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TheWedding Ring.

Tlie Choice of a Wife.

"Is there never a woman among the daughters of thy
brethren, or among all my people, that thou goest to take a
wife of the uncircumcised Philistines?"

—

Judges xiv., 3.

Samson, the giant, is here asking consent of his

father and mother to marriage with one whom
they thought unfit for him. He was wise in ask-

ing their counsel, but not wise in rejecting it.

Captivated with her looks, the big son wanted to

marry a daughter of one of the hostile famihes, a
deceitful, hypocritical, whining and saturnine

creature, who afterward made for him a world of

trouble till she quit him forever. In my text his

parents forbade ^he banns, practically saying:

"When there are so many honest and beautiful

maidens of your own country, are you so hard
put to for a lifetime partner that you propose con-

jugality with this foreign flirt ? Is there such a
dearth of lilies in our Israehtish gardens that you
must wear on your heart a Phihstine thistle ? Do
you take a crabapple because there are no pome-
granates ? Is there never a woman among the

daughters of thy bretliren, or among aU my pea
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pie, that thou goest to take a wife of the uncir-

cumcised Philistines ?

"

BEAUTIFUL JEWESSES.

Excuseless was he for such a. choice in a land

and amid a race celebrated for female loveliness

and moral wortli, a land and a race of which self-

denying Abigail and heroic Deborah, and dazzling

I^Iiriam, and pious Esther, and glorious Ruth, and
Mary, who hugged to her heart the blessed Lord,

were only magnificent specimens. The midnight

folded in their hair, the lakes of liquid beauty in

their eye, the gracefulness of spring morning in

their posture and gait, were only typical of the

greater brilliance and glory of their soul. Like-

wise excuseless is anyman in our time who makes
lifelong aUiaiice with any one who, because of her

disposition, or heredity, or habits, or intellectual

vanity, or moral twistification, may be said to be

of the Philistines.

MODERN FEIIALE LOVELINESS.

The world never owned such opulence of worn

anly character or such splendor of womanly
manners or multitudinous instances of wifely,

motherly, daughterly, sisterly devotion, as it owns
to-day. I have not words to express my admira-

tion for good womanhood. Woman is not only

man's equal, but in affectional and religious nature,

which is the best part of us, she is seventy-

five per cent, his superior. Yea, dmring the last

twenty years, through the increased opportunity

opened for female education, the women of the
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country are better educated than the majority of

men; and if they continue to advance mentahty

at the present ratio, before long the majority of

men will have difficulty in finding in the opposite

sex enough ignorance to make appropriate con-

sort. If I am under a delusion as to the abund^

ance of good womanhood abroad, consequent

upon my surroundings since the hour I entered

this life until now, I hope the delusion will las^t

until I embark from this planet. So you will under-

stand, if I say in this course of sermons something

that seems severe, I am neither cynical nor dis-

gruntled.

NO NEED TO JIAERY A FOOL.

There are in almost every farmhouse in the

country, in almost every home of the great town,

conscientious women, worshipful women, self-

sacrificing women, holy women, innumerable

Marys, sitting at the feet of Christ; innumerable
mothers, helping to feed Christ in the person of

His suffering disciples; a thousand capped and
spectacled grandmothers Lois, bending over

Bibles whose precepts they have followed from
early girlhood; and tens of thousands of young
woman that are dawning upon us from school and
seminary, that are going to bless the world with
good and happy homes, that shall ecHpse aU their

predecessors, a fact that will be acknowledged by
all men except those who are struck through with
m^oral decay from toe to cranimn; and more inex-

cusable than the Samson of the text is that man
who, amid aU this unparalleled munificence o£
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womanhood, marries a fool. But some of you

are abroad suffering from such disaster, and to

halt others of you from going over the same prec-

ipice, I cry out in the words of my text: ''Is there

never a woman among the daughters of thy

brethren, or among all my people, that thou goest

k> take a wife of the uncircumcised Philistines?"

MARRIAGE NOT FOR ALL.

-fhat marriage is the destination of the numan
/ace is a mistake that I want to correct before I

go further. There are multitudes who never will

marry, and still greater multitudes who are not

fit to marry. In Great Britain to-day there are

nine hundred and forty-eight thousand more
women than m^n, and that, I understand, is about

the ratio in America. By mathematical and in-

exorable law, you see, millions of women will

never marry. The supply for matrimony greater

than the demand, the first lesson of which is that

every woman ought to prepare to take care of

herself if need be. Then there are thousands of

men who have no right to marry, because they

have become so corrupt of character that their

offer of marriage is an insult to any good woman.
Society Avill have to be toned up and corrected on

this subject, so that it shall reahze that if a wom-
an who has sacrificed her honor is unfitted for

marriage, so is any man who has ever sacrificed

his purity. "Wliat right have you, O masculine

beast! whose hfe has been loose, to take under

yom* care the spotlessness of a virgin reared in
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the sanctity of a respectable home^ WiU a buz-
zard dare to court a dove?

THE FIRST STEP.

But the majority of you wiU maiTy, and
have a right to marry, and as your religious

teacher 1 wish to say to these men, in the choice
of a wite first of all seek divine direction. About
thhiy-five yeaivs ago, when Martin Farquhar
Tupper, the Enghsh poet, urged men to prayer
before they decided upon matrimonial association,

people laughed. And some of them have h^^ed to

laugh on the other side of theu mouth.

EMINENT BLUNDERERS.

The need of divine direction I argue from the

fact that so many men, and some of them strong

and wise, have wrecked their lives at this junc-

ture. Witness Sainson and this woman of Tim-
nath !

• Witness Socrates, pecked of the histori-

cal Xantippe ! Witness Job, whose wife had
nothing to prescribe for his carbuncles but allo-

pathic doses of profanity ! Witness Ananias, a
liar, who might perhaps have been cured by a

truthful spouse, yet marrying as great a liar as

himself—Sapphira ! Witness John Wesley, one
of the best men that ever lived, united to one of

the most outrageous and scandalous of women,
who sat in City Road Chapel making mouths at

him Avhile he preached ! Witness the once con-

nubial wretchedness of John Buskin, the great

art essayist, and Frederick W. Robertson, the

great preacher Witness a thousand
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HELLS ON EARTH

kindled by unworthy wives, termagants that

scold Hke a March northeaster; female S)>end

thrifts, that put their husbands into fraudulent

gchemes to get money enough to meet the lav-

islmaent of domestic expenditure; opium-using

women—about four hundred thousand of them
in the United States—who will have the drug,

though it should cause the eternal damnation of

the whole household; heartless and overbearing,

and namby-pamby and unreasonable women,
yet married—married perhaps to good men I

These are the women who build the low club-

houses, where the husbands and sons go because

they can't stand it at home. On this sea of

matrimony, where so many have wrecked, am I

not right in advising divine pilotage ?

NUMEROUS PITFALLS.

Especially is devout supphcation needed, be^

cause of the fact that society is so full of artifi^

ciahties that men are deceived as to whom they

are marrying, and no one but the Lord knows.

After the dressmaker, and the milliner, and the

jeweler, and the hair-adjuster, and the dancing-

master, and the cosmetic art have completed

their work, how is an unsophisticated man to

decipher the physiological hieroglyphics, and

make ace orate judgment of who it is to whom
he offers hand and heart ? That is what makes
so many recreant husbands. They make ao

honorable marriage contract, but the goods d©'
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livered are so different from the sample by which

fchey bargained. They were simply swindled,

and they backed out. They mistook Jezebel for

Longfellow's Evangehne, and Lucretia Borgia for

Martha Washington.

Aye, as the Indian chief boasts of the scalps he

has taken, so there are in society to-day many
coquettes who boast of the masculine hearts they

have captured. And these women, though they

may hve amid richest upholstery, are not so

honorable as the cyprians of the street, for these

advertise their infamy, while the fomier profess

heaven while they mean heU.

There is so much counterfeit womanhood abroad

it is no wonder that some cannot tell the genuine

coin from the base. Do you not reahze you need

divine guidance when I remind you that mistake

is possible in this important affair, and, if made,

is irrevocable ?

A MISTAKE rRREPARABLE.

The worst predicament possible is to be unhap-

pily yoked together. You see it is impossible to

break the yoke. The more you pull apart, the

more galling the yoke. The minister might bring

you up again, and in your presence read the

marriage ceremony backward, might put you on

the opposite sides of the altar from where you
were when you were united, might take the ring

off of the finger, might rend the wedding-veD

asunder, might tear out the marriage leaf from

the family Bible record, but all that would fail to
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tuiinany you. It is better not to make the mis'

take than to attempt its correction. But men
and women do not reveal all their characteristics

till after marriage, and how are you to avoid

committing the fatal blunder ? There is only one

Being in the universe who can teU you whom to

choose, and that is the Lord of Paradise. He
made Eve for Adam, andAdam for Eve, and both

for each other. Adam had not a large group of

women from whom to select his wife, but it is

fortunate, judging from some mistakes which
she afterward made, that it was Eve or nothing.

There is in all the world some one who was
made for you, as certainly as Eve was made for

Adam. AU sorts of mistakes occur because Eve
was made out of a rib from Adam's side. No-
body knows which of Ms twenty-four ribs was
taken for the nucleus. If you depend entirely

upon yourself in the selection of a wife, there are

twenty-tliree possibilities to one that you will

select the wrong rib. By the fate of Ahab, whose
wife induced him to steal ; by the fate of Mac-
beth, whose wife pushed him into massacre ; by
the fate of James Ferguson, the philosopher,

whose wife entered the room while he was
lecturing and willfully upset his astronomical ap-

paratus, so that he turned to the audience and
said, "Ladies and gentlemen, I have the misfor-

tmie to be married to this woman"; by the fate of

Bulwer, the novelist, whose wife's temper was so

incompatible that he furnished her a beautiful

house near London and withdrew from her com-
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pany, leaving her with the dozen dogs whom she

entertained as pets ; by the. fate of John Milton,

who married a termagant after he was bhnd, and

when some one called her a rose, the poet said

:

"I am no judge of flowers, but it may be so, for

I feel the thorns daily"; by the fate of an EngKsh-

man whose wife was so determined to dance on
his grave that he was buried in the sea ; by the

fate of a vUlage minister whom I knew, whose
wife threw a cup of hot tea across the table be-

cause they differed in sentinient—^by all these

scenes of disquietude and domestic calamity, we
implore you to be cautious and prayerful before

you enter upon the connubial state, which decides

whether a man shall have two heavens cr two
heUs, a heaven here and heaven forever, or a heU
now and a hell hereafter.

NOBLE WIVES.

By the bhss of Phny, whose wife, when her

husband was pleading in court, had messengers

coming and going to inform her what impressioii

he was making; by the joy of Grotius, whose
wife dehvered liim. from prison under the pretence

of having books carried out lest they be injurious

to liis health, she sending out her husband unob-

served in one of the bookcases; by the good for-

tune of Roland, in Louis' time, whose wife trans-

lated and composed for her husband while Sec-

retary of the Interior—^talented, heroic, wonderful

Madame Roland; by the happiness of many a

Dian who has made inteUigent choice of one oapa^
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ble of being prime counselor and companion in

brightness and in grief—pray to Almighty God,

morning, noon, and night, that at the right time

and in the right way He will send you a good,

honest, loving, sympathetic wife; or if she is not

sent to you, that you may be sent to her.

AVOID MATCHMAKERS.

At this point let me warn you not to let a ques-

tion of this importance be settled by the celebrat-

ed matchmakers flourishing in almost every com.

munity. Depend upon your own judgment

divinely illumined. These brokers in matrimony

are ever planning how they can unite impecunious

innocence to an heiress, or cehbate woman to

millionaire or marquis, and that in many cases

makes life an unhappiness. How can anyhuman
being, who knows neither of the two parties as

God knows them, and who is ignorant of the

fut\u:e, give such direction as you require at such

a crisis ?

Take the advice of the earthly matchmaker in-

stead of the divine guidance, and you may some

day be led to use the words of Solomon, whose

experience in home Hfe was as melancholy as it

was multitudinous. One day his palace, with its

great wide rooms and great wide doors and great

wide hall, was too small for him and the loud

tongue of a woman belaboring him about some of

his neglects, and he retreated to the housetop to

get relief from the fungal bombardment. And
while there he saw a poor man on one corner of
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the roof with a mattress for his only furniture,

and the open sky his only covering. And Solo-

man envies him and cries out: "It is better to

dwell in the corner of the housetop than with a

brawling woman in a wide house." And one day

during the rainy season the water leaked through

thereof of the palace and began to drop in a pail

or pan set there to catch it. And at one side of

him all day long the water went drop ! drop

!

drop ! while on the other side a female companion

quarrehng about this, and quarreling about that;

the acrimonious and petulant words falling on his

ear in ceaseless pelting—drop ! drop! drop! and

tie seized his pen and wrote : "A continual drop-

ping in a very railiy day and a contentiouswoman

are alike." If Solomon had been as prayerful a\

the beginning of his hfe as he was at the close,

how much domestic infelicity he would have

avoided ?

But prayei about this wiU amount to nothing

unless you pray soon enough. Wait until you

are fascinated and the eqmhbrium of your souJ

fe disturbed by a magnetic and exquisite pres-

ence, and then you will answeryour own prayers,

and you win mistake your own infatuation xor

the voice of God.

AVOH) SCOFFERS.

If you have this prayerful spirit you will surely

avoid aU female scoffers at the Christian rehg-

ionj and there are quite a number of them in
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all communities. It mu^t be told that, though

the only influence that keeps woman from being

estimated and treated as a slave—aye, as a brute

and beast of burden—^is Christianity, since where

it is not dominant she is so treated; yet there are

women who will so far forget themselves and

forget their God that they will go and hear lec-

turers mahgn Cliristianity and scoff at the most

sacred things of the soul. A good woman, over-

persuaded by her husband, may go once to heaj?

such a tirade against the Christian rehgion, not

fully knowing what she is going to hear; but she

wiU. not go twice.

A woman, not a Christian, but a respecter of

rehgion, said to me : "I was persuaded by my
husband to go and hear an infidel lecture once,

but going home, I said to him :
*My dear hus-

band, I would not go again though my declination

should result in our divorcement forover.'" And
the woman was right. If after a-U that Christ

and Christianity have done for a woman, she can

go again and again to hear such assaults, she is an

awful creature, and you had better not come neaj

such a reeking lepress. She needs to be washed,

and for three weeks to be soaked in carbohc acid,

and for a whole year fumigated, before she is fit

for decent society. While it is not demanded that

a woman be a Christian before marriage, she must

ha^e regard for the Christian rehgion or she is a

bad woman and unvrorthy of being your compan

ion in a hfe charged tvf.lih such stupendous soleia

uity and vicissitude*.
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TWO ESSENTIAL QUALITIES.

What you want, man ! in a wife, is not a

butterfly of the sunshine, notagigghng nonentity,

not a painted doll, not a gossiping gadabout, not

a mixture of artificialities which leave you in

doubt as to where the humbug ends and the wO'
man begins, but an earnest soul, one that cannot
only laugh when you laugh, but weep when you
weep. There will be wide, deep graves in your
path of life, and you will both want steadying

when you come to the verge of them, I tell you.

When your fortune fails you will want some one
to talk of treasures in heaven, and not charge

upon you with a bitter, ^'I told you so." As far

as I can analyze it, sincerity and earnestness ar<*^

the foundation of all worthy wifehood. Ge^

that, and you get all. Fail to get that, and you
get nothing but what you wiU wish you nevei

had got.

BEAUTY A BENEDICTION.

Don't make the mistake that the man of the

text made in letting his eye settle the question in

which coolest judgment directed by divine wisdom
are all-important. He who has no reason for his

wifely choice except a pretty face is like a man
who should buy a farm because of the dahlias in

the front dooryard. Beauty is a talent, and when
God gives it He intends it as a benediction upon
a woman's face. When the good Princess q/
Wales dismounted from the rail train )ast summer,
and I saw her radiant face, I could x\jider^tan4
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what they told me the day before, that, when at

the great mihtary hospital where are now the

wounded and the sick from the Egyptian and
other wars, the Princess passed through, all the

eick were cheered at her coming, and those who
could be roused neither by doctor nor nurs-e from
their stupor, would get up on their elbows to look

at her, and wan and wasted lips prayed an audi

ble prayer: "God bless the Princess of Wales
Doesn't she look beautiful ?"

But how uncertain is the tarrying of beauty in

a human countenance ! Explosion of a kerosene

lamp turns it into scarification, and a scoundrel

with one dash of vitriol may dispel it, or Time will

drive his chariot wheels across that bright face,

cutting it up in deep ruts and gullies. But there

is an eternal beauty on the face of some women,
whom a rough and ungallant world may criticise

as homely; and though their features may con-

tradict all the laws of Lavater on physiognomy,

yet they have graces of soul that will keep them
attractive for time and glorious through all

eternity.

There are two or three circumstances in which

the plainest v/ife is a queen of beauty to hei

husband, whatever her stature or profile. By
financial panic or betrayal of business partner, the

man goes down, and returning to his home that

evening, he says : "lam ruined ; I am in disgrace

forever ; I care not whether I live or die." It is

an agitated story he is telling in the household

t? it winter night. He says: "The furniture
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rciusc go, the house must go, the social position

must go," and from being sought for obsequiously

they must be cold-shouldered everywhere. Aftei

he ceases talking, and the wife has heard all in

silence, she says: "I& that all? Why, you had
nothing when I married you, and you have only

come back to where you started. K you thiiLk

that my happiness and that of the children depend

on these trappings, you do not know me, though
we have hved together thirty years. God is not

dead, and the National Bank of Heaven has not

suspended payment, and if you don't mind, I don't

care a cent. What httle we need of food and rai-

ment the rest of our lives we can get, and I don't

propose to sit down and mope and groan. Mary,

hand me that darnmg-needle. I declare ! I have
forgotten to set the rising for those cakes !* And
while she is busy at it he hears her humming
Newton's old hyimi, " To-morrow :"

"It can bring with it notliing.

But He will bear us through

;

Who gives the Hhes clothing

Will clothe His people too

;

Beneath the spreading heavens

No creature but is fed

;

And He who feeds the ravens

Will give His children bread.

**Though vine nor fig-tree either

Their wonted fruit should bear

;

Though all the fields should wither

Nor flocJis nor herds be there

;

Yet God the same abiding,

His praise shall tune my voice

;

For while in Him confiding

I cannot but rejoice."
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The husband looks up in amazement, and tsay^st

" Well, well, you are the greatest woman I ever

saw. I thought you would faint dead away
when I told you." And as he looks at her all the

glories.of physiognomy in the court of Louis XV,
on the modern fashion plates, are tame as com-

pared with the superhuman si)lendors of that

woman's face. Joan of Arc, Mary Antoinette,

and La Belle Hamilton, the enchantment of the

court of Charles II, are nowhere.

A wife's death.

There is another time when the plainest wif«

is a queen of beauty to her husband. She has

done the work of life. She has reared her chU^

dren for God and heaven, and though some of

them* may be a httle wild they will yet come
back, for God has promised. She is dying, and

her husband stands by. They think over all the

years of their companionship, the weddings and

the burials, the ups and the down, the successes

and the failures. They talk over the goodness of

God and His faithfuhiess to children's children.

She has no fear about going. The Lord has sus-

tained her so many years she would not dare to

distrust Him now. The lips of both of them
tremble as they say good-by and encourage each

other about an early meeting in a better world.

The breath is feebler and feebler, aiid stops. Are
you sure of it? Just hold that mirror at the

mouth, and see if there is any vapor gathering on
the surface. Gone! As one of the neighbors
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takes the old man by the arm gently and says

:

"Come, you had better go into the next room and

rest," he says : "Wait a moment ; I must take

one more look at that face and at those hands !"

Beautiful ! Beautiful

!

My friends, I hope you do not call that death.

That is an autumnal sunset. That is a crystalline

river pouring into a crystal sea. That is the solo

of human life overpowered by hallelujah chorus.

That is a queen's coronation. That is heaven.

That is the way my father stood at eighty-two,

seeing my mother depart at seventy-nine. Per-

haps so your father and mother went. I wonder
if we will die as well.
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Tbe Choice of a Husband.

"The Lor4 grant you that ye may find rest, eack of you h

Ch© house »f her husband."

—

Ruth i, 9,

This "5^^as the prayer of pious Naomi for Ruth
and Orpah, and is an appropriate prayer now iq

behalf of unmarried womanhood. Naomi, the

good old soul, knew that the devil would take

their ^ases in hand if God did not, so she prays

:

*'Thci Lord grant you that ye may find rest, each

of you in the house of her husbando"

Id this series of sermons on "The Marriage

Ring," I, last Sabbath, gave prayerful and Chris-

tian advice to men in regard to the selection of a

wife, and to-day I give the same prayerful and
Christian advice to women in regard to the selec<

tion of a husband, but in all these sermons saying

much that I hope will be appropriate for all ages

and all classes.

VOLUNTARY CELTBACT.

I applaud the cehbacy of a multitude of womeii

who, rather than make unfit selection, have made
none at all. It has not been a lack of opportmiity

for marital contract on their part, but their own
culture, and refinement, and their exalted idea as

to what a husband ought to be, have caused their
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declinature. They have seen so many women
marry imbeciles, or ruffians, or incipient sots, or

life-time incapables, or magnificent nothings, or

men who before marriage were angelic and after-

ward diabolic, that they have been alarmed and
stood back. They saw so many boats go into the

maelstrom that they steered into other waters.

Better for a woman to live alone, though she live

a thousand years, than to be annexed to one of

these masculine failures with which society is sur-

feited. The patron saint of almost every family

circle is some such unmarried woman, and among
all the families of cousins she moves around, and
her coming in each house is the morning, and her

going away is the night.

A BENEFICENT SPINSTERHOOD.

In my large circle of kindred, perhaps twenty
families in all, it was an Aunt Phoebe. Paul

gave a letter of introduction to one whom he

calls "Phoebe, our sister," as she went up from
Cenchrea to Rome, commending her for her kind-

ness and Christian service, and imploring for her

all courtesies. I think Aunt Phoebe was named
after her. Was there a sickness in any of the

households, she was there ready to sit up and
count out the drops of medicine. Was there a

marriage, she helped deck the bride for the altar.

Was there a new soul incarnated, she was there

to rejoice at the nativity. Was there a sore be •

reavement, she was there to console. The chil-

dren rushed out at her first appearance, crying.
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"Here comes Aunt Phoebe," and but for parental

interference they would have pulled her down
with their caresses—^for she was not very strong,

and many severe illnesses had given her enough

glimpses of the next world to make her heavenly

minded. Her table w^as loaded up with Baxter's

"Saints' Rest," Doddridge's "Rise and Progress,"

and Jay's "Morning and Evening Exercises," and

John Bunyan's "Pilgrim's Progress," and hke

books, which have fitted out whole generations

for the heaven upon which they have already

entered.

A GLIMPSE OF HEAVEN.

"De Witt," she said to me one day, "twice in

my life I have been so overwhelmed with the

love of God that I fainted away and could

hardly be resuscitated. Don't tell me there is no

heaven. I have seen it twice." If you would
know how her presence would soothe an anxiety,

or hft a burden, or cheer a sorrow, or leave a bless-

ing on every room in the house, ask any of the

Talmages. She had tarried at her early home,

taking care of an invalid father, until the bloom

of life had somewhat faded ; but she could interest

the young folks with some three or four tender pas-

sages in her own history, so that we all knew that it

was not through lack of opportunity that she was
not the queen of one household, instead of being

a benediction on a whole circle of households.

At about seventy years of age she made her

last visit to my house, and when she sat in my
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Philadelphia church I was more embarrassed at

her presence than by all the audience, because I

felt that in religion I had got no further than the

ABC, while she had learned the whole alphabet,

and for many years had finished the Y and Zo

When she went out of this life into the next,

what a shout th(3re must have been in heaven,

from the front door clear up to the back seat in

the highest gallery ! I saw the other day in the

village cemetery of Somerville, N. J. , her resting-

place, the tombstone having on it the words
which thirty years ago she told me she would
like to have inscribed there, namely : "The Morn-
ing Cometh."

ILLUSTRIOUS SPINSTERS.

Had she a mission in the world ? Certainly. As
much as Caroline Herschel, first amanuensis for

her illustrious brother, and then his assistant in

astronomical calculations, and then discovering

worlds for herself, dying at ninety-eight years o^

age, still busy with the stars till she sped beyond
them ; as much as had Florence Nightingale, the

tiurse of the Crimea ; or Grace Darhng, the oars-

woman of the Long Stone Lighthouse ; or Mary
Lyon, the teacher of Mount Holyoke Female
Seminary ; or Hannah More, the Christian author-

ess of England ; or Dorothea Dix, the angel of

mercy for the inSsane ; or Anna Etheridge, among
the wounded of Blackburn's Fort ; or Margaret

Breckenridge, at Vicksburg; or Mary Shelton,

distributing roses and grapes and cologne in a
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western hospital ; or thousands of other glorioua

women hke them, who never took the marriage

sacrament. Appreciate all this, my sister, and it

will make you dehberate before you rush out of

the single state into another, unless you are sure

of betterment.

A DHTICULT BUSINESS.

Dehberate and pray. Pray and dehberate. As
I showed you in my former sermon, a man ought

to supplicate Divine guidance m such a crisis.

How much more miportant that you sohcit it ! It

is easier for a man to find an appropriate wife

than for a woman to find a good husband. This

is a matter of arithmetic, as I showedm my former

discourse. Statistics show that in Massachusetts

and New York States women have a majority of

hundreds of thousands. "W^iy this is we leave

others to surmise. It would seem that woman is

a favorite with the Lord, and that therefore He
made more of that kind. From the order of the

creation in paradise it is evident that woman is

an improved edition of man. But, whatever be

the reason for it, the fact is certain that she who
selects a husband has a smaller number of people

to select from than he who selects a wife. There-

fore a w^oman ought to be especially careful in her

choice of life-time companionship. She cannot

afford to make a mistake. If a man err in his

selection he can spend Ms evenings at the club,

and duU his sensibihties by tobacco smoke ; but

woman has no club-room for refuge, and would
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find it difficult to habituate herself to cigars. If

a woman make a bad job of marital selection, the

probabihty is that nothing but a funeral can reheve

it. Divorce cases in court may interest the pubhc,

but the love letters of a married couple are poor

reading, except for those who write them. Pray

God that you be dehvered from irrevocable mis-

feake !

PARTNERS TO AVOH).

Avoid affiance with a despiser of the Christian

reUgion, whatever else he may have or may not

have. I do not say he must needs be a rehgious

man, for Paul says the unbelieving husband is

sanctified by the wife; but marriage with a man
who hates the Christian rehgion Tvdll insure you
a life of wretchedness. He will caricature your

habit of kneehug m prayer. He will speak de-

preciatingly of Christ. He will wound all the

most sacred feehugs of your soul. He will put

your home under the anathema of the Lord God
Almighty. In addition to the anguish withwhich
he wlU fill your hfe, there is gTeat danger that he
will despoil your hope of heaven, and make your
marriage relation an infinite and eternal disaster.

If you have made such engagement, your first

duty is to break it. My word may come just in

time to save your soul.

HUSBANDS SELDOM REFORM.

Further, do not unite in marriage with a man
of bad habits in the idea of reformhig him. If
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now, under the restraint of your present acquaint-

ance, he will not give up his bad habits, after h©

has won the prize you cannot expect him to do

so. You might as well plant a violet in the face

of a northeast storm with the idea of appeasing

it. You might as well run a schooner alongside

fo a burning ship with the idea of saving the ship.

The consequence will be, schooner and ship will

be destroyed together.

Tlie ahushouse could tell the story of a hmidred

women who married men to reform them. If by

twenty-five years of age a man has been grappled

by intoxicants, he is under such headway that

yoiu" attempt to stop him would be very much
like running up the track with a wheelbarrow to

stop a Hudson River express train. What you
call an inebriate nowadays is not a victim to wine

or whiskey, but to logwood and strychnine and
nux vomica. All these poisons have kindled their

fires in his tongue and brain, and all the tears of

a wife weeping cannot extinguish the flames.

Instead of marrying a man to reform him, let him
reform first, and then give him time to see

whether the reform is to be permanent. Lethim
understand that if he cannot do without his bad

habits for two years he must do without you

forever.

MEN WEDDED TO THE WORLD.

Avoid union with one supremely selfish, or so

wound up in his occupation that he has no room
for another. You occasionally find a man who
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Spreads himself so widely over the path of life

that there is no room for any one to walk beside

him. He is not the one blade of a scissors in-

complete without the other blade, but he is a

chisel made to cut his way through Iffe alone, or

a file full of roughness, made to be drav^n across

society without any affinity for other files. His

disposition is a lifelong protest against marriage.

Others are so married to their occupation or pro-

fession that the taking of any other bride is a case

of bigamy. There are men as severely tied to

their hterary work as was Chatterton, whose essay

was not printed because of the death of the Ijord

Mayor. Chatterton made out the following ac-

count: " Lost by the Lord Mayor's death, in this

essay, one pound eleven shillings and sixpence.

Gained in elegies and essays, five pounds and five

shillings." Then he put what he had gained by

che Lord Mayor's death opposite to what he had

lost, and wrote under it: " And glad he is dead

by three pounds thirteen shillings and sixpence."

When a man is as hopelessly literaiy "as that, he

ought to be a perpetual celibate; his library, hig

laboratory, his books, are all the companionship

needed.

Indeed, some of the mightiest men this world

ever saw have not patronized matrimony. Cow-

per, Pope, Newton, Swift, Locke, Walpole, Gib-

bon, Hume, Arbuthnot, were single. Some of

these marriage would have helped. The right

kind of a wife would have cured Cowper's gloorUj

and given to Newton more practicabihty^ and
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been a relief to Locke's overtasked brain. A
Christian wife might have converted Hume and
Gibbon to a behef in Christianity. But Dean
Swift did not deserve a wife, from the way in

which he broke the heart of Jane Waring first,

and Esther Johnson afterward, and last of all

"Vanessa," the great wit of his day, he was
outwitted by his own cruelties.

PEEDESTINATION IN MARRIAGE.

Amid so many possibilities of fatal mistake, am
I not right in urging you to seek the unerring wis-

dom of God—and before you are infatuated? Be-

cause most marriages are fit to be made, convinces

us that they are divinely arranged. Almost every

cradle has an affinity toward some other cradle.

They may be on the opposite sides of the earth,

• but one child gets out of this cradle, and another

child gets out of that cradle, and with their first

steps they start for each other. They may diver<^e

from the straight path, going toward the JSTorth, or

South, or East, or West. They may fall down,
but the two rise facing each other. They are ap-

proaching all through infancy. The one all through
the years of boyhood is going to meet the one who
is coming through all the years of girlhood to

meet him. The decision of parents as to what is

best concerning them, and the changes of fortune,

fiaay for a time seem to arrest

THE TWO JOURNEYS,

but on they go. They may never have seen each

othe?^. They may never have heard of each other-
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But the two pilgrims who started at the two cradles

are nearing. After eighteen, twenty, or thirty

years, the two come witliin sight. At the first

glance they may feel a dislike, and they may
slacken their step; yet something that the world

calls fate, and that rehgion calls Providence, urges

them on and on. They must meet. They come
near enough to join hands in social acquaintance,

after a while to join hands in friendship, after

a while to join hearts. The delegate from the one

cradle comes up the east side of the church with

her father. The delegate from the other cradle

comes up the west aisle of the church. The
two long journeys end at the snowdrift of the

bridal veil. The two chains made out of many
years are forged together by the golden hnk which
the groom puts upon the third finger of the left

hand. One on earth, may they be one in heaven!

But there are so many exceptions to the general

rule of natural affinity that only those are safe

who p 'ay for a heavenly hand to lead them. Be-

cause they depended on themselves and not on
God, there are thousands of women every year

going to the slaughter. In India women leap on
the funeral pyre of a dead husband. We have a
worse spectacle than that in America—women in-

numerable leaping on the funeral pyre of a living

husband.

THE ADVERTISING BRUTE.

Avoid aU proposed alliances through newspaj)er

tdvertisements. Many women, -just for fwn, have
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answered such advertisements, and have been led

on from step to step to catastrophe infinite. AH
the men who write such advertisements are vil-

lains and lepers—all, without a single exception.

.AH! All! Do you answer them just for fmi? I

will tell you a safer and healtliier fun. Thrust

your hand through the cage at a menagerie, and

stroke the back of a cobra from the East Indies.

Put your head in the mouth of a Nmnidian Hon,

to see if he will bite. Take a glass full of Paris

green mixed with some dehghtful henbane. These

are safer and healthier fun than answering news-

paper advertisements for a wife.

MARRY INDEPENDENT MEN.

My advice is : Marry a man who is a fortune in

himself. Houses, lands, and large inheritance are

well enoiJgh, but the wheel of fortune turns so

rapidly that through some investment all these in

a few years may be gone. There are some things,

however, that are a perpetual fortune—good man-

ners, geniality of soul, kindness, intelligence, sym-

pathy, courage, perseverance, industry, and whole-

heartedness. Marry such a one and you have

married a fortune, whether he have an income now
of $50,000 a year or an income of $1,000. A bank
is secure according to its capital stock, and not to

be judged by the deposits for a day or a week. A
man is rich according to his sterling quahties*

and not according to the inevitability of circum.

stances, which may leave with him a la,rge amount
of resources to-day and withdraw ^thana to m.'j.TKjow
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If a man is worth nothing but money he is yoor

indeed. If a man have upright character he is

rich. Property may come and go, he is inde-

pendent of the markets. Nothing can buy
him out, nothing can sell him out. He may have

more money one year than another, but his better

fortunes never vacillate.

