in­con­sist­ency. To clear him­self of this, he as­ser­ted that he still held the same prin­ciples in re­spect to Amer­ic­an in­de­pend­ence which he at first im­bibed. He had been, and yet was of opin­ion, whenev­er the Par­lia­ment of Great Bri­tain ac­know­ledges that point, the sun of Eng­land’s glory is set forever. Such were the sen­ti­ments he pos­sessed on a former day, and such the sen­ti­ments he con­tin­ued to hold at this hour. It was the opin­ion of Lord Chath­am, as well as many oth­er able states­men. Oth­er noble lords, how­ever, think dif­fer­ently, and as the ma­jor­ity of the cab­in­et sup­port them, he ac­qui­esced in the meas­ure, dis­sent­ing from the idea; and the point is settled for bring­ing the mat­ter in­to the full dis­cus­sion of Par­lia­ment, where it will be can­didly, fairly, and im­par­tially de­bated. The in­de­pend­ence of Amer­ica would end in the ru­in of Eng­land; and that a peace patched up with France, would give that proud en­emy the means of yet tramp­ling on this coun­try. The sun of Eng­land’s glory he wished not to see set forever; he looked for a spark at least to be left, which might in time light us up to a new day. But if in­de­pend­ence was to be gran­ted, if Par­lia­ment deemed that meas­ure prudent, he foresaw, in his own mind, that Eng­land was un­done. He wished to God that he had been deputed to Con­gress, that be might plead the cause of that coun­try as well as of this, and that he might ex­er­cise whatever powers he pos­sessed as an orator, to save both from ru­in, in a con­vic­tion to Con­gress, that, if their in­de­pend­ence was signed, their liber­ties were gone forever.

				“Peace, his lord­ship ad­ded, was a de­sir­able ob­ject, but it must be an hon­or­able peace, and not an hu­mi­li­at­ing one, dic­tated by France, or in­sisted on by Amer­ica. It was very true, that this king­dom was not in a flour­ish­ing state, it was im­pov­er­ished by war. But if we were not rich, it was evid­ent that France was poor. If we were straitened in our fin­ances, the en­emy were ex­hausted in their re­sources. This was a great em­pire; it aboun­ded with brave men, who were able and will­ing to fight in a com­mon cause; the lan­guage of hu­mi­li­ation should not, there­fore, be the lan­guage of Great Bri­tain. His lord­ship said, that he was not afraid nor ashamed of those ex­pres­sions go­ing to Amer­ica. There were num­bers, great num­bers there, who were of the same way of think­ing, in re­spect to that coun­try be­ing de­pend­ent on this, and who, with his lord­ship, per­ceived ru­in and in­de­pend­ence Blinked to­geth­er.”

			

			Thus far the speech; on which I re­mark—That his lord­ship is a total stranger to the mind and sen­ti­ments of Amer­ica; that he has wrapped him­self up in fond de­lu­sion, that some­thing less than in­de­pend­ence, may, un­der his ad­min­is­tra­tion, be ac­cep­ted; and he wishes him­self sent to Con­gress, to prove the most ex­traordin­ary of all doc­trines, which is, that in­de­pend­ence, the sub­limest of all hu­man con­di­tions, is loss of liberty.

			In an­swer to which we may say, that in or­der to know what the con­trary word de­pend­ence means, we have only to look back to those years of severe hu­mi­li­ation, when the mild­est of all pe­ti­tions could ob­tain no oth­er no­tice than the haught­i­est of all in­sults; and when the base terms of un­con­di­tion­al sub­mis­sion were de­man­ded, or un­dis­tin­guish­able de­struc­tion threatened. It is noth­ing to us that the min­istry have been changed, for they may be changed again. The guilt of a gov­ern­ment is the crime of a whole coun­try; and the na­tion that can, though but for a mo­ment, think and act as Eng­land has done, can nev­er af­ter­wards be be­lieved or trus­ted. There are cases in which it is as im­possible to re­store char­ac­ter to life, as it is to re­cov­er the dead. It is a phoenix that can ex­pire but once, and from whose ashes there is no re­sur­rec­tion. Some of­fences are of such a slight com­pos­i­tion, that they reach no fur­ther than the tem­per, and are cre­ated or cured by a thought. But the sin of Eng­land has struck the heart of Amer­ica, and nature has not left in our power to say we can for­give.

			Your lord­ship wishes for an op­por­tun­ity to plead be­fore Con­gress the cause of Eng­land and Amer­ica, and to save, as you say, both from ru­in.

			That the coun­try, which, for more than sev­en years has sought our de­struc­tion, should now cringe to so­li­cit our pro­tec­tion, is adding the wretched­ness of dis­grace to the misery of dis­ap­point­ment; and if Eng­land has the least spark of sup­posed hon­or left, that spark must be darkened by ask­ing, and ex­tin­guished by re­ceiv­ing, the smal­lest fa­vor from Amer­ica; for the crim­in­al who owes his life to the grace and mercy of the in­jured, is more ex­ecuted by liv­ing, than he who dies.

			But a thou­sand plead­ings, even from your lord­ship, can have no ef­fect. Hon­or, in­terest, and every sen­sa­tion of the heart, would plead against you. We are a people who think not as you think; and what is equally true, you can­not feel as we feel. The situ­ations of the two coun­tries are ex­ceed­ingly dif­fer­ent. Ours has been the seat of war; yours has seen noth­ing of it. The most wan­ton de­struc­tion has been com­mit­ted in our sight; the most in­solent bar­bar­ity has been ac­ted on our feel­ings. We can look round and see the re­mains of burnt and des­troyed houses, once the fair fruit of hard in­dustry, and now the strik­ing monu­ments of Brit­ish bru­tal­ity. We walk over the dead whom we loved, in every part of Amer­ica, and re­mem­ber by whom they fell. There is scarcely a vil­lage but brings to life some mel­an­choly thought, and re­minds us of what we have suffered, and of those we have lost by the in­hu­man­ity of Bri­tain. A thou­sand im­ages arise to us, which, from situ­ation, you can­not see, and are ac­com­pan­ied by as many ideas which you can­not know; and there­fore your sup­posed sys­tem of reas­on­ing would ap­ply to noth­ing, and all your ex­pect­a­tions die of them­selves.

			The ques­tion wheth­er Eng­land shall ac­cede to the in­de­pend­ence of Amer­ica, and which your lord­ship says is to un­der­go a par­lia­ment­ary dis­cus­sion, is so very simple, and com­posed of so few cases, that it scarcely needs a de­bate.

			It is the only way out of an ex­pens­ive and ru­in­ous war, which has no ob­ject, and without which ac­know­ledg­ment there can be no peace.

			But your lord­ship says, the sun of Great Bri­tain will set whenev­er she ac­know­ledges the in­de­pend­ence of Amer­ica.—Where­as the meta­phor would have been strictly just, to have left the sun wholly out of the fig­ure, and have ascribed her not ac­know­ledging it to the in­flu­ence of the moon.

			But the ex­pres­sion, if true, is the greatest con­fes­sion of dis­grace that could be made, and fur­nishes Amer­ica with the highest no­tions of sov­er­eign in­de­pend­ent im­port­ance. Mr. Wed­der­burne, about the year 1776, made use of an idea of much the same kind—Re­lin­quish Amer­ica! says he—What is it but to de­sire a gi­ant to shrink spon­tan­eously in­to a dwarf.

			Alas! are those people who call them­selves Eng­lish­men, of so little in­tern­al con­sequence, that when Amer­ica is gone, or shuts her eyes upon them, their sun is set, they can shine no more, but grope about in ob­scur­ity, and con­tract in­to in­sig­ni­fic­ant an­im­als? Was Amer­ica, then, the gi­ant of the em­pire, and Eng­land only her dwarf in wait­ing! Is the case so strangely altered, that those who once thought we could not live without them, are now brought to de­clare that they can­not ex­ist without us? Will they tell to the world, and that from their first min­is­ter of state, that Amer­ica is their all in all; that it is by her im­port­ance only that they can live, and breathe, and have a be­ing? Will they, who long since threatened to bring us to their feet, bow them­selves to ours, and own that without us they are not a na­tion? Are they be­come so un­qual­i­fied to de­bate on in­de­pend­ence, that they have lost all idea of it them­selves, and are call­ing to the rocks and moun­tains of Amer­ica to cov­er their in­sig­ni­fic­ance? Or, if Amer­ica is lost, is it manly to sob over it like a child for its rattle, and in­vite the laughter of the world by de­clar­a­tions of dis­grace? Surely, a more con­sist­ent line of con­duct would be to bear it without com­plaint; and to show that Eng­land, without Amer­ica, can pre­serve her in­de­pend­ence, and a suit­able rank with oth­er European powers. You were not con­ten­ted while you had her, and to weep for her now is child­ish.

