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THE SKEPTIC.

Cuarren 1.
BREASQ0N THE DEFENCE OF FAITH.

I was Sunday evening,—that pleasant hour to
the virtuous poor,—when Alice Grey was sitting
by a bright fire, in & small, comfortable-looking
room, ere was no one with her except her
infant, which was sleeping quietly in its cradle
by her side. Her calm, innocent, and intelligent
face, and the decent and respectable appearance
of every thing about her, gave to the httle apart-"
ment a grace and attraction which larger rooms,
and more elegant furniture, and greater beauty,
often fail of possessing.

She wnuldpfmque;lﬁy look at the cradle with
that indescribable expreszion, with which a heppy
mother gazes on her sleeping child, and then cast
her eyea towards the door ms if expecting some
one to enter; one who, you would readily appre-
hend, waa the father of her baby, and the part-
ner of her duties and pleasures.

- While she waa thus sitting by the table, with
her arms resting upon the great Bible which she
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2 THE BEEPTIO.

bad been reading, her face suddenly lighted up
with a still brighter glow of pleasure as the door
opened, and her hushand entered.

“* Well, wife,” he said, as he hang up his hat
and great-coat, ‘‘ gre you not going to give me a
scolding for B-tayinﬁ away so long, when I said I
should be gone only half an hour?”

‘" No," answered Alice, **I am not in & scold-
ing mood; and who could be, James, with this

ood book on one side, and a sleeping baby on
the other? both speak to me of the kingdom of
Heaven, where there are no harsh words. But I
have mizsed you very moch; you know on Sun-
day evenings we read Logether, asd hear Fanny
and Jemmy say their hymos and the lessons they
bave learned at Sunday school. The children
did not enjoy themselves 8o much as usaal, and I
could not help wishing you were with us.”

“* Well, Alice,"” smd her husband, * don’t say
any more about it; I waas sorry not to be here at
the time they said their lessons, but I could not
E:‘ away from Ralph Vincent without affronting

im, he hed so much to say; and he tock me a
long walk instead of the little round he at first
intended. ™

““Have you been all this time with Ralpht ™
quickly nsked Alice.

“Why not? " replied Jumes; " what is the
matter with Ralph, that I should pot be with
him? he knows & great deal and has a great deal
m n IHI

‘*He has a great deal to say," answered Alice,
“* and thinke he knows a great deal.”
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* And perhaps," retorted James, * you think,
Alice, you know more than he does.”

Although (hia was snid in a laoghing tone,
there was in it something painful to his wife; it
was different from his wsurl mode of speaking,
and it proved also to her that he did not agree
with her in her opinion of Ralph Viocent’s vain
and superficinl character. ARer a moment’s
pause she looked in her husband's face, and, with
n tone of great meriouspess but of true tender-
ness, said, ** Dear James, I do not like Ralph; I
think he has too high an opinion of himself.”

“* How does he show that?"" eaid James, -

““ Why, he is always boasting of what he can
rove, and talking about the light of resson, as
e calls it, and jesting about religion; whatever
he does nnt like, he calls priesteraft; that *s his
word, [ believe. He seema to me to try to frighten
mupla; be says thinga that he thinks very smart,

cause they are indelicate, or irreverent; snd
then he Jooks round to see who is astonished,
and stretches himself up to his foll height (and
you know he is very tﬂlfj, and he seems as if he
thought he was a great man,'

““He does know more than you or "'

“1do not,"™rejoined Alice, ** pretend to know
g0 much as he does, or ma your wife, James,
ought to know, 1 have read scarcely any thi
except this best of all books,”” putting her ha:ﬁ
on the Bible. Her humility, her affectionate tone
of voice, the simple trath of her remarks on Ralph,
and may-be the compliment to himaelf, for all men
are pusceptible of such things, quite subdued her
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hoshand’s slight dimssatisfaction with her, —or
rather with himself, for this was the real cause
of his momentary captiousness towards his wife.

