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FPREFACE.

Fulc many years | have recarded the Pentateuch
simply as a record of a barbarous people. in
which are found a great number of the ceremonics
of savagery, many absurd and unjust laws, and
thousands of ideas inconsistent with known and
demonstrated facts.  To me it seemed almost a
erime to teach that this record was written by inspired
men ; that slavery, polygamy, wars ol conquest and
extermination were right, and that there wis a time
when men could win the approbation of infinite
Intellivence,  Justice, and  Merey, by  violating
maidens and by butchering babes.  To me it seemed
more reasonable that savage men had made these
laws ; and I endeavored ina lecture, entitled » Some

Mistakes of Moses,” to point out some of the errors,
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contradictions, and impossibilitics contained in the
Pentateuch,  The lecture was never written and
consequently never delivered twice the same. On
scveral oceasions it was reported and published
without consent, and without revision.  All these
publications were grossly and glaringly incorrect,
As published, they have been answered several
hundred times, and many of the clergy are still
engaged in the great work, Teo keep these rev-
crend gentlemen from wasting their talents on the
mistakes of reporters and printers, [ concluded to
publish the principal points in all my lectures on this
subject.  And here. it may be proper for me to say,
that arguments cannot be answered by personal
abuse ; that there is no logic in slander, and that
falschood, in the long run, defeats itself. People
who love their enemies should, at least, tell the truth
about their friends. Should it turn out that T am
the worst man in the whole world, the story of the
Aood will remain just as improbable as before, and
the contradictions of the DPentateuch will  still

demanid an explanation.
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There was a time when a falsehood, fulminated
from the pulpit, smote like a sword 5 but, the supply
having greatly excecded the demand, clerical misrep-
resentation has at last become almost an innocent
amusement.  Remembering that only a few years
ago men, women, and cven children, were impris-
oned, tortured and burned, for having expressed in
an exceedingly mild and gentle way, the ideas
entertained by me, 1 congratulate myselt  tha
calumny is now the pulpit's last resort. The old
instruments of torture are kept only to graufy
curiosity ;. the chains are rusting away, wul the
demolition of time has allowed cven the dungeons ol
the Inquisition to be visited by licht.  The chureh,
impotent and malicious, regrets, not the abusce, hut
the loss of her power, and secks to hold by false-
hood what she gained by cruelty and foree, by fire
and fear.  Christianity cannot live in peace with any
other form of faith, I that religion be wue. there s
but one savior, one inspired book. and hut one Tivde
narrow worass-grown  path that leads to heaven.

Such a religion s necessarily  uncompromising,
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unreasoning, aggressive and insolent.  Christianity
has held all other creeds and forms in infinite con-

tempt, divided the world into enemics and friends,

and verified the awful declaration of its founder—a
declaration that wet with blood the sword he came to
bring, and made the horizon of a thousand years
lurid with the fagots’ flames.

Too great praise challenges attention, and ofien
brings to light a thousand faults that otherwise the
ceneral eye would never see. Were we allowed to
read the bible as we do all other books, we would
admire its beauties, treasure its worthy thoughts,
and account for all its absurd, grotesque and cruel
things, by saying that its authors lived in rude,
barbaric times. DBut we are told that it was written
by inspired men ; that it contains the will of God;
that it is perfect, pure, and true in all its parts ; the
source and standard of all moral and relicious truth
that it is the star and anchor of all human hope ; the
only guide for man, the only torch in Nature's night.
These claims are so at variance with every known

recorded fact, so palpably absurd, that every free,
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unbiased soul is forced to raise the standard of
revolt.

We read the pagan sicred books with profit and
delight,  With myth and fable we are ever charmed,
and find a pleasure in the endless repetition of the
beautiful, poetic, and absurd.  We find, in all these
records of the past, philosophics and dreams, and
efforts stained with tears, of great and tender souls
who tried to pierce the mystery of life amnd death,
answer the eternal questions of the Whence and
Whither, and vainly sought to make, with bLits of
shattered glass, a mirror that would, in very truth,
reflect the face and form of Nature's perfect scli,

These myths were born of hopes, and fears, and
tears, and smiles, and they were touched and eolored
by all there is of joy and grief between the rosy
dawn of birth, and death’s sad night.  They clothed
even the stars with passion, and gave to gods the
faults and frailties of the sons of men.  In them, the
winds and waves were music, and all the lakes, and
streams, and  springs.—the mountains, woods d

perfumed dells were haunted by a thousand fairy



