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The Awakening

I cannot describe how I have felt the last several months. I have been away from this land a long, long time. Where have I been? I cannot disclose. It is not that I am forbidden, it is just too hard to describe in terms that citizens of this culture can grasp. Now that I have some understanding, I feel it is necessary to commit my thoughts to paper.

In two of my major writings, The Rights of Man and The Age of Reason, I provided sequels entitled The Rights of Man, Part The Second and The Age of Reason, Part The Second. Looking back, it is interesting that I saw fit to do additions to these two, but never considered doing a Common Sense, Part The Second. The occasion in which I am endeavoring to apply those truths of Common Sense to the conditions of today is strange to me. Another more talented in this culture would have done a better job, I am sure. Then again, that person would not be me, Thomas Paine. Another writer would not be able to provide commentary on the current situation using the lens of one who lived through the inception of this nation. So here I am.

As to the title of this pamphlet, the reader may remember that I grappled with the title of the first one. I had considered calling it Plain Truth, but my friend Dr. Benjamin Rush suggested I use the title Common Sense. His title was the best. For consistency, I thought of titling this writing, Common Sense, Part The Second. But after being off the scene for a couple of centuries, I have decided to aptly name these thoughts, Thomas Paine Returns with Common Sense.

I am privileged to have the assistance of a historian named Ms. Tanswell. She has taken time to educate me on the condition of our nation in 2026. It is hard for me to fathom that I am sitting on the porch of my cottage writing this. The whole world has changed dramatically. It has taken me over five months simply to take in what this free nation has been able to accomplish. It has taken that time and more to grasp how far this “advanced” nation has fallen. This will be the focus of my writing.

Before I begin the second part of my work, Common Sense, let me describe what it was like the day of my arrival. I awoke on the first of January 2025 as best I can calculate. When I sat up, I was on the bottom floor of my cottage in the feather bed, which I had placed in the corner of the main room facing the two front windows. This is the dwelling the state of New York gave me in 1784. I was grateful to receive this home with almost three hundred acres. After giving away all the proceeds from my famous pamphlet calling for Independence, I had little to show for my vocational efforts. It was heartening to see the appreciation of the nation I chose to call my own.

Back to what happened on that cold morning—I was alarmed to have been transported back to this home in what I found was the present day. I looked around the home. It was almost in the exact condition as when I left it in 1806. Why did I leave that year? Let us say it was a mutual decision to which this community and I had agreed. The circumstance of my exit? A bullet was fired through my window from an angry New Rochelle resident discontented with my writings against religion and former President George Washington. Looking back, I understand the anger of the would-be assassin. I would have preferred it if he had attacked me with a pen rather than a bullet. The pen has always been my weapon of choice. Many credited my pen as the instrument that brought about the death of the British Empire in North America.

When I rose from my bed near the fireplace a few months ago, I walked out on my porch to see a little rock-hedged creek beside my front yard. It has a beautiful rock bridge crossing over it. There are huge houses to the left of my home, and a very active street to the right. I was completely disoriented. There was a sound of rushing wind on the road. I was very surprised to see the oddest closed carriages racing by at exorbitant speeds. No horses were attached. I walked back to the yard. I looked at the cottage. It was, indeed, the remnants of mine. Some changes were noted, but no doubt, this was my cottage. Where it sat, though, greatly confused me. It is now located on the very bottom part of my farm. This was not where my house originally sat.

I walked up a hill that I recognized, trying to ignore all the houses. I came upon the actual spot where my cottage once rested. There is a giant white house there now taking my home’s place. I thought of walking up and asking the resident to explain where I was and why I was here, but my own demeanor would most likely have caused the resident alarm. I decided to prayerfully sort through this as best I could on my own.

I returned to my house. I sat inside for a good while. It seemed as if I had entered a museum DEDICATED TO ME! I walked around outside again. To my surprise, up the hill near the busy street was a bronze bust of my head with some complimentary words below. I walked a little farther to see a marker with carving. It told a story of how my body was once buried on that spot. I found it amusing. I was in my body then, as I am now. I suppose it is appropriate my body is not buried in this place at the present. The Lord’s Resurrection came to mind.