AVOID PERFECT MEN.

Yet do not expect to find a perfect man. If you
find one without any faults, incapable of mistakes,

never havmg guessed wrongly, his patience never

having been perturbed, iiximaculate in speech, in

temper, inhabits, do not marry him. Why? Be-

cause you would enact a swindle. What would
you do with a perfect man, you who are not per-

fect yourself ? i^ nd how dare you hitch your im-

perfection fast on such supernatural excellence 1

What a companion you would make for an angel

!

In other words, there are no perfect men. There

never was but one perfect pair, and they shpped

down the banks of paradise together. We occa-

sionally find a man who says he never sins? We
know he lies when he says it. We have had finan-

cial dealings with two or three perfect men, and
they cheated us wofully.. Do not, therefore,

look for an immaculate husband, for you will not

find him.

PLENTY OF GOOD HUSBANDS.

But do not become cynical on this subj ect. Soci-

ety has a great multitude of grand menwho kno^
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how to make Iiome happy. When they come t©

be husbands they evince a nobihty of nature and

a self-sacrificing sphit that surprise even the wife.

These are the men w^ho cheerfully sit in dark

and dirty business offices, ten feet by twelve, in

Bunimer time hard at w^ork wiiile the wives and

daughters are off at Saratoga, Mount Desert, or

the White Sulphur. These are the men who,

never having had much education themselves,

have their sons at Yale, and Harvard, and Vir-

ginia University. These are the men who work
themselves to death by fifty years of age, and go

out to Greenwood leaving large estate and gen-

erous life-insurance provision for their famihes.

There are husbands and fathers here by the

hundreds ^vho w^ould die for their households. K
outlawry should ever become dominant in our

cities they w^ould stand in their doorw^ay, and

with their own arm would cleave down, one by

one, fifty invc^ders face to face, toot to foot, and

every stroke a demohtion. This is what makes an

army in defense of a country fight more desper-

ately than an army of conquest. It is not so much
the abstract sentiment of a flag as it is wife, and

children, and home, that turns enthusiasm into a

fury. The world has such men by the million,

and the homunculi that infest all our communities

must not hinder women from appreciating the

glory of true jnanhood.

FIDELITY IN ADVERSITY.

I was reading of a bridal reception. The young
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man had brought home the choice of his heart in

her elaborate and exquisite apparel. As she stood

in the gay drawing-room, and amid the gay group,-

the yomig man's eyes filled with tears of joy as he

thought that she was his. Years passed by, and
they stood at the same parlor on another festal

occasion. She wore the same dress, for business

had not opened as brightly to the young husband
as he expected, and he had never been able to

purchase for her another dress. Her face was not

as bright and smooth as it had been years before,

and a care-worn look had made its signature on
her countenance. As the husband looked at her

he saw the difference between this occasion and
the former, and he went over where she sat, and
said: ''You remember the time when we were

here before. You have the same dress on. Cir-

cumstances have somewhat changed, but you
look to me far more beautiful than you did then."

There is such a thing as conjugal fidehty, and
many of you know it in your own homes.

But, after all the good advice we may give you,

we come back to the golden pillar from which we
started, the tremendous truth that no one but God
can guide you in safety about this matter that

may decide your happiness for two worlds, this

and the next. So, my sister, I put your case

where Naomi put that of Ruth and Orpah, when
^e said :

'' The Lord grant you that ye may find

rest, each of you in the house of her husband."



S8 THE CHOICE OF A HUSBAND.

THE WEDDING.

I imagine the hour for which you pledged your

troth has arrived. There is much merry-making

among your young friends, but there is an under-

tone of sadness in all the house. Your choice may
have been the gladdest and the best, and the joy of

the whole round of relatives, but when a young

eaglet is about to leave the old nest, and is pre-

paring to put out into sunshine and storm foi

itself, it feels ite wings tremble somewhat. So she

has a good cry before leaving home, and at the

marriage father and mother always cry, or feel

like it. If you think it is easy to give up a

daughter in marriage, though it be with brightest

prospects, you will think differently when the day

comes. To have all along watched her from in-

fancy to girlhood, and from girlhood to woman-

hood, studious of her welfare, her slightest illness

an anxiety, and her presence in your home an evor-

increasing joy, and then have her go away to so ne

other home—aye, all the redolence of orange-bl')S'

soms, and all the chime of marriage bells, and all

the roUing of wedding march in full diapason, and

all the hilarious congratulations of your friends

cannot make you forget that you are suffering a.

loss irreparable. But you know it is all righi,

and you have a remembrance of an embarkation

just hke it twenty-five or thirty years ago, in

which you were one of the parties ; and, suppress-

ing as far as possible your sadness, you say,

^'Good-by."
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VISIT THE OLD HOME.

f KcpG tiiafc >'ou, the departing daughter, wiU
trot forget; to write often home ; for whafiever

betide yoUj the old folks will never lose their

interest i].i your welfare. Make visits to them also

as often, and stay as long as you can, for there

will l^e changes at the old place after awliile.

Every time you go you will find more gray hairs

on father's head and more wrinkles on mother's

brow ; and after awhile you will notice that the

elastic step has become decrepitude. And some
day one of the two pillars of your early home will

fall, and after awhile the other pillar of that home
will fall, and it wiU. be a comfort to yourself, if,

when they are gone, you can feel that while you
are faithful in your new home you never forget

your old home, and the first friends you ever had,

and those to whom you are more indebted than
you ever can be to any one else except to Go/d--

I mean your father and mother. Alexande? Fop*'

put it in effective rhythm when he sa-id :

"Me let the tender office long engage
To rock the cradle of reposing age

;

With lenient arts extend a niocher's breath,

Make languor smiiO; and smooth the bed of death

;

Explore the thought, explain the asking eye.

And keep awhile one parent from the sky."

And now I commend all this precious and
splendid young womanhood before me to-day t^i

the God "who setteth th^ solitary in famihes.
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Clandestine Marriag^e.

" Stolen waters are sweet, and bread eaten in secret is

pleasant. But he knoweth not that the dead are there."—

Prov. ix, 17, 18.

The Garden of Eden was a great orchard of

fruit-bearing trees, bushels, and bushels of round,

ripe, glorious fruit; but the horticulturist and his

wife having it in charge hankered for one special

tree, simply because it was forbidden, starting a

bad streak in human nature, so that children wiD
now sometimes do something simply because they

are forbidden to do it. This

KINK IN THE HUMAN RACE

is not easily unsnarled. TeU a company that

they may look into any twenty rooms of a large

house, except one, and their cliief desire is to see

that one, though all the others were picture gal-

leries and that a garret. If there were in a region

of mineral springs twenty fountains, but the pro-

prietor had fenced in one well against the pubhc,

the one fenced in would be the chief temptation

to the visitors, and they would rather taste of that

than of the other nineteen. Solomon recognized

this principle in the text, and also the disaster that

follows forbidden conduct, when he said: "Stolen

waters are sweet, and bread eaten in secret is
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pleasant, But he knoweth not that the dead are

there."

In this course of sermons on "The Marriage

Ring," I this morning aim a point-blank shot at

''Clandestine Marriages and Escapades."

Yonder comes up through the narrows of New
York harbor a ship having all the evidence of

tempestuous passage: salt water mark reaching

to the top of the smoke-stack ; mainmast, fore-

mast, mizzenmast twisted off; bulwarks knocked

in; lifeboats off the davit; jib sheets and lee-bow-

lines missing; captain's bridge demolished; main
shaft broken; all the pumps working to keep from

sinking before they can get to wharfage. That

ship is the institution of Clu-istian marriage,

launched by the Lord grandly from the banks of

the Euphrates, and floating out on the seas for

the admiration and happiness of all nations. But

freeloveism struck it from one side, and Mormon-
ism struck it from another side, and hurricanes

of libertinism have struck it on all sides, until the

old ship needs repairs in every plank and beam,

and sail, and bolt, and clamp, and transom, and

stanchion. In other words, the notions^ of modem
society must be reconstructed on the subject of

the marriage institution. And when we have got

it back somewhere near what it was when God
built it in Paradise, the earth will be far on toward

resumption of Paradisaical conditions.

DEPLORABLE LAXITY.

Do you ask what is the need of a course of sot-
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mons on this subject? The man or woman who
asks this question is either ignorant or guilty. In

New England, which has been considered by

many the most moral part of the United States,

there are two thousand divorces per year. And in

Massachusetts, the headquarters of steady habits,

there is one divorce to every fourteen marriages.

The State of Maine, considered by many almost

frigid in proprieties, has in one year four hundred

and seventy-eight divorces. In Vermont, swapping

wives is not a rare transaction. In Connecticut

there are women who boast that they have four

or five times been divorced. Moreover, our boast-

ed Protestantism is, on this subject, more lax than

Roman Catholicism. Roman Cathohcism admits

of no divorce except for the reason that Christ ad-

mitted as a lawful reason. But Protestantism is

admitting anything and everytliing, and the larger

the proportion of Protestants in any part of the

country, the larger the ratio of divorce. Do you
not then think that Protestantism needs some
toning up on tliis subject?

GROWING POPULARITY.

Aye, when you reahze that the sacred and
divine institution is being caricatured and de-

famed by clandestine marriages and escapades all

over the land, does there not seem a caU for such

discussion ? Hardly a morning or evening pepar

comes into your possession without reporting

them, and there are fifty of these occurrences

where one is reported, because it is the interest of
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all parties to liush them up; the victims are, all

hours of the night, climbing down ladders or cross-

ing over from State to State, that they may reach

laws of greater laxity, holding a reception six

months after mamage to let the pubhc know for

the first time that a half year before they were

united in wedlock. Ministers of religion, and

justices of the peace, and mayors of cities, will-

ingly joining in marriage runaways from other

States and neighborhoods ; the coach-box and the

back seat of the princely landau in flirtation;

telegrams flashing across the country for the

arrest of absconded school misses, who started off

with armfull of books, and taking rail trains to

meet their affianced—^in the snow-drifts of the

great storm that has recently passed over the

country some of them, I read, have perished—

thousands of people in a marriage whose banns

have never been i)ubnshed
;

precipitated conju

gahty ; bigamy triumphant ; marriage a joke
;

society blotched all over with a putrefaction on

this subject which no one but the Ahnighty God
can arrest.

We admit that clandestinity and escapade are

sometimes authorized and made right by par-

ental tyranny or domestic serfdom. There have
been exceptional cases where parents have had

a monomania in regard to then' sons and daugh-

ters, demanding their cehbacy or forbidding re-

lations every way right. Through absurd family

ambition parents have sometimes demanded quah-

fications and equipment of fortune unreasonable
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to expect or simply impossible. Children are not

expected to marry to please their parents, but to

please themselves. Given good morals, means of

a hvelihood, appropriate age and quality of social

position, and no parent has a right to prohibit a

union that seems dehberate and a matter of the

heart. Kev. Philip Henry, eminent for piety and

good sense, used to say to his children :
" Please

God and please yourselves, and you shalJ nevei

displease me."

A IVIATRIMONIAL TRAGEDY.

During our Civil War a mamage was about

to be celebrated at Charleston, S. C, between

Lieutenant de Rochelle and Miss Anna, the

daughter of ex-Governor Pickens. As the cere-

mony was about to be solemnized a shell broke

through the roof and wounded nine of the guests,

and the bride fell dying, and, wrapped in her

white wedding robe, her betrothed kneehng at her

side, in two hours she expired. And there has

been many as bright a union of hearts as that

proposed that the bombshell of outrageous parental

indignation has wounded and scattered and slain.

If the hand offered in marriage be blotched of

intemperance ; if the life of the marital candidate

has been debg^uched ; if he has no visible means
of support, and poverty and abandonment seem

only a little way ahead ; if the twain seem en-

tirely unmatched in disposition—protest and for-

bid and re-enforce your opinion by that of others,

and put all lawful obstacles in the way ; but d©
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not join that company of parents who have ruined

their children by a plutocracy of domestic cranki-

ness, which has caused more than one elopement.

I know of a few cases where marriage has been
under the red-hot anathema of parents and all the

tieighbors, but God approved, and the homes
established have been beautiful and positively

Edenic.

But while we have admitted that there are real

cases of justifiable rebelhon, in ninety-nine cases

out of a hundred—yea, in nine hundred and nine-

ty-nine cases out of a thousand, these unlicensed

departures and decampments by moonlight are

ruin, temporal and eternal. It is safer for a woman
to jump off the docks of the East River and depend
on being able to swim to the other shore, or get

picked up by a ferry-boat. The possibilities are

that she may be rescued, but the probabihty is

that she will not. Read the story of the escapades

in the newspapers for the last ten years, and find

me a half dozen that do not mean poverty, dis-

grace, abandonment, poHce court, divorce, death,

and heU. "Stolen waters are sweet, and bread

eaten in secret is pleasant. But he knoweth not

that the dead are there." Satan presides over

the escapade. He introduces the two parties to

each other. He gets them to pledge their troth.

He appoints where they shall meet. He shows
them where they can find officiating minister or

squire. He points out to them the ticket office for

the ran train. He puts them aboard, and when
they are going at forty mUes the hour, he jumpa
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off and leaves them in the hirch; for, while Satan

has a genius in getting people into trouble, he has

no genius for getting people out. He induced

Jonah to take ship for Tarshish when God told

him to go to Nineveh, hut provided for the rec-

reant prophet no better landing place than tha

middle of the Mediterranean Sea.

THE DIME NOVEL.

The modern novel is responsible for many of

these abscoudings. Do 3"0u think that young

women would sit up half a night reading novels

in which the hero and heroine get acquainted in

the usual way, and carry on their increased

friendliness until, with the consent of parents,

the day of marriage is appointed,and amid the sur-

rounding group of kindred the vows are taken ?

Oh, no ! There must be flight, and pursuit, and

narrow escape, and drawn dagger, all ending in

sunshine, and parental forgiveness^ and bliss un-

alloyed and gorgeous. In many oi the cases of

escapade the idea was implanted ir, the hot brain ci

the woman by a cheap novel, ton cents' worth o

unadulterated perdition.

THE SCHEME OF EA/; MEN.

These evasions of the oi-ainary modes of maT-

riage are to be deplored f'^r the reason that nearly

all of them are proposed by bad men. If the man
behave well he has a character to which he can

refer, and he can say : "If you want to inquire
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about me there is a Kst of names of people in the

town or neighborhood where I Kve." No; the heroes

of escapades are nearly all either bigamists, hber-

tines, or drunkards, or defrauders, or first-class

scoundrels of some sort. They have no character

to lose. They may be dressed in the height of fash-

ion, may be cologned, and pomatumed, and pad-

ded, and diamond-ringed, and flamboyant-cravat-

ted, until they bewitch the eye and intoxicate the

olfactories; but they are double-distilled extracts

of villainy, moral dirt and blasphemy. Beware of

them. " Stolen waters are sweet, and bread eaten

in secret is pleasant. But he knoweth not that

the dead are there."

SOCIAL DEGRADATION.

Fugitive marriage is to be deplored because it al-

most always implies a woman's descent from a high-

er social plane to a lower. If the man was not of a

higher plane, or the marriage on an equahty, there

would be no objections, and hence no inducement

to clandestiny. In almost aU cases it means tha

lowering of womanhood. Observe this law: a

man marrying a woman beneath liim in society

may raise her to any eminence that he himself

may reach; but if a woman marry a man beneath

her in society she always goes down to liis level.

That is a law inexorable, and there are no excep-

tions.. Is any woman so high up that she can

afford to plot for her own debasement. There is

not a State in the American Union that has not
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for the last twenty y ears furnislied an instance ot

the sndden departure of some intelligent woman
from an affluent home to spend her life with some
one who can make five dollars a day, provided he

keeps very busy. Well, many a man has lived on

five dollars a day and been happy, but he under-

takes a big contract when, with five dollars a day,

he attempts to support some one who has lived in

a home that cost twenty thousand per annum.
This has been about the liistory of most of such

conjunctions of simphcity and extravagance, the

marriage of

ox AND EAGLE.

The first year they get on tolerably well, for it

IS odd and romantic, and assisted by applause of

people who adixdre outlaivry. The second year

the couple settle down into complete dislike of

each other. The third year they separate and

seek for divorce, or^ as is more probable, the man
becomes a drunkard, and the woman a blackened

waif of the street. "Stolen waters are sweet,

and bread eaten in secret is pleasant. But he

knoweth not that the dead are there."

These truant marriages are aleo to be deplored

because in most instances they are executed in

defiance of parental wisdom and kindness. Most

parents are anxious for the best welfare of a

child. If they make vehement and determined

opposition, it is largely because it is a match

unfit to be made, and they can see for their
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daughter nothing but wretchedness in that di-

rection. They have keener and wiser apprecia-

tion^ for instance, of the certain domestic demoli-

tion that comes from alcoholism ina youngman.
They reahze tvliat an idiot a woman is who mar-

ries a man who has not brains or industry enough
to earn a Hvehhood for a family. No bureau of

statistics can tell us the number of women who,
after marriage, have to support themselves and
their husbands. If the husband becomes invalid,

it is a beautiful thing to see a wife uncomplain-

ingly by needle, or pen, or yardstick, or washing-

machine, support the home. But these great

lazy masculine louts that stand around with hands
in their pockets, allowing the wife with her vfeak
arm to fight the battle of bread, need to be

regurgitated from society.

REVERSED RELATIONS.

There are innumerable instances in these cities

where the wife pays the rent, and meets all the

family expenses, and furnishes the tobacco and
the beer for the lord of the household. No wonder
parents put on all the brakes to stop such a train

of disaster. They have too often seen the gold

ring put on the finger at the altar turning out to

be the iron link of a chain of domestic servitude.

What a farce it is for a man who cannot support

himself, and not worth a cent in the world, to

take a ring which he purchased by money stolen

from his grandmother's cupboard, and put it on
the fing^er of the bride, saying: "With this ring I
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tJiee -ived, and with all my worldly goods I thee

endow.

"

It is amazing to see how some women will

marry men knowing nothing about them. No
merchant would sell a hundred dollars' worth of

goods on credit without knowing whether the

customer was worthy of being trusted. No man
or woman would buy a house with encumbrances

of mortgages, and hens, and judgments against it

uncancelled; and yet there is not an hour of the

day or night for the last ten years there have not

been women by hasty marriage entrusting theii

earthly happiness to men about whose honesty

they know nothing, or who are encmiibered with

hens, and judgments, and first mortgages, and sec-

ond mortgages, and tliird mortgages of evil habits.

No wonder that in such cu'cumstances parents

in conjugating the verb in question pass from the

subjective mood to the indicative, and from the

indicative to the imperative. In nearly aU the

cases of escapade that you wiU hear of the rest of

your hves there will be a headlong leap over the

baiTiers of parentalcommon sense and foretliought.

" Stolen waters are sweet, and bread eaten in

secret is pleasant. But he knoweth not that the

dead are there."

INVOLVES DECEPTION.

We also deplore these fraudulent espousals and

this sneaking exchange of single life for married

life because it is deception, and that is a corroding

and damning vice. You must deceive your kin*
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dred, JQU must deceive society, you must deceive

all but God, and Him you cannot deceive. De-

ception does not injure others so much as it injurea

ourselves. Mamage is too important a crisis in

one's life to be decided by sleight of hand, or a

sort of jugglery which says: "Presto, changed

Now you see her, and now you don't."

Better to wait for years for circumstances to

improve. Time may remove all obstacles. The.

candidate for marital preferences may change hin

habits, or get into some trade or business that

will support a home, or the inexorable father and
mother may be promoted to celestial citizenship.

At the right time have the day appointed. Stand

at the end of the best room in the house with

joined hands, and minister of rehgion before you

to challenge the world that "if they know of any
reason why these two persons shall not be united,

they state it now or forever hold theh^ peace," and

then start out with the good wishes of all the

neighbors and the halo of Divine sanction. When
you can go out of harbor at noon with all flags

flying, do not try to run a blockade at midnight.

In view of all tliis I charge you to break up
'clandestine correspondence if you are engaged in

it, and ha^e no more clandestine meetings, either

^t the ferry, or on the street, or at the house of

mutual friends, or at the corner of the woods.

Do not have letters come for you to the post-office

under assumed addzess. Have no coiTespondence

that makes you un.easy lest some one by mistake

epen your letters. Po not emplojr terms of en-
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deannent at the beginning and close of letters

unless you have a right to use them. Tliat young

lady is on the edge of danger tvho dares not allow

her mother to see Jier letters.

CONFIDE IN PARENTS.

If you have sensible parents take them into

your confidence in all the affairs of the heart.

They will give you more good advice in one houi

than you can get from all the world beside in five

years. They havo toiled for you so long, and

prayed for you so much, they have your best in-

terests at heart. At the same time let parents

review their opposition to a proposed marital

aUiance, and see if their opposition is founded on

a genuine wish for the child's welfare,, or on some

whim, or notion, or prejudice, or selfishness,

fighting a natural law and trying to make Niagara

run up stream. WiUiam Pitt, the Prime Minister

of England in the reign of George HI, was always

saying wise things. One day Sir Walter Far-

quhar called on liim in great perturbation. Mr. Pitt

inquired what was the matter, and Sir Waltei

told him that his daughter was about to be mar-

ried to one not worthy of her rank. Mr. Pitt

said: *' Is the young man of respectable family?"

" Yes." " Is he respectable in himseh?" ''Yes.
**

*
' Has he an estimable character?" ' 'Yes. " " Why,

then, my dear Sir Walter, make no oppos-

ition." The advice was takeU; and a happy

married life ensued. Let ministers and officers!

of the law dechne officiating at clandestine mar-
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riages. When they are asked to date a marriago

certificate back, as we all are asked, let them
peremptorily dechne to say that the ceremony
was in November instead of January, or decline

to leave the date blank, lest others fill oat the

record erroneously. Let a law 1^ passed in aR
our States, as it has already beeLi in some of the

States, making a hcense from officers of the law
necessary before we can unite couples, and then

make it necessary to pubHsh beforehand in the

newspapers, as it used to be published in the

New England churches, so that if there be lawfu]

objection it may be presented, not swinging the

buoy on the rocks after the ship has struck an(2

gone to pieces.

And here it might be well for me to take al"

the romance out of an escapade by quoting -

dozen lines of Eobert Pollock, the great Scotcik

(poet, where he describes the crazed victim of ori«

vf these escapades:

** . . , Yet had she many days
Of sorrow in the world, but never wept.

She lived on alms, and carried in her hand
Some withered stalks she gathered in the spring.

When any asked the cause she smiled, and said

They were her sisters, and woidd come anei watch
Her grave when she was dead. She never spoke
Of her deceiver, father, mother, home.
Or child, or heaven, or hell, or God ; but still

In lonely places walked, and ever gazed
Upon the withered stalks, and talked to them %

Till, wasted to the shadow of her youth.

With woe too wide to see beyond, she died."
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UNDER THE LIGHT.

But now I turn on this subject an intenser light

We have fifteen hundred hghts in tliis church,

and when by electric touch they are kindled in

the evening service it is almost startling. But

this whole subject of '' Clandestine Marriages and
Escapades" I put under a more mtense Ught than

that. The headlight of a locomotive is terrible if

you stand near enough to catch the full glare of it.

As it sweeps around the "Horseshoe Curve" of

the j^'Heghanies, or along the edges of the Sierra

Nevadas, how far ahead, and how deep down, and
how liigh up it flashes, and there is in,':;*;antaneous

revelation of mountain peak and wild heasts liie-

ing themselves to their caverns and cascades a

ftiousand feet tall, or cUnging in white terror to

ihe precipices ! But more mtense. more far-reach-

ing, more sudden, swifter and more tremendous

is the headlight of an advancmg Judgment Day,

under which all the most hidden affans of life

Bhall come to discovery and arraignment. I quote

an overwhelming passagfi of Scripture, in which I

yut the whole empha?is on the word "secret."
'* God shall brmg every work into judgment, with

^rery secret thing, 'i^hether it be good or evil."

What a time that will be in wliich the cover

aiiall be lifted from every home and from every

heart. The iniquity may have been so sly that it

escaped all human detection, but it wiU be as well

known on that day as the crimes of Sodom and
Goraorvahj unless for Christ's sake it has been for-
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giyen. All the fingers of universal condemnation

will be pointed at it. The archangel of wrath will

stand there with uplifted thunderbolt ready to

strike it. The squeamishness and prudery of

earthly society, which hardly allowed some sins

to be mentioned on earth, are past, and the man
who was unclean and the woman who wae im-

pure, will, under a hght brighter than a thousand

noonday suns, stand with the whole story written

on scalp, and forehead, and cheek; and hands,

and feet ; the whole resurrection body aflame and
dripping with fiery disclosures, ten thousand

sepulchral and celestial and infernal voices, cry-

ing, "Unclean! Unclean! Unclean!"

All marital intrigues and aU. secret iniquities

will be pubhshed, as though all the trumpets

spoke them, and aH the Hghtnings capitahzed

them, and all the earthquakes rumbled them. Oh,

man, recreant to thy marriage vow ! Oh, woman,
in sinful collusion ! What, then, will become of

thy poor soul ? The tumbhng Alps, and Pyrenees,

and Mount Washingtons, cannot hide thee from
the consequences of thy secret sins. Better repent

of them now, so that they cannot be brought

against thee. For the chief of sinners there is

pardon, if you ask it in time. But I leave you to

guess what chance there will be for those who on
earth Hved in clandestine relations, when on that

day the very Christ who had such high apprecia-

tion of the marriage relation that He compared it

to His own relation with the Church, shall appear

a,t the door of the great hall of the Last Assize,
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and all the multitudes of earth, and hell, an(i

heaven, shall rise up and cry out from the three

galleries : '^Behold, the bridegi'oom cometh !"

Matrimonial Harmony or Discord.

"Can two walk together unless tliey be agreed?"

—

Amos
iii, 3.

No, Amos, they cannot. They will be tripping

each other ap, or pusliing each other down.
Married hfo binder such circumstances will be the

sounding of perpetual war-whoop. In this course

of sermons on "The Marriage Ring," I will to-day

speak of the

MUTUAL DUTIES

of husband and wife, preparatory to discourses on
their individual duties.

A church within a church, a repubhc within a

repubhc, a world within a woiid, is spelled by
four letters—Home ! If things go right there,

they go right everywhere ; if things go wrong
there, they go wrong everywhere. The door-sih

of the dwelhng-house is the foundation cif Church
and State. A man never gets higher than his

own garret or lower than his own cellar. In other

words, domestic life overarches and undergirds all

\)ther life. The liighest House of Congress is the
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domestic circle ; the rocking-ehair in the nursery

is higher than a throne. George Washington
commanded the forces of the United States, but

Mary Washington conxQiauded George. Chrysos-

tom's mother made his pen for him. If a man
should start out and run seventy years in a

straight hne he could not get out from under the

shadow of his own mantelpiece. I therefore

talk to you this moriung about a matter of infinite

and eternal moment when I speak of your home.

THE SOCIAL BALANCE.

As individuals we are fragments. God makes
the race in part, and then he gradually puts us

together. What I lack, you make up ; what you
lack, I make up ; our deficits and surpluses of

character being the cog-wheels in the gTeat social

mechanism. One person has the patience, another

has the courage, another has the placidity, another

has the enthusiasm ; that which is lacking in one

is made up by another, or made up by all. Buf-

faloes in. herds, grouse in broods, quail in flocks,

the human race in circles. God has most beauti-

fully arranged this. It is in this way that he

balances society ; this conservative and that radi-

cal keeping things even. Every ship must have

its mast, cutwater, taffrail, baUast. Thank God,

then, for Princeton and Andover, for the oppo-

sites.

I have no more right to blame a man for being

different fromme than a driving-wheel has a right

to blame the iron shaft that holds it to the centra
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John Wesley balances Calvin's Institutes. A cold

thinker gives to Scotland the strong bones of

theology ; Dr. Gutlnie clothes tliem witli a tln-ob-

bing heart and warm flesh. The difficulty is that

we are not satisfied with just the work that God
hath given us to do. The water-wheel wants to

come inside the mill and grind the grist, and the

hopper wants to go out and dabble in the water.

Our usefulness and the weKare of society depend

upon our staying in just the place that God has

put us, or intended we should occupy.

A RELIC OF EDEN.

For more compactness, and that we may be

more useful, we are gathered in still smaller circles

in the home group. And there you have the same
varieties again : brothers, sisters, husband and

wife ; all different in temperaments and tastes.

It is fortunate that it should be so. If the

husband be aU impulse, the wife must be ah

prudence. If one sister be sanguine in her tem-

perament, the other must be lymphatic. Mary
and Martha are necessities. There will be no

dmner for Christ if there be no Martha; there

wiU be no audience for Jesus if there be no Mary.

The home organization is most beautifully con-

structed. Eden has gone; the bowers are all

broken down; the annuals that Adam stroked

with his hand that morning when thev came up

to get their names have since shot forth tusk and

Bting, and growled, panther £,0 panther; in mid-air

iron beaks plunge till with clotted wing and eye-
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less sockets the twain come whirling down from
under the sun in blood and fh-e. Eden has gone,

but there is just one little fragment left. It

floated down on the Eiver Hiddekel out of Para •

dise. It is the marriage institution. It does not,

as at the beginning, take away from man a rib.

Now it is an addition of ribs.

THE HOME ASSAULTED.

This institution of marriage has been defamed
in our day, and influences are abroad trying to

turn this earth into a Turkish harem or a great

Salt Lake City. While the pulpits have been
comparatively silent, novels—^their cheapness only

equalled by then nastiness—are trying to educate,

have taken upon themselves to educate, tliis nation

in regard to holy marriage, which makes or

breaks for time and eternity. Oh, this is not a
question of residence or wardrobe ! It is a ques-

tion charged with gigantic joy or sorrow, with
heaven or hell. Alas for this new dispensatioji of

George Sands ! Alas for the minghng of iie

nightshade with the marriage garlands ! Alas for

the venom of adders spit into the tankards ! Alas

for the white frosts of eternal death that kiU the

orange blossoms ! The Gospel of Jesus Cluist is

to assert what is right and to assert what is

wrong.

THE ASSAULT OF THE SORDID.

Attempt has been made to take the marriage

institution, which was intended for the happiness
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and elevation of the race, and make it a mere
commercial enterprise; an exchange of houses and

lands and equippage; a business partnership of

two; stuffed up with the stories of romance and
knight-errantry, and urjfaithfulness and feminine

angelhood. The two after a while have roused

up to find tliat, instead of the paradise they

dreamed of, they have got nothing but a Van
Amburgh's menagerie, filled with tigers and wild-

cats. Eighty thousand divorces in Paris in one

year preceded the worst revolution that France

ever saw. It was only the first course in that

banquet of hell; and I tell you what you know as

well as I do, that wrong notions on the subject of

Christian marriage are the cause at this day of

more moral outrage before God and man than

any other cause.

There are some things that I want to bring

before you. I know there are those of you who
have had homes set up for a great many years;

and then there are those here who have just estab-

lished their home. They have only been in it a

few months or a few years. Then there are those

who will, after awhile, set up for themselves a

home, and it is right that I should speak out upon

these themes.

THE BENEFICENT GUEST.

My fu'st counsel to you is, have Jesus in your new
home, if it be a new home, and let Him who was a

guest at Bethany be in your household; let the Di-

vine blessing drop upon your every hope and plan

and expectation. Those young people who begin
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with God end with heaven. Have on your right

hand the engagement-ring of the divine affection.

If one of you be a Christian^ let that one take a

Bible and read a few verses in the evening-time^

and then kneel down and commend yourselves to

Him who setteth the solitary in families. I want
to tell you that the destroying angel passes by
without touching or entering the door-post sprink-

led with the blood of the everlasting covenant.
Why is it that in some families they never get
along, and in others they always get along well ?

I have watched such cases, and have come to a
conclusion. In the first instance, nothing seemed
to go pleasantly, and after awhile came devasta-

tion, domestic disaster or estrangement. Why?
They started wrong ! In the other case, although
there were hardships and trials, and some things
that had to be explained, stiU things went on
pleasantly until the very last. Why? They started

right

!

FORBEARANCE NEEDED.

My advice to you in your home is to exercise to

the very last possibility of your nature the law of

forbearance. Prayers in the household will not
make up for everything. Some of the best people

in the world are the hardest to get along with.

They are people who stand up in prayer-meetings
and pray hke angels, who at home are uncom-
promising and cranky. You may not have every-

thing just as you want it. Sometimes it will be
the duty of the husband, and sometimes of the
wife, to yield; but both stand punctihously on
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your rights, and you will have a Waterloo with

no Blucher coming up at nightfall to decide the

conflict.

A grandfather's APOLOGY.

Never be ashamed to ajDologize when you have

lone wTong in domestic affairs. Let that be a law

of yom" household. The best thing I ever heard

of my grandfather, whom I never saw, was this :

that once, having uprighteously rebuked one of

his children, he himself having lost his patience,

and, perhaps having been misinformed of the

cliild's doings, found out his mistake, and in the

evening of the same day gathered all his family

together, and said: "Now, I have one explanation

to make, and one thing to say. Thomas, this

morning, I rebuked you very unfairly. I am very

sorry for it. I rebuked you in the presence of the

whole family, and now I ask your forgiveness in

their presence." It must have taken some courage

to do that. It was right, was it not? Never be

ashamed to apologize for domestic inaccuracy.

Find out the jDoints; what are the weak points, if

I may call them so, of your companion, and then

stand aloof from them.

