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AN OPEN LETTER TO ROBERT G. |
INGERSOLL.

BY HENRY M. FIELD, D, D. OF THE NEW
YORK ‘‘ KVANGELIST,”

Dear Syr: I am glad that I know you,
even though some of my brethren look
upon you as a monster because of your
unbelief. Nuthing is so terrible as the un-
known. Fearendswhere knowledgebegins;
and s0 if I am in danger of being panic-
struck by an apparition, I walk straightup.
to it and speak to it, as Horatio speaks to
the ghost in Hamlet, and lay hold of it,
when gtraightway it disappears at'the touch
of a fleshly hand, or comies down to the
proportions of ordinary humanity. The
spectre of which we are afraid is but human.
Thus 1 have found you human, yes,
very human, a man with whom I could
converse frankly, but kindly, without the
least reserve, as 1 propose to do now.

You have taken me at a disadvantage in

crmitting me to see you in your own
iome. There is nothing which disarms
one like o domestic scene, a peep into an
interior, seeing & man in the midst of his
family, surrounded by his wife and child-
ren, where he who is used to combat
has laid aside his weapons of war, and
app2ars in the gentlest mood, as if ho had
never fought a battle in the world. I
shall never forget the long evening I spent
at your house in Washington; and in what
1 have to say, however it wmay fail to
convince you, I trust you will feel that I
have uot shown myself unworthy of your
courtesy or confidence.

Your conversftion then and at other
tintes interested me greatly.  Irecognized
at once the elements of your power over
Jarge audiences, in your wit and dramatic
tad 2t - -personating charncter and im tat-
inz woes of voice and expressions
ot conutenance—and your remarkable
wsv of language, which even in fawmiliar
talk often rose to o high “degree of elo-
quence.  All this was a keen intellectual
stinulus. I was for the most perta lis-
teuer, but as we talked freely of veligi-
gus matters, I protested against your un-
bubef  as utteily without reason. Yet
there was no oflence given or taken, and
we prated, I taust, with a feeling of mutual
respect.

still further, we found many points of
sympaciy. 1 do nat hesitate to say that
the "¢ are many things in which 1 agree
wiw you, in which 1 leve what you love

| yesterday that 1 was sittiug on the back o

and hete what you hate. A man’shatreds
are not the least important part of him:
they are amoung the best indications of his
character. you love truth, and hate
lying and hypocrisy—all the petty arts
and deceits of tho world by which men re-
present themselves to be other than they
are—as well a8 the pride and arrogance in
which they assumme superiority over their
fellow-beings. Above all, you hate every
form of injustice. and oppression. - Noth-
ing moves your indignation so much as
‘“nan’s inhumanity to man,” and you
mutter *‘curses not loud but deep” on the
whole race of tyrants’ . and oppressors®,
whoin you would sweep- from the face of
the earth. And yet you do not hate op-
g{esaion more than I,norlove liberty, more.
or will { admit that you have any stronger
desire for that intellectual liberty, to ‘the
attainment of which you look forward as
the last and greatest emancipation of man-
kind. .
THE CURSE OF SUPERSTITION.

&Nor have you a greater horror of super-
stition. Indeed 1 might eay that you
cannot have so great, for the best of all
reasons, that you have not seen so much of
it: you have not stood on the banks of the
Ganges, and seen the Hindoos by tens of
thousauds rushing wadly to throw them.
selves into the sacred river. -1t sedms bu?

an elephant; lovking on this hurrible scene
of hviman degradation. Around me were
fifty (perhaps-a hundred) thousand dusky
creatures in a deliriun’ of fanaticism.
What wretched objects they were, their
limbs wasted and shrunken by their lon
pilgrimage! Sume had measured the groung
with their budies and reached the river
only to die; others brought the ashes of
their dead to cast them o the bosom of
the all-cleansing stream. There were the
Jakirs, the priests of Hindooism—squalid
wretches, with matted bair and smeared
bodies, making a sanctity out of their very
filthiness. One could but shrink from con-
tact with such loathesome specimens of
h_umauity. QOch, the Dbeasts! If some
power had Dbut given me the mastery
 of these precious creatures, J would
gbave\made them Lathe in the Ganges
to some purpose, tili their bodies were
| cleansed of the encrusted filth of years;
and then have marched them off to some

Indian rice-field, where they could have -
been put to hard work to eum an honest
living. - :
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