I walked back to the little creek below my house. I took a handful of the water to wipe my face, seeking to clear my head. I returned to the porch. I sat there for the remainder of the day. I was not hungry. I was not thirsty. I was enamored by the beautiful trees that surround this place. I could not get over the hundreds of houses standing where the fields once lay. People were everywhere, on my farm. They had clothing that was different, some with less clothing than I was accustomed to. I wondered if they knew I was their neighbor, or at least had been. Again, the bust up from this old house gave me comfort. Perhaps the hatred for me has subsided in this community.

I went to bed that evening late. I found it hard to sleep, but the questions of the day zapped my strength. As I arose the next morning, I was alarmed to hear a key being inserted into my door. I wondered if perhaps I had entered the house of someone in this day, the house that once was mine but was no more. If it was occupied, the family took great pains not to change anything.

I walked toward the door. I called out before the person entered. I did not want to startle whoever it was. I heard a woman scream. Obviously, my good intentions were useless. The lady called back to me, “Who are you? Why are you here? Don’t you know this historic home is off limits to the public? Are you homeless?” Those were a lot of questions. She sounded panicked. She would not open the door. I could see her through the window next to my desk. She stepped off the porch back into the yard as if ready to make a mad dash.

I responded to the woman’s questions with, “I know this is going to sound odd, but I am Thomas Paine, the owner of this home. I once lived here, but I suppose it has been a while. I did not know this was a historic home. I just knew it was my cottage before my neighbors made it clear I was not welcome anymore. Am I homeless? From the looks of this home, I do not believe that is the case.”

I then asked the woman, “Who are you? Why are you here? Why do you have a key? And pardon this question, what year is it?” The lady answered hesitantly. I could tell she felt as unbelieving as I did. She said, “My name is Suzanne Tanswell. I am here because I am overseeing the renovations of this house. I am the chairperson of Museum Affairs for the Paine Cottage. And it is 2025.”

We both were silent—me on the inside of my house, her on the outside. I offered a resolution, “How about I come outside? Let’s sit on the porch in the two rocking chairs. I think we both have a lot of questions.” We spent the next six hours visiting. I will not go any further into the exchange. I will leave the subject with the fact that Ms. Tanswell took the next five months of her spare time to show me around and educate me concerning the events since my departure. She was kind to obtain a modern wardrobe of clothes to avoid drawing attention to myself. I introduced myself to no one else. She told no one either. What we experienced had to have been Divine. Thankfully, as a woman of faith, she conceded the fact. We felt it best not to let anyone else know. Whatever purpose Providence had in this encounter; we would leave it to Him to decide how to make it known.

After two more months of processing, I am now ready to write. I feel my time is short. Ms. Tanswell has been patient, explaining what she calls modern technology. She is using it to transfer my written thoughts into her preferred mode of recording—a laptop. Because my English is as old as I am, she has been able, after much discussion, to put my words in a manner understandable for this century. In my first pass through this country, I was commended for making my thoughts on governmental philosophy understandable to the everyday man. Though I admired John Locke, his mode of explaining political theory was very complex. I chose then to place my own view of the subject on a lower shelf. I seek to do so again.

What I have seen in this nation has devastated me. I was disoriented in January when I awoke from my centuries’ nap. I am more so now as I see how this republic has been upended. I am pressed to raise the alarm as to the danger that awaits this nation if a change of course is not taken promptly. As I thought it through, I decided the best mechanism to do so was to reintroduce common sense to the matter. What follows are the observations of why we have government, what the role of government should be, the history of autocratic abuses, and the necessary steps to save America from herself. I do not know if this nation or its government is ready for the shock it will take to fix this. Regardless, the trend must be reversed, or my generation’s suffering will have been in vain. Below is my charge titled Thomas Paine Returns with Common Sense.






Introduction

What I wrote in 1776 concerning the British government:

“Perhaps the sentiments contained in the following pages, are not YET sufficiently fashionable to procure them general favour; a long habit of not thinking a thing WRONG, gives it a superficial appearance of being RIGHT, and raises at first a formidable outcry in defense of custom. But the tumult soon subsides. Time makes more converts than reason.”