			But Lord Shel­burne thinks some­thing may yet be done. What that some­thing is, or how it is to be ac­com­plished, is a mat­ter in ob­scur­ity. By arms there is no hope. The ex­per­i­ence of nearly eight years, with the ex­pense of an hun­dred mil­lion pounds ster­ling, and the loss of two armies, must pos­it­ively de­cide that point. Be­sides, the Brit­ish have lost their in­terest in Amer­ica with the dis­af­fected. Every part of it has been tried. There is no new scene left for de­lu­sion: and the thou­sands who have been ruined by ad­her­ing to them, and have now to quit the set­tle­ments which they had ac­quired, and be con­veyed like trans­ports to cul­tiv­ate the deserts of Au­gustine and Nova Sco­tia, has put an end to all fur­ther ex­pect­a­tions of aid.

			If you cast your eyes on the people of Eng­land, what have they to con­sole them­selves with for the mil­lions ex­pen­ded? Or, what en­cour­age­ment is there left to con­tin­ue throw­ing good money after bad? Amer­ica can carry on the war for ten years longer, and all the charges of gov­ern­ment in­cluded, for less than you can de­fray the charges of war and gov­ern­ment for one year. And I, who know both coun­tries, know well, that the people of Amer­ica can af­ford to pay their share of the ex­pense much bet­ter than the people of Eng­land can. Be­sides, it is their own es­tates and prop­erty, their own rights, liber­ties and gov­ern­ment, that they are de­fend­ing; and were they not to do it, they would de­serve to lose all, and none would pity them. The fault would be their own, and their pun­ish­ment just.

			The Brit­ish army in Amer­ica care not how long the war lasts. They en­joy an easy and in­dol­ent life. They fat­ten on the folly of one coun­try and the spoils of an­oth­er; and, between their plun­der and their prey, may go home rich. But the case is very dif­fer­ent with the la­bor­ing farm­er, the work­ing trades­man, and the ne­ces­sit­ous poor in Eng­land, the sweat of whose brow goes day after day to feed, in prod­ig­al­ity and sloth, the army that is rob­bing both them and us. Re­moved from the eye of that coun­try that sup­ports them, and dis­tant from the gov­ern­ment that em­ploys them, they cut and carve for them­selves, and there is none to call them to ac­count.

			But Eng­land will be ruined, says Lord Shel­burne, if Amer­ica is in­de­pend­ent.

			Then I say, is Eng­land already ruined, for Amer­ica is already in­de­pend­ent: and if Lord Shel­burne will not al­low this, he im­me­di­ately denies the fact which he in­fers. Be­sides, to make Eng­land the mere creature of Amer­ica, is pay­ing too great a com­pli­ment to us, and too little to him­self.

			But the de­clar­a­tion is a rhaps­ody of in­con­sist­ency. For to say, as Lord Shel­burne has num­ber­less times said, that the war against Amer­ica is ru­in­ous, and yet to con­tin­ue the pro­sec­u­tion of that ru­in­ous war for the pur­pose of avoid­ing ru­in, is a lan­guage which can­not be un­der­stood. Neither is it pos­sible to see how the in­de­pend­ence of Amer­ica is to ac­com­plish the ru­in of Eng­land after the war is over, and yet not af­fect it be­fore. Amer­ica can­not be more in­de­pend­ent of her, nor a great­er en­emy to her, here­after than she now is; nor can Eng­land de­rive less ad­vant­ages from her than at present: why then is ru­in to fol­low in the best state of the case, and not in the worst? And if not in the worst, why is it to fol­low at all?

			That a na­tion is to be ruined by peace and com­merce, and four­teen or fif­teen mil­lions a-year less ex­penses than be­fore, is a new doc­trine in polit­ics. We have heard much clam­or of na­tion­al sav­ings and eco­nomy; but surely the true eco­nomy would be, to save the whole charge of a silly, fool­ish, and head­strong war; be­cause, com­pared with this, all oth­er re­trench­ments are baubles and trifles.

			But is it pos­sible that Lord Shel­burne can be ser­i­ous in sup­pos­ing that the least ad­vant­age can be ob­tained by arms, or that any ad­vant­age can be equal to the ex­pense or the danger of at­tempt­ing it? Will not the cap­ture of one army after an­oth­er sat­is­fy him, must all be­come pris­on­ers? Must Eng­land ever be the sport of hope, and the vic­tim of de­lu­sion? Some­times our cur­rency was to fail; an­oth­er time our army was to dis­band; then whole provinces were to re­volt. Such a gen­er­al said this and that; an­oth­er wrote so-and-so; Lord Chath­am was of this opin­ion; and lord some­body else of an­oth­er. Today 20,000 Rus­si­ans and 20 Rus­si­an ships of the line were to come; to­mor­row the empress was ab­used without mercy or de­cency. Then the Em­per­or of Ger­many was to be bribed with a mil­lion of money, and the King of Prus­sia was to do won­der­ful things. At one time it was, Lo here! and then it was, Lo there! Some­times this power, and some­times that power, was to en­gage in the war, just as if the whole world was mad and fool­ish like Bri­tain. And thus, from year to year, has every straw been catched at, and every Will-with-a-wisp led them a new dance.

			This year a still new­er folly is to take place. Lord Shel­burne wishes to be sent to Con­gress, and he thinks that some­thing may be done.

			Are not the re­peated de­clar­a­tions of Con­gress, and which all Amer­ica sup­ports, that they will not even hear any pro­pos­als whatever, un­til the un­con­di­tion­al and un­equi­voc­al in­de­pend­ence of Amer­ica is re­cog­nised; are not, I say, these de­clar­a­tions an­swer enough?

			But for Eng­land to re­ceive any­thing from Amer­ica now, after so many in­sults, in­jur­ies and out­rages, ac­ted to­wards us, would show such a spir­it of mean­ness in her, that we could not but des­pise her for ac­cept­ing it. And so far from Lord Shel­burne’s com­ing here to so­li­cit it, it would be the greatest dis­grace we could do them to of­fer it. Eng­land would ap­pear a wretch in­deed, at this time of day, to ask or owe any­thing to the bounty of Amer­ica. Has not the name of Eng­lish­man blots enough upon it, without in­vent­ing more? Even Lu­ci­fer would scorn to reign in heav­en by per­mis­sion, and yet an Eng­lish­man can creep for only an en­trance in­to Amer­ica. Or, has a land of liberty so many charms, that to be a door­keep­er in it is bet­ter than to be an Eng­lish min­is­ter of state?

			But what can this ex­pec­ted some­thing be? Or, if ob­tained, what can it amount to, but new dis­graces, con­ten­tions and quar­rels? The people of Amer­ica have for years ac­cus­tomed them­selves to think and speak so freely and con­temp­tu­ously of Eng­lish au­thor­ity, and the in­vet­er­acy is so deeply rooted, that a per­son in­ves­ted with any au­thor­ity from that coun­try, and at­tempt­ing to ex­er­cise it here, would have the life of a toad un­der a har­row. They would look on him as an in­ter­loper, to whom their com­pas­sion per­mit­ted a res­id­ence. He would be no more than the Mungo of a farce; and if he dis­liked that, he must set off. It would be a sta­tion of de­grad­a­tion, de­based by our pity, and des­pised by our pride, and would place Eng­land in a more con­tempt­ible situ­ation than any she has yet been in dur­ing the war. We have too high an opin­ion of ourselves, even to think of yield­ing again the least obed­i­ence to out­land­ish au­thor­ity; and for a thou­sand reas­ons, Eng­land would be the last coun­try in the world to yield it to. She has been treach­er­ous, and we know it. Her char­ac­ter is gone, and we have seen the fu­ner­al.

			Surely she loves to fish in troubled wa­ters, and drink the cup of con­ten­tion, or she would not now think of ming­ling her af­fairs with those of Amer­ica. It would be like a fool­ish dot­ard tak­ing to his arms the bride that des­pises him, or who has placed on his head the en­signs of her dis­gust. It is kiss­ing the hand that boxes his ears, and pro­pos­ing to re­new the ex­change. The thought is as servile as the war is wicked, and shows the last scene of the drama to be as in­con­sist­ent as the first.

