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THE TFREETHOUGHT REVIEW,

Let us pass over the records of a fow generations, and
stand by the side of Paul as he reasons in the light of
a more cultivated age.  He has told us all about pre-
destination, how God ftom ihe commencement of the
world doomed milliens of his vet unborn credtures to
the unquenchable flames, how Geod's anger with the
world's wickeduess could only be "L])pca%cd wlen men
had murdered his own son, how “ the powers that be
are ordained of God” (the Dorgian Popes for instance),
and that he who loves not the name of Christ is con-
demned already. Then, while we stand aghast to hear
the threatenings, the terrors and the dismal folly of sucly
a represcntation of a Diving Deing, suddenly from the
dry Dblasted trunk of this grim Crecd breaks forth a
blossom of hiuman kindness, a flower of lluman brother-
hood—*1f 1 give my body to Le burned but have not
Love, it profiteth me nothing.”  “ Now abideth faith,
hope, love, these three; and the greatest of these is
love.”

Above the sophistries of his 1utelled, the mysticism
of his dreams, he rosc to the Iligher Law, his mind
taught unforgivencss and eternal fire to all who differed
from him and would not accept his propaganda, but the
light flashed into him and he eries—< Love, love, and
pity for all poor suifering men.”  Thus teo he labored
with his hands, an honest independent man, living on
no alms or contribution plate, disregarding pchondli}
the * lilies of the field ” argument; and he s far abov e
any consideration of *“turning his cheek to the smiter ™
when contending with Petcr or arguing concerniug
Apollos or Alexander the Coppersiiith, or recounling
his shipwrecks and fights with wild beasts at Ephesus
—thirough broken sentences and half contradictions we
have glances down into the inner Paul, and sce the
" great force of Humanity lifing bim up to us and to all
who live,  Flow hittle would the frozen ereed of Buddia
seem o pmnnqe to these with whom the seuse of indi-
vl ath leading nowhere, an enduring
only of the ills 'md pleasures of Life.  Strip olf these
earthly desires, those longings of the flesh, saysthe groat
Teacher of Asia, rise above the follies and the weakness,
the aspirations and entunglements which male up to
most the sum of existence.  And the crowy, the vidtor’s
prize is Nirvana— Nothingacss—Negation.  How can
a creced hke this have been bread to the hungry souls
and light to the weary eves of the countless millions
who have followed the teachings of Prince Siddartha
for so many centuries, aud be cven now the comfoit
and consolation of millions who cry * We lose ourselves
in Buddha 7?7 The answer comes that it is because
the great loving sympathy of the creed’s founder glowed
through the ice of his do¢irine, and shone in words like
these, “The succouring of father and mother, the
cherishing of wife and child is the greatest blessing,”—
“ Day by day dwell mervciful holy and jusl, kind and
true.— ¢ Lay up lasting treasures of perfedt service
rendered, duties done 1o charity, soft speech and stan-
less days.”-— * Never will T accept private individual
salvation till every soul from cvery star has been
brought home to God."—  So we see that though ¢x-
perience and obscrvaticn made him certain that there
was only one way tn which the lndividual could attuin
the serenc peace; which was by the avoldance of all
which could produce sorrow, and rising into a lofry
atmosphere of isolution-—# the high Nirvana-way "~ - the
heart of Buddha knew that so long as men existed, that
dehightful netwark of affedtion for parent and chilidl and
wife and friend would do more (0 lkcep men pure and
holy than all the rending apart of the passions which
fitted men for his snowy Daradise,  The creed of Islam
spread by the sword would neverhave carried the Cres-
cent to vidtory so often lad it not held within its sceret
a force to touch the weal and to bind the strong,  Aore
is needed than the drunkenness of victory bdou‘ a Delief
can rear its head in sovereignty ahove the other opin-
ions of mankind; it has to “}_J(.lll comfort to its wounded,
and selace to lts bereaved, help to the strong brain in
the maze of deubt, and guldance to the E-(_t.l\Ll after
wisdom. Witheout such teaching it could not hold its
own for a generation,  So Mahowmet speaks to bis people
in words that seem to him divine.  * livery yood act is
charity ; your smiling in your brother's
putting a wanderer in the right 10ad;
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to the thirsty is charity,”’— A man's true wealth is
the good he has done in thiswerld to his fellow men,”--
“There is ne vlety 1 tn ung your faces to the east or
west, but he 1s plons who ”l\{‘ th his wealth to the
orphans and the ncedy and the w ayfarer; whois faithful
to his engagemants and patient under hardships and in
time of trouble.”  Having thus cited evidence 1n
support of the position, let us take account of the ap-
parent discrepancy which seme might take objection
to, between a mere eutbreaking of human fecling in the
great religlous leaders and that divine law @ Nothing of
geod islost,”  This stirring, this sparkling of humanity
through intolerant creeds, is the mamfestation in a
practical way of that Higher Law., Moses in exliorta-
tions to brotherly kindness and justice recognizes in a
blind way the rights of the patriot Canaaunites he would
treat as dogs; Paul by his houesty and independence
proclauns the gooduess in those sinners his creed calls
depraved and it for eternal five; BBuddba knows that
Nirvana willnever stimulate men to bekind and tender-
hearted, but appeals to that symipathy of mortal desire
and carth-born affedtion which unites mankind 1 one
great family,  So with Mahomel, Cromwell and all
other religious leaders, their dodtrine is intolerant, high-
flown, idunlistic, but the soul of cach of them saw in
flashes the cternal evolution of Good out of Lwil, and