What I see today in the United States government:

A long habit of not thinking a thing wrong will give the appearance that it is right, but time will show the truth. I will use the pronoun “we” often in this writing as I am still an American, though one from ages past. We have become deceived to believe that the government knows best for us. We are under the impression the government is more equipped to determine what we need and do not need, what we should have or not have, what we should do and not do, what we should say and not say. It is wrong to believe this. The government does not know more than the people and does not necessarily have the people’s best interest in mind. The natural hedonism that is innate in every human being causes those who are in power to do what is in their own best interest first.

Instead of taking responsibility and thinking for ourselves, we surrender our choices to the ones we place over us. We may not realize it at first, but over time, we will see that those in government grow more wealthy and powerful, while we, the people, grow poorer and weaker. As time passes, we realize the truth, but often it is too late to correct by natural recourse.

What I wrote in 1776 concerning the British government:

“The cause of America is in a great measure the cause of all mankind. Many circumstances hath, and will arise, which are not local, but universal, and through which the principles of all Lovers of Mankind are affected, and in the Event of which, their Affections are interested. The laying a Country desolate with Fire and Sword, declaring War against the natural rights of all Mankind, and extirpating the Defenders thereof from the Face of the Earth, is the Concern of every Man to whom Nature hath given the Power of feeling; of which Class, regardless of Party Censure, is the AUTHOR.”

What I see today in the United States’ government:

The conflict of freedom and government today is not restricted to America. This is a problem men and women face throughout the whole world. There is a war by the government to take away the rights of the governed. Today, as in my day, anyone who objects to governmental abuses is to be rooted out and destroyed. This is the motive behind the cancel culture, the arrests of people who disagree, like the men in Florida objecting to the Ukraine war, or the people on the sixth of September who had the audacity to suggest that elections can be corrupted.

We are being told we have no right to question the government. Yet the origin of our government was to be of the people, for the people, and by the people. Jefferson said that when a government ceases to represent the people, there comes a time to remove that government. But now this beast we have created fights for its own existence, much like many fear Artificial Intelligence will fight for its own existence with computer rising against its programmer and maker.

This continent was self-governed for almost two hundred years before Britain began to abridge freedoms by its autocratic rule in the 1700s. Many of the Tory persuasion had the false impression that a civilized society can only exist if the commoners are led by some form of aristocracy. That was proven false before the British came. It has been proven false since America threw off its yoke. It saddens me that we would seek to take back on the yoke at this hour.





Of the Origin and Design of Government in General

What I wrote in 1776 concerning the British government:

“SOME writers have so confounded society with government, as to leave little or no distinction between them; whereas they are not only different but have different origins. Society is produced by our wants, and government by our wickedness; the former promotes our happiness POSITIVELY by uniting our affections, the latter NEGATIVELY by restraining our vices. The one encourages intercourse, the other creates distinctions. The first is a patron, the last a punisher.

Society in every state is a blessing, but Government, even in its best state, is but a necessary evil; in its worst state an intolerable one: for when we suffer, or are exposed to the same miseries BY A GOVERNMENT, which we might expect in a country WITHOUT GOVERNMENT, our calamity is heightened by reflecting that we furnish the means by which we suffer. Government, like dress, is the badge of lost innocence; the palaces of kings are built upon the ruins of the bowers of paradise.”

What I see today in the United States’ government:

Society is produced by our wants. We gather to fulfill needs corporately for survival, for business, for trade, for companionship, for recreation, and for congregational worship. Because individuals carry unique gifts, the banding together brings more opportunities, conveniences, goods, services, technology, and a synergism of sorts. However, such gatherings result in conflicts and disorder. Government is established to bring order and settle disputes. It is from our wickedness that government is established. Just like in the beginning, Adam and Eve were naked and knew it not. Once they sinned, clothing was the cover, the ever-present reminder that innocence had been lost. The existence of government is the reminder that we as a people cannot co-exist without some constraints.