			As Amer­ica is gone, the only act of man­hood is to let her go. Your lord­ship had no hand in the sep­ar­a­tion, and you will gain no hon­or by tem­por­ising polit­ics. Be­sides, there is some­thing so ex­ceed­ingly whim­sic­al, un­steady, and even in­sin­cere in the present con­duct of Eng­land, that she ex­hib­its her­self in the most dis­hon­or­able col­ors.

			On the second of Au­gust last, Gen­er­al Car­leton and Ad­mir­al Digby wrote to Gen­er­al Wash­ing­ton in these words:

			
				“The res­ol­u­tion of the House of Com­mons, of the 27th of Feb­ru­ary last, has been placed in Your Ex­cel­lency’s hands, and in­tim­a­tions giv­en at the same time that fur­ther pa­cific meas­ures were likely to fol­low. Since which, un­til the present time, we have had no dir­ect com­mu­nic­a­tions with Eng­land; but a mail is now ar­rived, which brings us very im­port­ant in­form­a­tion. We are ac­quain­ted, sir, by au­thor­ity, that ne­go­ti­ations for a gen­er­al peace have already com­menced at Par­is, and that Mr. Gren­ville is in­ves­ted with full powers to treat with all the parties at war, and is now at Par­is in ex­e­cu­tion of his com­mis­sion. And we are fur­ther, sir, made ac­quain­ted, that His Majesty, in or­der to re­move any obstacles to this peace which he so ar­dently wishes to re­store, has com­manded his min­is­ters to dir­ect Mr. Gren­ville, that the in­de­pend­ence of the Thir­teen United Provinces, should be pro­posed by him in the first in­stance, in­stead of mak­ing it a con­di­tion of a gen­er­al treaty.”

			

			Now, tak­ing your present meas­ures in­to view, and com­par­ing them with the de­clar­a­tion in this let­ter, pray what is the word of your king, or his min­is­ters, or the Par­lia­ment, good for? Must we not look upon you as a con­fed­er­ated body of faith­less, treach­er­ous men, whose as­sur­ances are fraud, and their lan­guage de­ceit? What opin­ion can we pos­sibly form of you, but that you are a lost, aban­doned, prof­lig­ate na­tion, who sport even with your own char­ac­ter, and are to be held by noth­ing but the bay­on­et or the hal­ter?

			To say, after this, that the sun of Great Bri­tain will be set whenev­er she ac­know­ledges the in­de­pend­ence of Amer­ica, when the not do­ing it is the un­qual­i­fied lie of gov­ern­ment, can be no oth­er than the lan­guage of ri­dicule, the jar­gon of in­con­sist­ency. There were thou­sands in Amer­ica who pre­dicted the de­lu­sion, and looked upon it as a trick of treach­ery, to take us from our guard, and draw off our at­ten­tion from the only sys­tem of fin­ance, by which we can be called, or de­serve to be called, a sov­er­eign, in­de­pend­ent people. The fraud, on your part, might be worth at­tempt­ing, but the sac­ri­fice to ob­tain it is too high.

			There are oth­ers who cred­ited the as­sur­ance, be­cause they thought it im­possible that men who had their char­ac­ters to es­tab­lish, would be­gin with a lie. The pro­sec­u­tion of the war by the former min­istry was sav­age and hor­rid; since which it has been mean, trick­ish, and de­lusive. The one went greed­ily in­to the pas­sion of re­venge, the oth­er in­to the sub­tleties of low con­triv­ance; till, between the crimes of both, there is scarcely left a man in Amer­ica, be he Whig or Tory, who does not des­pise or de­test the con­duct of Bri­tain.

			The man­age­ment of Lord Shel­burne, whatever may be his views, is a cau­tion to us, and must be to the world, nev­er to re­gard Brit­ish as­sur­ances. A per­fidy so no­tori­ous can­not be hid. It stands even in the pub­lic pa­pers of New York, with the names of Car­leton and Digby af­fixed to it. It is a pro­clam­a­tion that the king of Eng­land is not to be be­lieved; that the spir­it of ly­ing is the gov­ern­ing prin­ciple of the min­istry. It is hold­ing up the char­ac­ter of the House of Com­mons to pub­lic in­famy, and warn­ing all men not to cred­it them. Such are the con­sequences which Lord Shel­burne’s man­age­ment has brought upon his coun­try.

			After the au­thor­ized de­clar­a­tions con­tained in Car­leton and Digby’s let­ter, you ought, from every motive of hon­or, policy and prudence, to have ful­filled them, whatever might have been the event. It was the least atone­ment that you could pos­sibly make to Amer­ica, and the greatest kind­ness you could do to yourselves; for you will save mil­lions by a gen­er­al peace, and you will lose as many by con­tinu­ing the war.

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				Phil­adelphia, Oct. 29, 1782.

				P.S. The ma­nu­script copy of this let­ter is sent your lord­ship, by the way of our headquar­ters, to New York, en­clos­ing a late pamph­let of mine, ad­dressed to the Abbe Raynal, which will serve to give your lord­ship some idea of the prin­ciples and sen­ti­ments of Amer­ica.
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					The Crisis
					XIII
				

				Thoughts on the Peace, and Prob­able Ad­vant­ages There­of

			
			“The times that tried men’s souls,”55 are over—and the greatest and com­pletest re­volu­tion the world ever knew, glor­i­ously and hap­pily ac­com­plished.

			But to pass from the ex­tremes of danger to safety—from the tu­mult of war to the tran­quil­lity of peace, though sweet in con­tem­pla­tion, re­quires a gradu­al com­pos­ure of the senses to re­ceive it. Even calmness has the power of stun­ning, when it opens too in­stantly upon us. The long and ra­ging hur­ricane that should cease in a mo­ment, would leave us in a state rather of won­der than en­joy­ment; and some mo­ments of re­col­lec­tion must pass, be­fore we could be cap­able of tast­ing the fe­li­city of re­pose. There are but few in­stances, in which the mind is fit­ted for sud­den trans­itions: it takes in its pleas­ures by re­flec­tion and com­par­is­on and those must have time to act, be­fore the rel­ish for new scenes is com­plete.

			In the present case—the mighty mag­nitude of the ob­ject—the vari­ous un­cer­tain­ties of fate it has un­der­gone—the nu­mer­ous and com­plic­ated dangers we have suffered or es­caped—the em­in­ence we now stand on, and the vast pro­spect be­fore us, must all con­spire to im­press us with con­tem­pla­tion.

			To see it in our power to make a world happy—to teach man­kind the art of be­ing so—to ex­hib­it, on the theatre of the uni­verse a char­ac­ter hitherto un­known—and to have, as it were, a new cre­ation en­trus­ted to our hands, are hon­ors that com­mand re­flec­tion, and can neither be too highly es­tim­ated, nor too grate­fully re­ceived.

			In this pause then of re­col­lec­tion—while the storm is ceas­ing, and the long agit­ated mind vi­brat­ing to a rest, let us look back on the scenes we have passed, and learn from ex­per­i­ence what is yet to be done.

			Nev­er, I say, had a coun­try so many open­ings to hap­pi­ness as this. Her set­ting out in life, like the rising of a fair morn­ing, was un­clouded and prom­ising. Her cause was good. Her prin­ciples just and lib­er­al. Her tem­per se­rene and firm. Her con­duct reg­u­lated by the nicest steps, and everything about her wore the mark of hon­or. It is not every coun­try (per­haps there is not an­oth­er in the world) that can boast so fair an ori­gin. Even the first set­tle­ment of Amer­ica cor­res­ponds with the char­ac­ter of the re­volu­tion. Rome, once the proud mis­tress of the uni­verse, was ori­gin­ally a band of ruf­fi­ans. Plun­der and rapine made her rich, and her op­pres­sion of mil­lions made her great. But Amer­ica need nev­er be ashamed to tell her birth, nor re­late the stages by which she rose to em­pire.

			The re­mem­brance, then, of what is past, if it op­er­ates rightly, must in­spire her with the most laud­able of all am­bi­tion, that of adding to the fair fame she began with. The world has seen her great in ad­versity; strug­gling, without a thought of yield­ing, be­neath ac­cu­mu­lated dif­fi­culties, bravely, nay proudly, en­coun­ter­ing dis­tress, and rising in res­ol­u­tion as the storm in­creased. All this is justly due to her, for her forti­tude has mer­ited the char­ac­ter. Let, then, the world see that she can bear prosper­ity: and that her hon­est vir­tue in time of peace, is equal to the bravest vir­tue in time of war.