Do not carry the fire of your temper too near the

gunpowder f If the wife be easily fretted by dis-

order in the household, let the husband be careful

where he throws his shppers. If the husband
come home from the store with his patience all

exhausted, do not let the wife unnecessarily crosa

his temper; but both stand up for your rights,

and I will promise the everlasting sound of the
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v^rar whoop. Your life will be spent in making

up, and marriage will be to you an unmitigated

curse. Cowper said:

"The kindest and the happiest pair.

Will find occasion to forbear;

And something, every day they live.

To pity, and pertiaps forgive,"

I advise, also, that you make your chief pleas

ure circle around about that home. It is unfor-

tunate when it is otherwise. If the husband

spend the most of his nights away from, home, of

choice, and not of necessity, he is not the head of

the household; he is only the cashier. If the wife

throw the cares of the household in the servant's

lap, and then spend five nights of the week at the

opera or theater, she may clothe her children with

satins and laces and ribbons that would confound

a French milliner, but they are orphans. Oh, it is

sad when a child has to say its prayers alone be-

cause mother has gone off to the evening enter-

tainment! In India they bring children and throw

them to the crocodiles, and it seems very cruel;

but the jaws of New York and Brooklyn dissipa-

pation are swallowing down more httle children

to-day than aU the monsters that ever crawled

upon the banks of the Ganges!

A GODLESS mother's GRIEF.

I have seen the sorrow of a godless mother on

the death of a child she had neglected. It was not

so much giief that she felt from the fact that the

child was dead as the fact that she had neglected

it. She said: ''If I had onlj watched over and
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cared for the child, I know God would not have

taken it." The tears came not; it was a diy, bHs-

tering xempest—a scorcliing simoon of the desert.

When she wrung herhands it seemed as if she would
twist her fingers from their sockets; when she

seized her hair it seemed as if she had, in wild ter

for, grasped a coihng serj)ent -with her right hand.

No tears! Comrades of the little one came in

and wept over the coffin; neighbors came in, and
the moment they saw the still face of the child the

shower broke. No tears for her. God gives tears

as the summer rain to the parched soul; but in all

the umverse the driest and hottest, the most
scorching and consuming thing is a mother's

heart if she has neglected her child when once it

is dead. God may forgive her, but she will never

forgive herself. The memory will sink the eyes

deeper into the sockets, and pinch the face, and
whiten the hair, and eat up the heart with vul-

tures that will not be satisfied, forever plunging

deeper their iron beaks. Oh, you wanderers from
your home, go back to your duty! The brightest

flowers in all the earth are those which grow in

the garden of a Clnistian household, clambering

over the porch of a Christian home.
MATRIMONIAL CONGENIALITY.

I advise you also to cultivate sympathy of oc-

cupation. Sir James Mackintosh, one of the

most eminent and elegant men that ever lived,

while standing at the very height of his eminence,

said to a great company of scholars: "' My iuif&

mademe.^^ The wife ought to be the advising
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partner in every firm. She ought to be interested

in all the losses and gains of shop and store.

She ought to have a right—she has a right—to

know everything. If a man goes into a business

transaction that he dare not teU his wife of, yon
may depend that he is on the way either to bank-

ruptcy or moral ruin. There may be some things

which he does not wish to trouble his wife with;

but if he dare not teU her, he is on the road to

discomfiture.

On the other hand, the husband ought to be

sympathetic with the wife's occupation. It is no
easy thing to keep house. Many a woman that

could have endured martyrdom aswellas Margaret,

the Scotch gui, has actually been worn out by house

management. There are a thousand martyrs of

the kitchen. It is very annoying, after the vex-

ations of the day, around the stove or the table, or in

the nursery or parlor, to have your husband say:

"You know nothing about trouble; you ought to

be in the store haK an hour." Sympathy of oc-

cupation!

If the husband's work cover him with the soot

of the fixmace or the odors of leather or soap

factories, let not the wife be easily disgusted at

the begrimed hands or unsavory aroma. Your
gains are one, your interests are one, your losses

are one; lay hold of the work of life with both

hands. Four hands to fight the battles; four

eyes to watch for the danger; four shoulders on
"w hich to carry the trials. It is a very sad thing

when the painter has a wife who does not like
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pictures. It is a very sad thing for a pianist

when she has a husband who does not Uke

music.

GENTEEL BUSINESS.

It is a very sad thing when a wife is not suited

unless her husband has what is called a " genteel

business." So far as I understand a '^genteel

business," it is something to which a man goes

at ten o'clock in the morning, and from which he

comes home at two or three o'clock in the after-

noon, and gets a large amount of money for

doing nothing. That is, I believe, a "genteel

business;" and there has been many a wife who
has made the mistake of not being satisfied until

the husband has given up the tanning of the hides,

or the turning of the banisters, or the building of

the walls, and put himself in circles where he has

nothing to do but smoke cigars and drink wine,

and get himself into habits that upset him, going

down in the maelstrom, taking his wife and
childi'en with him.

There are a good many trains running from

earth to destruction. They start all the hours of

the day, and aU the hours of the night. There

are the freight trains; they go very slowly and

very heavily; and there are the accommodation
trains going on towards destruction, and they stop

very often and let a man get out when he wants

to. But genteel idleness is an express train;

Satan is the stoker, and Death is the engineer;

and though one may come out in front of it 3 nd
swing the red flag of "danger," or the lantern of
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God's Word, it makes just one shot into perdi-

tion, coming down the embankment with a shout

and a wail and a shriek—crash, crash ! There are

two classes of people sure of destruction : First,

those who have nothing to do; secondly, those

who have something to do, but are too lazy or too

proud to do it.

LOVE TO PRESIDE.

I have one more word of advice to give to thoee

v^ho would have a happy home, and that is, tet

love preside in it. When your behavior in the

domestic circle becomes a mere matter of calcula-

tion ; when the caress you give is merely the result

of dehberate study of the position you occupy,

happiness lies stark dead on the hearthstone.

When the husband's position as head of the house-

hold is maintained by loudness of voice, by
strength of arm, by fke of temper, the repubhc of

domestic bhss has become a despotism that neither

God nor man will abide. Oh, ye who promised to

love each other at the altar, how dare you commit
perjury? Let no shadow of suspicion come on
your affection. It is easier to kill that flower than
it is to make it live again. The blast from helj

that puts out that light leaves you in the black-

ness of darkness forever.

A HOUSE NOT A HOME.

Here are a man and wife ; they agree in noth-

ing else, but they agree they will have a home,
They will have a splendid house, and they think

that if they have a house they will have a home.
Architects make the plan, and the mechanics exe



68 MATRIMONIAL HARMONY OR DISCORD.

cute it ; the house to cost one hundred thousand

dollars. It is done. The carpets are spread, lights

are hoisted, curtains are hung, cards of invitation

Bent out. The horses in gold-plated harness

prance at the gate
;
guests come in and take their

places ; the flute sounds ; the dancers go up and

doTi^n ; and with one grand whirl the wealth and

the fashion and the nihth of the great town wheel

amidst the pictured walls.

Ha ! tliis is happiness. Float it on the smoking

viands ; sound it in the music ; Avhirl it in the

dance ; cast it on the snow of sculpture ; sound it

up the brilliant ntairway ; flash it in chande-

liers. Happiness, indeed. Let us build on the

center of the parlor floor a throne to happiness

;

let all the guests, when they come in, bring their

flowers and pearls and diamonds, and throw them
on this pyramid, and let it be a throne ; and then

let Happiness, the Queen, mount the throne, and
we will stand around, and, all chalices lifted, we
will say :

" Drink, Queen. Live forever."

LIGHTS OUT.

But the guests depart, the flutes are breatliless,

the last clash of the impatient hoofs is heard in

fche distance, and the twain of the household come
back to see the Queen of Happiness on the tlu^one

amid the parlor floor. But, alas, as they come
back the flowers have faded, the sweet odors have
become the smell of a charnel-house, and, instead

of the Queen of Happiness, there sits there the

gaunt form of Anguish, witli bitten Hp and sunken
eye, and ashes in her hair.



MATRIMONIAL HARMONY OR DISCORD. 69

The romp and joyous step of the dancers who
have left seems rmiibUng yet, Uke jarring thmiders

that quake the floor and rattle the glasses of the

feast, rim to rim. The spilled wine on the floor

tm-ns into blood. The wreaths of plush have be-

come wriggling reptiles. Terrors catch tangled

in the canopy that overhangs the couch. A strong

gust of wind comes through the hall and the

drawing-room and the bed-chamber, in which all

the Kghts go out. And from the Hps of the wine-

beakers come the words: " Hapj^iness is not in us."

And the arches respond: '' It is not in us." And
the silenced instruments of music, thrummed on
by Invisible fingers, answer: "Happiness is not

in us." And the frozen hps of Anguish break

opeii, and, seated on the throne of wilted flowers,

she istrikes her bony hands together, and groans

:

"It is not in me."
HAPPINESS IN POVERTY,

That very night a clerk with a salary of a

thousand doUars a year—only one thousand—
goes to his home, set up three months ago, just

after the marriage-day. Love meets him at the

door
J
love sits with hian at the table ; love talks

over the work of the day ; love takes down the

Bible, and reads of Him who came our souls to

save ; and they kneel, and while they are kneel-

ing—^right in that plain room, on that plain

carpet—the angels of God build a throne, not

out of flowers that perish and fade away, but out

of garlands of heaven, wreath on top of wreath,

sjnaranth on amaranth, until the throne is done.
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Then the harps of God sounded, and suddenly

there appeared one who mounted the throne, with

eye so bright and brow so fair that the twain knew
it was Christian Love. And they knelt at the

throne, and, putting one hand on each head, she

blessed them, and said: "Happiness is with me !"

And that throne of celestial bloom -withered not

with the passing years ; and the queen left not

the throne till one day the married pair felt

stricken in years—felt themselves called away,

and knew not which way to go, and the queen

bounded from the throne, and said: "Follow me,

and I will show you the way up to the realm of

everlasting love." And so they went up to sing

Bonge of love, and walk on pavements of love,

and to live together in mansions of love, and to

rejoice forever in the truth that God is love.

Iflarital Duties.

"And Isaac went out to meditate in the field at eventide :

and he lifted up Ms eyes, and saw, and, behold, the camels

were coming."

—

Gen. xxiv, 63.

A bridal pageant on the back of dromedariee

!

The camel is called the ship of the desert. Its

swinging motion in the distance is suggestive of a

vessel rising and faUing with the billows. Though
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awkward, how imposing these creatures as they

move along, whether in ancient or modern times,

sometimes carrying four hundred or four thousand

travelers from Bagdad to Aleppo, or from Bassora

to Damascus. In my text comes a caravan. We
notice the noiseless step of the broad foot, the

velocity of motion, the gay caparison of saddle,

and girth, and awning, sheltering the riders from

the sun, and the hilarity of the mounted passen-

gers, and we cry out: "Who are they?" Well,

Isaac has been praying for a wife, and it is time

he had one, for he is forty years of age; and his

servant, directed by the Lord, has made a selection

of Rebecca ; and, with her companions and
maidens, she is on her way to her new home,
canying with her the blessing of all her friends.

THE NUPTIAL MEETING.

Isaac is in the fields, meditating upon his pro-

posed passage from cehbacy to monogamy. And
he sees a speck against the sky, then groups of

people, and after a while he finds that the grandest

earthly blessing that ever comes to a man is ap-

proaching with this gay caravan.

In this fifth discourse on "^The Marriage Ring,"

having spoken of the choice of a lifetime com-
panion, I take it for granted, O man, that your
marriage was divinely arranged, and thai the

camels have arrived from the right direction and
at the right time, bringing the one that was in-

tended for your consort—a Rebecca and not a
Jezebel. I proceed to discourse as to how you
cna&^t to treat your wife, and my amli^tion is to
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tell you more plain truth than you ever heard m
any three-quarters of an hour in all your life.

THE RESPONSIBILITY UNDERTAKEN.

First of all, I charge you reahze your respon-

sibihty in having taken her from the custody and
care and homestead in which she was once shel-

tered. What courage you must have had, and
what confidence in yourself, to say to her practi-

cally : "I will be to you more than your father

and mother, more than all the friends you ever

had or ever can have. Give up eveiything and
take me. I feel competent to see you through
life in safety. You are an immortal being, but

I am competent to defend you and make you
happy. However bright and comfortable a home
you have now, and though in one of the rooms
is the arm-chair in which you rocked, and in the

garret is the cradle in which you were hushed
and the trundle bed in wliich you slept, and in

the sitting-room are the father and mother who
have got wrinkle-faced, and stoop-shouldered, and
dim-eyesighted in taking care of you, yet you will

do better to come with me." I am amazed that

any of us ever had the sublimity of impudence to

ask such a transfer from a home assured to a home
conjectured and unbuilt.

A RISKY VOYAGE.

You would think me a very daring and hazard-

ous adventurer if I should go down to one of the

piers on the North River, and at a timewhen there

was a great lack of ship captains, and I should,

with no knowledge of navigation, propose to take
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a steamer across to Glasgow or Havre, and say

;

^

' All aboard. Haul in the planks and swing out,

"

and, passing out into the sea, plunge through
darkness and storm. If I succeeded in getting

charge of a ship, it would be one that would never

be heard of again. But that is the boldness of

every man that proffers marriage. He says : "I
will navigate you through the storms, the cy-

clones, the fogs of a lifetime. I will run clear of

rocks and icebergs. I have no experience and I

have no seaport, but all aboard for the voyage of a

hfetime. I admit that there have been ten thous-

and shipwrecks on this very route, but don't

hesitate. Tut ! Tut ! There now. Don't cry.

Brides must not cry at the wedding."

THE wife's temerity.

In response to this the woman, by her action,

practicaUy says : ''I have but one life to hve, and
I entrust it all to you. My arm is weak, but I will

"

depend on the strength of yours. I don't know
much of the world, but I rely on your wisdom. I

put my body, my mind, my soul, my time, my
eternity, in your keeping. I make no reserve.

Even my name I resign and take yours, though
mine is a name that suggests aU that was honora-

ble in my father, and all that was good in my
mother, and aU that was pleasant in my brothers

and sisters. I start with you on a journey which
shaU not part except at the edge of your grave or

mine. Ruth, the Moabitess, made no more thor-

ough seL£-abnegation than I make, when I take
her tremendous words, the pathos of which many
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centuries have not cooled :
' Entreat me not to

leave thee, or to return from following after thee;

for whither thou goest, I will go, and where thou

lodgest, I will lodge. Thy people shall be my peo-

ple, and thy God my God. "V\^iere thou diest will

I die, and there will I be bmied. The Lord do so

to me and more also, if aught but death part thee

and me.' Side by side in life. Side by side in the

burying-ground. Side by side in heaven. Before

God and man, and with my immortal soul in the

oath, I swear eternal fidelity."

ENTITLED TO ADMIRATION.

Now, my brother, how ought you to treat her ?

Unless you are an ingrate infinite you will treat

her well. You will treat her better than any one

Ui the universe except your God. Her name will

have in it more music than in all that Chopin, or

Bach, or Rheinberger composed. Her eyes, swollen

with tlu'ee weeks of night watching over a child

with scarlet fever, will be to you beautiful as a May
morning. After the last rose petal has dropped

out of her cheek, after the last feather of the

raven's wing has fallen from her hair, after across

her forehead, and under her eyes, and across her

face there are as many wrinkles as there are graves

over which she has Avept, you will be able truth-

fully to say, in the words of Solomon's song: " Be-

hold, thou art fau', my love. Behold thou art fair.

"

And perhaps she may respond appropriately in the

words that no one but the matchless Robert Biu*ns

could everhave found pen or ink, or heart or brain,

to write

:
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** John Anderson, my 30, Jolm,

"We clamb the hill thegittie*^

And mony a canty day, John,

"We've had wl' ane ajdther.

Now we maun totter down, JoKl,

But hand in hand we'll go;

And sleep thegither at the foot,

John Anderson, my jo."

If any one assail her good name, you wiU hnve
hard work to control your temper, and if you
should strike him down the sin will not be un-

pardonable. By as complete a surrender as the

universe ever saw—except that of the Son of God
for your salvation and mine—she has a first

mortgage on your body, mind, and soul, and the

mortgage is foreclosed; and you do not more
thoroughly own your two eyes or your two hands
than she owns you. The longer the journey

Rebekah makes and the greater the risks of her

expedition on the back of the camels, the more
thoroughly is Isaac bound to be kind, and indul-

gent and worthy.

lover's promises binding.

Now, be honest and pay your debts. You
promised to make her happy. Are you making
her happy? You who are an honest man in other

things, and feel the importance of keeping a

contract. If you have induced her into a con-

jugal partnership under certain pledges of kind-

ness and valuable attention, and then have failed

to fulfill your word, you deserve to have a suit

brought against you for getting goods under

false pretenses, and then you ought to be mulcted
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in a large amount of damages. Eeview now all

the fine, beautiful, complimentary, gracious, and
glorious tilings you promised her before marriage,

and reflect whether you have kept your faith.

Do you say, " Oh, that was all sentimentalism,

and romance, and a joke," and that 'Hhey all

talk that way!" Well, let that plan be tried on
yourself. Suppose I am interested in Western
lands, and I fill your mind with roseate speculation,

and I tell you that a city is already laid out on the

farm that I propose to sell you, and that a new
raih'oad will run close by, and have a depot for

easy transportation of the crops, and that eight or

ten capitaHsts are going to put up fine residences

close by, and that the chmate is dehcious, and
that the ground, liigh up, gives no rooixx for ma-
laria, and that every dollar planted will grow up
into a bush bearing ten or twenty dollars, and
my speech glows with enthusiasm until you rush

off with me to an attorney to have the deed drawn,
and the money paid down, and the bargain com-
pleted. You can hardly sleep nights because of

the El Dorado, the Elysium, upon which you are

soon to enter.

A WESTERN EDEN.

You give up your home at the East, you bid

good-by to yom' old neighbors, and take the train,

and after many days' joui'ney you ari'ive at a

quiet depot, from which you take a wagon tliirty

miles tlirdugh the wilderness, and reach your
new place. You see a man seated on a wet log

in a swamp, and shaking with the fifteenth at-



MAEITAL DUTIES. 77

tack of chills and fever, and ask him who he is.

He says: "I am a real estate agent, having in

charge the property around here." You ask

him where the new depot is. He tells you that

it has not yet been built, but no doubt will be if

the company get their bill forthe track through the

next legislature. You ask him where the new
city is laid out. He says, with chattering teethi

'' if you will wait till this chill is off, I will show
it to you on the map I have m my pocket." Yoti

ask him where the capitahsts are going to build

their fine houses, and he says: " Somewhere along

those lowlands out there by those woods, when
the water has been drained off. " That night you
sleep in the hut of the real estate agent, and
though you pray for everybody else, you do not

pray for me. Being more fortunate than many
men who go out in such circumstances, you have

money enough to get back, and you come to me,

and out of breath in your indignation, you say:
'

' You have swindled me out of everything. Wliat

do you mean in deceiving me about that Western
property?" "Oh," I reply, 'Hhat was all right;

that was sentimentahsm, and romance, and a

joke. That's the way they all talk."

But more excusable would I be in such decep-

tion than you, man, who by glow of words and
personal magnetism induced a womanly soul into

surroundings which you have taken no care to

make attractive, so that she exchanged her

father's house for the dismal swamp of married

experience—treeless, flowerless, shelterless, com°
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fortless, and Godless. I would not be half %o

much to blame in cheating you out of a farm as

you in cheating a woman out of the happiness of

a lifetime.

lovers' attention!

My brother, do not get mad at what I say, but

honestly compare the promises you made, and see

whether you have kept them. Some of you spent

every evening of the week with your betrothed

before marriage, and since then you spent every

evening away, except you have influenza or some
sickness on account of which the doctor says you
must not go out. You used to fill your conversa-

tion with interjections of adulation, and now
you think it sounds silly to praise the one who
ought to be more attractive to you as the years go

by, and life grows in severity of struggle and be-

comes more sacred by the baptism of tears—tears

over losses, tears over graves. Compare the way
some of you used to come in the house in the

evening, when you were attempting the capture

of her affections, and the way some of you come
into the house in the evening now.

don't be pre-occupied.

Then what politeness,what distillation of smiles,

what graciousness, sweet as the peach orcfiard in

blossom week! Now, some of you come in and
put your hat on the rack and scowl, and say:

"Lost money to-day!" and you sit down at the

table and criticize the way the food is cooked.

You shove back before the others are done eating,

and snatch up the_evening paper and read, ob*
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iivious of what has been going on in that home
all day. The children are in awe before the do-

mestic autocrat. Bubbling over with fun, yet they

must be quiet; with healthful curiosity, yet they

must ask no onestions. The wife has had enough
annoyances in the nursery, and parlor, and kitchen,

to fill her nerves with nettles and spikes. As you
have provided the money for food and wardrobe,

you feel you have done all required of you.

Toward the good cheer, and th<^ intelligent im-

provement, and the moral entertainment of that

home, which at the loug£r:t can last but a few
years, you are doing nothing. You seem to have

no reahzation of the fact that soon these cliildren

will be gTOwn up or in their sepulchres, and will

be far removed from your influence, and that the

wife will soon end her earthly mission, and that

house will be occupied by others, and you yourseJf

will be gone.

Gentlemen, fulfill your contracts. Christian

marriage is an affectional bargain. In heathen

lands a man wins his wife by achievements. In

some countries wives are bought by the payment
of so many dollars, as so many cattle or sheep. In

one country the man gets on a horse and rides

down where a group of women are standing, and

seizes one of them by the hair, and hfts her,

etrugghng and resisting, on his horse, and if her

brothers and friends do not overtake her before

she gets to the jungle, she is his lawful wife. In

another land, the mascuhne candidate for mar-

riage is beaten by the club of the one whom he
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would make his bride. If he cries out under the

pounding, he is rejected. If he receives the blows

uncomplainingly, she is his by right. Endurance,

and bravery, and skill, decide the marriage in bar-

barous lands, but Christian man-iage is a voluntary

bargain, in which, you promise protection, sup-

port, companionship, and love.

THE TERMS OF THE CONTRACT.

Business men have in their fire-proof safes a

file of papers containing their contracts, and some-

times they take them out and read them over to

see what the party of the first part and the party

of the second part really bound themselves to do.

Different ministers of rehgion have their own pe-

fiuhar forms of marriage ceremony; but if you
have forgotten what you promised at the altar of

wedlock, you had better buy or borrow an Epis-

copal Church Service, which contains the sub-

stance of all intelligent marriage ceremonies,

when it says: " I take thee to be my wedded wife,

to have and to hold from this day forward, for

better or for worse, for richer or for poorer, in sick-

ness and in health, to love and to cherish till

death us do part, according to God's holy ordi-

nance, and thereto I pledge thee my troth. " Would
it not be a good idea to have that printed in tract

form and widely distributed?

NEVER FLIRT.

The fact is, that many men are more kind to

everybody else's wives than to their own wives.

Ihey wiU let the wife carry a heavy coal scuttle

upstairs, and wiU at one bound clear the width
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©f a parlor to pick up some other lady's pocket-

handkerchief. There is an evil which I have

seen under the sun, and it is common among
men—namely, husbands in flirtation. The at-

tention they ought to put upon their own wives

they bestow upon others. They smile on them
coyly and askance, and with a manner that seems

to say : "I wish I was free from that old drudge

at home. Wliat an miprovement you would be

on my present surroundings!" And bouquets

are sent, and accidental meetings take place, and
late at night the man comes to his prosaic home,
whisthng and hilarious, and wonders that the

wife is jealous. There are thousands of men who,
wliile not positively immoral, need radical cor-

rection of their habits in this dhection. It is

meanness immeasurable for a man by his be-

havior to seem to say to his wife: "You can't

help yoiurself, and I will go where I please, and
admire whom I please, and I defy your criticism."

Why did you not have that put in the bond, O
domestic Shylock? Why did you not have it

understood before you were pronounced husband
and wife that she should have only a part of the

dividend of your affections ; that when, as time

rolled on and the cares of life had erased some of

the bright hues from her face, and given un-

wieldiness to her form, you would have the

reserved right to pay obeisance to cheeks more
rubicund, and figure hther and more agile, and
as you demanded the last pound of patience and
endurance on her part, yoa could, with the em-
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phasis of an Edwin Forrest or a Macreadj, have
tapped the eccentric marriage document, and
have said : ''It's in the bond!" If tliis modem
Eebekah had understood beforehand where she

was ahghting, she would have ordered the camel

drivers to turn the caravan backward toward
Padan-aram. Fhrtation has its origin either in

dishonesty or hcentiousness. The married man
who indulges in it is either a fraud or a rake.

However high up in society such a one may be,

and however sought after, I would not give a

three-cent piece, though it had been three times

chpped, for the virtue of the masculine flirt.

TONE UP.

The most worthy thing for the thousands of

married men to do is to go home and apologize

for past neglects, and brighten up their old love.

Take up the family Bible and read the record of

the marriage day. Open the drawer of rehcs in

the box inside the drawer contaming the trinkets

of your dead child. Take up the pack of yeUow-
colored letters that were written before you be-

came one. Eehearse the scenes of joy and sorrow

in which you have mingled. Put aU these things

as fuel on the altar, and by a coal of sacred fire

rekindle the extinguished light. It was a blast

from hell that blew it out, and a gale from heaven
wlU fan it into a blaze.

Ye who have broken marriage vows, speak out J

take your wife into all your plans, yom* successes,

your defeats, your ambitions. TeU her eveytJaing,

Walk arm-in-arm with her into places of amuse-
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mentj and on the piazza of summer watering-

places, and up the rugged way of hie, and down
through dark ravine, and when one trembles on
the way, let the other be re-enforcement. In no
case pass yourself off as a single man, practicing

gallantries. Do not, after you are fifty years of

age, in ladies' society try to look young-mannish,

RESPECT HEB PIETY,

Interfere not with your wife's rehgious nature.

Put her not in that awful dilennna in which so

many Christian wives are placed by their hus-

bands, who ask them to go to places or do things

which compel them to decide between loyalty to

God and loyalty to the husband. Rather than ask
her to compromise her Christian character, encour-

age her to be more and more a Christian, for there

will be times in your life when you wiU want the

help of her Christian resources; and certainly,

when you remember how much influence your
mother had over you, you do not want the mother'
of your children to set a less gracious example. It

pleases me greatly to hear the unconverted and
worldly husband say about his wife, with no idea

that it wjR get to her ears : ''There is the most
godly woman ahve. Her goodness is a perpetual

rebuke to my waywardness. Notliing on earth

could ever induce her to do a wrong thing. ]

hope the children wiU take after her instead of

after me. If there is any heaven al aU, I am sure

she will go there."
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THE PRIEST OP THE HOUSEHOLD.

Ay, my brother, do you not think it would be a

wise and a safe thing for you to join her on the

road to heaven ? You tliink you have a happy

home now, but what a home you would have if

you both were religious. What a new sacredness

it would give to your marital relation, and what a

new light it would throw on the forehead of your

children. In sickness what a comfort. In reverses

of fortune what a wealth. In death what a tri-

umph. God meant you to be the high priest of

your household. Go home to-day and take the

Bible on your lap, and gather all your family yet

living around you, and those not living will hear

of it in a flash, and as ministering spirits will

hover—father and mother and children gone, and
all your celestial kindred. Then kneel down, and
if you can't tliink of a prayer to offer, I will give

you a prayer—namely: " Lord God, I surrender

to Thee myself and my beloved wife, and these

dear children. For Christ's sake forgive all the

past, a,nd help us for all the future. We have lived

together here; . may we live together forever.

Amen and amen !" Dear me, what a stir it would

make among your best friends on earth and in

h^,ven.

A HUSBAND IMPRISONED.

Joseph the Second, the emperor, was so kind

and so philanthropic that he excited the unbound-

ed love of most of his subjects. He abolished

serfdom, estabhshed toleration, and lived in the

happiness of his people. One day while on his
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way to Ostend to declare it a free port, and while

at the head of a great procession, he saw a woman
at the door of her cottage in dejection. The em-
peror dismounted, and asked the cause of her

grief. She said her husband had gone to Ostend

to see the emperor, and had declined to take her

with him; for as he was an ahen he could not un-

derstand her loyal enthusiasm, and that it was the

one great desire of her life to see the ruler forwhose
kindnesss, and goodness, and greatness she had an
unspeakable admiration; and her disappointment

in not being able to go and see him was simply

unbearable.

The emperor Joseph took from his pocket a box
decorated with diamonds surrounding a picture of

himself, and presented it to her, and when the

picture revealed to whom she was talking, she

knelt in reverence and clasped her hands in glad-

ness before him. The emperor took the name of

her husband, and the probable place where he
might be found at Ostend, and had him imprison-

ed for the three days of the emperor's visit, so that

the husband, returning home, found that the wife

had seen the emperor while he had not seen him.

In families of this earth the wife, through the

converting grace of God, has seen the "King in

His beauty," and He has conferred upon her the

pearl of great price, while the husband is an "alien

from the covenant of promise, without God and
without hope in the world," and imprisoned in

worldliness and sin. Oh, that they might, arm-in-

arm, go this day and see Him. who is not only
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greater and lovelier than any Joseph of earthly

dominion, but "liigh over all, in earth, and air,

and sky ! " His touch is life. His voice is music.

His smile is heaven.

• • •

Costume and morals.

" Moreover the Lord said, Because the daughters of Zion

are haughty^ and walk with stretched-forth nedks and wan-

ton eyes, walking and mincing as they go, and making a tinkling

with their feet: in that day the Lord will take away the brav-

ery of their tinkhng ornaments about their feet, and their

cauls, and their round tires like the moon, the chains, and

the bracelets, and the mufflers, the bonnets, and the orna-

ments of the legs, and the headbands, and the tablets, and

the earrings, the rings, and nose-jewels, the changeable suits

of apparel, and the mantles, and the wimples, and the crisp-

ing pins, the glasses, and the fine linen, and the hoods, and

the veils."—ISA. iii, 16, 18-23.

This is a Jerusalem fashion plate. It puts us

two thousand six hundred years back, and sets

us down in an ancient city. The procession of

men and women is moving up and down the gay
streets. It is the height of the fashionable sea-

son. The sensible men and women move with

so much modesty that they do not attract our

attention. But here come the haughty daugh-

ters of Jerusalem. They lean forward; they

lean very much forward—so far forward as to

be imratural—^teetering, wobbling, wriggling,
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jBirting, or as my text describes it, they "waJk
with stretched-forth necks, walMng and mincing

as they go."

See. That is a princess. Look. That is a

Damascus sword-maker. Look. That is a Syrian

merchant. The jinghng of the chains, and the

lashing of the head-bands, and the exhibitions of

universal swagger attract the attention of the

Prophet Isaiah, and he brmgs his camera to bear

upon the scene, and takes a picture for all the

ages. But where is that scene? Vanished. Where
are those gay streets? Vermin-covered popula-

tion pass through them. Where are the hands,

and the necks, and the foreheads, and the

shoulders, and the feet that sported all that mag-
nificence? Ashes! Ashes!

That we should aU be clad is proved by the

opening of

THE FIRST WARDROBE
in Paradise, with its apparel of dark green

That we should all as far as our means allow us

be beautifully and gracefully appareled is proved

by the fact that God never made a wave but He
gilded it with golden sunbeams, or a tree but He
garlanded it with blossoms, or a sky but He stud-

ded it with stars, or allowed even the smoke of a
furnace to ascend but He columned, and turreted,

and doled, and scrolled it into outhnes of inde-

Bcribable gracefulness. When I see the apple or-

chards of the spring and the pageantry of the

autumnal forests, I come to the conclusion that

il nature ever does join the Church, while she
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may be a Quaker in the silence of her worship,

she never will be a Quaker in the stjle of her

dress. "W^iy the notches of a fern leaf or the

stamen of a water lily? ^^Tiy, when the day de-

parts, does it let the folding doors of heaven stay

open so long, when it might go in go quickly?

One summer morning I saw an army of a

million spears, each one adorned with .-i diamond

of the first water—I mean the grass with the dew
on it.

"WTien the prodigal came home his father not

only put a coat on his back, but jewelvy on hia

hand. Christ wore a beard, Paul, th© bachelor

apostle, not afflicted with any sentimentahty, ad-

mired the arrangement of a woman's hair, when
he said in his epistle: "If a woman have long

hair, it is a glory unto her." There will be fashion

in heaven as on earth, but it will be a different

kind of fashion. It wiU decide the color of the

dress ; and the population of that country, by a

beautiful law, will wear white.

THE GODDESS OF FASHION.

I say these things as a background 1-r. my ser-

mon, to show you that I have no prim, precise,

prudish, or cast-iron theories on thfe subject of

human apparel ; but the goddess of fashion has

set up her throne in this country, and at the

sound of the tin-Lbrels we aie aU expected to fall

down and worship. Her altars smoke with the

sacrifice of the bodies and souls of ten thousand

yjr.tim§.
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When I come to count the victims of fashion

I find as many masculine as feminine. Men
make an easy tirade against women, as though
she were the chief worshipper at this idolatrous

shrine, and no doubt some men in the more con-

spicuous part of the pew have aheady cast

glances at the more retired part of the pew, their

look a prophecy of a generous distribution. My
sermon shall be as appropriate for one end of the

pew as for the other.

MASCULINE FOLLIES.