What I wrote in 1776 concerning the British government:

“For were the impulses of conscience clear, uniform and irresistibly obeyed, man would need no other lawgiver; but that not being the case, he finds it necessary to surrender up a part of his property to furnish means for the protection of the rest; and this he is induced to do by the same prudence which in every other case advises him, out of two evils to choose the least. Wherefore, security being the true design and end of government, it unanswerably follows that whatever form thereof appears most likely to ensure it to us, with the least expense and greatest benefit, is preferable to all others.”

What I see today in the United States’ government:

Because mankind’s nature is selfish and not self-controlled, it becomes necessary to have a government mutually agreed upon to bring order and justice, while having the ability to constrain and punish, to enforce the boundaries for each under its domain. This is necessary for the security of the individual and his possessions. To have such a protector, the individual must give up part of his rights to determine for himself what he will do. He must also give up part of what he has in order to provide for the government whose job it is to protect and secure the rights, the life, and the assets of that individual.

At what cost is a society of individuals willing to pay for such protection? The natural answer is as little as possible with the greatest benefit. There is a tradeoff—rights for protection, possessions for security. With any purchase, a person determines how much of their savings they will give for the item desired. With more benefits, one agrees to a higher price. There comes a point, however, that the benefits offered are not worth the price required. Thus, the person settles for the item with the bells and whistles within the limits they are willing to trade. It is the same with government. We want the most benefits at the least cost, assuming that we are the agents with the full authority to make that choice. There comes a point today in this government where we are not given the choice. We are being governed against our consent. We are being required to give up more and more rights, gaining less freedoms for more governance against our consent.

The Chevron deference by the Supreme Court in 1984 gave the government the ability to do whatever, whenever it pleased under the guise of carrying out its duties on the advice of experts. This has resulted in an administrative state consisting of over four hundred agencies making demands on we the people without one consent recorded. I was horrified as I looked at what this government has devolved to be. I have observed infringements of a host of freedoms through actions by powered acronyms—EPA, FEC, FTC, FCC, ATF, FDA, DOJ, DOE, FBI, CIA, CDC, just to name a few. Most Americans do not know what these letters stand for, much less the freedoms they are taking day after day.

What I wrote in 1776 concerning the British government:

“In order to gain a clear and just idea of the design and end of government, let us suppose a small number of persons settled in some sequestered part of the earth, unconnected with the rest; they will then represent the first peopling of any country, or of the world. In this state of natural liberty, society will be their first thought. A thousand motives will excite them thereto; the strength of one man is so unequal to his wants, and his mind so unfitted for perpetual solitude, that he is soon obliged to seek assistance and relief of another, who in his turn requires the same. Four or five united would be able to raise a tolerable dwelling in the midst of a wilderness, but one man might labour out the common period of life without accomplishing any thing; when he had felled his timber he could not remove it, nor erect it after it was removed; hunger in the mean time would urge him to quit his work, and every different want would call him a different way. Disease, nay even misfortune, would be death; for, though neither might be mortal, yet either would disable him from living, and reduce him to a state in which he might rather be said to perish than to die.

Thus necessity, like a gravitating power, would soon form our newly arrived emigrants into society, the reciprocal blessings of which would supersede, and render the obligations of law and government unnecessary while they remained perfectly just to each other; but as nothing but Heaven is impregnable to vice, it will unavoidably happen that in proportion as they surmount the first difficulties of emigration, which bound them together in a common cause, they will begin to relax in their duty and attachment to each other: and this remissness will point out the necessity of establishing some form of government to supply the defect of moral virtue.

What I see today in the United States’ government:

People band together for common needs. One man can only do so much. Two can be much more effective. Three, four, and five added to a common purpose become exponentially more efficient and effective, multiplying the impact they can make. Provided these grouped together are people of integrity who seek the best for everyone, there is no need for law or governance. All cooperate selflessly. In doing so, each benefits individually and in harmony. Sadly, on this side of Heaven, no person exists in that sublime state. People get lazy. They let others do the work. They get jealous. They lash out. They begin to store up for themselves. Distance grows. Society begins to disintegrate. There becomes a need for some form of governance or agreed-upon rules or law to supply the defect and lack of moral virtue.