			She is now des­cend­ing to the scenes of quiet and do­mest­ic life. Not be­neath the cypress shade of dis­ap­point­ment, but to en­joy in her own land, and un­der her own vine, the sweet of her labors, and the re­ward of her toil.—In this situ­ation, may she nev­er for­get that a fair na­tion­al repu­ta­tion is of as much im­port­ance as in­de­pend­ence. That it pos­sesses a charm that wins upon the world, and makes even en­emies civil. That it gives a dig­nity which is of­ten su­per­i­or to power, and com­mands rev­er­ence where pomp and splendor fail.

			It would be a cir­cum­stance ever to be lamen­ted and nev­er to be for­got­ten, were a single blot, from any cause whatever, suffered to fall on a re­volu­tion, which to the end of time must be an hon­or to the age that ac­com­plished it: and which has con­trib­uted more to en­light­en the world, and dif­fuse a spir­it of free­dom and lib­er­al­ity among man­kind, than any hu­man event (if this may be called one) that ever pre­ceded it.

			It is not among the least of the calam­it­ies of a long con­tin­ued war, that it un­hinges the mind from those nice sen­sa­tions which at oth­er times ap­pear so ami­able. The con­tinu­al spec­tacle of woe blunts the finer feel­ings, and the ne­ces­sity of bear­ing with the sight, renders it fa­mil­i­ar. In like man­ner, are many of the mor­al ob­lig­a­tions of so­ci­ety weakened, till the cus­tom of act­ing by ne­ces­sity be­comes an apo­logy, where it is truly a crime. Yet let but a na­tion con­ceive rightly of its char­ac­ter, and it will be chastely just in pro­tect­ing it. None ever began with a fairer than Amer­ica and none can be un­der a great­er ob­lig­a­tion to pre­serve it.

			The debt which Amer­ica has con­trac­ted, com­pared with the cause she has gained, and the ad­vant­ages to flow from it, ought scarcely to be men­tioned. She has it in her choice to do, and to live as hap­pily as she pleases. The world is in her hands. She has no for­eign power to mono­pol­ize her com­merce, per­plex her le­gis­la­tion, or con­trol her prosper­ity. The struggle is over, which must one day have happened, and, per­haps, nev­er could have happened at a bet­ter time.56 And in­stead of a dom­in­eer­ing mas­ter, she has gained an ally whose ex­em­plary great­ness, and uni­ver­sal lib­er­al­ity, have ex­tor­ted a con­fes­sion even from her en­emies.

			With the bless­ings of peace, in­de­pend­ence, and an uni­ver­sal com­merce, the states, in­di­vidu­ally and col­lect­ively, will have leis­ure and op­por­tun­ity to reg­u­late and es­tab­lish their do­mest­ic con­cerns, and to put it bey­ond the power of calumny to throw the least re­flec­tion on their hon­or. Char­ac­ter is much easi­er kept than re­covered, and that man, if any such there be, who, from sin­is­ter views, or lit­tle­ness of soul, lends un­seen his hand to in­jure it, con­trives a wound it will nev­er be in his power to heal.

			As we have es­tab­lished an in­her­it­ance for pos­ter­ity, let that in­her­it­ance des­cend, with every mark of an hon­or­able con­vey­ance. The little it will cost, com­pared with the worth of the states, the great­ness of the ob­ject, and the value of the na­tion­al char­ac­ter, will be a prof­it­able ex­change.

			But that which must more for­cibly strike a thought­ful, pen­et­rat­ing mind, and which in­cludes and renders easy all in­feri­or con­cerns, is the uni­on of the States. On this our great na­tion­al char­ac­ter de­pends. It is this which must give us im­port­ance abroad and se­cur­ity at home. It is through this only that we are, or can be, na­tion­ally known in the world; it is the flag of the United States which renders our ships and com­merce safe on the seas, or in a for­eign port. Our Medi­ter­ranean passes must be ob­tained un­der the same style. All our treat­ies, wheth­er of al­li­ance, peace, or com­merce, are formed un­der the sov­er­eignty of the United States, and Europe knows us by no oth­er name or title.

			The di­vi­sion of the em­pire in­to states is for our own con­veni­ence, but abroad this dis­tinc­tion ceases. The af­fairs of each state are loc­al. They can go no fur­ther than to it­self. And were the whole worth of even the richest of them ex­pen­ded in rev­en­ue, it would not be suf­fi­cient to sup­port sov­er­eignty against a for­eign at­tack. In short, we have no oth­er na­tion­al sov­er­eignty than as United States. It would even be fatal for us if we had—too ex­pens­ive to be main­tained, and im­possible to be sup­por­ted. In­di­vidu­als, or in­di­vidu­al states, may call them­selves what they please; but the world, and es­pe­cially the world of en­emies, is not to be held in awe by the whist­ling of a name. Sov­er­eignty must have power to pro­tect all the parts that com­pose and con­sti­tute it: and as United States we are equal to the im­port­ance of the title, but oth­er­wise we are not. Our uni­on, well and wisely reg­u­lated and ce­men­ted, is the cheapest way of be­ing great—the easi­est way of be­ing power­ful, and the hap­pi­est in­ven­tion in gov­ern­ment which the cir­cum­stances of Amer­ica can ad­mit of.—Be­cause it col­lects from each state, that which, by be­ing in­ad­equate, can be of no use to it, and forms an ag­greg­ate that serves for all.

			The states of Hol­land are an un­for­tu­nate in­stance of the ef­fects of in­di­vidu­al sov­er­eignty. Their dis­join­ted con­di­tion ex­poses them to nu­mer­ous in­trigues, losses, calam­it­ies, and en­emies; and the al­most im­possib­il­ity of bring­ing their meas­ures to a de­cision, and that de­cision in­to ex­e­cu­tion, is to them, and would be to us, a source of end­less mis­for­tune.

			It is with con­fed­er­ated states as with in­di­vidu­als in so­ci­ety; some­thing must be yiel­ded up to make the whole se­cure. In this view of things we gain by what we give, and draw an an­nu­al in­terest great­er than the cap­it­al.—I ever feel my­self hurt when I hear the uni­on, that great pal­la­di­um of our liberty and safety, the least ir­rev­er­ently spoken of. It is the most sac­red thing in the con­sti­tu­tion of Amer­ica, and that which every man should be most proud and tender of. Our cit­izen­ship in the United States is our na­tion­al char­ac­ter. Our cit­izen­ship in any par­tic­u­lar state is only our loc­al dis­tinc­tion. By the lat­ter we are known at home, by the former to the world. Our great title is Amer­ic­ans—our in­feri­or one var­ies with the place.

			So far as my en­deavors could go, they have all been dir­ec­ted to con­cili­ate the af­fec­tions, unite the in­terests, and draw and keep the mind of the coun­try to­geth­er; and the bet­ter to as­sist in this found­a­tion work of the re­volu­tion, I have avoided all places of profit or of­fice, either in the state I live in, or in the United States;57 kept my­self at a dis­tance from all parties and party con­nec­tions, and even dis­reg­arded all private and in­feri­or con­cerns: and when we take in­to view the great work which we have gone through, and feel, as we ought to feel, the just im­port­ance of it, we shall then see, that the little wranglings and in­de­cent con­ten­tions of per­son­al par­ley, are as dis­hon­or­able to our char­ac­ters, as they are in­jur­i­ous to our re­pose.

			It was the cause of Amer­ica that made me an au­thor. The force with which it struck my mind and the dan­ger­ous con­di­tion the coun­try ap­peared to me in, by court­ing an im­possible and an un­nat­ur­al re­con­cili­ation with those who were de­term­ined to re­duce her, in­stead of strik­ing out in­to the only line that could ce­ment and save her, A De­clar­a­tion of In­de­pend­ence, made it im­possible for me, feel­ing as I did, to be si­lent: and if, in the course of more than sev­en years, I have rendered her any ser­vice, I have like­wise ad­ded some­thing to the repu­ta­tion of lit­er­at­ure, by freely and dis­in­ter­estedly em­ploy­ing it in the great cause of man­kind, and show­ing that there may be geni­us without pros­ti­tu­tion.

			In­de­pend­ence al­ways ap­peared to me prac­tic­able and prob­able, provided the sen­ti­ment of the coun­try could be formed and held to the ob­ject: and there is no in­stance in the world, where a people so ex­ten­ded, and wed­ded to former habits of think­ing, and un­der such a vari­ety of cir­cum­stances, were so in­stantly and ef­fec­tu­ally per­vaded, by a turn in polit­ics, as in the case of in­de­pend­ence; and who sup­por­ted their opin­ion, un­di­min­ished, through such a suc­ces­sion of good and ill for­tune, till they crowned it with suc­cess.