Men are as much the idolaters of fashion as

women, but they sacrifice on a different part of

the altar. With men the fashion goes to cigars,

and club-rooms, and yachting parties, and wine
suppers. In the United States the men chew up
and smoke one hundred millions of dollars' worth
of tobacco every year. That is their fashion. In

London not long ago a man died who started in

life with $750,000 ; but he ate it all up in glut-

tonies, sending his agents to aU parts of the earth

for some rare delicacy for the palate, sometimes

one plate of food costing him three or four hundred
dollars. He ate up his whole fortune, and had only

one guinea left. With that he bought a woodr-

cock, and had it dressed in the very best style, ate

it, gave two hours for digestion, then walked out

on Westminster Bridge and threw himself into

the Thames and died, doing on a large scale what
you and I have often seen done on a smaU scale.

But men do not abstain from millinery and
elaboration of skirt through any superiority of



90 COSTUME AKD MORALS.

simplicity. It is only because such appendages

would be a blockade to business. What would
sashes and trains three and a half yards long do

in a stock market ? And yet men are the disciples

of custom just as much as women. Some of them
wear boots so tight that they can hardly walk in

the paths of righteousness, and there are men
who buy expensive suits of clothes and never pay
for them, and who go through the streets in great

SbriDes of color, like animated checker-boards. I

sa/ these things because I want to show you that

I am impartial in my discourse, and that both

sexes, in the language of the surrogate's office^

"share and share alike."

ESTDELICATE APPAREL.

As God may help me I am going to set forth

the evil effects of improper dress or an excessive

discipleship of costume. It is a simple truth

that you all know, although the pulpit has not

yet uttered it : that much of the womanly costume

of our time is the cause of the temporal and
eternal damnation of a multitude of men. There

is a shamelessness among many in what is caUed

high hfe that calls for vehement protest. The
strife with many seems to be how near they can

come to the verge of indecency without falling

over. The tide of mascuhne profligacy will never

turn back until there is a decided reformation in

womanly costume. I am in full sympathy with

the officer of the law who, at a levee in Phila-

delphia last winter, went up to a so-called lady,,

and because of her sparse and incompetent ap
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parel, ordered her either to leave the house or

habihtate herself immediately. It is high time

that our good and sensible women make vehement
protest against fashionable indecency, and if the

women of the household do not reaUze the de-

plorable extremes of much of the female costume,

that husbands implead their wives on this subject,

and that fathers prohibit their daughters. The
evil is terrific and overshadowing.

STAGE COSTUMES.

I suppose that the American stage is responsible

for much of this. I do not go to theaters, so I

must take the evidence of the actors and managers
of theaters, such as Mr. John Gilbert, Mr. A. M.
Palmer, and Mr. Daniel E. Bandmann. They have
recently told us that the crime of undress is

blastmg the theater, which by many is considered

a school of morals, and indeed superior to the

Church, and a forerunner of the millenium. Mr.
Palmer says: " The bulk of the performances on
the stage are degrading and pernicious. The man'
agers strive to come just as near the hne as pos-

sible without flagrantly breaking the law. There
never have beex>, costumes worn on a stage of this

city, either in a theater, hall, or ^dive,' so im-

proper as those that clothe some of the chorus in

recent comic opera productions." He says in re-

gard to the female performers: " It is not a ques-

tion whether they can sing, but just how Kttle

they wiU consent to wear." Mr. Bandmann, who
has been twenty-nine years on the stage, and
before aliwost all nationahties, says: ^'I unhein-
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tatingly state that the taste of the prose^t theater-

going people of America, as a body, is of a coarse

and vulgar nature. The Hindoo would turn with

disgust at such exhibitions whi(;h are sought after

and applauded on the stag.e of this country. Our
shop windows are full of, and the walls covered

with, show cards and posters which should be a

disgrace to an enlightened country and an insult

to the eye of a cultured community." Mr. Gilbert

says: "Such exhibition is a disastrous one to the

morals of the community. Are these proper pic-

tures to put out for the public to look at, to say

nothing of the propriet}'" of females appearing in

public dressed like that? It is shameful!"

I must take the testimony of the friends of the

theater, and the confirmation which I see on the

board fences and in the show windows containing

the pictures of the way actresses dress. I suppose

that those representations of play-house costume

are true, for if they are not true, then those highly

moral and religious theaters are swindling the

public by inducing the people to the theater by
promises of spectacular nudity which they do nou

fulfill. Now, all this familiarizes the public with

such improprieties of costume, and depresses the

public conscience as to what is allov/able and
right.

DRAWING-ROOM RIVALRY.

The parlor and drawing-room are now running
a race with the theater and opera bouffe. They
are now nearly neck and neck in the race, the

latter a little ahead; but the parlor and drawing-
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room are gaining on the others, and the probabil-

ity is they will soon be even, and pass the stand

so nearly at the same time that one halE of Pan-

demonium will clap its hands because opera bouffe

has beaten, and the other half because the

drawing-room has beaten. Let printing-press, and

platform, and pulpit hurl red-hot anathema at the

boldness of much of womanly attire. I charge

Christian women, neither by style of dress nor

adjustment of apparel, to become administrative

of evil. Show me the fashion plates of any age

between this and the tmie of Louis XVI, of

France, and Henry "VTII, of England, and I will

tell you the type of morals or immorals of that

age or that jear. No exception to it. Modest

apparel means a righteous people. Immodest
apparel always means a contaminated and de-

praved society.

EXTRAVAGANCE.

It is not only such boldness that is to be re-

prehended, but extravagance of costume. This

latter is the cause of fraud unlimitable and
ghastly. Do you know that Arnold of the Re-

volution proposed to sell liis country in order to

get money to support his home wardrobe? I de-

clare here before God and this people that the

fifort to keep up expensive estabhshments in

this country is sending more business men to

temporal perdition than aU other causes combined.

It was this that sent prominent business men ta

the watering of stocks, and life insurance presi-

dents to perjured statements about their assets,
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and some of them to the penitentiary, and has

completely upset oui* American finances.

But why should I go to these famous default-

ings to show what men will do in order to keep

up greathome style and expensive wardrobe, when
you and I know scores of men who are put to their

wit's end and are lashed from January to Decem-
ber in the attempt ? Our Washington pohticians

may theorize until the expiration of their terms of

office as to the best way of improving our mone-

tary condition in this country. It will be of no use,

and things will be no better, until we learn to put

on our heads and backs and feet and hands no
more than we can pay for.

AN INCENTIVE TO DISHONESTY.

There are clerks in stores and banks on limited

salaries who, in the vain attempt to keep the ward-

robe of their family as showy as other folks' ward-

robes, are dying of muffs, and diamonds, and cam-
el's-hair shawls, and high hats, and they have noth-

ing left except what they give to cigars and wine

suppers, and they die before their time, and they

will expect us ministers to preach about them as

though they were the victims of early piety; and
after a high-class funeral, with silver handles at

the side of their coffin of extraordinary brightness,

it will be found out that the undertaker is cheated

out of his legitimate expenses. Do not send to me
to preach the funeral sermon of a man who dies

like that. I would blurt out the whole truth, and

tell that he was strangled to death by his wife's

ribbons. The country is dressed to death.
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You are not surprised to find that the putting up
of onepubhc building in New York cost millions of

dollars more than it ought to have cost, when you
find that the maji who gave out the contracts paid

more than five thousand dollars for his daughter's

v/edding dress. Cashmeres of a thousand dollars

each are not rare on Broadway. It is estimated

that there are eight thousand women in these two
cities who have expended on their personal array

two thousand dollars a year.

What are the men to do in order to keep up
such home wardrobes ? Steal—that is the only

respectable thing they can do. During the last

fifteen years there have been mnumerable fine

business men shipwrecked on the wardrobe. The
temptation comes in this way : a man thinks more
of his family than all the world outside, and if

they spend the evening in describing to him the
superior wardrobe of the family across the street

that they cannot bear the sight of, the man is

thrown on his gallantry and his pride of family,

and without translating his feelings into plain

language, he goes into extortion and issuing of

false stock and skilful penmanship in writing

somebody else's name at the foot of a promissory
note; and they all go down together—the husband
to the prison, the wife to the sewing-machine, the

children to be taken care of by those who were
called poor relations. Oh, for some new Shakes-
peare to arise and write

THE TRAGEDY OF CLOTHES.

Act the first of the tragedy s A plain but beau-
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tifulhome. Enterthe newly-married pair. Enter

simplicity of manner and behavior. Enter as

much haj^piness as i§ ever found in one home.

Act the second : Discontent with the humble

home. Enter envy. Enter jealousy. Enter de

sire of display.

Act the third : Enlargement of expenses. En-

ter all the queenly dressmakers. Enter the French

miUiners.

Act the fourth : The tip-top of society. Enter

princes and princesses of New York life. Enter

magnificent plate and equippage. Enter every-

thing splendid.

A ct the fifth and last, winding up the scene.

Enter the assignee. Enter the sheriff. Enter

the creditors. Enter humihation. Enter the

\\Tath of God. Enter the contempt of society.

Enter death. Now, let the silk curtain drop on
the stage. The farce.is ended, and the lights are

out.

Will you forgive me if I say in tersest shape pos-

sible, that some of the men in this country have

to forge, and to perjure, and to swindle, to pay for

their wives' dresses ? I will say it whether you
forgive me or not.

CURTAILS BENEVOLENCE.

Again, extravagant costimie is the fo© of all

Christian alms-giving. Men and women put so

much in personal display that they often have

notliing for God and the cause of suffering human-
ity—a Christian man cracking his Palais Eoyal

Rioves across tlie back by shutting up his hand to
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hide the one cent he puts into the poor box ! a

Christian woman at the story of the Hottentots

crying copious tears into a twenty-five dollar hand-
kercliief, and then giving a two-cent piece to the

collection, tlu'usting it down under the bills, so

people will not know but it was a ten-dollar gold

piece. One hundred dollars for incense to fashion

—two cents for God. God gives us ninety cents

out of every dollar. The other ten cents, by com-
mand of His Bible, belong to Him. Is not God
liberal according to this tithing system laid down
in the Old Testament—is not God liberal in giving

us ninety cents out of a dollar when He takes but
ten ? We do not hke that. We want to have
ninety-nine cents for ourselves and one for God.

Now, I would a great deal rather steal ten cents

from you. than God. I think one reason why a
great many people do not get along in worldly

accimiulation faster is because they do not ob-

serve this Divine rule. God says :
" Well, if that

man is not satisfied with ninety cents out of a dol-

lar, then I will take the whole dollar, and I will

give it to the man or woman who is honest witb

me." The greatest obstacle to charity in the

Christian church to-day is the fact that men ex-

pend so much on their table, and women so mucJ3

on their dress, they have got nothing left for the

work of God and the world's betterment.

DISTRACTS ATTENTION.

Again, extravagant costume is distraction to

public worship. You know very well there are

a good many people who go to church just as they
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go to the races, to see who will com© out firsV

Men and women with souls to be saved passing

the hour in wondering where that man got his

cravat, or what store that woman patronizes. In
many of our churches the prehminary exercises

are taken up Avith the discussion of wardrobes. It

is pitiable. Is it not wonderful that the Lord does
not strike the meeting-houses with hghtning?
What distraction of pubhc worship. Dying men
and women, whose bodies are soon to be turned
into dust, yet before tlu-ee worlds strutting hke
peacocks. People sitting down in a pew or taking
up a h\^iin book, all absorbed at the same time in

personal array, to sing

:

"Rise, my soul and stretch thy wings.

Thy better portion trace

;

Kise from transitory things

Toward heaven, tKy native place 1

"

I adopt the Episcopalian prayer, and §ay

:

''Qrood Lord deUver us !"

ICENTAL IMPOVERISmiENT.

Extravagant costmne behttles the intellect.

Our minds are enlarged or they dwindle just in
proportion to the importance of the subject on
which we constantly dwell. Can you imagine
anything more dwarfing to the human intellect

than the study of dress ? I see men on the street

who, judging from then elaboration, I tliink must
have taken two hours to arrange their apparel.

After a few years of that kind of absorption,
which one of McAlMster's magnifjdug glasses will

he powerful enough to make the man's charactei
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Tisible ! What will be left of a 'voman's intellect

after giving years and years to the discussion of

such questions ? They aU land in idiocy. I have
seen men at the summer v^atering-places through

fashion the mere wreck of what they once were.

Sallow of cheek. Meagre of limb. HoUow at the

chest. Showing no animation save in rushing

across a room to pick up a lady's fan. Simpering

along the corridors the same compliments they

simpered twenty years ago.

BARS HEAVEK
Yet, my friends, I have given you only the

milder phase of this evil. It shuts a great mul-

titude out of heaven. The first peal of thunder
that shook Sinai declared: " Thou shalt have no
other gods before me," and you wiU have to

choose between the goddess of fashion and the

Chi'istian God. There are a great many seats in

heaven, and they are all easy seats, but not one
seat for the devotee of costume. Heaven is for

meek and quiet spirits. Heaven is for those
who think more of their souls than -of their

bodies.

Give up this idolatry of fasliion or give up
heaven. What would you do standing beside the
Countess of Huntingdon, whose joy it was to

build chapels for. the poor; or with that Christian

woman of Boston, who fed fifteen hundred chil-

di-en of the street, at Fanueil Hall, one New Year's
Day, giving out as a sort of doxology at the end
of the meeting a pair of shoes to ^ach one of

them; or those Dorcases c^- modern society who
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have consecrated their needles to the Lord, and
who will get eternal reward for every stitch they

take ?

PERPETUAL ENVY.

Oh, men and women, give up the idolatry of

costume I The rivaMes and the competitions of

such a life are a stupendous wretchedness. You
will always find some one w^ith brighter array, and
with more palatial residence, and with lavender

kid gloves that make a tighter fit. And if you
buy this tiling and wear it you will wish you had
bought something else and worn it. And the frets

of such a hfe will bring the crow's feet to your
temples before they are due, and when you come
to die you will have a miserable time.

I have seen men and women of excessive cos-

tume die, and I never saw one of them die well.

The trappings off, there they lay on the tumbled
pillow, and there w^ere just two things that

bothered them—a wasted life and a coming
eternity. I could not pacify them, for their

body, mind and soul had been exhausted in the

worship of costume, and they could not appreci-

ate the Gospel. When I knelt by their bedside

they were mumbhng out their regrets, and say-

ing: "OGod! God!" Their garments hung up
in the wardrobe never again to be seen by them.

Without any exception, so far as my memory
serves me, they died without hope, and went into

eternity imprepared. The two most ghastly death-

beds on earth are the one where a man dies

of dehri^uTi tremens, and the other where a woman
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dies after having Sacrificed, all her faculties of

body, mind, and soul in the worship of costume.

JUDGMENT TO COME.

My friends, we must aj)j)ear in judgment to

answer for what we have worn on our bodies as

well as for what repentances we have exercised

with our souls. On that day I see coming in Beau
Brummell of the last century without his cloak;

Aaron Burr, without the letters that to old age

he showed in pride, to prove his early wicked gal-

lantries; and Absolom without his hair; and
Marchioness Pompadour without her titles; and
Mrs. Arnold, the belle of Wall Street, when that

was the center of fashion, without her fripperies

of vesture.

And in great haggardness they shall go awaj
into eternal expatriation, while among the queens

of heavenly society will be found Vashti,who wore
the modest veil before the palatial bacchanahans;

and Hannah, who annually made a httle coat for

Samuel at the temple; and Grandmother Lois, the

ancestress of Timothy, who imitated her virtue;

and Mary, who gave Jesus Christ to the world;

and many of you, the wives, and mothers, and sis-

ters, and daughters of the present Christian chu-rcb

who, through great tribulation, are entering into

the kingdom of God. Christ announced who
would make up the royal family of heaven vhen
He said: " Whosoever doeth the will of G(^.^ the

same is my brother, my sister, ray mother "^
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Duties of ^Wives to H:usbatid8.

"The name of his wife was Abigail ; and she was a woman
of good understanding and of a beautiful countenance."

—

I Samuel xxv, 3.

The ground in Carmel is white, not with fallen

snow, but the wool from the backs of tlu-ee thous-

and sheep, for they are being sheared. And I

hear the gxinding of the iron blades together, and

the bleating of the flocks, held between the knees

of the sliearers while the chpping goes on, and the

iTistic laughter of the workmen. Nabal and his

wife Abigail preside over tliis homestead. David,

the warrior, sends a delegation to apply for aid at

this prosperous time of sheep-shearing, and Nabal

peremptorily dechnes his request. Kevenge is the

cry. Yonder over the rocks come Da\dd and four

hundred angiy men with one stroke to demohsh

Nabal and his sheepfolds and vineyards. The

regiment marches in double quick, and the stones

of the mountain loosen and roll down, as the sol-

diers strike them with their swift feet, and the cry

of the commander is, "Forward ! Forward !"

A FAIR PROPITIATOR.

Abigail, to save her husband and his property,

hastens to the foot of the hill. She is armed, not

vnth sword or spear, but with her own beauty

and self-sacrifice, and when David sees her kneel-

ing at the base of the crag, he cries :
" Halt !"

' Halt !" and the caverns echo it : "Halt !" Halt !"
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Abigail is the conqueress. One woman in the

right mightier than four hundred men in the

wrong. A hurricane stopped at the sight of a

water-hly. A dewdrop dashed back Niagara. By
her prowess and tact she has saved her husband,

and saved her home, and put before all ages an
illustrious specimen of what a wife can do if she

be godly, and prudent, and self-sacrificing, and
vigilant, and devoted to the interests of her hus-

band, and attractive.

As, Sabbath before last, I took the responsibility

of telling husbands how they ought to treat their

wives—and, though I noticed that some of the

men squirmed a little in thek pew, they endured

it well—I now take the responsibihty of telhng

how wives ought to treat their husbands. I hope
your domestic alliance was so happily formed that

while married life may have revealed in him some
frailties that you did not suspect, it has also dis •

played excellencies that more than overbalanced

them. I suppose that if I could look into the

heart of a hundred wives here present and ask

them where is the kindest and best man they

know of, and they dared speak out, ninety-nine

out of a hundred of them would say : "At the

other end of this pew.

"

Abigail's bad bargain.

I hope, my sister, you have married a man as

Christian and as well balanced as that. But
even if you were worsted in conjugal bargain,

you cannot be worse off than this Abigail in my
text. Her husband was cross and ungrateful, an
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inebriate, for on the very evening after her heroic

achievament at the foot of the hill, where she cap-

tured a whole regiment with her genial and strat-

egic behavior, she returned home and found her

hus band so drunk that she could not tell him the

story, but" had to postpone it nutil the next day.

So, my sister, I do not want you to keep saying

within yourself as I proceed :
" That is the way

to treat a perfect husband;" for you are to remem-
ber that no wife was ever worse swindled than
this Abigail of my text. At the other end of her

table sat a mean, selfish, snarling, contemptible

sot, and if she could do so well for a dastard, how
ought you to do with that princely and splendid

man with whom you are to walk the path of life ?

First, I counsel the wife to remember in what
a severe and terrific battle of life her husband is

engaojed. Whether in professional, or commer-
cial, or artistic, or mechanical life, your husband
from morning to night is in a, Solferino, if not a

Sedan. It is a wonder that your husband has

any ner\^es or patience or suavity left. To get a

living in this next to the last decade of the nine-

teenth century is a struggle. If he come home
and sit down preoccupied, you ougM to excuse

him. If he do not feel like going out that night

for a walk or entertainment, remember he has

been out all day. You say he ought to leave at

his place of business his annoyances, and come
home cheery. But if a man has feeen betrayed

by a business partner, or a customer has cheated

him out of a large bill of goods, or a protested
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note has been flung on his desk, or somebody-

has called him a liar, and everything has gone
wrong from, morning to night, he must have great

genius at forgetfulness if he do not bring some
of the perplexity home with him. When you tell

me he ought to leave it all at the store, or banli,

or shop, you might as well tell a storm on the

Atlantic to stay out there and not touch the coast

or ripple the harbor.

RESPECT SELF-SACRIFICE.

Remember, he is not overworking so much for

Itdmself as he is overworking for you and the chil-

dren. It is the effect of his success or defeat on
the homestead that causes him the agitation.

The most of men after forty-five years of age live

not for themselves, but for their families. They
begin to ask themselves anxiously the question :

"How if I should give out; what would become
of the folks at home ? Would my children ever

get their educai ion ? Would my wife havo to go
out into the vv^orld to earn bread for herself and
our httle ones ? My eyesight troubles me; how if

my eyes should fail ; my head gets dizzy; how if

I should drop under apoplexy?" The high press-

ure of business life and mechanical lif'^ and
agricultural life is home pressiue.

Some time ago a large London firm decided

that if any of their clerks married on a salary less

than £150—that is, $750 a year—he should be

discharged, the supposition being that the tiinpta-

tion might be too great for misappropriation. The
large majority of families in America Ifve by
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utmost dint of economy, and to be honest and
yet meet one's family expenses, is the appaUing

question that turns the hfe of tens of thousands

of men into martyrdom. Let the wife of the

overborne and exhausted husband remember this,

and do not nag him about that, and say you
might as well have no husband, when the fact

is he is dying by inches that the home may be

kept up.

BE LOVABLE.

I charge also the wife to keej) herself as attract-

ive after marriage as she was before marriage.

The reason that so often a man ceases to love

his wife is because the wife ceases to be lovable.

In many cases what elaboration of toilet before

marriage, and what recklessness of appearance

after ! The most disgusting thing on earth is a

slatternly woman—I mean a woman who never

combs her hair until she goes out, or looks hke a

fright until somebody calls. That a man married

to one of these creatures stays at home as httle

as possible is no wonder. It is a wonder that such

a man does not gO on a whahng voyage of three

years, and in a leaky sliip. Costly wardrobe is

not required; but, woman! if you are not

wilUng, by all that ingenuity of refinement can

effect, to make yourself attractive to jowx hus-

band, you ought not to complain if he seek in

other society those pleasant surroundings which

you deny him.

DO NOT COMPLAIN.

Again I charge you never talk to others about
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the frailties of your husband.* Some people

have a way, in banter, of elaborately describing

to others the shortcomings or unhappy eccen-

tricities of a husband or wife. Ah, the world

will find out soon enough all the defects of

your companion, l^o need of your advertising

ihem. Better imitate those women who, having

«iade mistake in affiance, always have a veil to

hide imperfections and alleviations of conduct to

inention. We must admit that there are rare

cases where a wife cannot live longer with her

husband, and his cruelties and outrages are the

precursor of divorcement or separation. But until

that day comes, keep the awful secret to yourself

—keep it from every being in the universe except

the God to whom you do well to tell your trouble.

Trouble only a few years at most, and then you
can go up on the other side of the grave, and say

:

'
' Lord, I kept the marital secret. Thou knowest
how weR I kept it, and I thank Thee that the

release has come at last. Give me some place

where I can sit down and rest awhile from the

horrors of an embruted earthly alliance, before I

begin the full raptures of heaven." And orders

will be sent out to the usher angels, saying:
" Take this Abigail right up to the softest seat in

the best room of the palace, and let twenty of the

brightest angels wait on her for the next thotis

and years.

AVOID MEDDLERS.

Further, I charge you, let there be no outside

*A8 Abigail did (1 Sam. xxv. 25).
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interference ^vitli the conjugal relation. Neithei

neighbor nor confidential friend, nor brother nor

sister, nor father nor mother, have a right to com©
in here. The married gossip will come around,

and by the hour tell you how she manages hei

husband. You tell her plainly that if she will

attend to the affairs of her household you will

attend to yours. What damage some people do

with their tongues. Nature indicates that thg

tongue is a dangerous thing, by the fact that it k
shut in, iu-st by a barricade of teeth, and then by
the door of the Hps. One insidious talker can

keep a whole neighborhood badly stirred up.

The Apostle Peter excoriated these busybodies in

other people's matters, and St. Paul, in liis letter

to the Thessalonians and to Timothy, gives them
a sharp dig, and the good housewife will be on the

lookout for them, and neverreturn their calj* and
treat them with coldest frigidity. For this reasoi)

better keep house as soon as possible. Some peo-

ple are opposed to them, but I thank God for

what are called flats in these cities. They put a

separate home within the means of nearly ail tho

population. In your married relations you do not

need any advice. If you and your husband have

not skiU enough to get along well alone, with all

the advice you can import you will get along

worse. What you want for your craft on this

voyage is plenty of sea-room.

BE INTELLIGENT.

I charge you, also, make yourself the inteUigent

»mpanion of your husband. Wliat with these
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floods of newspapers and books there is no excuse

for the wife's ignorance, either about the present

or the past. If you have no more than a half

-

hour every day to yourself you may fill yoin? mind
with entertaining and useful knowledge. Let the

merchant's wife read up on all mercantile ques-

tions, and mechanic's wife on all that pertains to

his style of work, and the professional man's wife

on aH the legal, or medical, or theological, or poht-

ical discussions of the day. It is very stupid for

a man, after having been amid active minds all

day to find his wife without information or opin-

ions on anything. K the wife knows nothing

about what is going on in the world, after

the tea hour has passed, and the husband has

read the newspaper, he will have an engagement,

and must ''go and see a man." In nine cases?

out of ten when a man does not stay at home in

the evenmg, unless positive duty calls him away,
it is because there is nothing to stay for. Hfe

would rather talk with his wife than any one else

tf she could talk as well.

ADORN THE HOIME.

I charge you, my sister, in every way ic- make
your home attractive. I have not enough of

practical knowledge about house adornment to

know just what makes the difference, but here is

an opulent house, containing aU wealth of bric-a-

brac, and of musical instrument; and of painting,

and of upholstery, and yet there is in it a chiU

like ivova Zembla. Another home, with one
twentieth part of the outlay, and small supply of
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art, and cheapest piano purchasable, and yet, as

you enter it, there comes upon body, mind, and

soul, a glow of welcome and satisfied and happy
domesticity. The holy art of making the most

comfort and brightness out of the means afforded,

^very wife should study.

At the seige of Argus, Pyrrhus was killed by
the tile of a root thrown by a woman, and
Abimelech was slain by a stone that a woman
threw from the tower of Thebes, and Earl Mont-

fort was destroyed by a rock discharged at him
by a woman from the walls of Toulouse. But
without any weapon save that of her cold, cheer-

less household aiTangement, any wife may slay

all the attractions of a home circle. A wife and
mother in prosperous circumstances and greatly

admired was giving her chief time to social hfe.

The husband spent his evenings away. The son,

fifteen years of age, got the same habit, and there

was a prospect that the other children, as they

got old enough, would take the same turn. One
day the wife aroased to the consideration that

she had better save her husband and her boy.

Interesting and stirring games were introduced

into the house. The mother studied up interest-

ing things to tell her children. One morning
the son said: "Father, you ought to have been

home last night. We had a grand time. Such

joUy games and such interestmg stories!" This

went on fi'om night to night, and after awhile

the husband stayed in to see what was going on,

and he finally got attracted and added some*
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tkiug of his own to the evening entertainments;

and the result was that the wife and mother saved

her husband and saved her boy and saved her-

self. Was not that an enterprise worth the atten-

tion of the greatest woman that ever hved since

Abigail—at the foot of the rock—arrested the four-

hundred armed warriors?

THE TRUE SPHERE.

Do not, my sister, be dizzied and disturbed by

the talk of those who think tlie home circle too

insignificant for a woman's career, and who want
to get you out on platforms and in conspicuous

enterprises. There are woman who have a

special outside mission, and do not dare to in-

terpret me as derisive of their important mis-

sion. But my opinion is that the woman who
can reinforce her husband in the work of hfe, and
rear her children for positions of usefulness, is

doing more for God and the race and her own
happiness than if she spoke on every great plat-

form, and headed a hundred great enterprises.

My mother never made a missionary speech in

her hfe, and at a missionary meeting I doubt
whether she could have got enough courage to

vote aye or no, but she raised her son John, who
has been preaching the Gospel and translating

rehgious hterature in Amoy, China, for about
forty years. Was not that a better thing to do?

Compare such an one with one of these die-

away, attitudinizing, frivolous, married coquettea

of the modern dravdng-room, her heaven an
opera box on the night of Meyerbeer's ^'Eobert
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le Diable," the ten commandments an inconve-

nience, taking arsenic to improve the complexion,

and her appearance a confused result of bella-

donna, bleached hau-, antimony and mmeral acids,

until one is compell(3d to discuss her character,

and wonder whether the line between a decent

and indecent life is, hke the equator, an imagin-

ary hne.

A PRESSING WANT.

What the world wants now is about fifty thous-

and old fashioned mothers, women who shall

reahze that the highest, grandest, mightiest in-

stitution on earth is the home. It is not neces-

sary that they should have the same old time

manners of the couutiy farmhouse, or wear the

old-fasliioned spectacles and apron that her

glorified ancestry vrore; but I mean the old

spirit which began with the Hannahs and the

Mother Lois and the Abigails of Scripture days,

and was demonstrated on the homestead where
some of us was reared, though the old house

long ago was pulled down and its occupants scat-

tered, never to meet until in the higher home
that awaits the famihes of the righteous. While
there are more good and faitliful wives and
mothers now than there ever were, society has.

got a vTong twist on tliis subject, and there are

influences abroad that would make women be-

lieve that there chief sphere is outside instead of

inside the home.

A DEADLY SIN.

Hence in many households children, instead of a
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biessing, are a nuisance. It is card case versus

child's primer, carriage versus cradle, social popu-

larity versus domestic felicity. Hence infanticide

and ante-natal mui'der so common that all the

physicians, allopathic, hydropathic, homoeopathic,

and eclectic are crying out in horror, and it is time

that the pulpits joined with the medical profes-

sion in echoing and re-echoing the thunder of

Mount Sinai, which says: "Thou shalt not kiU,"

and the book of Revelation, wMch says: "AIJ

murderers shall have their place in the lake which
bui-neth with fire and brunstone." And the man
or the woman who takes life a minute old wUl as

certainly go straight to heU as the man or woman
who destroys life forty years old. And the wildest,

loudest shriek of Judgment Day will be given at

the overthrow of those who moved m the high

and respected circles of eartlily society, yet de-

creed by their own act, as far as they could pri-

vately effect it, the extermination of the advanc-

ing generations, abetted in the horrid crime by a

lot of infernal quacks with which modern medi-

cine is infested. When, on the Last Day, the cry-

ers of the Court shall with resounding ''Oyez,"

'^Oyez!" declare the "Oyer and Terminer" of

the Universe oi>ened, and the Judge, with gavel

of thunderbolt, shall smite the nations into si-

lence, and the trial of ah. the fratricides, and par-

ricides, and matricides, and patricides, and uxori-

cides, and regicides, and deicides, and infanticides

of the earth shall proceed, none of my hearers or

veiA.ders <?an say that they knew not what they
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were doing. Mighty God! arrest the evil that is

overshadowing this century.

THE HEAD OP THE HOUSEHOLD.
I charge you, my sister, that you take your

husband along with you to heaven. Of course

this imphes that you youi'self are a Christian. I

must take that for granted. It cannot be possible

that after what Christianity has done for woman,
and after taking the infinitely responsible position

you have assumed as the head of the household,

that you should be in a position antagonistic to

Christ. It was not a slip of the tonguG when I

spoke of you as being at the head of the house-

hold. We men rather pride ourselves as being at

the head of the household, but it is only a pleasant

delusion. To whom do the children go when they
have trouble? When there is a sore finger to be

bound up or one of the first teeth that needs to be
removed to make way for one that is crowding it

out, to whom does the child go? For whom do
children ciy out in the night when they get fright-

ened at a bad dream? Aye, to whom does the hus-

band go when he has a business trouble great or

too dehcate for outside ears? We, the men, are

heads of the household in name, but you, wdves!

are the heads of the household in fact, and it is

your business to take your husband with you into

the kingdom of God, and see that house prepared
for heaven.

You can do it! Of course God's almighty grace
alone can convert him, but you are to be the in-

sirument. Some wives keep their hiii)bap4» o\^
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of heaven, and others garner them for it. If your

rehgion, wife! is simply the joke of the house-

hold; if you would rather go to the theater than

the prayer-meeting; if you can beat all the neigh-

borhood in progressive euchre; if your husband

never sees you kneel at the bedside in prayer be-

fore retiring; if the only thing that reminds the

family of your church relations is that on com-

munion-day you get home late to dinner, you will

not be able to take your husband to heaven, for

the simple reason that you will not get there your

self. But I suppose that your religion is genuine,

and that the husband realizes there is in your soul

a divine principle, and that, though you may be

naturally quicker-tempered than he is and have

tnanv unperfections that distress you more than

tney can any one else, still you are destined for

^«he skies when the brief scenes of this hfe are

over. How will you take him with you? There

are two oars to that boat—prayer and holy ex-

Ample.

But you say he be ongs to a worldly club, or he

does not beheve a word of the Bible, or he is an

inebriate and very loose in his habits? What you

teU me shows that you don't understand that

while you are at the one end of a prayer,the omnipo-

tent God is at the other end, and it is simply a

question whether Ahnightiness is strong enough

and keeps His word. I have no doubt there will

be great conventions in heaven, called for cele-

brative purposes, and when in some Celestial

assemblage the saints shall be telhng what brought
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them to God, I believe that ten thousand times

ten thousand will say: '' My wife."

A CONTRAST.

I put beside each other two testimonies of men
concerning their wives, and let you see the con-

trast. An aged man was asked the reason of his

salvation. With tearful emotion he said: "My
wife was brought to God some years before my-
self. I persecuted and abused her because of her

religion. She, however, returned nothing but

kindness constantly, maintaining an anxiety to

promote my comfort and happiness; and it was
her amiable conduct when suffering ill-treatment

from me that first sent the arrows of conviction

to my soul." The other testimony was from a

dying man: "Harriet, I am a lost man. You
opposed our family worship andmy secret prayer.

You drew me away into temptation and to neglect

every religious duty. I believe my fate is sealed.