that these who differed from them were net beings of
the outer darkness.

Of all men, Freethinkers should take new courage
ait hope in considering this.  The constantly heard
taunt that we are those who break down and not those
who build, that we destroy butl give the workl nothing
i place of the thing destroyed, is repeated so often that
n bitterness of soulwe hall begin to believe it ourselves,
But though never granting that if such aceusation were
irue we should be altogether wreng (for a lie should be
siruck down whatever may follow) still there 18 & way,
Letus beglad there s away. A Lhope and a farth that
as in the past the Truth has always been to be tound,
hias been near the hearts even of te inwolerant, 1L may
be seen clearer and purer with every passing age, and
that the future trivmph of Happiuess above Painis a
matter of certainty and a spring of delight. A hope
that reaches beyoud the grave; net built upon old docu-
ments, vaviously imm]nucd quarrclled  over, and
cavilled at, but a faith bornin rescarch and 'ﬂnumd
in observation,  Not reaching lLeyond the grave fur
each separate Dndividual with o promise of a seliish
crown and a golden city, but an utter trust in Lhe fact
that the amount of suitering in the world 15 daily di-
minishing and will diminish, that the forms of evil
trivmphing for a time must fade out before ihe stronger
clements of the good which cannot be destroyed, and
that the ultimate of the Schene of Things 15 the per-
fection of our race beyond the wildesl dreams of modern
men,  If in the very founders of religions there could
Leam forth a recognition of the law UI uniyversa: love,
far more should these whe have risen above the draper-
es and formalities of creeds acknowledge the de hL of
human kindress and the bond of mortal brotherhood,
In the words Zoroaster wrote m the Zond Asvesta
thousands of years ngo—* Let us then be of those who
further this workl,”

Towarp TREGEAR.

THE VIRTLOUS
salt of the earth ye virtueus few,
Who seasnn huunian kiwd !
Licht of the world, whose cheering vay
Ilunies the realms of wmind !

Wlhere misery spreads her deepest shade,
Your strong vompassion glows :

Trom your blest Lips the balny distils
i .
That softens mortal woces,

Dy dying heds, in prison glooms,
Yuour frequeut steps are fonnd

Angels of Tove ! you hover near,
To hind the stranger’s wound,

Yon @ift on Livh the warning volce,
When publie ills prevail ¢
Yonrs is the writing on the wall
That turns the tyrant pale,
Mis, Burbauld.