			But as the scenes of war are closed, and every man pre­par­ing for home and hap­pi­er times, I there­fore take my leave of the sub­ject. I have most sin­cerely fol­lowed it from be­gin­ning to end, and through all its turns and wind­ings: and whatever coun­try I may here­after be in, I shall al­ways feel an hon­est pride at the part I have taken and ac­ted, and a grat­it­ude to nature and provid­ence for put­ting it in my power to be of some use to man­kind.

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				Phil­adelphia, April 19, 1783.58

			
		
	
		
			
				A Supernumerary Crisis

				To the People of Amer­ica

			
			In Riv­ing­ton’s New York Gaz­ette, of Decem­ber 6th, is a pub­lic­a­tion, un­der the ap­pear­ance of a let­ter from Lon­don, dated Septem­ber 30th; and is on a sub­ject which de­mands the at­ten­tion of the United States.

			The pub­lic will re­mem­ber that a treaty of com­merce between the United States and Eng­land was set on foot last spring, and that un­til the said treaty could be com­pleted, a bill was brought in­to the Brit­ish Par­lia­ment by the then chan­cel­lor of the ex­chequer, Mr. Pitt, to ad­mit and leg­al­ize (as the case then re­quired) the com­merce of the United States in­to the Brit­ish ports and domin­ions. But neither the one nor the oth­er has been com­pleted. The com­mer­cial treaty is either broken off, or re­mains as it began; and the bill in Par­lia­ment has been thrown aside. And in lieu there­of, a selfish sys­tem of Eng­lish polit­ics has star­ted up, cal­cu­lated to fet­ter the com­merce of Amer­ica, by en­gross­ing to Eng­land the car­ry­ing trade of the Amer­ic­an pro­duce to the West In­dia is­lands.

			Among the ad­voc­ates for this last meas­ure is Lord Shef­field, a mem­ber of the Brit­ish Par­lia­ment, who has pub­lished a pamph­let en­titled “Ob­ser­va­tions on the Com­merce of the Amer­ic­an States.” The pamph­let has two ob­jects; the one is to al­lure the Amer­ic­ans to pur­chase Brit­ish man­u­fac­tures; and the oth­er to spir­it up the Brit­ish Par­lia­ment to pro­hib­it the cit­izens of the United States from trad­ing to the West In­dia is­lands.

			Viewed in this light, the pamph­let, though in some parts dex­ter­ously writ­ten, is an ab­surdity. It of­fends, in the very act of en­deavor­ing to in­gra­ti­ate; and his lord­ship, as a politi­cian, ought not to have suffered the two ob­jects to have ap­peared to­geth­er. The lat­ter al­luded to, con­tains ex­tracts from the pamph­let, with high en­co­mi­ums on Lord Shef­field, for la­bor­i­ously en­deavor­ing (as the let­ter styles it) “to show the mighty ad­vant­ages of re­tain­ing the car­ry­ing trade.”

			Since the pub­lic­a­tion of this pamph­let in Eng­land, the com­merce of the United States to the West In­dies, in Amer­ic­an ves­sels, has been pro­hib­ited; and all in­ter­course, ex­cept in Brit­ish bot­toms, the prop­erty of and nav­ig­ated by Brit­ish sub­jects, cut off.

			That a coun­try has a right to be as fool­ish as it pleases, has been proved by the prac­tice of Eng­land for many years past: in her is­land situ­ation, se­questered from the world, she for­gets that her whis­pers are heard by oth­er na­tions; and in her plans of polit­ics and com­merce she seems not to know, that oth­er votes are ne­ces­sary be­sides her own. Amer­ica would be equally as fool­ish as Bri­tain, were she to suf­fer so great a de­grad­a­tion on her flag, and such a stroke on the free­dom of her com­merce, to pass without a bal­ance.

			We ad­mit the right of any na­tion to pro­hib­it the com­merce of an­oth­er in­to its own domin­ions, where there are no treat­ies to the con­trary; but as this right be­longs to one side as well as the oth­er, there is al­ways a way left to bring av­arice and in­solence to reas­on.

			But the ground of se­cur­ity which Lord Shef­field has chosen to erect his policy upon, is of a nature which ought, and I think must, awaken in every Amer­ic­an a just and strong sense of na­tion­al dig­nity. Lord Shef­field ap­pears to be sens­ible, that in ad­vising the Brit­ish na­tion and Par­lia­ment to en­gross to them­selves so great a part of the car­ry­ing trade of Amer­ica, he is at­tempt­ing a meas­ure which can­not suc­ceed, if the polit­ics of the United States be prop­erly dir­ec­ted to coun­ter­act the as­sump­tion.

			But, says he, in his pamph­let, “It will be a long time be­fore the Amer­ic­an states can be brought to act as a na­tion, neither are they to be feared as such by us.”

			What is this more or less than to tell us, that while we have no na­tion­al sys­tem of com­merce, the Brit­ish will gov­ern our trade by their own laws and pro­clam­a­tions as they please. The quo­ta­tion dis­closes a truth too ser­i­ous to be over­looked, and too mis­chiev­ous not to be remedied.

			Among oth­er cir­cum­stances which led them to this dis­cov­ery none could op­er­ate so ef­fec­tu­ally as the in­ju­di­cious, un­can­did and in­de­cent op­pos­i­tion made by sun­dry per­sons in a cer­tain state,59 to the re­com­mend­a­tions of Con­gress last winter, for an im­port duty of five per­cent. It could not but ex­plain to the Brit­ish a weak­ness in the na­tion­al power of Amer­ica, and en­cour­age them to at­tempt re­stric­tions on her trade, which oth­er­wise they would not have dared to haz­ard. Neither is there any state in the uni­on, whose policy was more mis­dir­ec­ted to its in­terest than the state I al­lude to, be­cause her prin­cip­al sup­port is the car­ry­ing trade, which Bri­tain, in­duced by the want of a well-centred power in the United States to pro­tect and se­cure, is now at­tempt­ing to take away. It for­tu­nately happened (and to no state in the uni­on more than the state in ques­tion) that the terms of peace were agreed on be­fore the op­pos­i­tion ap­peared, oth­er­wise, there can­not be a doubt, that if the same idea of the di­min­ished au­thor­ity of Amer­ica had oc­curred to them at that time as has oc­curred to them since, but they would have made the same grasp at the fish­er­ies, as they have done at the car­ry­ing trade.

			It is sur­pris­ing that an au­thor­ity which can be sup­por­ted with so much ease, and so little ex­pense, and cap­able of such ex­tens­ive ad­vant­ages to the coun­try, should be cav­illed at by those whose duty it is to watch over it, and whose ex­ist­ence as a people de­pends upon it. But this, per­haps, will ever be the case, till some mis­for­tune awakens us in­to reas­on, and the in­stance now be­fore us is but a gentle be­gin­ning of what Amer­ica must ex­pect, un­less she guards her uni­on with nicer care and stricter hon­or. United, she is for­mid­able, and that with the least pos­sible charge a na­tion can be so; sep­ar­ated, she is a med­ley of in­di­vidu­al noth­ings, sub­ject to the sport of for­eign na­tions.

			It is very prob­able that the in­genu­ity of com­merce may have found out a meth­od to evade and su­per­sede the in­ten­tions of the Brit­ish, in in­ter­dict­ing the trade with the West In­dia is­lands. The lan­guage of both be­ing the same, and their cus­toms well un­der­stood, the ves­sels of one coun­try may, by de­cep­tion, pass for those of an­oth­er. But this would be a prac­tice too de­bas­ing for a sov­er­eign people to stoop to, and too prof­lig­ate not to be dis­coun­ten­anced. An il­li­cit trade, un­der any shape it can be placed, can­not be car­ried on without a vi­ol­a­tion of truth. Amer­ica is now sov­er­eign and in­de­pend­ent, and ought to con­duct her af­fairs in a reg­u­lar style of char­ac­ter. She has the same right to say that no Brit­ish ves­sel shall enter ports, or that no Brit­ish man­u­fac­tures shall be im­por­ted, but in Amer­ic­an bot­toms, the prop­erty of, and nav­ig­ated by Amer­ic­an sub­jects, as Bri­tain has to say the same thing re­spect­ing the West In­dies. Or she may lay a duty of ten, fif­teen, or twenty shil­lings per ton (ex­clus­ive of oth­er du­ties) on every Brit­ish ves­sel com­ing from any port of the West In­dies, where she is not ad­mit­ted to trade, the said ton­nage to con­tin­ue as long on her side as the pro­hib­i­tion con­tin­ues on the oth­er.