Harriet, you are the cause of my everlasting

ruin." How many glorious married couples in

heaven—Adam and Eve, Abraham and Sarah,

Lapidoth and Deborah, Isaac and Rebekah, Jacob

and Rachael, Zacharias and Elizabeth, Joseph

and Mary, and many whom we have known as

good as the most of them.

As once you stood in the village or city church

or in your father's house, perhaps under a wed-

ding-beU of flowers, to-day stand up, husband and
wife, beneath the cross of a pardoning Redeemer,

while I proclaim the banns of an eternal marriage.

Join your right hands. Ipronounce yon one foveveSr
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The circle is an emblem of eternity, and that is

the shape of the Marriage Ring.

Motels versus Homes.

"And brought him to an inn, and took care of him. And
on the morrow "when he departed, he took out two pence,

and gave them to the host, and said unto him. Take care of

him: and whatsoever thou spendest more, when I come
again, I will repay thee."

—

Luke x, 34, 35.

This is the good Samaritan paying the hotel

bill of a man who had been robbed and almost

killed by bandits. The good Samaritan bad
found the unfortunate on a lonely rocky road^

where, to this very day, depredations are some«

times committed upon travelers, and had put

the injured man into the saddle, while this mer«
ciful and well-to-do man had walked till they got

to the hotel, and the wounded man was put to bed
and cared for. It must have been a very superiot

hotel in its accommodations, for, though in the

country, the landlord was paid at the rate of what
in our country would be four or five dollars a day,

a penny being then a day's wages, and the two
pennies paid in this case about two days' wages.
Moreover, it was one of those Idnd-hearted land-

lords who are wrapped up in the happiness of

their guests, because the good Samaritan leaves the
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poor wounded fellow to his entire care, promising

that when he came that way again he would pay

aU the bills until the invalid got well.

THE VALUE OF HOTELS,

Hotels and boarding-houses are necessities. In

very ancient times they were unknown, because

the world had comparatively few inhabitants,

who were not much given to travel, and private

hospitality met aU. the wants of sojourners, as

when Abraham rushed out at Mamre to invite

the three men to sit down to a dinner of veal; as

when the people were positively commanded to be

given to hospitality; as in many of the places in

the East these ancient customs are practiced to-

day. But we ha^^e now hotels presided over by

good landlords, and boarding-houses presided over

by excellent host or hostess, in all neighbor-

hoods, villages, and cities, and it is our congratu-

lation that those of our land surpass aR other

lands. They rightly become the permanent resi-

dences of many people, such as those who are

without families, such as those whose business

keeps them migratory, such as those who ought

not, for various reasons of health or peculiarity

of circmnstances, take upon themselves the cares

of housekeeping.

QUEENLY CATERERS.

Many a man faUing sick in one of these board-

ing-houses or hotels has been kindly watched

and nursed; and by the memory of her own suf-

ferings and losses, the lady at the head of such a

house has done all that a mother could do for a.
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»ack child, and the slumberless eye of God sees

and appreciates her sacrifices in behaK of the

stranger. Among the most marvelous cases of

patience and Christian fidehty are many of those

who keep boarding-houses, enduring without

resentment the unreasonable demands of their

guests for expensive food and attentions for

which they are not willing to pay an equivalent

—a lot of cranky men and women who are no^

worthy to tie the shoe of their queenly caterer.

The outrageous way in which boarders some^

times act to their landlords and landladies show

t,hat these critical guests had bad early rearing,

and that in the maldng-up of then- natures all

that constitutes the gentleman and lady wera

left out. Some of the most princely men and

some of the most elegant woman that I know of

to-day keep hotels and boarding-houses.

But one of the great evils of this day is found

in the fact that a large population of our towns

and cities are giving up and have given up their

homes and taken apartments, that they may have

more freedom from domestic duties and more

time for social life, and because they like the

whui of pubhcity better than the quiet and pri-

vacy of a residence they can call their own. The

lawful use of these hotels and boarding-houses is

for most people while they are in transitu; but

as a terminus they are in many cases demorahza^

tion, utter and complete. That is the point at

which families innumerable have begun to disin-

tegrate. There never has been a time when so
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many families, healthy and abundantly able to

support and direct homes of their own, hav^

struck tent and taken permanent abode in thofe*

pubhc establishments. It is an evil wide a.^

Christendom, and by voice and through the

newspaper press, I utter warning and burning

protests, and ask Almighty God to bless the word,

whether in the hearing or reading.

PROMOTERS OF GOSSH*.

In these pubhc caravansaries the demon ot

gossip is apt to get fuU sway. All the boarders

run daily the gauntlet of general inspection

—

how they look when they come down in the

morning, and when they get in at night, and

what they do for a living, and who they receive

as guests in their rooms, and what they wear,

and what they do not wear, and how they eat,

and what they eat, and how much they eat, and

how little they eat. If a man proposes in such

a place to be isolated and reticent and alone,

they will begin to guess about him: Who is he?

Where did he come from? How long is he going

to stay? Has he paid his board? How much
does he pay? Perhaps he has cormnitted some
crime and does not want to be known; there

must be something wrong about Mm, or he would
speak.

The whole house goes into the detective busi-

ness. They must find out about him. They
must find out about him right away. If he leave

his door unlocked by accident, he will find that

his rooms have beeninspected, his trunk exnlored.
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his letters folded differently from the way they

were folded when he put theiii away. Who is

he? is the question, asked with intenser interest,

until the subject has become a monomania. The
simple fact is, that he is nobody in particular,

but minds his own business. The best landlords

and landladies cannot sometimes hinder their

places from becoming
A PANDEMONIUM

of whisperers, and reputations are torn to tatters,

and evil suspicions are aroused, and scandals

started, and the parliament of the family is

blown to atoms by some Guy Fawkes who was
not caught in time, as was his English predecessor

of gunpowder reputation.

The reason is, that while in private homes fam-

ihes have so much to keep them busy, in these

promiscuous and multitudinous residences there

are so many who have nothing to do, and that

always makes mischief. They gather in each

other's rooms, and spend hours in consultation

about others. If they had to walk a half mile

before they got to the willi.ng ear of some hstener

to detraction, they w ould get out of breath before

reacliing there, and not feel in full glow of ani-

mosity or slander, or might, because of the dis-

tance, not go at all. But rooms 20, 21, 22, 23,

24 and 25, are on the same corridor, and whenon©
carrion crow goes ''Caw! Caw!" all the other

crows hear it, and flock together over the same
carcass. "Oh, Ihave heard something rich! Sit

down and let me tell you all about it." And the
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first guffaw increases the gathering, and it has to

be told all over again, and as they separate, each

carries a spark from the altar of Gab to some
ether circle, until from the coal-heaver in the

cellar to the maid in the top room of the garret,

all are aware of the defamation, and that evening

all who leave the house will bear it to other

houses, until autumnal fires sweeping across

Illinois praiiles are less raging and swift than

that flame of consuming reputation blazing across

the village or city.

Those of us who were brought up in the coun-

try know that the old-fashioned hatching of eggs

in the hay mow required four or five weeks of

brooding, but there are new modes of hatching

by machinery, which take less time and do the

work in wholesale. So, while the private home
may brood into life an occasional falsity, and take

a long time to do it, many of the boarding-houses

and family hotels afford a swifter and more mul
titudinous style of moral incubation, and one old

gossip will get off thft nest after one hour's brood-

ing, clucking a flock of thirty lies after her, each

one picking up its Httle worm of juicy regale-

ment. It is no advantage to hear too much about

your neighbors, for your time wiU be so much oc-

cupied in taking care of their faults that you wiU
have no time to look after ^'^our own. And while

you are pulling the chickweed out of their garden,

yours wiU get aU overgrown \M"th h-^^.ri^ ra^i\'>l aiifi

mullen »talks.
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A WRONG TO CHILDREN.

One of the worst damages that com^s from, the

herding of so many people into boarding-houses

and family hotels is inflicted upon children. It is

only another way of bringing them up on the

commons. While you have your own private

house you can, for the most part, control their

companionship and their whereabouts; but by
twelve years of age, in these pubhc resorts, they

will have picked up all the bad things that can be

furnished by the prurient minds of dozens of peo-

ple. They will overhear blasphemies, and see

quarrels, and get precocious in sin, and what the

bartender does not tell them the porter or hostler

or bell-boy will.

Besides that, the children will go out into this

world without the restraining, anchoring, steady-

ing, and all-controhng memory of a home. From
that none of us who have been blessed of such

memory have escaped. It grips a man for eighty

years, if he lives so long. It puUs him back from
doors into which he otherwise would enter. It

smites him with contrition in the very midst
of his dissipations. As the fish already surround-

ed by
THE LONG Wn)E NET

swim out to sea, thinking they can go as far as

they please, and with gay toss of silvery scale they

defy the sportsman on the beach, and after awhile

the fishermen begin to draw in the net, hand over

hand, and hand over hand, and it is a long

while before the captured fins begin to feel the
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net, and then they dart this way and that^

hoping to get out, but find themselves ap-

proaching the shore, and are brought up to the

very feet of the captors. So the memory of an
early home sometimes seems to relax and let

men out further and further from God, and further

and further from shore—^five years, ten years,

twenty years, thirty years; but some day they

find an UTesistible mesh drawing them back, and
they are compelled to retreat from their prodi-

gahty and wandering; and though they make des-

perate effort to escape the impression, and try to

dive deeper down in sin, after a while are brought

clear back and held upon the Rock of Ages.

If it be possible, father and mother! let your

sons and daughters go out into the world under

the semi-omniiDotent memory of a good, pure

home. About your two or three rooms in a

boarding-house or a family hotel you can cast do
such glorious sanctity. They wOl think of these

public caravansaries as an early stoppmg- place,

malodorous with old victuals, coffees perpetually

steaming, and meats in everlasting stew or broU,

the air surcharged with carbonic acid, and corri-

dors along which drunken boarders come stagger-

ing at one o'clock in the morning, rapping at

the door till the affrighted vnle lets them in. Do
not be guilty of the sacrilege or blasphemy of call-

ing such a place a home.
WHAT A HOME IS.

A home is foiu" walls enclosing one family with

identity of interest, and a privacy from outsid«
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inspection so complete that it is a world in it=

self, no one entering except by permission—^bolt-

ed and barred and chained against all outside in-

q^uisitiveness. The phrase so often used in law

books and legal circles is mightly suggestive

—

every man's house is his castle. As much so as

though it had drawbridge, portcullis, redoubt,

bastion, and armed turret. Even the officer of

the law may not enter to serve a writ, except the

door be voluntarily opened unto him; burglary,

or the invasion of it, a crime so offensive that the

law clashes its iron jaws on any one who attempts

it. Unless it be necessary to stay for longer or

shorter time in family hotel or boarding house

—

and there are thousands of instances in which it

is necessary, as I showed you at the begimiing—

unless in this exceptional case, let neither wife

o.or husband consent to such permanent residence.

HAZARDOUS TO MORALS.

The probability is that the wife will have to

divide her husband's time with public smoking or

reading-room, or with some coquetish spider in

search of unwary flies; and if you do not entirely

lose your husband it will be because he is divinely

protected from the disasters that have overwhelmed
thousands of husbands with as good intentions as

yours. Neither should the husband, without im-

perative reason, consent to such a life unless he is

sure his wife can withstand the temptation of

social dissipation which sweeps across such places

with the force of the Atlantic Ocean when driven

by a September equinox. Many wives give up
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their homes for these pubUc residences so that they

may giYO their entire time to operas, theaters,

balls, receptions, and levees, and they are in a per-

petual whirl, like a wMp-top spinning round and
round and round very prettily until it loses its

equipoise, and shoots off into a tangent. But the

difference is, An one case it is a top, and in the

other a soul.

THE LARES AND PENATES.

Besides this there is an assiduous accumulation

of little things abound the private home which in

the aggregate make a great attraction, while the

denizen of one of these puhhc residences is apt to

say : "What is the use ? I have no place to keep

them if I should take, them.'' Mementoes, bric-a-

brac, curiosities, quaint chair or cosey lounge,

upholsteries, pictures, and a thousand things that

accrete in a home are discarded or neglected be-

cause there is no homestead m which to arrange

them. And yet they are the case in which the

pearl of domestic happiness is set. You can nevei*

become as attached to the appointments of a

boardmg-house or family hot^l as to those things

that you can call your own, and are associated

with the different members of your household, or

with scenes of thrilling import in your domestic

history. Blessed is that home in which for a

whole lifetime they have been gathering, until

every figure in the carpet, and every panel of the

door, and every casement of the window, has a

chirography of its own, speaking out something

about father or mother, or son oi daughter^ or
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friend that was with us awhile. What a sacred

place it becomes when one can say: ''In that

room such a one was born; in that bed such a one

died; in that chah' I sat on the night I heard such

a one had received a great pubhc honor; by that

stool my child knelt for her last evening prayer;

here I sat to greet my son as he came back from
sea voyage; that was father's cane; that was
mother's rocking-chair ! What a joyful and pa-

thetic congress of reminiscences

!

HOSPITALITY CURTAILED.

The pubhc residence of hotel and boarding house
abohshes the grace of hospitality. Your guest does

not want to come to such a table. No one wants to

run such a gauntlet of acute and merciless hyper-

criticism. Unless youhave a home ofyour own you
will not be able to exercise the best rewarded of aU
the graces. For exercise of this grace what bless-

ing came to the Shunamite in the restoration of

her son to life because she entertained Ehsha, and
to the widow of Zarephath in the perpetual oil well

of the miraculous cruise because she fed a hungry
prophet, and to Eahab in the preseivation of her

life at the demohtion of Jericho because she en-

tertained the spies, and to Laban in the forma-

tion of an interesting family relation because of

his entertainment of Jacob, and to Lot in his

rescue from the destroyed city because of hi& en-

tertainment of the angels, and to Mary and
Martha and Zaccheus in spiritual blessing beo^*use

they entertained Christ, and to Pubhus in the

island of Melita in the heahng of his father he-
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cause of the entertainment of Paul, drenched

from the shipwreck, and of innumerable houses

throughout Christendom upon which have come
blessings from generation to generation "because

fcheir doors swung easily open in the enlarging,

ennobling, irradiating, and divine grace of hospi-

tahty. I do not know what your experience has

been, but I have had men and women visiting at

xny house who left benedictions on every room
—^in the blessing they asked at the table, in the

prayer they offered at the family altar, in the

good advice they gave the children, in the gos-

pelization that looked out from every lineament

of then* countenances; and their departure was
the sword of bereavement.

The Queen of Norway, Sweden, and Denmark
had a royal

CUP OF TEN CURVES,

or Hps, each one having on it the name of the

distinguished person who had drank from it.

And that cup which we offer to others in Chris-

tian hospitality, though it be of the plainest

earthenware, is a royal cup and God can read

on all its sides the names of those who have

taken from it refreshment. But all this is im-

possible unless you have a home of your own.

It is the delusion as to what is necessary for a

home that hinders so many from establishing

one. Thirty rooms are not necessary, nor twenty,

nor fifteen, nor ten, nor five, nor three. In the

right way plant a table, and couch, and knife, and

fork, and a cup, and a chair, and you can raise a
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ffoung paradise. Just start a home, on however
small a i^cale, and it will grow. When King
Cyi'us was invited to dine with an humble friend,

the king made the one condition of his coming,

that the only dish be one loaf of bread, and the

most imperial satisfactions have sometimes ban-

queted on the plainest fare.

Do not be caught in the delusion of many
thousands in postponing a home until they can

have an expensive one. That idea is the devil's

trap that catches men and women innumerable
who will never have any home at all. CapitaKsts

of America build plain homes for the people.

Let this tenement house system, in which hun-
dreds of thousands of the people of our cities are

wallowing m the mire, be broken up by small

homes, where people can have their own firesides

and their own altar. In this great continent

there is room enough for every man and woman
to have a home. Morals and civilization and re-

ligion demand it.

SMALL HOMES NEEDED.

We want done all over this land what George
Peabody and Lady Burdett-Coutts did in Eng-
land, and some of the large manufactui'ers of

this country have done for the villages and cities^

in building small houses at cheap rents, so that

the middle classes can have separate homes.
They are the only class not provided for. The
rich have their palaces, and the poor have their

poorhouses, and criminals have their jails; but

what about the honest middle classes, who are
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able and willing to work, and yet have small in-

come? Let the capitaHsts, inspired of God and
pure patriotism, rise and build whole streets of

small residences. The laborer may have, at the

close of the day, to walk or ride further than is

desirable to reach it, but when he gets to his

destination in the eventide, he will find some-

thing worthy of being called by that glorious

and impassioned and heaven-descended word-^-

"Home."

SOMETHING TO SAVE FOR.

Young married' man, as soon as you can buy
such a place, even if you have to put on it a

mortgage reaching from base to capstone. The

nmch-abused mortgage, wliich is ruin to a reck-

less man, to one prudent and provident is the

beginning of a competency, and a fortune for the

reason he will not be satisfied until he has paid

it off, and all the household are put on stringent

economies until then. Deny yourself all super-

fluities and all luxiuies untU you can say,
'

' Every-

thing in this house is mine, thank God ! every

timber, every brick, every foot of plumbing, every

door- sill." Do not have your children born in a

boarding-house, and do not yourself be buried

from one. Have a place where your children can

shout and sing and romp without being over-

hauled for the racket. Have a kitchen where you
can do something toward the reformation of evil

^QOKery and the lessening of this nation of dys-

peptics. As Napoleon lost one of his great battless
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by ail \ttack of indigestion, so many men have

such
A DAILY WRESTLE

with tho food swallowed that they have no
strength left for the battle of life ; and though
your wife may know how to play on all musical

instruments and rival a prima donna, she is not

well educated unless she can boU an Irish potato

and broil a mutton-chop, since the diet sometunes

decides the fate of famihes and nations.

Have a sitting-room with at least one easy-

chair, even though you have to take turns at sit-

ting in it, and books out of the pubhc library or of

your own purchase for the making of your family

intelligent, and checker-boards and guessing

matches, with an occasional blhid man's buff,

which is of aU games my favorite. Kouse up your
home with all styles of innocent mirth, and gather

up in your children's nature a reservoir of exuber-

ance that wifl pour down refreshing streams when
life gets parched, and the dark days come, and
the hghts go out, and the laughter is smothered

into a sob.

CHEIST EST THE HOME.

First, last, and all the time, have Christ in your
home. Julius Osesar calmed the fears of an
affrighted boatman who was rowing him in a
stream, by saying :

'' So long as Caesar is with you
in the same boat, no harm can happen." And
whatever storm of adversity or bereavement, or

poverty, may strike your home, aU is well as long

as you have Christ the King on board. Make
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^our home so far-reaohing in its influence thai

down to the last moniont of your children's life

you may hold them wi^,h a heavenly charm. At
Beveaity-six years of age the Demosthenes of the

American Senate la;>;^' dying at Washington—

I

mean Henry Clay, of Kentucky. His pastor sat

at his bed-side, and ' Hhe old man eloquent," after

a' long and excitir.g pubhc life, trans-Atlantic

and cis-Atlantic, ^•^as back again in the scenes of

Jiis boyhood, and -ae kept saying in his dream over

and over again : "My mother! mother! mother!"

May the parental influence we exert be not only

potential but holy, and so the home on earth ba

the vestibule of our home in heaven, in which
place may v/e all meet—^father, mother, son,

daughter, brother, sister, grandfather, and grand-

mother, aud grandchild, and the entire group of

precioup jnes, of whom we must say in the worde
of transporting Charles Wesley

:

*' One family we dwell in Him,^

One charch above, beneath

;

Though now divided by the stream—
The narrow stream of death.

Chie army of the living God,

To His command we bow

;

Part of the host have crossed the flood;

Axk2 part sxe crossing now."
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Tlie Bomestic Circle.

^^Gohome to thy friends and tell them how great thing;

she liord hath done for thee."—Mark v, 19.

There are a great many people longing fof

some grand sphere in which to serve God. They

admire Luther at the Diet of Worms, and only

wish that they had some such great opportunity

in which to display their Christian prowess.

They admire Paul making Fehx tremble, and

they only wish that they had some such grand

occasion in which to preach righteousness, tern

perance, and judgment to come; all they want is

only an opportunity to exhibit their Christian

heroism. Now the evangelist comes to us, and

he practically says: "I will show you a place

where you can exhibit all that is grand, and

beautiful, and glorious, in Christian character,

and that is the domestic circle."

EVERY man's opportunity.

If one is not faithful in an insignificant sphere

he will not be faithful in a resounding sphere.

If Peter wiU not help the cripple at the gate of

the temple, he wiU never be able to preach three

thousand souls into the kingdom at the Pentecost.

If Paul will not take pains to instruct in the way
of salvation the jailer of the Philippian dungeon,

he wiU never make Felix tremble. He who is not

faithful in a skirmish would not be faithful in sua
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Armageddon. The fact is, we are all placed in

just the position in which we can most grandly

serve God ; and we ought not to be chiefly

thoughtful about some sphere of usefulness which

we may after a while gain, but the all-absorbing

quv:>stion with you and with me ought to be:

"Lord, what wilt thou have me now and here

to dor
WHAT A HOME IS.

Ther© is one word in my text around which

the most of our thoughts will this morning re-

volve. That woid is
'

' Home. " Ask ten different

men the meaning of that word, and they will

give you ten different definitions. To one it

means love at the hearth, it means plenty at the

table, industry at the workstand, intelligence at

the books, devotion at the altar. To him it

means a greeting at the door and a smile at the

chair. Peace hovering like wings. Joy clapping

its hands with laughter. Life a tranquil lake.

PiUowed on the ripples sleep the shadows.

Ask another man what home is, and he will

tell you it is want, looking out of a cheerless fire-

grate, kneading hunger in an empty bread tray.

The damp air shivering with curses. No Bible

on the sheK. Children robbers and murderers

in embryo. Obscene songs their lullaby. Every

face a picture of ruin. Want in the background

and sin staring from the front. No Sabbath

wave roUing over that door-sill. Vestibule of' the

pit. Shadow of infernal walls. Furnace for

forging everlasting chains. Faggots for an un-
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snding funeral pile. Awful word ! It is spelled

with curses, it weeps with ruin, it chokes with

woe, it sweats with the death agony of despair.

The word "Home" in the one case means
everything bright. The word "Home" in the

other case means everytlnng terrific.

I shall speak to you this morning of home as

a test of character, home as a refuge, home as a

pohtical safeguard, home as a school, and home
as a type of heaven.

And in the first place I remark, that home is

a powerful test of character. The disposition in

public may be in gay costume, while in private

it is in dishabille. As play actors may appear in

one way on the stage, and may appear in another

way behind the scenes, so private character may
be very different from pubhc character. Privat(}

character is often pubhc cJiaroxiter turned wrong
s-ide out. A man may receive you into his parlot

as though he were a distillation of smiles, and yefl

his heart may be a swamp of nettles. There ara

business men who all day long are mild, and
courteous, and genial, and good-natured in com-
mercial hfe, damning back their irritability, audi

their petulance, and their discontent; but at nights

fell the dam breaks, and scolding pours forth i«

floods and freshets.

HOME MANNERS.

Eeputation is only the shadow of character',

and a very small house sometimes will cast a very

long shadow. The hps may seem to drop with

myrrh and cassia, and the disposition to be as
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bright and warm as a sheaf of sunbeams, and
yet they may only be a magnificent show wmdow
to a wretclied stock of goods. There is many a

man who is affable in pubhc life and amid com-
mercial spheres who, in a cowardly way, takea

Ms anger and his petulance home, and dropa

them on the domestic circle.

The reason men do not display their bad tem-

per in pubhc is because they do not want to be

knocked down. There are men who hide their

petulance and their irritability just for the sams
reason that they do not let their notes go to pro-

test. It does not pay. Or for the same reason

that they do not want a man in their stock com-
pany to sell his stock at less than the right price,

lest it depreciate the value. As at sometimes

the wind rises, so after a sunshiny day there may
be a tempestuous night. There are people who
in pubhc act the philanthropist, who at home act

the Nero with respect to their shppers and theii

gown.
Audubon's greatness.

Audubon, the great ornithologist, with gun
and pencil, went through the forests of a\merica

to bring down and to sketch the beautiful bh-ds,

and after years of toil and exposiu*e completed

his manuscript, and put it in a trunk in Phila-

delphia for a few days of recreation and rest, and

came back and found that the rats had utterly

destroyed the manuscript; but without any dis-

composure and without any fret or bad temper,

he again picked up his gun and pencil, and visited
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again all the great forests of America, and repro-

duced his immortal work. And yet there are

people with the ten thousandth part of that loss

who are utterly unreconcilable, who at the loss of

a pencil or an article of raiment will blow as long

and sharp as a northeast storm.

Now, that man who is affable in public and wh©
is irritable in private is making a fraudulent over-

issue of stock, and he is as bad as a bank that

might have four or five hundred thousand dollars

of bills in circulation with no specie in the vault.

Let us learn to show piety at home. If we have
it not there, we have it not anywhere. If we
have not genuine grace in the family circle, aU
our outward and pubhc plausibihty merely springs

from a fear of the world or from the sHmy, putrid

pool of our own selfishness. I tell you the home
is a mighty test of character. What you are at

home you are everywhere, whether you demon-
strate it or not.

HOME A REFUGE.

Again, I remark that home is a refuge. Life

is the United States army on the national road
to Mexico, a long march with ever and anon a
skirmish and a battle. At eventide we pitch our
tent and stack the arms, we hang up the war
cap and lay our head on the knapsack, we sleep

until the morning bugle calls us to marching
and action. How pleasant it is to rehearse the

victories, and the surprises, and the attacks of

the day, seated by the still camp-fire of the horn*

circle I
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Yea, life is a stormy sea. With shivered masts,

and torn sails, and hulk aleak, we put in at the

harbor of home. Blessed harbor. There we go
for repairs in the dry dock of quiet life. The
candle in the window is to the toiling man the

hghthouse guiding him into port. Children go
forth to meet their fathers as pilots at the

"Narrows" take the hand of ships. The door-

sill of the home is the wharf where heavy life is

unladen.

There is the place where we may talk of what
we have done without being charged with sel£-

adulation. There is the place where we may
lounge without being thought ungi'aceful. There

is the place where we may express affection with-

cut being thought silly. There is the place wher«
we may forget our annoyances, and exaspera-

tions, and troubles. Forlorn earth pilgrim ! no
home ? Then die. That is better. The grave is

brighter, and grander, and more glorious than this

world with no tent for marchings, with no harbor

from the storm, with no place of rest from thki

scene of greed, and gouge, and loss, and gaiiL

God pity the man or the woman who has no home.
A POLITICAL SAFEGUARD.

Further, I remark, that home is a pohtical safe-

guard. The safety of the State must be built on

the safety of the home. Why cannot France

come to a placid repubhc ? Ever and anon there

is a threat of national capsize. France as a nation

has not the right kind of a Christian home. The
Christian hearthstone is the only corner-stone for
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a republic. The virtues cultured in the family

circle are an absolute necessity for the State. If

there be not enough moral principle to make the

family adhere, there will not be enough poUtical

principle to make the State adhere. "No home"
means the Goths and Vandals, means the Nomads
of Asia, means the Numideans of Africa, chang-

ing from place to place, according as the pasture

happens to change. Confounded be all those

Babels of iniquity which would overtower and
destroy the home. The same storm that upsets

the ship in which the family sails will sink the

frigate of the constitution. Jails and peniten-

tiaries and armies and navies are not our best

defense. The door of the home is the best fort-

ress. Household utensils are the best artillery,

and the chimneys of our dwelling houses are the

grandest monuments of safety and triumph. No
home ; no republic.

AS A SCHOOL.

Further, I remark, that home is a school. Old

ground must be turned up with subsoil plough,

and it must be harrowed and re-harrowed, and
then the crop will not be as large as that of the

new ground with less culture. Now, youth and
childhood are new ground, and all the influences

thrown over their heart and life will come up in

after hfe luxuriantly. Every time you have given

u smile of approbation, all the good cheer of your
life will come up again in the geniality of your
children. And every ebullition of anger and every

uncontrolable display of indignation will be fueJ
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to their disposition twenty, or thirty, or forty

years from now—fuel for a bad fire a quarter of

a century frc/m this.

You praise the intelligence of your child too

much sometimes when you think he is not aware

of it, and you will see the result of it before ten

years of age in his annoying affectations. You
praise his beauty, supposing he is not large enough

to understand what you say, and you will find

him standing on a high chair before a flattering

mirror. Words and deeds and example are the

seed of character, and children are very apt to be

the second edition of their parents. Abraham
begat Isaac, so virtue is apt to go down in the

ancestral fine ; but Herod begat Archelaus, so

iniquity is transmitted. What vast responsibility

comes upon parents in view of this subject.

Oh, make your home the brightest place on

earth, if you would charm your children to the

high path of virtue, and rectitude, and religion.

Do not always turn the blinds the wrong way.

Let the light which puts gold on the gentian and

spots the pansy pour into your dwellings. Do not

expect the Httle feet to keep step to a dead march.

Do not cover up your walls with such pictures as

West's " Death on a Pale Horse," or Tintoretto's
'

' Massacre of the Innocents. " Rather cover them,

if you have pictures, with "The Hawking Party,"

and "The MiU by the Mountain Stream," and
''The Fox Hunt," and the "The Children Amid
Flowers," and "The Harvest Scene," and "The
Satiirday Night Marketing."
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CHEERFUL HOMES.

Get you no hint of cheerfulness from grass-

hopper's leap, and lamb's frisk, and quail's

whistle, and garrulous streamlet which from the

rock at the mountain top clear down to the

meadow ferns under the shadow of the steep,

comes looking for the steepest place to leap off at,

and talking just to hear itself talk? If all the

skies hurtled with tempest and everlasting storm

wandered over the sea, and every mountain
stream went raving mad, frothing at the mouth
with mud foam, and there was nothing but

Bimoons blowing among the hills, and there were
neither lark's carol nor humming-bird's trill, nor

waterfall's dash, but only a bear's bark, and
panther's scream, and wolf's howl, then you
might well gather into your homes only the

shadows. But when God has strewn the earth

and the heavens with beauty and with gladness,

let us take into our home circles all innocent

hilarity, all brightness, and all good cheer. A
dark home makes bad boys and bad girls in prep-

aration for bad men and bad women.
Above all, my friends, take into your homes

Christian principle. Can it be that in any of the

comfortable homes of my congregation the voice

of prayer is never lifted? What! No suppHca-
tion at night for protection? What! No thanks-

giving in the morning for care ? How, my brother,

my sister, will you answer God in the Day of

Judgment, with reference to your children. It is

a plain question, and therefore I ask it. In the
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tenth chapter of Jeremiah God says He will pour

out His fuiy upon the families that call not upon
His name. O parents, when you are dead and
gone, and the moss is covering the inscription of

the tombstone, wUl your children look back and
think of father and mother at family prayer?

Will they take the old family Bible and open it

and see the mark of tears of contrition and tears of

consoling promise wept by eyes long before gone

out into darkness?

children's curses.

Oh, if you do not inculcate Clmstian principle

in the hearts of youi' children, and you do not

warn them against evil, and you do not invite

them to hohness and to God, and they wander
off into dissipation and into infidehty, and at

last make shipwreck of their immortal soul, on

their death-bed and in their Day of Judgment
they will curse you. Seated by the register or the

stove, what if on the wall should come out the

history of your children? What a history—the

mortal and immortal life of your loved ones.

Every parent is Avriting the history of his child.

He is writing it, composing it into a song or

turning it into a groan.

My mmd runs back to one of the best of early

homes. Prayer, hke a roof, over it. Peace, hke
an atmosphere, in it. Parents, personifications

of faith in trial and comfort in darkness. Tlie

two piUai's of that earthly home long ago crum-

bled to dust. But shall I ever forget that early

home? YeSj when the flower forgets the sun
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that Wctims it. Yes, when the mariner forgets

the star thafc guided him. Yes, when love has

gone out on the heart's altar and memory has

emptied his urn into forgetfulness. Then, the

home of my childhood, I will forget thee! the

family altar of a father's importunity and a

mother's tenderness, the voices of affection, the

funerals of our dead father and mother, with in-

terlocked arms like intertwining branches of trees

making a perpetual arbor of love, and peace, and
kindness—^then I will forget them—then and only

then. You know, my brother, that a hundred

times you have been kept out of sin by the mem-
ory of such a scene as I have been describing.

You have often had raging temptations, but you
know what has held you with supernatural grasp.

I tell you, a man who has had such a good
home as that never gets over it, and a man who
has had a bad early home never gets over it.

Again, I remark, that home is a type of heaven.

To bring us to that home Christ left His home.
Far up and far back in thehistoiy of heaven there

came a period when its most illustrious citizen

was about to absent Himself. He was not gomg
to sail from beach to beach; we have often done
that. He was not going to put out from one

hemisphere to another hemisphere; many of us

have done that. But he was to sail from world

to world, the spaces unexplored and the immensi-

ties untraveled. No world had ever hailed

bAaveu,> and so far as we know heaven had never

Iiailed any other world. I think that the wirt-
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dows and the balconies were thronged, ajid that

the pearUne beach was crowded with those who

had come to see Him sail out the harbor of hght

into the ocean beyond.

THE EXILE.

Out, and out, and out, and on, and on, and on,

and down, and down, and down, He sped, until

one night, with only one to greet Him, He ar-

rived. His disembarkation so unpretending, so

quiet, that it was not known on earth until the

excitement in the cloud gave intimation that

something grand and glorious had happened?

Wlio comes there? From what port did He
sail? Why was this the place of His destination?