Ralph belonged {o that set of men who call
themselves free-thinkers, or free inquirers, which
means, with many of them, free to inguire, and
free to think, and free to rail, against the Chris-
tian religion; free to abuse and eontemn what
they see is held ancred, and dearer than life,
by thousands of their fellow beings; free to hold
up to scorn'and ridicule the support of the poor,
the sick, the forsaken; free lo misrepresent and
deride the conclusions of the philosophers and
sages, —the patient, and faithful, and fearless
seeliers after truth, (the brue ** free-thinkers ™ of
the world,) who have believed in the simple story
of Jesus of Nazareih; free to trampile upon the
altars of human hope, of human trust, of human
joy. This freedom they elaim; but they are not
free, we boldly assert, to see and to re 15e the
internal and the external evidences u?utﬁe. truth
they despize; not free to estimate the worth of
a faith, that not merely enables weak human
nature to die with courage and calmness, — this
may be done by the infidel suicide, —- but enables
the poor, the despised, the injured man to bear
his trial with o quiet fortitude, and a holy joy,
with no one but the Being in whom he be-
lieves to witness hia virtue. They are not free to
estimate the truth of a faith that epables the
mother to econsign her infant to the grave, with
the consoling trust that the child liveth, though
her srms canpot press il to her aching heart.
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They are pot free to weigh the value of * the
avidence of thinﬁa not seen, the substance of
things hoped for,” — of *“ that pleasing hope, thal
strong desire, that longing after immortality,"
whi:f exiata, or has existed, in the heart of every
homan being. They are not free to eatimate the
weight and importance of the fact, that almost
every man believes in something invisible; that
even every superstition iz an atgument in favor of
the existence of God. They are not free fairly to
examine, and calmly and fathfully to investigate,
all the spiritual as well as the historical evidences
of Christianity. Here the self-siyled ‘free-thinker’
is not free; he is the very bigot he despises; he
himself is among the ranks of the superstitious,
for he fears religious inquiry. He is free to see
defects, but not to perceive beauties; free to
attack, but oot to defend; free only to find ob-
jections amd to discover faults; free to see the
-apots in the sun, but his eyes are blinded to the
splendor of the glorious luminary itself,

Ralph was one of these ree-thinkers; and never
wes the most exclosive zealot inore anxious to make
proselytes to a faith that he considered essential
to eternal happiness, than he was 1o make con-
verts 1o his gloomy belief, that man lies down
the dost with the beasts that perish, with no
brighter hope, and no further anxiety. No won-
der that Alice Grey dreaded such a companion
for ber bueband. ﬁvhu had for some time suspect-
ed that Ralph was anxious to undermine James's
religions belief; she knew that he had succeeded
in raising some doubts in his mind, and, with all

1%



[ THE SKEPTIC

the watchfuloess natural to true sffection, she
bhad narrowly observed the growth of their inti-
macy. It was a startling and exquisitely painful
thing to her, to find that James had passed the
Sunday evening, sacred as it hed hitherto been
to herself and her children, with Ralph Viocent,

There is an instinctive courage and wisdom,
that seem suddenly to inapire the most timid and
uninstructed, in times of great danger to those
they love, with the power to perceive and adopt
the most effectual meana for their rescus.  Alice
forbore to censure his conduct: she zaid no more
to her husband upan the subjeet of hie absence
{rom them all the evening; but she gave him an
account of the children's Sonday lessons. It
hauppened to be the love of Jesus for hittle chil-
dren. ** I wish, James, you could have heard
Fanny when she sgaid to me, f Mother, if’ I had
died in that fever | had last spring, should I not
have gone to Jesus Christ, and would not he have
taken me in bis arms, as he did little children
when he was on earth? ' and I aaid to her, * Yes';
for I never felt so sure, as 1 did st that moment, of
the truth of our religion. That is a dear, good
child, and I sometimes feel es il she was not made
for this world."

Alice had touched the right key; James loved
this child with that love which ia itself a proof of
immortality, *‘Alice,” said he, ** I dere say that
Ralph would call me superstitious; but I never
look at Fanny without a feeling as if she had
come from another and better world, and as if
she still belonged to it.*