			But it is only by act­ing in uni­on, that the usurp­a­tions of for­eign na­tions on the free­dom of trade can be coun­ter­ac­ted, and se­cur­ity ex­ten­ded to the com­merce of Amer­ica. And when we view a flag, which to the eye is beau­ti­ful, and to con­tem­plate its rise and ori­gin in­spires a sen­sa­tion of sub­lime de­light, our na­tion­al hon­or must unite with our in­terest to pre­vent in­jury to the one, or in­sult to the oth­er.

			
				Com­mon Sense.

				New York, Decem­ber 9, 1783.

			
		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. The present winter is worth an age, if rightly em­ployed; but, if lost or neg­lected, the whole con­tin­ent will par­take of the evil; and there is no pun­ish­ment that man does not de­serve, be he who, or what, or where he will, that may be the means of sac­ri­fi­cing a sea­son so pre­cious and use­ful. —A cita­tion from his “Com­mon Sense.”

			2. Early in Au­gust, 1776, Paine en­lis­ted in a Pennsylvania di­vi­sion of the Fly­ing Camp, un­der Gen. Rober­deau, and was first sta­tioned at Am­boy, New Jer­sey. —Con­way

			3. Phil­adelphia, whith­er Paine had gone to pub­lish this first Crisis. —Con­way

			4. From the De­clar­at­ory Act of Par­lia­ment, Feb­ru­ary 24, 1766, con­cern­ing Brit­ish au­thor­ity over the Amer­ic­an Colon­ies. See note 13. —Con­way

			5. This was the date of the pamph­let. The es­say had ap­peared on Decem­ber 19 in the Pennsylvania Journ­al. —Con­way

			6. Richard Vis­count Howe had been sent with a view to ne­go­ti­ation with Con­gress. He had been a friend of Frank­lin in Lon­don, and it was sup­posed would find fa­vor in Amer­ica. He is­sued a Pro­clam­a­tion from H. M. S. “The Eagle,” June 20, an­oth­er from New York Nov. 30, 1776. —Con­way

			7. George Au­gus­tus Howe. See note 24. —Con­way

			8. I have ever been care­ful of char­ging of­fences upon whole so­ci­et­ies of men, but as the pa­per re­ferred to is put forth by an un­known set of men, who claim to them­selves the right of rep­res­ent­ing the whole: and while the whole So­ci­ety of Quakers ad­mit its valid­ity by a si­lent ac­know­ledg­ment, it is im­possible that any dis­tinc­tion can be made by the pub­lic: and the more so, be­cause the New York pa­per of the 30th of Decem­ber, prin­ted by per­mis­sion of our en­emies, says that “the Quakers be­gin to speak openly of their at­tach­ment to the Brit­ish Con­sti­tu­tion.” We are cer­tain that we have many friends among them, and wish to know them.

			9. As some people may doubt the truth of such wan­ton de­struc­tion, I think it ne­ces­sary to in­form them that one of the people called Quakers, who lives at Trenton, gave me this in­form­a­tion at the house of Mr. Mi­chael Hutchin­son, (one of the same pro­fes­sion,) who lives near Trenton ferry on the Pennsylvania side, Mr. Hutchin­son be­ing present.

			10. Col. Jo­hann Got­tlieb Rahl, or Rall (as the name is now writ­ten), a Hes­si­an, had dis­tin­guished him­self in com­pel­ling the Amer­ic­ans to evac­u­ate Forts Wash­ing­ton to the Delaware; for such ser­vice he had been placed in chief com­mand at Trenton, where he fell. —Con­way

			11. This dis­poses of the no­tion that Paine was “Ju­ni­us.” He wrote a pe­ti­tion to Par­lia­ment for the Ex­cise­men, but it was not pub­lished un­til 1793. His “Wolfe” did not ap­pear in the Gen­tle­man’s Magazine, as Mr. Burr sup­poses. —Con­way

			12. This Crisis is dated April 19, 1777, the second an­niversary of the col­li­sion at Lex­ing­ton. Two days be­fore (April 17, 1777) Paine had been ap­poin­ted by Con­gress Sec­ret­ary of the Com­mit­tee of For­eign Af­fairs, on its con­sti­tu­tion. —Con­way

			13. “That the King’s Majesty, by and with the con­sent of the Lords spir­itu­al and tem­por­al, and Com­mons of Great Bri­tain in Par­lia­ment as­sembled, had, hath, and of right ought to have full power and au­thor­ity to make laws and stat­utes of suf­fi­cient force and valid­ity to bind the colon­ies and people of Amer­ica, sub­jects of the crown of Great Bri­tain, in all cases what­so­ever.” Para­graph first of the De­clar­at­ory Act re­peal­ing the Stamp Act, Feb­ru­ary, 1766. —Con­way

			14. In this state of polit­ic­al sus­pense the pamph­let Com­mon Sense made its ap­pear­ance, and the suc­cess it met with does not be­come me to men­tion. Dr. Frank­lin, Mr. Samuel and John Adams, were sev­er­ally spoken of as the sup­posed au­thor. I had not, at that time, the pleas­ure either of per­son­ally know­ing or be­ing known to the two last gen­tle­men. The fa­vor of Dr. Frank­lin’s friend­ship I pos­sessed in Eng­land, and my in­tro­duc­tion to this part of the world was through his pat­ron­age. I happened, when a school­boy, to pick up a pleas­ing nat­ur­al his­tory of Vir­gin­ia, and my in­clin­a­tion from that day of see­ing the west­ern side of the At­lantic nev­er left me. In Oc­to­ber, 1775, Dr. Frank­lin pro­posed giv­ing me such ma­ter­i­als as were in his hands, to­wards com­plet­ing a his­tory of the present trans­ac­tions, and seemed de­sirous of hav­ing the first volume out the next Spring. I had then formed the out­lines of Com­mon Sense, and fin­ished nearly the first part; and as I sup­posed the doc­tor’s design in get­ting out a his­tory was to open the new year with a new sys­tem, I ex­pec­ted to sur­prise him with a pro­duc­tion on that sub­ject, much earli­er than he thought of; and without in­form­ing him what I was do­ing, got it ready for the press as fast as I con­veni­ently could, and sent him the first pamph­let that was prin­ted off.

			15. April 23, 1776. —Con­way

			16. In Phil­adelphia, the only Amer­ic­an city with which Paine was then fa­mil­i­ar. “Tory­ism” was of an ex­cep­tion­ally snob­bish and self-in­ter­ested type. It is cer­tain, though not then re­cog­nized, that some ex­cel­lent men made heavy sac­ri­fices for their loy­alty to the Crown. Some of these, while sym­path­iz­ing with the colon­ies, re­garded as sac­red of­fi­cial oaths which they had taken to serve the King. —Con­way

			17. The Quaker “sis­ter” was of course Han­nah Lightfoot, and it would ap­pear that Ax­ford, to whom she was said to have been mar­ried, was in Phil­adelphia. —Con­way

			18. John Pem­ber­ton, an em­in­ent Quaker, had been as­so­ci­ated with the found­ing of the An­ti­s­lavery So­ci­ety, April 14, 1775, but af­ter­wards led the Quakers in­to their un­pat­ri­ot­ic po­s­i­tion, and with more than twenty oth­ers was sent to Vir­gin­ia and con­fined for some months, at a crit­ic­al peri­od of the Re­volu­tion. —Con­way

			19. Stew­ard of the king’s house­hold.

			20. Formerly, Gen­er­al Town­send, at Que­bec, and late lord-lieu­ten­ant of Ire­land.

			21. Paine would seem to date from the form­a­tion of the in­ter­co­loni­al com­mit­tee, in 1773. —Con­way

			22. Battle of Brandy­wine, Septem­ber 11, 1777. For the cir­cum­stances un­der which this brief Crisis was writ­ten, see Paine’s let­ter to Frank­lin. —Con­way