I question the shepherds, I question the camel

drivers, I question the angels. I have found out!

He was an exile. But the world has had plenty

of exiles—Abraham an exile from Ur of the Chal-

dees; John an exile from Ephesus; Kosciusko an ex-

ilefrom Poland; Mazzini an exile from Rome; Em-
mett an exile from Ireland; Victor Hugo an exile

from France ; Kossuth an exile from Hungary. But

this one of whom I speak to-day had such resound-

ing farewell and came into such chilling reception

—for not even an hostler went out with his lan-

tern to help Him in—that He is more to be cele-

brated than any other expatriated one of earth or

heaven.

HOMESICKNESS.

It is ninety-five miUion miles from here to the

sun, and aU astronomers agree in saying that our

solar system is only one of the smaU wheels of
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the great machinery of the universe, tmrning

round some one great center, the center so far dis-

tant it is beyond all imagination and calculation^

and if, as some tliink, that great center in the

distance is heaven, Cludst came far from home
when He came here. Have you ever thought
of the homesickness of Christ? Some of you
know what homesickness is, when you have been
only a few weeks absent from the domestic

circle. Christ was thirty-three years away from
home. Some of you feel homesickness when you
are a hundred or a thousand miles away from the

domestic chcle. Christ was more milHons of

miles away from home than you could calculate if

all yom- hfe you did notliing but calculate. You
know what it is to be homesick even amid pleas-

urable surromidmgs; but Christ slept in huts,

and he was athkst, and he was a-hungered, and
He was on the way from being born in another
man's barn to being biuied in another man's
grave. I have read how the Swiss, when they
are far away from theu native country, at the

sound of their national air get so homesick that

they fall into melancholy, and sometimes they
die under the homesickness. But, oh, the home-
sickness of Chi'ist ! Poverty homesick for celestial

riches. Persecution homesick for hosanna. Weari-
ness homesick for rest. Homesick for angeHc and
archangehc companionship. Homesick to go out

of the night, and the storm, and the world's exe-

cration, and all that homesickness suffered to get

us home.
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THE HOME-GATHERING.

At our best estate we are only pilgrims an(3

strangers here. " Heaven is our home." Death
will never knock at the door of that mansion,

and in all that country there is not a single

grave. How glad parents are in hohday times to

gather their children home again. But I have
noticed that there is ahnost always a son or a
daughter absent—absent from home, perhaps ab-

sent from the country, perhaps absent from the

world. Oh, how glad our Heavenly Father will

be when He gets aU His children home with Him
in heaven ! And how delightful it will be for

brothers and sisters to meet after long separation !

Once they parted at the door of the tomb; now
they meet at the door of immortahty. Once they
saw only tlirough a glass darkly; now it is face to

face; corruption, incorruption; mortahty, immor-
tahty. Where are now all their sins and sorrows
and troubles ? Overwhelmed in the Red Sea of

Death while they passed through dry shod.

Gates of pearl, capstones of amethyst, thrones

of dominion, do not stir my soul so much as the

thought of home. Once there let eartlily sorrows
howl hke storms and roll hke seas. Home. Let
thrones rot and empires wither. Home. Let the

world die in earthquake struggle, and be buried

amid procession of planets and dirgo of spheres.

Home. Let everlasting ages roll irresistible

sweep. Home. No sorrow, no cryir^, no tears,

no death. But home, sweet home, home, beauti-



THE DOMESTIC CIRCLE. 1^7

Ml home, everlasting home, home with each

other, home with God.

A DREAM.

One night lying on my lounge, when very tired,

my children all around about me in full romp,

^nd hilarity, and laughter—on the lounge, half

awake and half asleep, I dreamed this dream : I

was in a far country. It was not Persia, although

more than Oriental luxuriance crowned the cities.

It was not the tropics, although more than tropi-

cal fruitfulness fiUed the gardens. It was not

Italy, although more than Itahan softness filled

the air. And I wandered around looking for

thorns and nettles, but I found that none of them

grew there, and I saw the sun rise, and I watched

to see it set, but it sank not. And I saw the

people in hohday attire, and I said :
" When will

they put off this and put on workmen's garb, and

again delve in the mine or swelter at the forge ?"

But they never put off the holiday attire.

And I wandered in the suburbs of the city to

find the place where the dead sleep, and I looked

all along the hne of the beautiful hills, the place

where the dead might most bhssfuUy sleep, and I

saw towers and castles, but not a mausoloMm or a

monument or a while slab could I see. And I

went into the chapel of the great town, and I

said : "Where do the poor worship, and where

are the hard benches on which they sit ?" And

the answer was made me :

"we HAVE NO POOR."

in this country." And then I wandered out to
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find the hovels of the destitute, and I found man-
sions of amber and ivory and gold; but not a tear

could I see, not a sigh could I hear, and I was
bewildered, and I sat down under the branches of

a great tree, and I said :
" Where am I ? And

whence comes all this scene ?"

And then out from among the leaves, and up
the flowery paths, and across the bright streams

there came a beautiful group, tlu-onging all about

me, and as I saw them come I thought I knew
their step; and as they shouted I thought I knew
their voices; but then they were so gloriously ar-

rayed in apparel such as I had never before wit-

nessed that I bowed as stranger to stranger. But

when again they clapped their hands and shouted :

"Welcome, welcome," the mystery all vanished,

and I found that time had gone and eternity had

come, and we were all together again in our

new home in heaven. . And I looked around, and
said: "Are we all here ?" and the voices of

many generations responded :
" All here." And

while tears of gladness were raining down our

cheeks, and the branches of the Lebanon cedars

were clapping their hands, and the towers of the

great city were chiming their welcome, we all

togetherbegan to leap and shout and sing
'

' Home,
home, home, home !"
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Sisters and Brothers.

"And his sister stood afar off to b30w what wotiIcJ beoom«

E him."—Ex. ii, 4.

Princess Thermutis, daughter of Pharaoh,

looking out through the lattice of her bathing-

house, on the banks of the Nile, saw a curious

boat on the river. It had neither oar nor helm,

and they would have been useless anyhow. There

was only one passenger, and that a baby boy.

But the Mayflower that brought the Pilgrim

Fathers to America carried not so precious a load.

The boat was made of the broad leaves of papyrus

tightened together by bitumen. Boats were some-

times made of that material, as we learn from

Pliny, and Herodotus, and Theophrastus.

Miriam's vigil.

"Kill every Hebrew boy when he is born," had

been Pharaoh's order. To save her son, Jochebed,

the mother of httle Moses, had put him in that

queer boat and launched him. His sister Miriam

stood on the bank watching that craft with its

precious burden. She was far enough off not to

draw attention to the boat, but near enough to

offer protection. There she stands on the bank.

Miriam the poetess, Miriam the quick-witted;

Miriam the faithful, though very human, for in

ifter time she became so mad with that very
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brother for marrying a woman she did not hke,

that she made a great family row, and was struck

with leprosy.

Miriam was a splendid sister, but had her faulta,

like all the rest of us. How carefully she watche(?

the boat containing her brother! A strong wind
might upset it. The buffaloes often found there

might, in a sudden plunge of thirst, sink it. Some
ravenous water-fowl might swoop, and pick his

eyes out with iron beak. Some crocodile or hip-

popotamus crawling through the rushes might

craunch the babe. Miriam watched and watched,

until Princess Thermutis, a maiden on each side of

her, holding palm leaves over her head to shelter

her from the sun, came down and entered her

bathing-house. When from the lattice she saw
that boat she ordered it brought, and when the

leaves were pulled back from the face of the child

and the boy looked up, he cried aloud, for he was
hungry and frightened, and would not even let

the princess take him. The infant would rather

stay hungry than acknowledge any one of the

court as mother.

AN ADROIT MAIDEN.

Now Miriam, the sister, incognito, no one sus-

pecting her relation to the child, leaps from the

bank and rushes down and offers to get a nurse

to pacify the child. Consent is given, she brings

Jochebed, the baby's mother, incognito, not sure

of the court knowing that she was the mother,

and when Jochebed arrived, the child stopped cry-

ing, for its fright was calmed and its hunger ap-
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peased. You may admire Jochebed, the mother,

and all the ages may admire Moses, but I clap my
hands in applause at the behavior of Miriam, the

faithful, briUiant, and strategic sister!

"Go home," some one might have said to Mir-

iam. " Why risk yourself out there alone on the

banks of the Nile, breathing the miasma and in

danger of being attacked of wild beast or ruffian;

go home !" No; Miriam, the sister, most lovingly

watched and bravely defended Moses, the brother.

Is he worthy her care and courage? Oh, yes! the

sixty centuries of the world's history have never

had so much involved in the arrival of any ship at

any port as in the landing of that papyrus boat

calked with bitumen. Its one passenger was to

be a non-such in history. Lawyer, statesman, pol-

itician, legislator, organizer, conqueror, deliverer.

HEBREW LEGENDS.

He had such remarkable beauty in childhood

that Josephus says when he was carried along

the road people stopped to gaze at him, and
workmen would leave their work to admire him.

When the king playfully put his crown upon this

boy, he threw it off indignantly, and put his foot

on it. The king, fearing that this might be a

sign that the child might yet take down his

crown, applied another test. According to the

Jewish legend, the king ordered two bowls to be

put before the child, one containing rubies, and
the other burning coals. And if he took the

coals he was to live, and if he took the rubies he

was to die. For some reason the child took on©
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of the coals, and put it in his mouth, so that his

Hfe was spared, although it burned the tongue till

he was indistinct of utterance ever after. Hav-
ing come to manhood, he spread open the palms
of his hands in prayer and the Red Sea parted to

let two miUion five hundred thousand people

escape. And he put the palms of his hands to-

gether in prayer, and the Red Sea closed on a

strangulated host.

UNIQUE BURIAL.

His life was unutterably grand, his burial must
be on the same scale. God would let neither

man nor saint, nor archangel have anytliing to

do with weaving for liim a shroud or digging for

him a grave. The omnipotent God left His

throne in heaven one day, and if the question

was asked, "^^lither is the King of the Universe

going?" the answer was, ''I am going down to

bury Moses." And the Lord took this mightiest

of men to the top of a hill, and the day ^vas clear,

and Moses ran his eye over the magnificent range

of country. Here, the valley of Esdraelon, where
the final battle of all nations is to be fought; and
yonder, the mountains Hermon, and Lebanon,

and Gerizim, and hills of Judea; and the village

of Bethlehem there, and the city of Jericho yon-

der, and the vast stretch of landscape that almost

took the old lawgiver's breath away as he looked

at it.

And then, without a pang, as I learn from the

statement that the eye of Moses was undimmed,
and his natural force unabated, God toivjhed the
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great lawgiver's eyes and they closed; and his

lungs, and they ceased; and his heart, and it

stopped; and commanded, saying: ^' To the skies,

thou immortal spirit !" And then one divine

hand was put against the back of Moses, and the

other hand against the pulseless breast, and God
laid him softly down on Mount Nebo, and then

the lawgiver, lifted in the Almighty's arms, was
carried to the opening of a cave and placed in

crypt, and one stroke of the divine hand smoothed
the features into an everlasting cahn, and a rock

was rolled to the door, and the only obsequies at

which God did all the offices of priest, and un-

dertaker, and grave-digger, and mourner, were

ended.

THE WORLD INDEBTED.

Oh, was not Mmam, the sister of Moses, doing

a good thing, an miportant thing, a glorious

thing, when she watched the boat woven of river

plants and made water-tight with asphaltum,

carrying its one passenger? Did she not put all

the ages of time and of a coming eternity under

obligation, when she defended her helpless brother

from the perils aquatic, reptilian, and ravenous?

She it was who brought that wonderful babe and

his mother together so that he was reared to be

the deliverer of his nation, when otherwise, if

saved at all from the rushes of the Nile, he would
Aave been only one more of the God-defying

Pharaohs; for, Princess Thermutis, of the bath-

ing-house, would have inherited the crown of

Hgypt^ and as she had no child of her own, this
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adopted child would have come to coronation.

Had there been no Miriam there would have been

no Moses. Wliat a garland for faithful sistei!

hood

!

For how many a lawgiver, and how many a

hero, and how many a dehverer, and how many
a samt, are tliis world and the Church indebted

to a watcliful, loving, faitliful, godly sister?

Come up out of the farm-houses, come up out ol!

the inconspicuous homes ! Come up from the

banks of the Hudson, and the Penobscot, and the

Savannah, and the Mobile, and the Mississippi,

and all the other Niles of America, and let us see

you, the Miriams who watched and protected the

leaders in law and medicine, and merchandise, and

art, and agriculture, and mechanics, and rehgion.

If I should ask all these physicians, and attor-

neys, and merchants, and ministers of rehgion,

and successful men of aU professions and tradeSj

who are indebted to an elder sister for good influ-

ences, and perhaps for an education or a prosper-

ous start, to rise, they would rise by the hundreds.

God knows how many of our Greek lexicons an'i

how much of our schooling was paid for by money
that would otherwise have gone for the replenish-

ing of a sister's wardrobe. Wliile the brother

sailed off for a resounding sphere, the sister

watched hhn from the banks of self-denial.

THE ELDER SISTER'S POWER,

Miriam was the oldest of the family, Moses and

Aaron, her brothers, are younger. Oh, the power

of the elder sister to help decide the brother's
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eharacter for usefulness and for heaven ! She can

keep off from her brother more evils than Miriam

could have driven back water-fowls or crocodile

from the ark of bulrushes. The older sister

decides the direction in which the cradle-boat

shall sail. By gentleness, by good sense, by Cliris-

tian principle, she can turn it toward the palace,

not of a wicked Pharaoh, but of a holy God ; and

a brighter princess than Thermutis shall lift him
out of peril, even rehgion, whose ways are ways
of pleasantness, and all her paths are peace.

HER TOILSOaiE LIFE.

The older sister, how much the w^orld owes her.

Born while yet the family was in limited circum-

stances, she had to hold and take care of her

younger brothers. And if there is anything that

excites my sympathy it is a Kttle girl lugging

round a great fat child, and getting her ears boxed

because she cannot keep him quiet. By the time

she gets to young womanhood she is pale and
worn out, and her attractiveness has been sacri-

ficed on the altar of sisterly fidehty, and she is

consigned to cehbacy, and society calls her by an
ungallant name, but in heaven they call her

Miriam.

In mosi famihes the two most undesirable

places in the record of bui:hs are the first and the

last, the first because she is worn out with the

cares of a home that cannot afford to hire help,

and the last because she is spoiled as a pet.

Among the grandest equipages that sweep

through the streets of heaven wiU. be those oc-
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cupied by sisters who sacrificed themselves for

brother's. They will have the finest of the Apoc-

alyptic wliite horses, and many who on earth

looked down upon them will have to turn out to

let them pass,

HELP TO MAKE JIEN.

Let sisters not begi'udge the time and care

bestowed on a brother. It is hard to beheve that

any boy that you know so well as your brother

can ever turn out anything very useful. Well, ha

may not be a Moses. There is only one of that

kind needed for six thousand years. But I tell

you what your brother will be—either a blessing

or a curse to society, and a candidate for happi-

ness or wretchedness. He will, like Moses, have

the choice between rubies and Mving' coals, and
your influence will have much to do with his de-

cision. He may not, hke Moses, be the deliverer

of a nation, but he may, after your father and
mother are gone, be the dehverer of a household.

What thousands of homes to-day are piloted by
brothers. There are properties now well invested

and yielding income for the support of sisters

and younger brothers, because the older

brother rose to the leadership from the day

the father laid down to die. Whatever you

do for your brother will come back to you

again. If you set him an ill-natured, cen-

sorious, unaccommodating example, it wiU recoil

upon you from his own nritated and desi3oiled

nature. If you, by patience with aU his infirmi-

ties and by nobihty of character, dwell with him
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tn the feY7 years of your companionship, you will

have yo^ir counsels reflected back upon you some

day by his splendor of behavior in some crisis

where he would have failed but for you.

TEASING A FAMILY CURSE.

Don't snub him. Don't depreciate his abihty.

Don't talk discouragingly about his future. Don't

let Miriam get down off the bank of the Nile,

and wade out and upset the ark of bukushes.

'Don't tease him. Brothers and sisters do not

consider it any harm to tease. That spirit abroad

in the family is one of the meanest and most

devihsh. There is a teasing that is pleasurable,

and is only another form of innocent raillery, but

that which provokes, and irritates, and makes the

eye flash with anger, is to be reprehended. It

would be less blameworthy to take a bunch of

thorns and draw them across your sister's cheeky

or to take a knife and draw its sharp edge across

your brother's hand tni the blood spurts, for that

would damage only the body, but teasing is the

thorn and the knife, scratching and lacerating

the disposition and the soul. It is the curse of

innumerable households that the brothers tease

the sisters, and the sisters the brothers. Some-

times it is the color of the hair, or the shape of

the features, or an affair of the heart. Some-

times it is by reveahng a secret, or by a suggestive

look, or a guffaw, or an "Ahem!" Tease! Tease!

Tease! For God's sake quit it. Christ says, ''He

that hateth his brother is a murderer." Now,
when you, by teasing, mak«e your brother or
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sister hate, you turn him or her into a murderer

or murderess.

BEWARE OF JEALOUSY.

Don't let jealousy ever touch a sister's soul, as

it so often does, because her b:i other gets more
honor or more means. Even Miriam, the heroine

of the text, was struck by that e^ol passion of

jealousy. She had possessed unlimited influence

over Moses, and now he marries, and not only so

but marries a black woman from Ethiopia, and

Miriam is so disgusted and outraged at Moses,

first, because he had married at all, and next be-

cause he had practiced miscegenation, that she is

drawn into a frenzy, and then begins to turn

white, and gets white as a corpse, and then

whiter than a corpse. Her complexion is like

chalk*, the fact is, she has the Egyptian leprosy.

And now the brother whom she had defended on

the Nile comes to her rescue in a ppayer that

brings her restoration.

Let there be no room in all your house for

jealously, either to sit or stand. It is a leprous

ahonimaticm. Your brothers' success, oh sisters,

is your success. His victories will be your vic-

tories; for, wliile Moses the brother led the vocal

music after the crossing of the Bed Sea, Miriam,

the sister, with two ghttering sheets of brass up-

lifted and glittering in the sun, led the instru-

mental music, clapping the cymbals till the last

frighted neigh of pursuing cavalry horse was
smothered in the wa'^'^;, and the last Egyptian

helmet went under
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FAMILY QUARRELS.

How strong it makes a family when all the ^-
tt/s and brothers stand together, and what an
awful wreck when they disintegrate, quarrehng

about a father's will and making the surrogate's

office horrible with their wrangle. Better when
you were httle children in the nursery that with

your playhouse mallets you had accidentally

killed each other fighting across your cradle, than

that, having come to the age of maturity, and
having in yoiu" veins and arteries the blood of the

sjame father and mother, you fight each other

across the parental grave in the cemetery.

THE ROTHSCHILDS.

If you only knew it your interests are identical.

Oi aU the families of the earth that ever stood

together, perhaps the most conspicuous is the

liamily of the Rothschilds. As Mayer Ansekn
Eothschfid was about to die in 1812, he gathered

liis children about him, Ansehn, Solomon,

ISFathan, Charles and James, and made them
promise that they would always be united on

'Change. Obeying that injunction they have
been the mightiest commercial power on earth,

and at the raising or lowering of their sceptre,

nations have risen or fallen. That illustrates how
much on a large scale, and fca- selfish purposes, a

united family may achieve. But suppose that,

instead of a magnitude of dollars as the object, it

be doing good and making salutary impression,

and raising tliis sunken ^\ orld, how much more
ennobling. Sister, you do your partj and brother
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will do his part. If Miriam wiH lovingly watcfa

the boat on the Nile, Moses wUl help her when
leprous disasters strike.

THE FAMILY BOND.

When father and mother are gone, and they

Hoon wiU be, if they have not aheady made exit,

the sisterly and fraternal bond wiU be the only

hgament that wUl hold the family together. How
many reasons for yom* deep and unfaltering affec-

tion for each other. Eocked in the same cradle;

bent over by the same motherly tenderness; toiled

for by the same father's weary arm and aching

brow; with common inheritance of aU the family

secrets; and with names given you by parents

who started you with the highest hopes for your

hap2)iness and prosperity—I charge you, be loving

and kind and forgiving. If the sister see that the

brother never wants a sympathizer, the brother

wiU see that the sister never wants an escort.

Oh, if the sisters of a household knew through

what terrific and damning temptations their

brother goes in this city hfe, they would hardly

sleep nights in the anxiety for his salvation. And
if you would make a holy conspiracy of kind

words and gentle attentions and earnest prayers,

that w^ould save his soul from death and hide a

multitude of sins. But let the sister dash off in

one direction in discipleship of the world, and the

brother flee off in another direction in dissipation,

and it wiU not be long before they will meet

again at the iron gate of Despair, their blistered

feet in the hot ashes of a consumed lifetime. Alas,
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that brothers and sisters, though hving together

for years, very often do not know each other, ancl

that they see only the imperfections and none of

the virtues.

A RUSSIAN BANQUET.

General Bauer, of the Russian cavalry, had in

early life wandered off in the army, and the family

supposed he was dead. After he gained a fortune

he encamped one day in Husam, liis native place,

and made a banquet, and among the great mih-

tary men who were to dine, he invited a plain

miller and his wife, who lived near by, and w^ho,

affrighted, came, fearing some harm would be

done them. The miller and Ms wife were placed

one on each side of the general at the table. The
general asked the miller all about his family, and
the miller said that he had two brothers and a

tiister. "No other brothers?' "My younger
brother went off with the army many years ago,

and no doubt was long ago killed. " Then the gen-

eral said: "Soldiers, I am this man's younger
brother whom he thought was dead." And how
loud was the cheer, and how warm was the

embrace.

Brother and sister, you need as much of an in-

troduction to each other as they did. You do not

know each other. You think your brother is

grouty and cross and queer, and he thinks you are

selfish and proud and unlovely. Both wrong.
That brother will be a prince in some woman's
eyes, and that sister a queen in the estimation of

some man. That brother is a magnificent fellow.
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and that sister is a morning in June. Come, let

me introduce you: "Moses, this is Miriam."

"Miriam, this is Moses." Add seventy-five per

cent, to your present appreciation of each other,

and when you kiss good morning do not stick up
your cokl cheek, wet from the recent washing, as

though you hated to touch each other's lips in

affectionate caress. Let it have all the fondness

and cordiahty of a loving sister's kiss.

BE AGREEABLE.

Make yourselves as agreeable and helpful to

each other as possible, remembering that soon

you part. The few years of boyhood and girlhood

will soon slip by, and you wOl go out to homes of

your own, and into the battle with the world and
araid ever changing vicissitudes, and on paths

crossed with graves, and up steps hard to chmb,

and through shadowy ravines. But oh, my God
and Saviour, may the terminus of the jom-ney be

the same as the start, namely, at father's and
mother's knee, if they have inherited the king-

dom. Then, as in boyhood and girlhood days,

we rushed in after the day's absence with much
to tell of exciting adventure, and father and
mother enjoyed the recital as much as we who
made it, so we shall on the hillside of heaven re-

hearse to them all the scenes of our eartlily ex-

pedition, and they shall welcome us home^ as we
say: " Father and mother, we have come, and
brought our children with us." The old revival

hymn described it with glorious repetition.
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"Brothers and sisters there will meet,

Brothers and sisters there will meet.

Brothers and sisters there will meet,

WiU meet to j)art no more."

I read of a child in the country who was de-

tained at a neighbor's house on a stormy night by
some fascinating stories that were being told him,

and then looked out and saw it was so dark he

did not dare go home. The incident impressed

me the more because in my childhood I had much
the same experience. The boy asked his com-

rades to go with him, but they dared not. It got

later and later—seven o'clock, eight o'clock, nine

o'clock. "Oh," he said, "I wish I were home!"

As he opened the door the last time a blinding

flash of the storm and a deafening roar overcame
him. But after a while he saw in the distance a

lantern, and lo! his brother was coming to fetch

hun home, and the lad stepped out and with swift

feet hastened on to his brother who took him
home, where they were so glad to greet him, and
for a long time supper had been waiting. So

may it be when the night of death comes and our

earthly friends cannot go with us, and we dare

not go alone; may our Brother, our Elder Brother,

our Friend, closer than a brotheF, come out to

meet us with the Kght of the promises, which
shall be a lantern to our feet, and then we will go
in to join our loved ones waiting for us, supper

all ready, the marriage supper of the Lamb-^
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Tlie Children's Patrimony.

"Whose son art tliou, thou young man?"—1 Sam. xvii,

Never was there a more unequal fight than that

between David and GoHath. David five feet high;

Gohath ten. David a shepherd boy, brought

up amid rural scenes; Gohath a warrior by pro-

fession. Gohath a mountain of braggadocia

;

David a marvel of humihty. Gohath armed with

an iron spear, David armed with a shng with

smooth stones from the brook. But you are not

tx) despise these latter weapons. There was a

regmient of shngers in the Assjrrian army and a

regiment of shngers in the Egyj)tian army, and

they made terrible execution, and they could cast

a stone with as much precision and force as now
can be hurled shot or sheU. The Greeks in their

army had shngers who would throw leaden plum-

mets inscribed with the irritating words, "Take
+his!" So it was a mighty weapon David employed

in that famous combat.

A Jewish rabbi says that the probability is thai

Goliath was in such contempt for David, that in a

paroxysm of laughter he threw his head back,

and his helmet fell off, and David saw the uu'

covered forehead, and Ms opportunity had come,

and taking this sling and swinging it around his

head two or tliree times, and aiming at that uuf
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covered forehead, he crushed it in hke an egg-

shell. The battle over,

BEHOLD A tableau:
King Saul sitting, little David standing, his finger''

clutched into the hair of decapitated Gohath. An
Saul sees David standing there holding in his hand
the ghastly, reeking, staring trophy, evidence of

the complete victory over God's enemies, the king

wonders v^hat parentage was honored by such

heroism, and in my text he asks David his pedi-

gree :
" Whose son art thou, thou young man ?"

The king saw what you and I see, that thift

question of heredity is a mighty question. The
longer I hve the more

I believe in blood
—good blood, bad blood, proud blood, humble
blood, honest blood, thieving blood, heroic blood,

cowardly blood. The tendency may skip a gener-

ation or two, but it is sure to come out, as in a

Uttle child you sometimes see a similarity to a

great-grandfather v/hose pictiu-e hangs on the

wall. That the physical and mental and moral

quahties are inheritable is patent to any one who
keeps his eyes open. The similarity is so striking

sometimes as to be amusing. Great famihes,

regal or hterary, are apt to have the character-

istics all down through the generations, and what
is more perceptible in such famihes may be seen

on a smaUer scale in all famihes. A thousand

years have no power to obhterate the difference.

ROYAL RASCALS.

The large hp of the House of Austria is seen in
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all the generations, and is called the Hapsburg Hp.

The House of Stuart always means in all gener-

ations cruelty and bigotry and sensuahty. Wit-

ness Queen of Scotts. Witness Charles I and
Charles II. Witness James I and James II, and
aU the other scoundrels of that imperial line.

Scottish blood means persistence, EngMsh blood

means reverence for the ancient, Welsh blood

means rehgiosity, Danish blood means fondness

for the sea, Indian blood means roaming disposi-

tion, Celtic blood means fervidity, Koman blood

means conquest.

The Jewish facility for accumulation you may
trace clear back to Abraham, of whom the Bible

says, ''he was rich in silver and gold and cattle,"

and to Isaac and Jacob, who had the same
FAMILY CHARACTERISTICS.

Some famihes are characterized by longevity,

and they have a tenacity of hfe positively Methu-

selish. Others are characterized by Gohathian

stature, and you can see it for one generation, two
generations, five generations, in aU the genera-

tions. Vigorous theology runs on in the line of

the Alexanders. Tragedy runs on in the family

of the Kembles. Literature runs on in the hue of

the TroHopes. PhilanthroiDy runs on in the line

of the Wilberforces. Statesmansliip runs on in

the luie of the Adamses. Henry and Catharine

of Navarre rehgious, all then- famihes rehgious.

The celebrated family of the Casini, aU mathe-

maticians. The celebrated family of the Medici

—grandfather, son and Catharine—aU remarkablf
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for keen intellect. The celebrated family of Gus-

tavns Adolphus, all warriors.

This law of heredity asserts itself without ref-

erence to social or pohtical condition, for you
sometimes find the ignoble in high place and the

honorable in obscure place. A descendant of

Edward I a toll-gatherer. A descendant of Ed-

ward in a door-keeper. A descendant of the

Duke of Northumberland a trunk-maker. Some
of the mightiest famihes of England are extinct,

while some of those most honored ia the peerage

go back to an ancestry of hard knuckles and
rough exterior. Tliis law of heredity entirely in-

dependent of social or pohtical condition.

Then you fhid avarice and jealousy and sensu-

ahty and fraud having full swing in some fami-

lies. The violent temper of Frederick Wilham is

the inheritance of Frederick the Great. It is not

a theory to be set forth by worldly philosophy

only, but by divine authority. Do you not re-

member how the Bible speaks of "a, chosen gen-

eration," of '^the generation of the righteous," of

"the generation of vipers," of an "untoward
generation," of "a stubborn generation," of "the
iniquity of the past vieited upon the children unto
the third and fom:th generation?" So that the

text comes to-day with the force of a projectUe

hurled from mightiest catapult, "Whose son art

thou, thou yoimg man?"
" Well," says some one,

'

' that theory discharges

me from aU responsibihty. Born of sanctified

pa?«ats W6 are bound to be good and we cannot
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help ourselves. Born of unrighteous parentage

we are bound to be evil and we cannot help

ourselves."

TWO INACCURACIES.

As much as if you should say, " the centripetal

force in nature has a tendency to bring every-

thing to the center, and therefore all things coma

to the center. The centrifugal force in natum
has a tendency to throw out everything to the

periphery, and therefore everything will go out

to the periphery." You know as well as I know
that you can make the centripetal overcome the

centrifugal, and you can make the centrifugal

overcome the centripetal. As when there is a

mighty tide of good in a family that may be over-

come by determination to evil, as in the case of

Aaron Burr, the libertine, who had for father

President Burr, the consecrated; as in the case of

Pierrepont Edwards, the scourge of New York

society seventy years ago, who had a Christian

ancestry; whHe on the other hand some of the

best men and women of this day are those who
have come of an ancestry of which it would not

be courteous to speak in their presence.

YOUR DUTY.

The practical and useful object of this sermon

Is to show to you that if you have come of a Chris-

tian ancestry, then you are solemnly bound to

preserve and develop the glorious inheritance; or

if you have come of a depraved ancestry, then it

is your duty to brace yourself agaiast the evil ten-

dency by all prayer and Christian detestniijatioii,
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and you are to find out what are the family frailties,

and in arming tlie castle put the strongest guard

at the weakest gate. With these smooth stones

from the brook I hope to strike you, not where

David struck Goliath, in the head, but where
Nathan struck David, in the heart. ''Whose soe

art thou, thou young man?"

There is something in the periodical holidays to

bring up

THE OLD FOLKS.

Sometime in the winter holiday, when we are

accustomed to gather cur famihes together, old

times have come back again, and our thoughts

have been set to the tune of " Auld Lang Syne."

The old folks were m busy at such times in mak.
ing us happy, and perhaps on less resource made
their sons and daughters happier than you on
larger resource are able to make your sons and
daughters happy. The snow lay two feet above
their graves, but they shook off the white blankets

and mingled in the holiday festivities—the same
wrinkles, the same stoop of shoulder under the

weight of age, the same old style of dress or coat,

the same smile, the same tones of voice. I hope
you rem.ember them before they went away. If

not, I hope there are those who have recited to

you what they were, and that there may be in

your house some article of dress or furnitiu'e with
which you associate their memories. I want to

arouse the most sacred memories of yoiu" heart

while I make the impassioned interrogatory in
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regard to your pedigree :
" Whose son art thou,

thou young man ?"

I. First, I accost all those who are descended

of a

CHRISTIAN ANCESTRY.

I do not ask if your parents were perfect. There

QiTQ no perfect people now, and I do not suppose

there were any perfect people then. Perhaps

there was sometimes too much blood in their eye

when they chastised you. But fromwhat Iknow
of yon, you got no more than you deserved, and

perhaps a httle more chastisement would have

been salutary. But you are willing to acknowl-

edge, I think, that they wanted to do right.

From what you overheard in conversations and

from what you saw at the family altar and at

neighborhood obsequies, you know that they had

invited God into their heart and life. There was
something that sustained those old people super-

naturaUy. You have no doubt about their destiny.

You expect if you ever get to heaven to meet

fchem as certainly as you expect to meet the Lord

Jesus Christ.

That early association has been a charm for

you. There was a time when you got right up
from a house of iniquity and walked out into the

fresh air because you thought your mother was
looking at you. YoTi have never been very happy

in ein because of a sweet old face that would

present itself. Tremulous voices from the past

accosted you until they were seemingly audible,

and you looked around to see who spoke. There
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was an estate not mentioned in the last will and
testament, a vast estate of prayer and holy exam-
ple and Christian entreaty and glorious memory.
The survivors of the family gathered to hear the

will read, and this was to be kept, and that was
to be sold, and it was share and share alike.

