Pittsfield, llass. Jan. 8,191Q.
Subject,~ The LEssense of lianhood.

In spéaking on this subjectFI use the word manhood in %
its generic sense referring to both manhood and woman hood.
It is impossible to unravel that many colored fabric of hum-
an 1ife even in our imaginations., To attempt to suggest some
of the fleeting thoughts and glimpses of the‘realitylof life
so that enother may understand is even more impossible. Yet
in spite of the difficulty of the task I want to attempt it

this morning.

Ve go a2about among men in our daily relations. Ve meet %k
them , classify them, judge them and think that we know some-
ghing of them. Some of them we treat as the committees in cone
gress treat objectionable legislation,- we pigionhole them.

others we draw into the inner circles of our 1life. They hes




@

~2—
come close firiends. We think we understand, but do we, ? W

1 agine that we can read them like 2 book, but like books too
there is the impenetritable esczense of individuality that we
do not strike. Indeed we are apt to read into men as we read
into books things that are in ourselves, So I am trying not
to read into men the things that are in myself, or the things
that I wish were in myself and in others , but just to find a
leasr common denominator of men and women so that we may judge
and understand ourselves and humanity at large in a more just
sensible, and human 1light.

The long witness of history throws some light on this
subject for us. The natural selections of the survivals of

history, both in fact and in legion give us a an especially
unbiased insight into the secrets of our own lives, for these

selections are kaxrd made by a natural provess, and the char-
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acters of history , legion and fiction that have survived,
have survuved just because they are adapted to the environ-
ment in which they have won a place. So their survival is
silent and ttemendous witness to the inner essense of manhood,
The greatness of the historic figues who live in the pages of.
literary remains bear witness not only to their own greatness,
but to the greatness of the heart of humanity to whom and for
whom and by whom they have survived. This week marks the an-
neversary of the #makh birth of Charles Sumner, perhaps the
greatest of llass. senators , in that long list of distinguish-
ed men. In the turmoil and struggle of his political 1ife he
was not understood. liass. honored him to be sure, but not eve
en llassachusetts understood him, .Alone, unsupported, dispised,
unrecognised, except as he forced his recognition, he was the
least mymxyxxafxaXixkke popular, the least influential in a

practical way, in 2 suprtficial way , of all thesmengof hiisiaie
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time in Congres-, Yet with unerring justice as time passes on,
the men who bought and sold , who compromised, played politics
acted as time servers, are passing to their oblivion. But &k
Charles Sumner is just coming to his won. The acts which he
was condemened for now appear to be worthy of praise. Even in
his errors the public is forgiving, and perhaps as time rodls
on we shall see that his errors were not &o much his errors

as ours. It is worhy of note that a man of such brave, uncom-
promising fidelity to truth , justice and honopr has lived and
served this nation in days of great stress., But also it is x

worthy of note that as the stress of the conflict clears away

there appears a people who c'n appreciate such a man now that

he is dead, and safe, All the trafficers in human flesh and
human principles who won the applause of of thier time , whose

name was spoken with praise and popular approval, and whose
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whose opinions were capggglized and disposed of in the interw-
ests of prosperity, are pass ng to their well rughlated obliv-
ion, while the name of Sumnef is gaining. Theadore Parher was
true to the human heart , true to the human sense of right amd
worth when he took the picture of Webster, the great ebster,
from his wall and stored it away in the closet. Webster had
sold out, and Tarker was one of the first , but not the last
the recognize that he had forfeited his right to a place of
honor &mong those hwo would sufvive that age. Into his place
came the fearliess, courageous Sumner. Noever did Parker have
occasion to blush for Sumner, We do not have agoasion to day,
Webster passes to his oblivion. Sumner comes.to his own.