			23. In Oc­to­ber, 1777, Howe be­ing, since Septem­ber 26, in pos­ses­sion of Phil­adelphia, Paine was em­ployed by the Pennsylvania As­sembly and Coun­cil to ob­tain for it con­stant in­tel­li­gence of the move­ments of Wash­ing­ton’s army. While writ­ing this, No. V, he saw much of Wash­ing­ton, and the pamph­let was prob­ably to some ex­tent “in­spired.” It was put in­to shape at the house of Wil­li­am Henry, Jr., Lan­caster, Pa., whose son re­membered that he was very long at the work. It was prin­ted at York, Pa., where Con­gress was in ses­sion. —Con­way

			24. George Au­gus­tus Howe, born 1724, fell at Ticon­d­eroga, Ju­ly 8, 1758. The Gen­er­al Court of Mas­sachu­setts ap­pro­pri­ated £250 for the monu­ment in West­min­ster Ab­bey. —Con­way

			25. At Cape Fear, April, 1776. —Con­way

			26. This ascrip­tion to Wash­ing­ton of a par­ti­cip­a­tion in the cap­ture of Bur­goyne did him a great and op­por­tune ser­vice. The vic­tory at Saratoga had made Gen. Gates such a hero that a scheme was on foot to give him Wash­ing­ton’s place as Com­mand­er-in-Chief. —Con­way

			27. Paine him­self ac­ted an im­port­ant part in the af­fair at Mud Is­land. See my “Life of Thomas Paine”; also Paine’s Let­ter to Frank­lin. —Con­way

			28. Gen­er­al Vaughan had been act­ing with Corn­wal­lis at Cape Fear. At the be­gin­ning of hos­til­it­ies in North Car­o­lina Try­on was gov­ernor there, and on his trans­fer to New York car­ried with him a gen­er­al repu­ta­tion for cruelty. —Con­way

			29. Paine, elec­ted by Con­gress, April 17, 1777, Sec­ret­ary of its Com­mit­tee of For­eign Af­fairs, was really the Sec­ret­ary of For­eign Af­fairs, and not im­prop­erly so styled in many pub­lic­a­tions. —Con­way

			30. In a private let­ter to Frank­lin, in Par­is, Paine in­tim­ated a prob­able ad­vant­age from the Brit­ish oc­cu­pa­tion of Phil­adelphia. It is said that Frank­lin, hear­ing it said that Howe had taken Phil­adelphia, re­marked, “Phil­adelphia has taken Howe.” —Con­way

			31. Five com­mis­sion­ers were ori­gin­ally ap­poin­ted to “treat, con­sult, and agree, upon the Means of quiet­ing the Dis­orders now sub­sist­ing in cer­tain of the Colon­ies, Plant­a­tions and Provinces of North Amer­ica.” The com­mis­sion­ers are thus de­scribed by Lord Ma­hon: “Lord Howe and Sir Wil­li­am were in­cluded in the let­ters pat­ent on the chance of their be­ing still in Amer­ica when their col­leagues should ar­rive. Of the new com­mis­sion­ers the first was to be Lord Carl­isle, with him Wil­li­am Eden and George John­ston. It could not be al­leged that the se­lec­tion of these gen­tle­men had been made in any nar­row spir­it of party. George John­ston, who had re­tained the title of Gov­ernor from hav­ing filled that post in Flor­ida, was a Mem­ber of the House of Com­mons, and as such a keen op­pon­ent of Lord North’s. The broth­er of Wil­li­am Eden had been the last co­lo­ni­al Gov­ernor of Mary­land. Wil­li­am Eden him­self was a man of rising abil­ity on the gov­ern­ment side; in after years, un­der Mr. Pitt, am­bas­sad­or in suc­ces­sion to sev­er­al for­eign courts; and at last a peer with the title of Lord Auck­land. Fre­d­er­ick Howard, the fifth Earl of Carl­isle, was then only known to the pub­lic as a young and not very thrifty man of fash­ion and pleas­ure. Against his ap­point­ment there­fore there were many cav­ils heard both in and out of Par­lia­ment.”

			The Com­mis­sion­ers reached Amer­ica just as the Brit­ish were evac­u­at­ing Phil­adelphia. John­ston hav­ing made an ef­fort to ap­proach mem­bers of Con­gress privately, and with bribes, that body re­fused to have any­thing to do with him, and he had to with­draw from the Com­mis­sion. Gen­er­al Sir Henry Clin­ton ac­ted in his place. On June 6, 1778, Con­gress sent the Com­mis­sion­ers its ul­ti­mat­um, ex­press­ing its will­ing­ness to “at­tend to such terms of peace as may con­sist with the hon­our of in­de­pend­ent na­tions, the in­terest of their con­stitu­ents, and the sac­red re­gard they mean to pay to treat­ies.” On learn­ing this the King wrote to Lord North (Aug. 12, 1778): “The present ac­counts from Amer­ica seem to put a fi­nal stop to all ne­go­ti­ations. Farther con­ces­sion is a joke.” Stevens’ in­valu­able Fac­sim­iles shed much light on these events. —Con­way

			32. The Rev. Dr. Price of Lon­don, the em­in­ent de­fend­er of Amer­ica, whose dis­courses ex­cited the grat­it­ude of Con­gress. His ser­mon in 1789 “On the Love of our Coun­try,” bear­ing on events in France, was de­nounced by Burke. —Con­way

			33. Gen­er­al [Sir H.] Clin­ton’s let­ter to Con­gress.

			34. Adam Fer­guson (b. 1724, d. 1816), Pro­fess­or of Mor­al Philo­sophy in the Uni­ver­sity of Ed­in­burgh, au­thor of an “Es­say on the His­tory of Civil So­ci­ety” (1767), and “In­sti­tutes of Mor­al Philo­sophy” (1769). —Con­way

			35. This is prob­ably the earli­est use of the phrase, “the re­li­gion of hu­man­ity.” By “In­di­an,” is meant the ab­ori­gin­al Amer­ic­an, em­ployed by the Brit­ish of­fi­cials. —Con­way

			36. “For my own part, I thought it very hard to have the coun­try set on fire about my ears al­most the mo­ment I got in­to it.” (Paine’s private let­ter to Frank­lin.) Paine ar­rived in Amer­ica Novem­ber 30, 1774. —Con­way

			37. This may ap­pear in­con­sist­ent with a pas­sage in “Com­mon Sense,” on the ad­vant­age of a na­tion­al debt, but it should be ob­served that the au­thor there made the ad­vant­age de­pend­ent on such debt not bear­ing in­terest. —Con­way

			38. George III writ­ing to Lord North May 12, 1778, re­cog­nizes in the re­buff of the Com­mis­sion­ers the end of all ne­go­ti­ation, and be­gins to aban­don the hope of re­cov­er­ing the Amer­ic­an Colon­ies. “All that can now be done is stead­ily to pur­sue the plan very wisely ad­op­ted in the spring, the provid­ing Nova Sco­tia, the Flor­i­das, and Canada, with troops.” He sug­gests that New York might be aban­doned. —Con­way

			39. White­head’s New Year’s ode for 1776.

			40. Ode at the in­stall­a­tion of Lord North, for Chan­cel­lor of the Uni­ver­sity of Ox­ford.

			41. Paine, who was now Clerk of the Pennsylvania As­sembly, first pro­posed the sub­scrip­tion, and headed it with $500. —Con­way

			42. This is tak­ing the highest num­ber that the people of Eng­land have been, or can be rated at.

			43. The fol­low­ing is taken from Dr. Price’s state of the taxes of Eng­land.

			An ac­count of the money drawn from the pub­lic by taxes, an­nu­ally, be­ing the me­di­um of three years be­fore the year 1776.

			
				
					
							Amount of cus­toms in Eng­land
							£2,528,275
					

					
							Amount of the ex­cise in Eng­land
							4,649,892
					

					
							Land tax at 3s.
							1,300,000
					

					
							Land tax at 1s. in the pound
							450,000
					

					
							Salt du­ties
							218,739
					

					
							Du­ties on stamps, cards, dice, ad­vert­ise­ments, bonds, leases, in­den­tures, news­pa­pers, al­man­acs, etc.
							280,788
					

					
							Du­ties on houses and win­dows
							385,369
					

					
							Post of­fice, seizures, wine li­cences, hack­ney coaches, etc.
							250,000
					

					
							An­nu­al profits from lot­ter­ies
							150,000
					

					
							Ex­pense of col­lect­ing the ex­cise in Eng­land
							297,887
					

					
							Ex­pense of col­lect­ing the cus­toms in Eng­land
							468,703
					

					
							In­terest of loans on the land tax at 4s. ex­penses of col­lec­tion, mi­li­tia, etc.
							250,000
					

					
							Per­quis­ites, etc. to cus­tom­house of­ficers, etc.
							sup­posed 250,000
					

					
							Ex­pense of col­lect­ing the salt du­ties in Eng­land 10½ per­cent
							27,000
					

					
							Boun­ties on fish ex­por­ted
							18,000
					

					
							Ex­pense of col­lect­ing the du­ties on stamps, cards, ad­vert­ise­ments, etc. at 5¼ per­cent
							18,000
					

				
				
					
							Total
							£11,642,653
					

				
			

			44. I have made the cal­cu­la­tions in ster­ling, be­cause it is a rate gen­er­ally known in all the states, and be­cause, like­wise, it ad­mits of an easy com­par­is­on between our ex­penses to sup­port the war, and those of the en­emy. Four sil­ver dol­lars and a half is one pound ster­ling, and three pence over.