But there was
AN UNWRITTEN WILL

that read something like this: "In the name of

God, Amen. I, being of sound mind, bequeath

to my children all my prayers for their salvation;

I bequeath to them all the results of a lifetime's

toil; I bequeath to them the Clmstian religion

which has been so much comfort to me, and I

hope may be solace for them; I bequeath to them
a hope of re-union when the partings of life are

over; share and share ahke may they have in

eternal riches. I bequeath to them the wish that

they may avoid my errors and copy anything that

may have been worthy. In the name of God who
made me, and the Christ who redeemed me, and
the Holy Ghost who sanctified me, I make this

my last will and testament. Witness, aU ye hosts

of heaven. Witness, time; witness, eternity.

Signed, sealed, and delivered in this our dying

hour. Father and Mother."

You did not get that wiU proved at the sur-

rogate's office; but I take it out to-day and I

read it to you ; I take it out of the alcoves of

your heart; I shake the dust off it; I ask you will

you accept that inheritance, or will you break the

wiU? ye of Christian ancestrjj you have a ro-
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sponsibility vast beyond all measurement! God

Tsill not let you off with just being as good as or-

dinary people when you had such extraordinary

advantage. Ought not a flower planted in a hot^

house be more thrifty than a flower planted out-

side in the storm? Ought not a factory tm^ned by

the Housatonic do more work than a factory turn-

ed by a thin and shallow mountain stream? Ought

not you of gi'eat early opportunity be better thaq

those who had a cradle unblessed?

THE CAPITAL ACCOU>'T.

A father sets his son up in business. He keeps

an account of all the expenditures. So much for

store fixtures, so much for rent, so much for tliis,

so much for that, and all the items aggregated,

and the father expects the son to give an account.

Yoiu' heavenly Father charges against you all the

advantages of a pious ancestr>^—so many prayers,

BO much Clmstian example, so many kind en-

treaties—all these gracious influences one tre-

mendous aggregate, and He asks you for an ac-

count of it.

Ought not you to be better than those who had

no such advantages? Better have been a foundhug

picked up off the city commons than with such

magnificent inheritance of consecration to turn

out indifferently.

Ought not you, my brother, to be better, hav-

ing had Christian niu'tui-e, than that man Avho can

truly say this morning: "The first word I re-

member my father speakhig to me was an oath;

the first tinie I remember my father taking hold



THE children's PATRIMONY. 173

of me was in wrath; I never saw a Bible till I

was ten years of age, and then I was told it was
a pack of hes. The first twenty years of my Hfe

I was associated with the vicious. I seemed to

be walled in by sin and death." Now, my
brother, ought you not—I leave it as a matter of

fairness with you—o^ght you not to be far bet-

ter than those who had no early Christian in-

fluence?

Standing as you do between the generation

that is past and the generation that is to come,

are you going to pass the blessing on, or are you
going to have your life the gulf in which that

tide of ble&sing shall drop out of sight forever?

Y<3u are

THE TRUSTEE OF PIETY

in that ancestral line, and are you going to

augment or squander that solemn trust fund?

Are you going to disinherit your sons and
daughters of the heuioom which your parents

left you? Ah! that cannot be possible, that

cannot be possible that you are going to take

such a position as that. You are very careful

about the life insurances, and careful about the

deeds, and careful about the mortgages, and care-

ful about the title of your property, because

when you step off the stage you want your chil-

dren to get it all. Ai-e you making no provision

that they shall get grandfather and grandmother's

rehgion? Oh, what a last will and testament you
are making, my brother! "In the name of God,

Amen. I, being of sound mind;, make this my
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last will and testament, I bequeath to my chil-

dren all the money I ever made and all the

houses I own; but I disinherit them, I rob them
of the ancestral grace and the Christian in-

fluence that I inherited. I have squandered that

on my own worldhness. Share and share alike

must they in the misfortune and the everlasting

outrage. Signed, sealed and dehvered in the pres-

ence of God and men and angels and devils and

all the generations of earth and heaven and heU,

March, 1886."

O ye of highly favored ancestry, wake up this

morning to a sense of your opportunity and your

responsibiUty. I think there must be

AN OLD CRADLE,

or a fragment of a cradle somewhere that could

teU a story of midnight suppHcation in your

behalf. Where is the old rocking-chair in wliich

you were sung to sleep with the holy nursery

rhyme? Where is the old clock that ticked

away the moments of that sickness on that awful

night when there were but three of you awake
—^you and God and mother? Is there not an old

staff in some closet ? is there not an old

family Bible on some shelf that seems to ad-

dress you, saying: ''My son, my daughter, how
can you reject that God who so kindly dealt with

us all our Hves and to whom we commended you
in our prayers hving and dying! By the memory
of the old homestead, by the family altar, by our

dyiug pillow, by the graves in which our bodies

sleep while our spirits hover^ we beg you to tun)
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over a new leaf for the new year." Oh, the

power of ancestral piety, well illustrated by a

young man of Kew York who attended a prayer-

meeting one night and asked for prayer, and then

went home and wrote down these words:

AN ENTRY IN A DIARY.

^'Twenty-five years ago to-night my mother

went to heaven, my beautiful, blessed mother,

and I have been alone, tossed up and down upon
the billows of life's tempestuous ocean. Shah I

ever go to heaven? She told me I must meet her

in heaven. When she took her boy's hand in

hers and turned her gentle, loving eyes on me,

and gazed earnestly and long into my face, and
then lifted them to heaven in that last prayer, she

prayed that I might meet her in heaven. I won-

der if I ever shall?

"My mother's prayers! Oh, my sweet, blessed

mother's prayers! Did ever boy have such a

mother as I had? For twenty-five years I have

not heard her j)ray until to-night. I have heard

all her prayers over again. They have had, in

fact, a terrible resurrection. Oh, how she was
wont to pray! She prayed as they prayed to-

night, so earnest, so importunate, so beheving.

Shall I ever be a Christian ? She was a Christian,

Oh, how bright and pure and happy was her hfe!

She was a cheerful and happy Christian. There

is

MY mother's bible.

I have not opened it for years. Did she believe

I could ever neglect her precious Bible ? She
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surely thought I would read it mach arid often.

How often has she read it to me. Blessed

mother, did you pray in vain for your boy? It

shall not be in vain. Ah! no, no, it shall not be

in vain. I will pray for mysoh'. Wlio has sinned

against so much instructiouK^ as I have ? against

so many precious prayers put up to heaven for mo
by one of the most lovely, tonder, pious, confiding,

ti-usting of mother's in hei heavenly Father's care

and grace? She never doubted. She believed.

She always prayed as if she did. My Bible, my
mother's Bible and my conscience teach what I

am and what I have made myself. Oh, the bitter

pangs of an accusing conscience. I need a Saviour

mighty to save. I mast seek him. Iiwill. I am
on the sea of existence, and I can never get off

from it. I am afloat. No anchor, no rudder, no

compass, no book of instructions, for I have put

them all away from me. Savioui' of the perishing,

save or I perish."

Do you wonder that the next day he arose in

a prayer-meetmg and said: "My bretln-en, I stand

before you a monument of God's amazing mercy

and goodness, forever blessed be His holy name;

all I have and all I am I consecrate to Jesus, my
Saviour and my God." Oh, the power of ances-

tral prayer. Hear it ! Hear it

!

n. But I turn for a moment to those who had
EVIL PARENTAGE,

and I want to tell you that the liighest thrones

in heaven, and the mightiest trimnphs, and the

brightest crow^ns will be for those who had evil
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parentage, but who by the grace of God conquered.

As useful, as splendid a gentleman as I know of

to-day, had for father a man who died blaspheming

God until the neighbors had to put their fingers in

their ears to shut out the horror. One of the

most consecrated and useful Christian ministers

of to-day, was born of a drunken horse-jockey.

Tide of e^il tremendous in some families. It is

like Niagara Rapids, and yet men have clung to a

rock and been rescued.

There is a family in New York whose wealth

has rolled up into many millions that was
founded by a man who, after he had vast estate,

sent back a paper of tacks because they were

two cents more than he expected. Grip and

grind and gouge in the fourth generation—I sup-

pose it will be grip and grind and gouge in the

twentieth generation. The thirst for intoxicants

has burned down through the arteries of a hun-

dred and fifty years. Pugnacity or combat-

iveness characterize other famihes. Sometimes

one form of evil, sometimes another form of evil.

But
IT MAY BE RESISTED.

it has been resisted. If the family frailty be avar-

ice, cultivate unselfishness and charity, and teach

your children never to eat an apple without offer-

ing somebody else half of it. Is the family frailty

combativeness, keep out of the company of

quick-tempered people, and never answer an im-

pertinent question until you have counted a hun-

dred both ways, and after you have written an



178 THE children's PATRIMONY.

angry letter keep it a week before you send it, and

then burn it uj). Is the family frailty timidity and

cowardice, cultivate backbone, read the biogi-aphy

of brave men hke Joshua or Paul, and see if you
cannot get a little iron in your blood. Find out

what the family frailty is, and set body, mind, and

soul in battle array.

CONQUER YOUR WILL.

I think the genealogical table was put in the first

chapter of the New Testament, not only to show
our Lord's pedigree, but to show that a man may
rise up in an ancestral hue and beat back success-

fully all the influences of bad heredity. See

in that genealogical table that good King Asa
came of vile King Abia. See in t hat genealogical

table that Joseph and Mary and the most illustri-

ous Being that ever touched our world, or ever

wiU touch it, had in their ancestral line scandal-

lous Rehoboam and Tamar and Bathsheba. If tliis

world is ever to be Edenized—and it will be—^aU

the infected famihes of the earth are to be regener-

ated, and there wiU. some one arise in each

family hne and open a new genealogical table.

There wiU be some Joseph in the hne to reverse

the evil influence of Rehoboam, and there will be

some Mary in the line to reverse the evil influence

of Bathsheba. Perhaps the star of hope may point

down to your manger. Perhaps you are to be the

hero or the heroine that is to put down the brakes

and stop that long train of genealogical tenden-

cies and switch it off on another track from that

on which if has been running fora century. You
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do that, and I will promise you as fine a palace

as the architects of heaven can build, the archway
inscribed with the words: "More than con-

queror."

ADOPTED CHILDREN.

But whatever your heredity, let me say, you
may be sons and daughters of the Lord God
Almighty. Estranged children from the home-
stead come back thi'ough the open gate of adop-

tion. There is royal blood in our veins. There
are crowns in our escutcheon. Our Father is King.

Om" Brother is King. We may be kings and
queens unto God forever. Come and sit down on
the ivory bench of the palace. Come and wash in

the fountains that fall into the basins of crystal

and alabaster. Come and look out of the uphol-

stered window upon gardens of azalea and ama-
ranth. Hear the full burst of the orchestra while
you banquet with potentates and victors. Oh,
when the text sweeps backward, let it not stop at

the cradle that rocked your infancy, but at the
cradle that rocked the first world, and when the

text sweeps forward, let it not stop at your grave,

but at the throne on which you may reign forever
and ever. "Whose son art thou, thou young
man ?" Son of God ! Heir of mortahty ! Take
your inheritance

!
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Moreover his mother made him a little coat, and brought

it to hira from year to year, when she came up with her hus-

band to offer the yearly sacrifice.'—1 Sam. ii, 19.

The stories of Deborah and Abigail are very aj)!

to discourage a woman's soul. She says within

herself, " It is mipossible that I ever can acliieve

any such grandeur of character, and I don't mean
to try ;" as though a child should refuse to play

the eight notes because he cannot execute a
" William TeU." This Hannah of the text differs

from the persons I just now named. She was an
ordinary woman, with ordinary intellectual capa-

city, placed in the ordinary circumstances, and

yet, by extraordinary piety, standing out before

aU the ages to come, the model Christian mother.

Hannah was the wife of Elkanah, who was a

person very much hke herself—um'omantic and
plain, never having fought a battle or been the

subject of a mar\-elous escape. Neither of them
would have been called a genius. Just what you
and I might be, that was Elkanah and Hannah.
The brightest time in ah the histoiy of that

family was the birth of Samuel. Although no
star ran along the heavens pointing down to his

birth-place, I thuik the angels of God stooped at

the coming of so wonderful a prophet.
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As Samuel had been given in answer to prayer,

Elkanah and all his family, save Hannah, started

up to Shiloh to offer sacrifices of thanksgiving.

The cradle where the child slept was altar enough
for Hannah's gTateful heart, but when the boy
was old enough she took liim to Sliiloh and took
three bullocks, and an ephah of flour, and a bottle

of wine, and made offering of sacrifice unto the

Lord, and there, according to a j)revious vow, she

left him; for there he was to stay aU the days of

his life, and minister in the TemjDle.

Years rolled on, and every year Hannah made
with her own hand a garment for Samuel, and
took it over to him. The lad would have got

along well without that garment, for I suppose he
was weU clad by the ministry of the Temple ; but
Hannah could not be contented unless she was aU
the time doing something for her darhng boy.
^' Moreover his mother made him a httle coat, and
brought it to Mm from year to year, when she

came up with her husband to offer the yearly

sacrifice."

I.—Hannah stands before you, then, in the first

place, as an industrious mother. There was no
need for her to work. Elkanah, her husband, was
far from poor. He belonged to a distinguished

family; for the Bible tells us that he was the son
of Jeroboam, the son of Ehhu, the son of John,
the son of Zuph. " Who were they?" you say. I

do not know; but they were distinguished people,

no doubt, or their names would not have been
mentioned.
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Hannah might have seated herself with h«i

family, and, with folded arms and dishevelled

hair, read novels from year to year, if there had

been any to read; but when I see her making that

garment, and taking it over to Samuel, I know
she is industrious from principle as well as from

pleasure. God would not have a mother become

a drudge or a slave ; He would have her employ

all the helps possible in this day in the rearing of

her children. But Hannah ought never to be

ashamed to be found making a <3oat for Samuel.

Most mothers need no counsel in this direction.

The wrinkles on their brow, the pallor on their

cheek, the thimble mark on their finger, attest

that they are faithful in their maternal duties.

The bloom and the brightness, and the vivacity

of girlhood, have given place for the grander dig-

nity and usefulness, and industry of motherhood.

But there is a heathenish idea getting abroad in

gome of the families of Americans ; there are

mothers who banish themselves from the home

circle. For three-fourths of their maternal duties

they prove themselves incompetent. They are

ignorant of what their children wear, and what

their children eat, and what their children read.

They intrust to irresponsible persons these young

immortals, and allow them to be under influences

which may cripple their bodies, or taint their

purity, or spoil their manners, or destroy their

gouls.

From the awkward cut of Samuel's coat you

know his mother Hannah did not make it. Out
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from under flaming chandeliers, and off from im-

ported carpets, and down the granite stairs, there

das come a great crowd of children in this day,

untrained, saucy, incompetent for all practical

duties of life, ready to be caught in the first whirl

of crime and sensualit]''. Indolent and unfaithful

mothers will make indolent and unfaithful chih

dren. You cannot expect neatness and order in

any house where the daughters see nothing but

slatternhness and upside-downativeness in their

parents. Let Hannah be idle, and most certainly

Samuel will grow up idle.

Who are the industrious men in all our occu-

pations and professions? Who are they manag-
ing the merchandise of the world, building the

walls, tinning the roofs, weaving the carpets,

making the laws, governing the nations, making
the earth to quake, and heave, and roar, and rattle

with the tread of gigantic enterprises? Who are

they? For the most part they descended from in-

dustrious mothers, who, in the old homestead,

used to spin their own yarn, and weave their own
carpets, and plait their own door-mats, and flag

their own chairs, and do their own work. The
stalv/art men and the intiuential women of thi^

day, ninety-nine out of a hundred of them, came
from such an illustrious ancestry of hard knuckles

and homespun.

And who are these people in society, light a a

froth, blown every whither of temptation and

fashioii—the peddlers of filthy stories, the dancing

tacks of political parties, the scum of society, the
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tavern-lounging, the store-infesting, the men ot

low wink and filthy chuckle, and brass breast-

pins, and rotten associations? For the most part

they came from mothers idle and disgusting—the

scandal-mongers of society, going from house to

house, attending to everybody's business but their

own, behoving in witches, and ghosts, and horse

shoes to keep the devil out of the churn, and by

a godless life setting their children on the very

verge of hell. The mothers of Samuel Johnson,

and of Alfred the Great, and of Isaac Newton,

and of St. Augustine, and of Eichard Cecil, and

of President Edwards, for the most part, were

industrious, hardworking mothers.

Now, wliile T congTatulate aU Christian mothers

upon the wealth and the modern science which

may afford them aU kinds of help, let me say

that every mother ought to be observant of her

children's v/alk, her children's behavior, her chil-

dren's food, her cliildren's books, her children's

companionships. However much help Hamiah
may have, I think she ought, every year, at least,

make one garment for Samuel. The Lord have

mercy on a man who is so unfortunate as to have

had a lazy mother !

Again. Hannah stands before you as an intel-

hgent mother. From the way in which she

talked in this chapter, and from the way she man-

aged this boy, you know she was intelligent.

There are no persons in a community who need

to be so wise and well-informed as mothers.

Ohj this work of culture in children for this
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world and the next ! This child is timid, and it

must be roused up and pushed out into activitj.

This child is forward, and he must be held back
and tamed down into modesty and politeness..

Rewards for one, punishments for another. That
which will make George, will luin John? The
rod is necessary in one case, wliile a frown of

displeasure is more than enough in another.

Whipping and a dark closet do not exhaust all

the rounds of domestic discipline. There have
been children who have grown up and gone to

glory without ever having had their ears boxed.

Oh, how much care and intelligence are neces-

sary in the rearing of children ! But in this day,

when there are so many books on the subject, no
parent is excusable in being ignorant of the best

mode of bringing up a child. If parents knew
more of dietetics there would not be so many
dyspeptic stomachs, and weak nerves, and incom-
petent livers among children. If parents knew
more of physiology there would not be so many
curved spines and cramped chests, and inflamed

tliroats, and diseased lungs, as there are among
children. If parents knew more of art, and were
in sympathy with all that is beautiful, there would
not be so many children coming out in the world
with boorish prochvities. If parents knew more
of Christ, and practiced more of His rehgion,

there would not be so many little feet already

starting on the wrong road, and all around us

voices of riot and blasphemy would not come up
with such ecstasy of infernal triumph.
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The eaglets in the eyi'ie have no advantages

over the eaglets of a thousand years ago; the kids

have no superior way of climbing up the rocks

than the old goats taught hundreds of years ago;

the "whelps know no more now- than did the

whelps of ages ago—they are taught no more by
the hons of the desert; but it is a shame that in

this day, when there are so many opportunities

of improving ourselves in the best manner of cul-

tivating children, that so often there is no more
advancement in this respect than there has been

among the kids and the eaglets and the whelps.

m. Again, Hannah stands before you as a

Christian mother. From her prayers and from
the way she consecrated her boy to God, I know
that she was good. A mother may have the finest

culture, the most brilliant surroundings; but she

is not fit for her duties unless she be a Chiistian

mother. There may be well-read libraries in the

house, and exquisite music in the parlor, and the

canvas of the best artists adorning the walls, and
the wardrobe be crowded with tasteful apparel,

and the children be wonderful for their attain-

ments, and make the house ring with laughter

and innocent mirth; but there is something woe-

ful-looking in that house, if it be not also the

residence of a Christian mother.

I bless God there are not many prayerless

mothers—not many of them. The weight of

responsibility is so great that they feel the need

of a Divine hand to help, and a Divine voice to

comfort, and a Divine heart to sympathize.



*'MOTHERHOOD." 18Y

Thousands of mothers have been led into the

kingdom of God by the hands of their httle chil-

dren. There were hundreds of mothers who
would not have been Clu-istians had it not been

for the prattle of their httle ones. Standing some
day in the nursery they bethought themselves;

" This child God has given me to raise for eternity.

What is my influence upon it? Not being a

Christian myself, how can I ever expect him to

become a Christian ? Lord help me !"

Are their anxious mothers, who know nothing

of the infinite help of religion ? Then I commend to

them Hannah, the pious mother of Samuel. Do not

think it is absolutely impossible that your children

come up iniquitous. Out of just such fair brows,

and bright eyes, and soft hands, and innocent

hearts, crime gets its victims—extirpating purity

from the heart, and rubbing out the smoothness

from the brow, and quenching the luster of the

eye, and shrivehng up, and poisoning, and putre-

fying, and scathing, and scalding, and blasting,

and burning with shame and woe.

Every child is a bundle of tremendous possi-

bihties; and whether that child shall come forth

to life, its heart attuned to the eternal harmonies,

and after a life of usefuhiess on earth go to a

life of joy in heaven; or whether across it shall

jar eternal discords, and after a life of wrong
doing on earth it shall go to a home of impenetra-

ble darkness and an abyss of immeasurable
plunge, is being decided by nursery song and Sab-

bath lesson, and evening prayer, and walk, and
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ride, and look, and frown, and smile. Oh' ai\«

many childi'en in glory, crowding all the battle-

ments, and hfting a miUion-voiced hosanna,

brought to God thi-ough Chiistian parentage.

One hundred and twenty clergymen were to-

gether, and they were teUing their experience and

their ancestry; and of the one hundred and twenty
clergymen, how many of them, do you suppose,

assigned as the means of their conversion the in-

fluence of a Christian mother ? One hundred out

of the one hundred and twenty ! Phihp Dod-

dridge was brought to God by the Scripture lesson

on the Dutch tiles of a chimney fireplace. The
mother tliinks she is only rocking a child, but at

the same time she may be rocking the fate ot

nations, rocking the glories of heaven. The same
maternal power that may lift the child up may
press a cliild down.

A daughter came to a worldly mother and said

she was anxious about her sins, and she had been

praying all night. The mother said :
" Oh, stop

praying. I don't beheve in praying. Get over

all these rehgious notions and I'll give you a dress

that will cost five hundred dollars, and you may
wear it next week to that party." The daughter

took the dress, and she moved in the gay circle,

the gayest of all the gay, that night; and sure

enough, all religious unpressions were gone, and
she stopped praying. A few months after she

came to die, and in her closing moments said:

''Mother, I wish you would bring me that dress

that cost five hundred dollars." The mother
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thtiught it a very strange request, but she brought

it to please the dying child. "Now," said the

daughter, "^mother, hang that dress on the foot

of my bed," and the dress was hung there, on the

foot of the bed. Then the dying girl got up on
one elbow and looked at her mother, and then

pointed to the dress, and said, "Mother, that dress

is the j)rice of my soul!" Oh, what a momentous
thing it is to be a mother.

rV. Again, and lastly, Hannah stands before

you the rewarded mother. For all the coats she

made for Samuel, for all the prayers she offered

for him, for the disciphne exerted over him, she

got abundant compensation in the piety, and the

usefulness, and the popularity of her son Samuel;

and that is true in all ages. Every mother gets

full pay for all the prayers and tears in behalf of

her children. That man useful in commercial
life; that man prominent in a profession; that

master mechanic—why, every step he takes in

life has an echo of gladness in the old heart thai

long ago taught him to be a Christian, and heroic

and earnest.

The story of what you have done, or what you
have written, of the influence you have exerted^

has gone back to the old homestead—for there is

some one always ready to carry good tidings and
that story makes the needle in the eld mother' ss

tremulous hand fly quicker, and tlw flail in the

father's hand come down upon ihe l>?j:n floor with

a vigorous thump. Parents loYf/ to hear good
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news from their cb'Mren. Do you send them good

news always?

Look out for the y^oung man who speaks of hifi!

father as "the go rernor," the '^ squire," or the
" old chap.'' Look out for the young woman who
^alls her mother ^ler '^ maternal ancestor," or the
" old woman." "The eye that mocketh at his

father, and refuseth to obey his mother, the ravens

of the valley shall pick it out, and the young
eagles shall eat it."

God grant that all these parents may have the

great satisfaction of seeing their children grow up
Christians. But oh! the pang of that mother who,
after a life of street-gadding and gossip-retaihng,

Jianging on the children the fripperies and foUies

of tliis world, sees those cliildren tossed out on the

sea of life hke foam on the wave, or nonentities in

a world where only bravery and stalwart character

can stand the shock. But blessed be the mother
who looks upon her children as sons and daugh-

" ters of the Lord Ahiiighty.

Oh! the satisfaction of Hannah in seeing Sam-
uel serving at the altar; of Mother Eunice in

seeing her Timothy learned in the Scriptures. That

is the mother's recompense: to see children coming

up useful in the world, reclaiming the lost, heahng
the sick, pitjdng the ignorant, earnest and useful

in every sphere. That tlu'ows a new hght back

on the old family Bible whenever she reads it, and

that will be ointment to soothe the aching hmbs
of decrepitude, and hght up the closing hom's of

life's day with the glories of an autiunual sunset.
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There she sits, the old Christian niother, ripe

for heaven. Her eyesight is ahnost gone, but the

splendors of the Celestial City kindle up her vision.

The gray hght of Heaven's morn has struck

through the gray locks which are folded back over

the wrinkled temj)les. She stoops very much now
under the burden of care she used to carry for her

children. She sits at home, too old to find her way
to the house of God; but while she sits there, all

the past comes back, and the children that forty

years ago tripped around her arm-chair with their

griefs, and joys, and sorrows—those children are

gone now. Some caught up into a better realm,

where they shall never die, and others out in

the broad world, testing the excellency of a

Christian mother's disciphne. Her last days are

full of peace; and cahner and sweeter will her spirit

become, until the gates of life shall lift and let

in the worn-out pilgrim into eternal springtide

and youth, where the limbs never ache, and the

eyes never grow dim, and the staff of the exhaust-

ed and decrepit pilgrim shall become the palm of

the imiBortal athlete.
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Trials of Housekeeping.

''Lord, dost Thou not care that my sister hath left me to

serve alone? Bid her, therefore, that she help me." Luke x, 40.

Yonder is a beautiful village homestead. The

man of the house is dead, and his widow is taking

charge of the premises. This is the widow Mar-

tha of Bethany. Yes, I will show you also the

pet of the household. This is Mary, the younger

sister, with a book under her arm, and her face

having no appearance of anxiety or perturbation,

Company has come. Christ stands outside the

door, and, of course, there is a good deal excite-

ment inside the door. The disarranged furniture

is hastily put aside, and the hair is brushed back,

and the dresses are adjusted as well as, in so short

a time, Mary and Martha can attend to these

matters. They did not keep Chxist standing at

hhe door until they were newly appareled, ol

until they had elaborately arranged their tresses-

then coming out with their affected surprise as

though they had not heard the two or three pre-

vious knockings, saying: "Why, is that you?" No.

They were ladies, and were always presentablCf

although they may not have always had on their

best, for none of us always have on our best; if

we did, our best would not be worth having on.

They throw open the door and greet Christ. They
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eay: "Good n:kOrning, Master; come in, and be

seated." Christ did not come alone; He had a

group of friends with him, and such an influx of

city visitors would throw any country home into

perturbation. I suppose also the walk from the

city had been a good appetizer. The kitchen de-

partment that day was a very important depart-

ment, and I suppose that Martha had no sooner

greeted the guests than she fled to that room.

Mary had no anxiety about household affairs.

She had fuU confidence that Martha could get up
the best dinner in Bethany. She seems to say:

''Now let us have a division of labor. Martha,

you cook, and I'll sit down and be good." So you
have often seen a great difference between two
sisters. There is Martha, hard-working, pains-

taking, a good manager, ever inventive of some
new pastry, or discovering something in the art

of cooking and housekeeping. There is Mary,

also, fond of conversation, literary, so engaged in

deep questions of ethics she has no time to attend

to the questions of household welfare. It is noon.

Mary is in the parlor with Christ. Martha is in

the kitchen. It would have been better if they

had divided the work, and then they could have
divided the opportunity of listening to Jesus; but

Mary monopolizes Christ while Martha swelters

at the fire. It was a very important thing that

they should have a good dinner that day. Christ

Was hungry, andHe did not often have a luxurious

entertainment. Alas, me ! if the duty had devolved

upon Mary, what a repast that would have been.
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But something went wrong in the kitchen. Perhaps

the fire would not burn, or the bread would not

bake, or Martha scalded her hand, or something

was burned black that ought only to have been
made brown; and Martha lost her patience, and
forgetting the proprieties of the occasion, with

besweated brow, and, perhaps with pitcher in

one hand and tongs in the other, she rushes out

of the kitchen into the presence of Cluist, saying:

''Lord, dost Thou not care that my sister hath

left me to serve alone?" Christ scolded not a

word. If it were scolding, I should rather have

His scolding than anybody else's blessing. There

was nothing acerb. He knew Martha had almost

worked herself to death to get Him something to

eat, and so He throws a world of tenderness into

His intonation as He seems to say: "My dear

woman, do not worry; let the dinner go; sit down
on this ottoman beside Mary, your younger sister.

Martha, Martha, thou art careful and troubled

about many things, but one thing is needful.

"

As Martha throws open that kitchen door, I look

in and see a great many household perjolexities

and anxieties.

First, there is the trial of non-appreciation.

That is what made Martha so mad with Mary.

The younger sister had no estimate of her older

sister's fatigues. As now, men bothered with the

anxieties of the store, and office, and shop, or

coming from the Stock Exchange, they say when
they get home : ''Oh, you ought to be in our

factory a Httle while; you ought to have to man-
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age eight, or ten, or twenty subordinates, and
then you would know what trouble and anxiety

are." Oh, sir, the wife and the mother has to

conduct at the same time a university, a clothing

establishment, a restaurant, a laundry, a library,

while she is health officer, police, and president of

her realm. She must do a thousand things, and
do them well, in order to keep things going

smoothly, and so her brain and her nerves are

taxed to the utmost. I know there are house-

keepers who are so fortunate that they can sit in

an arm-chair in the library, or lie on the belated

pillow, and throw off all the care upon subordi-

nates who, having large wages and great experi-

ence, can attend to all of the affairs of the house-

hold. Those are the exception. I am speaking

this morning of the great mass of housekeepers

—

the women to whom life is a struggle, and who, at

thirty years of age, look as though they were forty,

and at forty look as though they were fifty, and
at fifty look as though they were sixty. The fallen

at Chalons, and Austerlitz, and Gettysburgh, and
Waterloo, are a small number compared with the

slain in the great Armageddon of the kitchen.

You go out to the cemetery, and you will see that

the tombstones all read beautifully poetic, but if

those tombstones would speak the truth, thous-

ands of them would say : "Here lies a woman
killed b}' too much mending, and sewing, and
baking, and scrubbing, and scouring; the weapon
with which she was slain was a broom, or a sew-

iiig machine, or a ladle." You think, oh ! man
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of the world, that you have all the cares and
anxieties. If the cares and anxieties of the house-

hold should come upon you for one week, you
would be a fit candidate for Bloomingdale—Imean
insane asylmn. The half-rested housekeeper

arises in the •morning. She must have the morn-
ing repast prepared at an irrevocable hour. What
if the fire will not light; what if the marketing

did not come; what if the clock has stopped—no
matter, she must have the morning repast at an
irrevoca,ble hour. Then the children must be got

off to school. What if their garments are' torn;

what if they do not know their lessons; what if

they have lost a hat or sash—they must be ready.

Then you have all the diet of the day, and perhaps

of several days, to plan; but what if the butcher

has sent meat unmasticable, or the grocer has

sent articles of food adulterated, and what if

some piece of silver be gone, or some favorite

chahce be cracked, or the roof leak, or the plumb-

ing fail, or any one of a thousand things occur

—

you must be ready. Spring weather comes, and
there must be a revolution in the fajuily ward-

robe; or autmim comes, and you must shut out

the northern blast; but what if the moth has pre-

ceded you to the chest; what if, during the year,

the children have outgrown the apparel of last

year; what if the fashions have changed. Yom*
house must be an apothecary's shop; it must be a

dispensary; there must be medicine, for all sorts

of ailments—something to loosen the croup-
something to cool the burn—something to poultice
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the inflammation—something to silence the jump-

ing tooth—something to soothe the earache. You
must be in half-a-dozen places at the same time,

or you must attempt to be. If, under all this wear
and tear of life, Martha makes an impatient rush
upon the hbrary or drawing room, be patient, b<3

lenient. 0, woman, though I may fail to stir up
an appreciation in the souls of others in regard to

your household toils, let me assure you, from the

kindhness with which Jesus Christ met Martha,
that he appreciates all your work from garret ta

cellar; and that the God of Deborah, and Hannab,
and Abigail, and grandmother Lois, and Eliza

beth Fry, and Hannah Moore, is the God of th^

housekeeper. Jesus was never married, that He
might be the especial friend and confidante

of a whole world of troubled womanhood. I

blunder; Chiist was married. The Bible says that

the Church is the Lamb's wife, and that makesme
know that all Christian women have aright to go
to Christ and tell Him of their annoyances and
troubles, since by His oath of conjugal fidehty He
is sworn to sympathize. George Herbert, the

Christian poet, wrote two or three verses on this

subject

:

" The servant by this clause

Makes drudgery Divine;

Who sweeps a room, as for Thy laws,

Makes this and the action fine."

Again; there is the trial of severe economy.

Nine hundred and ninety-nine households out of

the thousand are subjected to it—some under
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more, and some under less stress of circumstances.

Especially if a man smoke very expensive cigai-s,

and take very costly dinners at the restaurants,

he will be severe in demanding domestic econo-

mies. This is what kills tens of thoui^ands of

women—attempting to make five dollars do the

work of seven. How the bills come in. The

woman is the banker of the household: she is the

president, the cashier, the teller, the discount

clerk, and there is a panic every few weeks. This

thirty years' war against high prices, this perpetual

study of economies, this life-long attempt to keep

the outgoes less than the income, exliausts mil-

hons of housekeepers. Oh, my sister, this is a

part of the Divine discipline. If it were best for

you, all you would have to do would be to open

the front vdndows and the ravens would fly in

with food; and after you had baked fifty times

from the barrel in the pantry, the barrel, hke the

one of Zarepath, would be full; and the shoes of

the children would last as long as the shoes of

the Israehtes in the wilderness—^forty years.