You go back through the pages of history, and take a
glance at the those who have survived. Take the great charac-
ters of the Bible. A long line of kings, énd xEkix® haughty
rabbis, who wore costly garments , and stéod in the cheif

places of the synagogues are forgorvttgn, while Amos the poor
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and untutored herdsman of Tekoa survived. Hosea , the proph-

et of love, hnags on the walls of our homes in an imaginative
picture , while we Ao not even know the names of the peoide
of wealth, and power and social sganding, whom his fearless
tongue condemned. Jesus of Nazareth, the obscure carpenter

of the dispised town of Nazareth, has become the embodirent
of the ideal of manhood for liiions, while Herod the great
survives only because he chanced to rule while this obscure
carpenter lived. The rich and powerful pope, aﬁd his equally
rich and powerful subordinates in the church and state of

nidrexakxX¥uxsph Holy Romean Empire are forgotten, and thier
names are dragged into history only to serve as the setting

for portraying the figure of the persecuted prophet of Flore-
ence, Cavonorola, From among all the wealthy, educated, cul-
tured, politicians who tolerated Lincoln in his day, the peo-

ple have chosen the rough, but big hearted , human President
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as the embodiment of their ideal, 3BYXERXX,

Vhy is it that in all the ages we have such survivals as
ththe men whom humanity delights to honor.? If you stop to think
of it for 2 moment you will see that they have survived be-

cause they ring true to humanities heast. If humanity were
false and baée and unjust at heart, xhzrxxEaxri® such men as
these could by no means gain @ hearing. Instead of /mos, we
would havé the 1ife history and the records of the King whom
smos denounced. Instead of Jesus of Nazareth we would have

the 1ife of Herod. Nero would would have survived instead of

Paul, and an infamous pope instead of Savonrola. Vebster in-
stead of Sumner, and Douglas instead of Lincolh, and slavery
instead of freedom. The long line of heroes whom humanity has
honored bear siient, and sometines tragic witness to the inn-

er essense of manhood, Ve read in the life and characteristics

of her heroes the unuttered eulogy of the unnumbered hillions
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who ©vlodded alonh the pathways 88 human life. Zven when the xmmm

spark of honor, of courage and fidelity has not been strong
enough to break out into light giving Tleme of its wwn, %%
has not been strong enough to break trhough the crusts that
held it in subjection, even when it has stumbled &hong its
pathways in erroror even in degredation, still it has been
strong enough to evercome the evil of its conditions with the
faith in the worth of honor, integrity, justice, bravery,

»~ in the worth of manhood that was str ng enough to nourish
and support an atmosphere for these heroes to surivve in.

In their survival is the witness to the inner heart, the un-

realized ideal of manhood. I mention these well known names

not especially to bear honor to them, but to bear honor to
integrity, the essentail manhood of the unnumbered mhillions

who have mede them what they are. Near sizhted indeed is he
who ¢an read only the 1life of one man in the life of a great
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qud that is in hfgylife Ig~the record,of the thousands who k
have (s . uim,

This is the essense of our manhood. It is the least
common divisor of men and w men. You may keep from me all
the superficial secrets of your life, but once let me know
your hero and I have entered the secret chambers of your per-
sonality. Take humanity then in the long run, so that it has
a chance to show the inner heart of it, and what do you finge
What kind of men does it honor, respect, BREY and love 7
Here the record of history is absolute. llen of courage, men
pf . fiaith, intégrity, men who have born witness to the truth
that was in them. Men who have cast behind them all conform-
ity and acquainted men at first hand with deity. He whose
knowledge is the knowiedge is the knowledge of the human per-
sonality, he who speaks with authority, and not as the scribe

©s, he who bears witness , not to the stonach but to the man~




hood that is in hhmnm s t£é§~are‘the ones who have reached x
the roots of honor and veins of gold in human life. They heve
tapped the springs of life that pour forth a stream of water
from the depths of the inner man, a stream that drives the
dirty filthy slime of conventionality from the surface, and
gives the light of hope a chance to penetrate beneath,