			45. The de­pre­ci­ation of Pennsylvania cur­rency. —Con­way

			46. At the open­ing of Par­lia­ment, Novem­ber 27, 1781. After the sur­render of Corn­wal­lis, and the resig­na­tion of Lord North, the King, in a let­ter to North (April 21, 1782), de­scribes him­self as “a mind truely tore to pieces.” —Con­way

			47. Open­ing sen­tence of “The For­est­er’s” first let­ter to “Cato.” —Con­way

			48. Paine, as Sec­ret­ary for Col. John Laurens, vis­ited France early in 1781, and ob­tained from that coun­try six mil­lions of livres, with cloth­ing and mil­it­ary stores, sup­plies which res­ul­ted in the de­feat of Corn­wal­lis. —Con­way

			49. Mr. Wil­li­am Mar­shall, of this city [Phil­adelphia], formerly a pi­lot, who had been taken at sea and car­ried to Eng­land, and got from thence to France, brought over let­ters from Mr. Deane to Amer­ica, one of which was dir­ec­ted to “Robert Mor­ris, Esq.” Mr. Mor­ris sent it un­opened to Con­gress, and ad­vised Mr. Mar­shall to de­liv­er the oth­ers there, which he did. The let­ters were of the same pur­port with those which have been already pub­lished un­der the sig­na­ture of S. Deane, to which they had fre­quent ref­er­ence.

			50. Deane was ac­tu­ally in Lon­don as­so­ci­at­ing with Be­ne­dict Arnold. The ex­tent of his treas­on was not known un­til the pub­lic­a­tion, in 1867, of George the Third’s cor­res­pond­ence. —Con­way

			51. Henry Sey­mour Con­way, M.P. for St. Ed­mund’s Bury (born 1720), had been groom of the bed­cham­ber to George II, and to George III un­til 1764. He had moved the re­peal of the Stamp Act, while in the Privy Coun­cil of Rock­ing­ham. He was af­ter­wards joint Sec­ret­ary of State with Grafton, resign­ing in 1772. His fi­del­ity to the Amer­ic­ans made him odi­ous to the king. He was Gov­ernor of Jer­sey and de­fen­ded it in 1779. “Gen­er­al Con­way,” writes Hor­ace Wal­pole, “is in the midst of the storm in a nut­shell, and I know will de­fend him­self as if he was in the strongest for­ti­fic­a­tion in Flanders. I be­lieve the Court would sac­ri­fice the is­land to sac­ri­fice him.” (Let­ter to Sir H. Mann, Ju­ly 7, 1779.) Con­way’s mo­tion to dis­con­tin­ue the war in Amer­ica passed Feb. 27, 1782, by 234 to 215. —Con­way

			52. Sir Guy Car­leton—a hu­mane and just man—had suc­ceeded Sir Henry Clin­ton at New York. —Con­way

			53. The lot fell on As­gill May 27, 1782, at Lan­caster, Pennsylvania; it will be seen by the date of this let­ter to the com­mand­er at New York that it must have been writ­ten im­me­di­ately after the ar­rival of the news in Phil­adelphia. With the rest of the world Paine was ig­nor­ant of the fact that young As­gill, an of­ficer un­der Corn­wal­lis, was, by Art­icle 14 of his chief’s terms of ca­pit­u­la­tion, ex­emp­ted from li­ab­il­ity to any such danger as that which now threatened him. On Septem­ber 7th Paine ven­tured to write to Wash­ing­ton a plea for As­gill’s life, say­ing, “it will look much bet­ter here­after.” The truth of which must be felt by every Amer­ic­an who learns, after its long sup­pres­sion, the ugly fact that it was only after a protest from the court of France, whose hon­or was also in­volved, that Cap­tain As­gill was re­leased.

			It should be ad­ded that the guilt of Cap­tain Lip­pen­cott was strenu­ously denied, and that the facts have nev­er been as­cer­tained. —Con­way

			54. Af­ter­wards Lord Lans­downe, whose friend­ship Paine en­joyed when in Eng­land some years later. Writ­ing to Jef­fer­son, March 12, 1789, Paine says: “I be­lieve I am not so much in the good graces of the Mar­quis of Lans­downe as I used to be—I do not an­swer his pur­pose. He was al­ways talk­ing of a sort of re­con­nec­tion of Eng­land and Amer­ica, and my cold­ness and re­serve on this sub­ject checked com­mu­nic­a­tion.” —Con­way

			55. “These are the times that try men’s souls,” The Crisis No. I pub­lished Decem­ber, 1776.

			56. That the re­volu­tion began at the ex­act peri­od of time best fit­ted to the pur­pose, is suf­fi­ciently proved by the event.—But the great hinge on which the whole ma­chine turned, is the Uni­on of the States: and this uni­on was nat­ur­ally pro­duced by the in­ab­il­ity of any one state to sup­port it­self against any for­eign en­emy without the as­sist­ance of the rest.

			Had the states sev­er­ally been less able than they were when the war began, their united strength would not have been equal to the un­der­tak­ing, and they must in all hu­man prob­ab­il­ity have failed.—And, on the oth­er hand, had they sev­er­ally been more able, they might not have seen, or, what is more, might not have felt, the ne­ces­sity of unit­ing: and, either by at­tempt­ing to stand alone or in small con­fed­eracies, would have been sep­ar­ately conquered.

			Now, as we can­not see a time (and many years must pass away be­fore it can ar­rive) when the strength of any one state, or sev­er­al united, can be equal to the whole of the present United States, and as we have seen the ex­treme dif­fi­culty of col­lect­ively pro­sec­ut­ing the war to a suc­cess­ful is­sue, and pre­serving our na­tion­al im­port­ance in the world, there­fore, from the ex­per­i­ence we have had, and the know­ledge we have gained, we must, un­less we make a waste of wis­dom, be strongly im­pressed with the ad­vant­age, as well as the ne­ces­sity of strength­en­ing that happy uni­on which had been our sal­va­tion, and without which we should have been a ruined people.

			While I was writ­ing this note, I cast my eye on the pamph­let, Com­mon Sense, from which I shall make an ex­tract, as it ex­actly ap­plies to the case. It is as fol­lows:

			“I have nev­er met with a man, either in Eng­land or Amer­ica, who has not con­fessed it as his opin­ion that a sep­ar­a­tion between the coun­tries would take place one time or oth­er; and there is no in­stance in which we have shown less judg­ment, than in en­deavor­ing to de­scribe what we call the ripe­ness or fit­ness of the con­tin­ent for in­de­pend­ence.

			“As all men al­low the meas­ure, and dif­fer only in their opin­ion of the time, let us, in or­der to re­move mis­takes, take a gen­er­al sur­vey of things, and en­deavor, if pos­sible, to find out the very time. But we need not to go far, the in­quiry ceases at once, for, the time has found us. The gen­er­al con­cur­rence, the glor­i­ous uni­on of all things prove the fact.

			“It is not in num­bers, but in a uni­on, that our great strength lies. The con­tin­ent is just ar­rived at that pitch of strength, in which no single colony is able to sup­port it­self, and the whole, when united, can ac­com­plish the mat­ter; and either more or less than this, might be fatal in its ef­fects.”

			57. This re­ferred only to the pre­vi­ous two years; be­fore that Paine had been Sec­ret­ary of the Con­gres­sion­al Com­mit­tee of For­eign Af­fairs, and sub­sequently Clerk of the Pennsylvania Le­gis­lature. —Con­way

			58. This was the date of the eighth an­niversary of the col­li­sion at Lex­ing­ton, where the first blood was shed in the re­volu­tion. —Con­way

			59. Rhode Is­land. —Con­way
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