What I wrote in 1776 concerning the British government:

Some convenient tree will afford them a State House, under the branches of which the whole Colony may assemble to deliberate on public matters. It is more than probable that their first laws will have the title only of Regulations and be enforced by no other penalty than public disesteem. In this first parliament every man by natural right will have a seat.

What I see today in the United States’ government:

When such a society sees the problems, they gather to form rules by which all can abide, much like in a marriage or a business partnership. There is no punishment necessary; everyone participates in the rule-making and is convicted to follow. In sporting games, all agree to the rules: no holding, no going outside the lines, no getting a head start, and the like. A clean game is the request of all parties. In a marriage, both parties agree to the rules and adjustments made as conflict arises. All individuals have equal say in what those rules will be in the effort to live in harmony. Initially, the only enforcements necessary are personal conviction and the displeasure of the other parties. With moral truth on the inside of each person, governance is easily achieved. No punishment is required. This is what a society can have if they live together in close proximity, allowing dialogue concerning the rules of conduct, enforced by the common moral character.

What I wrote in 1776 concerning the British government:

But as the Colony encreases, the public concerns will encrease likewise, and the distance at which the members may be separated, will render it too inconvenient for all of them to meet on every occasion as at first, when their number was small, their habitations near, and the public concerns few and trifling. This will point out the convenience of their consenting to leave the legislative part to be managed by a select number chosen from the whole body, who are supposed to have the same concerns at stake which those have who appointed them, and who will act in the same manner as the whole body would act were they present. If the colony continue encreasing, it will become necessary to augment the number of representatives, and that the interest of every part of the colony may be attended to, it will be found best to divide the whole into convenient parts, each part sending its proper number: and that the ELECTED might never form to themselves an interest separate from the ELECTORS, prudence will point out the propriety of having elections often: because as the ELECTED might by that means return and mix again with the general body of the ELECTORS in a few months, their fidelity to the public will be secured by the prudent reflection of not making a rod for themselves. And as this frequent interchange will establish a common interest with every part of the community, they will mutually and naturally support each other, and on this, (not on the unmeaning name of king,) depends the STRENGTH OF GOVERNMENT, AND THE HAPPINESS OF THE GOVERNED.

What I see today in the United States’ government:

As a society or colony of people increases, divisions and conflicts will continue to arise. Logistics make it impossible for all to come together to settle disputes and make new rules. Thus, each group will select a person to go in their place, to speak on their behalf, and to come to a settlement that is agreeable to all groups.

The problem foreseen long ago—if the representatives chosen, the Elected, do not frequently return to the group that sent them, they form their own group, drawing a line between the Elected versus the Electors. The Elected soon represent their own desires with no accountability. They sit in that governing body representing their own will and not the will of the people who sent them. There becomes a division. The Electors have given up their freedoms and their say to the ones they sent with no recourse. Thus, elections are necessary. Elections must be honest. Sadly, the Elected make the rules for the Elections, making it almost impossible to remove the ones who were sent, the ones who now seek to please the governing community they have since joined. The government gets stronger. The governed get weaker and less contented. It has always been my contention that one part of society should not be able to take away the rights of another. When the Elected are empowered and can remain a body in and of themselves with no dependence on the Electors, then one part of society can dictate to another. The Constitutional Republic is then lost.

What I wrote in 1776 concerning the British government:

Here then is the origin and rise of government; namely, a mode rendered necessary by the inability of moral virtue to govern the world; here too is the design and end of government, viz. Freedom and security. And however our eyes may be dazzled with show, or our ears deceived by sound; however prejudice may warp our wills, or interest darken our understanding, the simple voice of nature and reason will say, ‘tis right.

What I see today in the United States’ government:

As individual moral virtue fades, as internal governance is abandoned, the need for an external force, an outward governance, grows. Thus, we see the need for more and more laws. The codified command, “Thou shalt not steal” must be further clarified as morals lapse.

It is said some loggers in a remote part of America would cut their wood and then brand each to ensure payment for the work they had performed. Before long, some
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