Go where you will to-day, even into the most sordid
conditions of life, and if you can but strike bencath the
surface, you will find that same unblemished spark of manhoed
In the outcaamsx it smoulders beneath the burden of life; In
the pauper it still flicljers amid the desparate night of
clounded fear . In the degenerate it still keeps warm the
hope of redemption.Eveh Irom the cell of prison a man who

has tasted the bitterest dregs that human lips may touch can

pour the richness of De Profoundis. It is not what we are %k
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that exhalts us , but what we would be. Lven in the man who
is case-hardened in selfishness, and greed, and sensuality
there riseé up @ pitiable respect for the manhhod acheivments
to which bh would attain but vannot. nvery where is the wit-
ness to the infinite possibilities of mahhood and womanhood,
Every where the seeds of nobility lie buried beneath the
trash and rubbish of XiRe of our conditions. They await only
the opportunity to swell, abd grow and bear fruit. Ler the
gentle sof'tening rain of human fellowship trickle down xkex
through the surface covering of conditions, let the werm sun
of hope and opportunity draw the growing sprouts to the sur-
face , and the barren fields of our degredation and despair
will blossem like the garden of the lord,

That is what I am pleading for to-day and all the days

that men and women shall have the opportunity to show and
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give expression to their recal inner manhood and womanhood. I

hate to see the millions spending all their time and enerpy
and 1ife in the ceaseless hopeless struggle for bread. Even
the animal heas a chence to rest, to play, but men, thousbnds
of them work fr-om one years end to the other in ceaseless
grinding toil just to buy the necessities of life. They have
no hope, ho prospect, nothing but toil for bread, and all the
other possibilities of 1life are to them &s nothing. Even the
subtle joy of the home 1life, love of family , 2nd children
even that 1is reduced to 2 minimum, and sometimes the wolf
of poverty frightens love and honor from the home. It all
seems so senseless to me, so futile, so.beastly. It is jasiif
we had a rich piece of ground upon which beautiful flowrs m

might grow, and bear their zmmEstx product, and we wouid nuture

only the weeds, Every time a flower would show its head, and
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we would cut it down for fear it might drive out the weeds.

Ve, sicl and disgusted by the sight of weeds, longing for
the sight of the flower, must needs satisfy our longing by
looking at arteficial flowers, or relics of the past presefv-
ed in some safe museum. Why not let the 1life that is to-day
be rish. Why not remember that God is not dead, why not re-
member that 1life is just as sacred to-day as it ever has %k
been, Why not remember this,shat the essesnse of manhood xk
whixh humanity all the ages has honored, is still alive in
all human hearts to-day as the richest noblest thing in life,
Yes, I believe that we are remembering. In the spring
when the warm sun shines on the earth, and the rain has mois-
tened it, if you get down close to the earth, aﬁd listen you
will hear the soft sounds of growing life, The breaking of
the seeds of the sumers beauty is melloﬁing the soil. Zvery-

thing is alive,expectant, pregnant with the glory of the new
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day. I hear that sound in this human 1life of ours as I get
down close to its pulsating heart, andggggi its throbs quick-
en, and fﬁnixxhx know that the rich red blood of life is km
bounding throughtke the srteries of our whole socisl organism
That is the essense of our manhood that we should cherish xk
these values of 1life, not as they are embodied in the idenl-
ized hero of history, but as they grow and exapnd in the live
ing present. Courage,love, integrity, wisdom, honor we have

cherished #s life values in our heroes of the past, because

they have borne witness to our won unrealized lohgings and

possibilities. Let the dead past bury its dead, while we
honor and chersih the living present, and with courage, in-~

tegrity, and wisdom and love press on to the tasks and the
life that is before us. There is a legend that Constantine
saw a vision of the cross blazing across the sky, and upon

it were written the words ,- In hoc¢ signo vinces?" Under




this standard you will conguer,

The syhbadlism of to-day is the torch of truth and map-
hood. Our task is not to conquer but to bear witness to the

manhhod and womanhood that is in us,




