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have appealed to prejudice, to fear, to miracle, to slavery, to the unknow
and to misery hereafter. The few have said, “ Think!” The ma
have said, * Believe! "

The first doubt was the womb and cradle of progress, and from th

first doubt, man has continued to advance. Men began to investigt

and the Church began to oppose. The astronomer scanned the heave
while the Church branded his grand forehead with the word, ** Infide|"
and now, not a glittering star in all the vast expanse bears a Christiy
name. In spite of all religion, the geologist penetrated the earth, re
her history in books of stone, and found, hidden within her boson

souvenirs of all the ages. Old ideas perished in the retort of the chemis

and useful truths took their places. One by one religious conceptio
have been placed in the crucible of science, and thus far, nothing b
dross has been found. A new world has been discovered by the mic
scope ; everywhere has been found the infinite ; in every direction ms
has investigated and explored, and nowhere, in earth or stars, has be
found the footstep of any being superior to or independent of natur
Nowhere has been discovered the slightest evidence of any interferend
from without.

These are the sublime truths that enabled man to throw off the yo
of superstition. These are the splendid facts that snatched the scept
of authority from the hands of priests.

In that vast cemetery called the Past are most of the religions of mes
and there, too, are nearly all of their gods. The sacred temples of Indi
were ruins long ago. Over column and cornice, over the painted s
pictured walls, cling and creep the trailing vines. Brahma, the goldes
with four heads and four arms; Vishnu, the sombre, the punisher of t
wicked, with his three eyes, his crescent, and his necklace of skull
Siva, the destroyer, red with seas of blood ; Kali, the goddess ; Draupad
the white-armed, and Chrishna, the Christ, all passed away and left
thrones of heaven desolate. Along the banks of the sacred Nile, Isis
longer wandering weeps, searching for the dead Osiris. The shadow
Typhon’s scowl falls no more upon the waves. The sun rises as of yo
and his golden beams still smite the lips of Memnon, but Memnon is
voiceless as the Sphinx. The sacred fanes are lost in desert sands; th
dusty mummies are still waiting for the resurrection promised by thel
priests, and the old beliefs wrought in euriously sculptured stone, sl
in the mystery of a language lost and dead. Odin, the anthor of life a
soul, Vili and Ve, and the mighty giant Ymir, strode long ago fromt
icy halls of the North ; and Thor, with iron glove and glittering hamme
dashes mountains to the earth no more. Broken are the circles
cromlechs of the ancient Druids ; fallen upon the suramits of the hil
and covered with the centuries’ moss, are the sacred cairns. The divi
fires of Persia and of the Aztecs have died out in the ashes of the pi
and there is none to rekindle and none to feed the holy flames.
harp of Orpheus is still ; the drained cup of Bacchus has been thro
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