Besides that, this is going to make heaven the

more attractive in the contrast. They never

hunger there, and consequently there will be

none of the nuisances of catering for appetites.

And in the land of the white robe they never hav«

to mend anything, and the air in that hill-counfcrj

makes everybody well. There are no rents to

pay; every man owns his own house, and a man-

sion at that. It win not be so great a change for

you to have a chariot in heaven if you have been
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in the habit of riding in this world. It will not

be so great a change for you to sit down on the

banks of the river of hfe, if in this world you had

a country seat; but if you have walked with tired

feet in this world, what a glorious change to

mount celestial equipage; and if your life on

earth was domestic martyrdom, oh, the joy of an

eternity in which you shall have nothing to do

except what you choose to do. Martha has had

no drudgery for eighteen centuries. I quarrel

with the theologians who want to distribute all

the thrones of heaven among the John Knoxes,

and the Hugh Latimers, and the Theban Legion.

Some of the brightest tlirones of heaven will be

kept for Christian housekeepers. Oh, what a

change from here to there—from the time when
they put down the rolling-pin to when they take

up the scepter. If Chatsworth Park and the Van-

derbilt Mansion on Fifth Avenue were to be lifted

into the Celestial City, they would be considered

uninhabitable rookeries, and glorified Lazarus

would be ashamed to be going in and out of either

of them.

There are many housekeepers who could get

along with their toils if it were not for sickness

and trouble. The fact is, one-half of the women
of the land are more or less invalids. The moun-

tain lass, who has never had an ache or pain,

may consider household toil inconsiderable, and

toward evening she may skip away miles to the

fields and drive home the cattle, and she may,

until ten o'clock at night, fiU the house with
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laughing racket; but oh, to do the work of life

with worn-out constitution, when whooping-

cough has been raging for six weeks in the house-

hold, making the night as sleepless as the day

—

that is not so easy. Perhaps this conies after the

nerves have been shattered by some bereavement

that has left desolation in everyroom of the house,

and set the crib in the garret, because the occu-

pant has been hushed into a slumber which needs

no mother's lullaby. Oh, she could provide for

the whole group a great deal better than she can

for a part of the group, now the rest are gone.

Though you may tell her God is taking care of

those who are gone, it is mother-like to brood

both flocks; and one wing she puts over the flock

in the house, the other wing she puts over the

flock in the grave.

There is nothing but the old-fasliioned rehgion

of Jesus Christ that will take a woman through

the trials of home life. At first there may be a

romance or a novelty that will do for a substitute.

The marriage hour has just passed, and the per-

plexities of the household are more than atoned

by the joy of being together, and by the fact that

when it is late they do not have to discuss the

question as to whether it is time to go. The mis-

haps of the household, instead of being a matter

of anxiety and reprehension, are a matter of

merriment—^the loaf of bread turned into a geolo-

gical specimen; the slushy custards; the jaundiced

or measly biscuits. It is a very bright sunhght
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that falls on the cutlery and the mantel ornaments

of a new home.

But after awhile the romance is all gone, and
then there is something to be prepared for the

table that the book called " Cookery Taught in

Twelve Lessons" will not teach. The receipt for

making it is not a handful of this, a cup of that,

and a spoonful of something else. It is not

something sweetened with ordinary condiments,

or flavored with ordinary flavors, or baked in or-

dinary ovens. It is the loaf of domestic happiness;

and all the ingredients come down from heaven,

and the fruits are plucked from the tree of life,

and it is sweetened with the new wine of the

kingdom, and it is baked in the oven of home
trial. Solomon wrote out of his own experience.

He had a wretched home. A man cannot be

happy with two wives, much less six hundred;

and he says, writing out of his own experience

:

"Better is a dinner of herbs where love is, than a

stalled ox and hatred therewith.

"

How great are the responsibilities of house-

keepers. Sometimes an indigestible article of

food, by its effect upon a commander or king, has

defeated an army or overthrown an empire.

Housekeepers, by the food they provide, by the

couches they spread, by the books they introduce,

by the influence they bring around their home,
are deciding the physical, intellectucal, moral,

eternal destiny of the race. You say your life is

one of sacrifice. I know it. But, my sisters, that

is the only life worth living. That was Florence
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Nightingale's life ; that was Payson's hfe
;
that

was Christ's life. We adniire it in others ; but

how very hard it is for us to cultivate ourselves.

When in this city, young Doctor Hutchison, hav-

ing spent a whole night in a diphtheretic-room for

the rehef of a patient, became saturated with the

poison and died, we all felt as if we would hke to

put garlands on his grave; everybody appreciates

that. Wlien in the burning hotel at St. Louis, a

young man on the fifth story broke open the door

of the room where his mother was sleeping, and

plunged in amid smoke and fire, crying: "Mother!

where are you?" and never came out, our hearts

applauded that young man. But how few of us

have the Christian-hke spirit—a wilhngness to

suffer for others. A rough teacher in a school

called upon a poor, half-starved lad, who had
offended against the laws of the school, and said:

"Takeoff yoiu- coat directly, sir." The boy re-

fused to take it off. Whereupon the teacher said

again : "Take off your coat, sir," as he swung the

whip through the air. The boy refused; it was
not because he was afraid of the lash—^he was
used to that at home—^but it was from shame; he

had no undergarment, and as at the third com-

mand he pulled slowly off his coat, there went a

sob tlirough the school. They saw then why he

did not want to remove his coat, and they saw
the shoulder blades had almost cut through the

skin, and a stout healthy boy rose up and went to

the teacher of the school, and said: "Oh, sir,

please doiVt hurt this poor fellow; ^iiip me; see,
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he's nothing but a poor chap; don't you hurt him,

he's poor ; whip me." " Well," said the teacher,

"It's going to be a severe whipping ; I am willing

to take you as a substitute." "Well," said the

boy, " I don't care
;
you whip me, if you will let

this poor fellow go." The stout healthy boy took

the scouring without an outcry. "Bravo !" says

every man ;
" Bravo !" How many of us are will-

ing to take the scouring, and the suffering, and
the toil, and the anxiety for other people. Beau-

tiful thing to admire, but how little we have of

that spirit. God give us that self-denying spirit,

so that whether we are in humble spheres or in

conspicuous spheres, we may perform our whole
duty—for this struggle will soon be over.

One of the most affecting reminiscences of my
mother is my remembrance of her as a Christian

housekeeper. She worked very hard, and when
we would come in from summer play, and sit

down at the table at noon, I remember how she

used to come in with beads of perspiration along

the line of gray hair, and how some times she

would sit down at the table, and put her head
against her wrinkled hand and say :

" Well, the

fact is, I'm too tired to eat." Long after she

might have delegated this duty to others, she

would not be satisfied unless she attended to the

matter herself. In fact, we all preferred to have
her do so, for somehow things tasted better when
she prepared them. Some time ago, in an ex-

press train, I shot past that old homestead. I

looked out of the window, and tried to peer
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through the darkness. While I was doing so,

one of my old schoolmates, whom I had not seen
for many years, tapped m^e on the shoulder, and
said :

'' DeWitt, I see you are looking out at the
scenes of your boyhood." " 0, yes," I repHed,
" I was looking out at the old place where my
mother lived and died." That night, in the cars,

the whole scene came back to me. There was
the country home. There was the noonday table.

There were the children on either side of the table

—most of them gone never to come back. At one
end of the table, my father, with a smile that
never left his countenance even when he lay in

his coffin. It was an eighty-six years' smile—not
the smile of inanimation, but of Christian courage
and Christian hope. At the other end of the table

was a beautiful, benignant, hard-working, aged
Christian housekeeper, my mother. She was
very tired. I am glad she has so good a place to

rest in. ''Blessed are the dead who die in the
Lord; they rest from their labors, and their works
do follow them."



WOMAN AND HER POWER,

'Women ^Wlio Flglat tlie Battle of Ofe
Alone.

" Eveiy wise woman buildeth her house."

—

Prov. 14: 1.

Woman a mere adjunct to man, an appendix to

the masculine volume, an appendage, a sort of

after-thought, something thrown in to make

things even—that is the heresy entertained and

implied by some men. This is evident to them :

Woman's insignificance, as compared to man, is

evident to them, because Adam was first created,

and then Eve. They don't read the whole story,

or they would find that the porpoise and the bear

and the hawk were created before Adam, so that

this argument, drawn from priority of creation,

might prove that the sheep and the dog were

greater than man. No. Woman was an inde-

pendent creation, and was intended, if she chosej

to live alone, to walk alone, act alone, think alone,

and fight her battles alone. The Bible says it is

not good for man to be alone, but never says it is

not good for woman to be alone ; and the simple

fact is, that many women who are harnessed for

life in the marriage relation would be a thousand

fold better off if they were alone.
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Who are these men who, year after year, hang
around hotels and engme-houses and theatre

doors, and come in and out to bother busy clerks

and merchants and mechanics, doing nothing

when there is plenty to do ? They are

MEN SUPPORTED BY THEIR WIVES

and mothers. If the statistics of any of our ^itie,.

could be taken on this subject, you would find

that a vast multitude of women not only support

themselves, but masculines. A great legion of

men amount to nothing, and a woman by mar-

riage, manacled to one of these nonentities, needs

condolence. A woman standing outside the

marriage relation is several hundred thousand

times better off than a woman badly married.

Many a bride, instead of a wreath of orange

blossoms, might more properly wear a branch of

nettles and nightshade, and, instead of the Wed-
ding March, a more appropriate tune would be the

Dead March in Saul, and, instead of a banquet of

confectionery and ices, there might be more ap-

propriately spread a table covered with apples of

Sodom.

THE DOVE AND THE VULTURE.

Many an attractive woman, of good sound sense

in other things, has married one of these men to

reform him. What was the result ? Like wh-en

a dove, noticing that a vulture was rapacious and

cruel, set about to reform it, and said, ^^I have

a mild disposition, and I like peace, and wa?
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brought up in the quiet of a dove-cote, and I will

bring the vulture to the same hking by marrying

him." So, one day, after the vultm^e declared he

would give up his carnivorous habits and cease

longing for blood of flock and herd, at an altar of

rock covered with moss andhchen, the twain were

married, a bald-headed eagle officiating, the

vulture saying, '' With all my dominion of earth

and sky, I thee endow, and promise to love and

cherish till death do us part." But one day the

dove in her fright, saw the vulture busy at a car-

cass, and cried, " Stop that ! did you not promise

me that you would quit your carnivorous and

filthy habits if I married you ?" " Yes," said the

vulture, "but if you don't hke my way, you can

leave," and with one angry stroke of beak, and

another fierce clutch of claw, the vulture left the

dove eyeless and wingless and lifeless. And a

flock of robins flying past, cried to each other and

said, " See there ! that comes from a dove's

marrying a vulture to reform liim .

"

Many a woman who has had the hand of a

young inebriate offered, but declined it, or who
was asked to chain her life to a man selfish, or

of bad temper, and refused the shackles, will bless

God throughout all eternity that she escaped that

earthly Pandemonium,

ENFORCED CELIBACY.

Besides all this, in our country about one mil-

lion men were sacrificed in our Civil War, and

that decreed a milhon women to cehbacy. Be-
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sides that, since the war, several armies of men
as large as the Federal and Confederate armies

put together, have fallen under malt liquors and
distiUed spirits, so full of poisoned ingredients

that the work was done more rapidly, and the

victims fell while yet young. And if fifty thou-

sand men are destroyed every year by strong drink

before marriage, tliat makes in the twenty-three

years since the war one million one hundred and

fifty thousand men slain, and decrees one million

Due hundred and fifty thousand women to celibacy.

Take, then, the fact that so many women are un-

happy in their marriage, and the fact that the

slaughter of two million one hundred and fifty

thousand men, b}^ war and rum combined, decides

that at least that number of women shall be un-

affianced for life, my text comes in with a cheer

and a potency and appropriateness that I never

saw in it before when it says, "Every wise

woman buildeth her house ;" that is, let woman
be her own architect, lay out her own plans, be

her own supervisor, acliieve her own destiny.

In addressing these women who will have to

fight the battle alone, I congratulate you on

YOUR HAPPY ESCAPE.

Rejoice forever that you will not have to navigate

the faults of the other sex, when you have faults

enough of your own. Think of the bereavements

you avoid, of the risks of unassimilated temper

which you will not have to run, of the cares you

will never have to carry, and of the opportunity of
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outside usefulness from which marital life would
have partially debarred you, and that you are free

to go and come as one who has the responsibihties

of a household can seldom be. God has not given

you a hard lot, as compared with your sisters.

When young women shall make up their muids at

the start that mascuUne companionship is not a

necessity in order to happiness, and that there is a

strong probabHity that they ^viH have to fight

the battle of life alone, they will be getting the

timber ready for then' own fortune, and then* saw
and axe and plane sharpened for its constrac-

tion, since ''Every wise woman buildeth her

house."

As no boy ought to be brought up without

learning some business at which he could earn

a Uvelihood, so no ghi ought to be brought up
without learning

THE SCIENCE OP SELF-SUPPORT.

The difficulty is that many a family goes saihng

on the high tides of success, and the husband and

father depends on his own health and acumen
for the welfare of his household, but one day he

gets his feet wet, and in three days pneumonia
has closed his hfe, and the daughters are turned

out on a cold world to earn bread, and there is

nothing practical that they can do. The friends

come in and hold consultation.

"Give music lessons," says an outsider. Yes,

that is a useful calling, and if you have great

genius for it, go on in that direction. But there
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are enough music teachers now starving to death

in all our towns and cities, to occupy all the piano

stools and sofas and chairs and front-door steps of

the city. Ijesides that, the daughter has been

playing only for amusement, and is only at the

foot of the ladder, to the top of which a great

multitude of masters on piano and harp and flute

and organ have climbed.

"Put the bereft daughter's as saleswomen in

stores," says another adviser. But there they

must compete with salesmen ot long experience,

or with men who have served an apprenticeship

in commerce and who began as shop boys at

ten years of age. Some kind-hearted dry goods

man, having known the father, now gone, says,

" We are not in need of any more help just now,

but send your daughters to my store, and I will do

as well by them as possible. Very soon the ques-

tion comes up. Why do not the female employes

of that establishment get as much wages as the

male employes ? For the simple reason, in many
cases, the females were suddenly flung by mis-

fortune behind that counter, while the males have
from the day they left the public school been

learning the business.

How is this evil to be cured 2 Start clear back
in the homestead and

TEACH YOUR DAUGHTERS

that life is an earnest thing, and that there is a
possibility, if not a strong probability, that they

will have to fight the battle of life alone. Let
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every father and mother say to their daughters,

''Now, what would you do for a hvehhood if

what I now own were swept away by financial

disaster, or old age, or death should end my
career ?"

"Well, I could paint on pottery and do such
decorative work." Yes, that is beautiful, and if

you have genius for it go on in that direction.

But there are enough busy at that now to make a
line of hardware from here to the East River and
across the bridge.

"Well, I could make recitations in pubhc and
earn my living as a dramatist ; I could render

King Lear or Macbeth till your hair would rise on
end, or give you Sheridan's Ride or Dickens'

Pickwick." Yes, that is a beautiful art, but ever

and anon, as now, there is an epidemic of dram-
atization that makes hundreds of households
nervous with the cries and shrieks and groans of

young tragediennes dying in the fifth act, and
the trouble is that while your friends would like

to hear you, and really think that you could sur-

pass Ristori and Charlotte Cushman and Fanny
Kemble of tho past, to say nothing of the present,

you could not, in the way of living, in ten years
earn ter ^ents.

My advice to all girls and all unmarried women,
whether in affluent homes or in homes where
most stringent economies are grinding, is to learn

to do some kind of work tha,t the world must
have while the world stands. I am glad to see a

marvelous change for the beiter, and thatwomen
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have found out that there are hundreds of prac-

tical

THINGS THAT A WOMAN CAN DO

for a hving if she begins soon enough, and that

men have been compelled to admit it. You and I

can remember when the majority of occupations

were thought inappropriate for women ; but our

Civil War came, and the hosts of men went
forth from North and South ; and to conduct the

business of oui' cities during the patriotic absence,

women were demanded by the tens of thousands

to take the vacant places ; and multitudes of wo-
men, who had been hitherto supported by fathers

and brothers and sons, were comj)elled from that

time to take care of themselves. From that time

a mighty change took place favorable to female

employment.

Among the occupations appropriate for woman
I place the following, into many of which she has

ah'eady entered, and all the others she will enter

:

Stenography, and you may find her at nearly all

the reportorial stands in our educational, political

and religious meetings. Savings banks, the work
clean and honorable, and who so great a right to

toil there, for a woman founded the first savings

bank—Mrs. Priscilla Wakefield ? Copyists, and
there is hardly a professional man that does not

need the service of her penmanship ; and, as

amanuensis, many of the greatest books of our
day have been dictated for her writing. There
they are as florists and confectioners and music
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teachers and book-keepers, for which they are

specially

QUALIFIED BY PATIENCE AND ACCURACY
;

and wood-engraving, in which the Cooper Insti-

tute has tui'ned out so many qualified ; and tele-'

graphy, for which she is specially prepared, as

thousands of the telegraphic offices will testify.

Photography, and in nearly all our estabhshments

they may be found there at cheerful work. As
workers in ivory and gutta-percha and gum
elastic and tortoise-shell and gilding, and in

chemicals, in porcelain, in terra cotta. As post-

mistresses, and the President is given them ap-

pointments all over the land.

As proof-readers, as translators, as modelers,

as designers, as draughtwomen, as lithogTaphers,

as teachers in schools and seminaries, for which

they are especially endowed,

THE FIRST TEACHER.

of every child, by Divine arrangement, being a

woman. As physicians, having graduated after

a regular course of study from the female colleges

of our large cities, where they get as scientific and

thorough preparation as any doctors ever had, and

go forth to a work wliich no one butwomen could

so appropriately and delicately do. On the lec-

turing platform ; for you know the brilhant suc-

cess of Mrs. Livermore and Mrs. Hallowell and

Mrs. Willard and Mrs. Lathrop. As physio-

logical lecturers to their own sex, for which ser
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^ice there is a demand appalling and terrific.

As preachers of the Gospel, and all the protests

of ecclesiastical courts cannot hinder them, for

they have a pathos and a power in their reli-

gious utterances that men can never reach.

Witness all those who have heard their mother

pray.

0, young women of America ! as many of you

will have to fight your own battles alone, do not

wait until you are flung of disaster, and your

father is dead, and aU the resources of your fam-

ily have been scattered ; but now, while in a good

house and environed by all prosperities, learn how
to do some kind of

WORK THAT THE WORLD MUST HAVE.

as long as the world stands. Turn your atten-

tion from the embroidery of fine slippers, of which

there is a surplus, and make a useful shoe. Ex-

pend the time in which you adorn a cigar-case in

learning how to make a good, honest loaf of bread.

Turn your attention from the making of flimsy

nothings to the manufactming of important some-

things.

Much of the time spent in young ladies' sem-

inaries in studying what are called the ''higher

branches," might better be expended in teaching

them something by which they could support

themselves. If you are going to be teachers, or if

you have so much assured wealth that you can

always dwell in those high regions, trigonometry

of course, metaphysics of course, Latin and Greek
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and German and French and Italian of course, and

a hundred other things of course ; but if you are

not expecting to teach, and your wealth is not es-

tablished beyond misfortune, after you have

[earned the ordinary branches, take hold of that

kind of study that will pay in dollars and cents

in case you are thrown on your own resources.

Learn to do something better than anybody;

else.

Buy Virginia Penny's book, entitled " The Em-
ployments of Women," and learn there a.re five

hundred ways in which a woman may earn a

living.

''No, no!" says some young woman, "I will

not undertake anything so

UNROMANTIC AJSTD COMMONPLACE

as that." An excellent author writes that after he

had, in a book, argued for efficiency in womanly
work in order to success, and positive apprentice-

ship by way of preparation, a prominent cheniist

advertised that he would teach a class of women
to become druggists and apothecaries if they

would go through an apprenticesliip as men do
;

and a printer advertised that he would take a class

of women to learn the printer's trade if they would

go through an apprenticeship as men do, and how
many, according to the account of the authoress,

do you suppose applied to become skilled in the

druggist business and printing business ? Not
one

!
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"But," you ask, " what would my father and

mother say if they saw I was doing such

UXFASmOXABLE WORK?"

Throw the whole responsibihty upon the pastoi

of the Brooklyn Tabernacle, who is constantly

hearing of young women in all these cities, who,
unquahfied by then' pre^aous luxurious surround

ings for the awful struggle of life into which
they have been suddenly hurled, seemed to have

nothing left them but a choice between starvation

and damnation. There they go along the street

seven o'clock in the wintry mornings, through the

slush and storm, to the place where they shall

earn only half enough for subsistence, the

daughters of once prosperous merchants, lawyers,

clergjTnen, artists, bankers and capitalists, who
brought up their children under the infernal de-

lusion that it was not high-tone for women to

learn a profitable calling. Young women ! take

this affair in your own hand, and let there be an

insurrection m all prosperous families of Brook-

lyn and New York and Christendom on the part

of the daughters of this day, demanding knowl-

edge in occupations and styles of business by

which they may be their own defence and their

own support if all fatherly and husbandly and

brotherly hands forever fail them. I have seen

TWO SAD SIGHTS,

the one a woman in all the glory of her young life,

stricken by disease, and in a week lifeless in a
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home of which she had been the pride. As her

hands were folded over the still heart and her

eyes closed for the last slumber, and she was
ta,ken out amid the lamentations of kindred and

friends, I thought that was a sadness immeasur-

able. But I have seen something compared with

which that scene was bright and songful. It was

a young woman who had been all her days amid

wealthy surroundings, by the visit of death and

bankruptcy to the household turned out on a

cold world without one lesson about how to get

food or shelter, and into the awfi\l whuipool of

city life, where strong ships have gone down, and

for twenty years not one word has been heard

from her.

Vessels last week went out on the Atlantic

Ocean looMng for a shipwrecked craft that was
left alone and forsaken on the sea a few weeks

ago, with the idea of bringing it into port. But

who shall ever bring again into the harbor of

peace and hope and heaven that lost womanly
inunortal, driven in what tempest, aflame in what
conflagration, sinking into what abyss ? God,

help ! Christ, rescue !

My sisters, give not your time to learning fancy

work which the world may dispense with in hard

times, but connect your skill with

THE INDISPENSABLES OF LIFE.

The world will always want something to wear
and something to eat, and shelter and fuel for the

body, and knowledge for the mindj and religion
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for the soul. And all these things will continue

to be the necessaries, and if you fasten youi' ener-

gies upon occupations and professions thus related,

the world will be unable to do without you. Re-

member, that in proportion as you are skillful in

anything, youi' rivahies become less. For un-

skilled toil, women by the millions. But you may
rise to where there are only a thousand ; and still

higher, till there are only a hundred ; and still

higher, till there are only ten ; and still higher, in

some particular department, till there is only a

unit, and that yourself. For a while you may
keep wages and a place through the kindly sym-

pathy of an employer, but you will eventually get

no more compensation than you can make your
self worth.

Let me say to all women who have already en-

tered upon the battle of life, that the time is com-

ing when woman shall not only get as much
salary and wages as. men get, but for certain

styles of employment women will have higher

salary and more wages, for the reason that for

Bome styles of work they have more adaptation.

But this

JUSTICE WILL COME TO WOMAN

not tlu'ough any sentiment of gallantry, not be-

cause woman is physically weaker than man, and,

therefore, ought to have more consideration shown
her, but because through her finer natural taste

and more grace of manner, and quicker perception,

and more delicate touch, and more educated
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adroitu 3SSj she will, in certain callings, be to her

employer worth ten per cent more, or twenty pel

cent more than the other sex. She will not get

it by asking for it, but by earning itj and it shaU
be hera by lawful conquest.

Now, men of America, be fair, and

GIVE THE WOMEN" A CHANCE.

Are you afraid that they will do some of youi
work, and hence harm your prosperities ? Ee-

member that there are scores of thousands of men
doing women's work. Do not be afraid ! God
knows the end from the beginning, and He knows
how many people this world can feed and shelter,

and when it gets too full He will end the world,

and, if need be, start another. God will halt the

inventive faculty, which, by producing a machine
that will do the work of ten or twenty or a hun-
dred men and women, wiR leave that number of

people without work. I hope that there wiU.

not be invented another sewing machine, or

reaping machine, or corn thresher, or any other

new macliine, for the next five hundred years.

We want no more wooden hands and u^on

hands and steel hands and electric hands sub-

stituted for men and women, who would other=

wise do the work and get the pay and earn the

livelihood.

But God will arrange all, and aU we have to do
is to do our best and trust Him for the rest. Let
me cheer all women fighting the battle of life

alone, with the fact of thousands of
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WOMEN WHO HAVE WON

the day. Mary Lyon, founder of Mount Holyoke

Female Seminary, fought the battle alone

;

Adelaide Newton, the tract distributor, alone

;

Pideha Fisk, the consecrated missionary, alone
;

Dorothea Dix, the angel of the insane asylums,

alone ; Caroline Herschel, the indispensable rein-

forcement of her brother, alone ; Maria Takrzew-

ska, the heroine of the Berhn hospital, alone
;

Helen Chahners, patron of the sewing-schools for

the poor of Edinburgh, alone. And thousands

and tens of thousands of women, of whose bravery

and self-sacrifice and glory of character the world

has made no record, but w^hose deeds are in the

heavenly archives of martyrs who fought the

battle alone, and, though unrecognized for the

short thirty or fifty or eighty years of their earth-

ly existence, shall through the quintiUion ages of

the higher world be pointed out with the admiring

cry, " These are they who came out of gi^eat trib-

ulation and had theii' robes washed and made
white in the blood of the Lamb."
Let me also say, for the encouragement of all

women fighting the battle of life alone, that their

co^.flict will soon end. Tl^ere is one word -written

over the faces of many of them, and that word is

Despair. My sister, you need

APPEAL TO CHRIST,

who comforted the sisters of Bethany in t]ieir

domestic trouble, and who in His last hours foi got
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all the pangs of His own hands and feet and heart,

as he looked into the face of maternal anguish,

and called a friend's attention to it, in substance

saying, ''John, I cannot take care of her any

longer. Do for her as I would have done, if I had

lived. Behold thy mother !" If, under the pres-

sure of unrewarded and unappreciated work, your

hah is whitening and the wrinkles come, rejoice

that you are nearmg the hour of escape from your

very last fatigue, and may your departure be as

pleasant as that of IsabeUa Graham, who closed

her life ^dth a smile and the word "Peace."

The daughter of a regiment in any army is all

smTOunded by bayonets of defence, and, in the

battle, whoever faUs, she is kept safe. And you

are the daughter of the regiment commanded by

the Lord of Hosts. After all, you are not fighting

the battle of hfe alone. All heaven is on your

side. You ^oU be wise to appropriate to yourself

the words of sacred rhythm

:

One who has kno^vn in storms to sail

I have on board

;

Above the roaring of the gale

I hear my Lord.

He holds me ; when the biUows smite

I shall not fall.

If short, 'tis sharp ; if long, 'tis light 5

He tempers all.
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Worldly Marriages.

"And there was a man in Maon whose possessions were in

Carmel, and the man was very great, and he had three thou-

sand sheep and a thousand goats."—1 Sam. 35 : 2.

My text introduces us to a drunken bloat of

large property. Before the day of safety deposits

and government bonds and national banks, peo-

ple had their investment in flocks and herds, and

this man, Nabal, of the text, had much of Ms
possessions in live-stock. He came also of a dis-

tinguished family, and had glorious Caleb for an

ancestor. But this descendant was a sneak, a

churl,

A SOT AND A FOOL.

One instance to illustrate : It was a wool-raising

country, and at the time of shearing a gTeat feast

was prepared for the shearers ; and David and his

warriors, who had in other days saved from de-

struction the threshing-floors of Nabal, sent to

him, asking, in this time of plenty, for some bread

for their starving men. And Nabal cried out:

"Who is David?" As though an EnglishmaiT

had said, "Who is Wellington?" or a German

should say, " Who is Von Moltke ?" or an Ameri-

can should say, " ^Vho is Washingtor^ ?" Nothing

did Nabal give to the starving men, and that

night the scoundrel lay dead drunk at home ;
and
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the Bible gives us a full-length picture of him,

sprawling and maudlin and helpless.

Now that was the man whom Abigail, the love-

ly and gracious and good woman, married—

a

tuberose planted beside a thistle, a palm-branch
twined into a wreath of deadly nightshade. Sure-

ly that was not one of the matches made in

heaven ! We throw up our hands in horror at

that wedding. How did she ever consent to link

her destinies with such a creature ? Well, she

no doubt thought that it would be an honor to be

associated with an aristocratic family ; and no one

can despise a great name. Beside this, wealth

would come, and with it

CHAINS OF GOLD

and mansions lighted by swinging lamps of aro-

matic oil, and resounding with the cheer of ban-

queters, seated at tables laden with wines from
the richest vineyards, and fruits from ripest

orchards, and nuts threshed from foreign woods,

and meats smoking in platters of gold, set on by
slaves in bright uniform.

Before she plighted her troth with this dissi-

pated man, she sometimes said to herself : ''How
can I endure him ? To be associated for life with

such a debauchee I cannot and will not !" But
then again she said to herself :

'' It is time I was
married, and this is a cold world to depend on,

and perhaps I might do worse, and maybe I will

make a sober man out of him, and marriage is i

lottery, anyhow." And when, one day, this rep-
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resentative of a great house presented himself hi

a parenthesis of sobriety, and with an assumed
gentihty and gallantry of manner, and with
promises of fidelity and kindness and self-

abnegation, a June morning smiled on a March
squall, and the great-souled woman surren-

dered her happiness to the keeping of this infa-

mous son of fortune, whose possessions were
in Carmel ; "and the man was very great, and
he had three thousand sheep and a thousand

goats."

Behold here a domestic tragedy repeated every

hour of every day, all over Christendom—mar-
riage for worldly success, without regard to char-

acter ; so Marie Jeanne Phihpon, the daughter of

the humble engraver, became

THE FAMOUS MADAME ROLAND

of history, the vivacious and brilliant girl, united

with the cold, formal, monotonous man, because

he came of an affluent family of Amiens, and

had lordly blood in his veins. The day when,

through political revolutions, this patriotic woman
was led to the scaffold, around which lay piles of

human heads that had fallen from the axe, and

she said to an aged man whom she had comforted

as they ascended the scaffold, " Go first, that you
may not witness my death," and then, undaunted,

took her turn to die—that day was to her only the

last act of a tragedy of which her marriage day

was the first.
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Good and genial character in a man is

THE VERY FIRST REQUISITE

for a vroman's happy marriage. Mistake me not

as depreciative of worldly prosperities. There is a

religious cant that would seem to represent pov-

erty as a virtue,and wealth as a crime. I can take

you through a thousand mansions, where God is

as much worshipped as He ever was in a cabin.

The Gospel inculcates the virtues which tend to-

ward wealth. In the millennium we will all

dwell in palaces, and ride in chariots, and sit at

sumptuous banquets, and sleep under rich embroid-

eries, and live four or five hundred years, for, if

according to the Bible, in those times a child shaU
die a hundred years old, the average of human
life will be at least five centuries.

The whole tendency of sin is toward poverty,

and the whole tendency of righteousness is toward
wealth. Godliness is profitable for the life that

now is, as well as for that which is to come. No in-

ventory can be made of the picture-galleries con-

secrated to God, and of sculpture and of libraries,

and pillared magnificence, and of parks and foun-

tains and gardens in the ownership of good men
and women. The two most lordly residences in

which I was ever a guest, had morning and even-

ing prayers, all the employes present, and all day
long there was an air of cheerful piety in the con-

versation and behavior. Lord Radstock carried

the Gospel to the Russian nobility. Lord Cavan
and Lord Cairns spent their vacation in evangelis-
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tic services. Lord Congleton became missionarj

to Bagdad. And the Christ who was born in an

Eastern caravansary has hved in a palace.

WHAT RICHES CAN DO.

It is a grand thing to have plenty of money; and

horses that don't compel you to take the dust of

every lumbering and lazy vehicle; and books of his-

tory that give you a glimpse of all the past ; and
shelves of poetry to i\ hich you may go and ask

Milton or Temiyson or Spencer or Tom Moore oi

Robert Burns to step down and spend an evening

with you ; and other shelves to which you may
go while you feel disgusted with the shams of the

world, and ask Thackeray to express your chagrin,

or Charles Dickens to expose Pecksniffianisn, or

Thomas Carlyle to thunder your indignation ; or

the other shelves w^here the old Gospel writers

stand ready to warn and cheer us, while they

open doors into that City which is so bright the

noonday sun is abolished.

There is no vktue in owning a horse that takes

four minutes to go a mile, if you can own one

that can go in a little over two minutes and a half
;

no virtue in running into the teeth of a northeast

wind with thin apparel if you can afford furs
;

NO VIRTUE IN BEING POOR

when you can honestly be rich. There are names
of men and women that I have only to mention,

and they suggest not only wealth, but religion

and generosity and philanthropy, such as Amos
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Lawrence, James Lenox, Peter Cooper, William

E. Dodge, Lord Shaftesbury, Miss Catherine

Wolf and Mrs. Astor. A recent writer says, that

of fifty leading business men in one of our Eastern

cities, and of the fifty leading business men of one

of our Western cities, three-fourths of them are

Christians.

The fact is, that about all the brain and the

business genius is on the side of religion, Infl-

dehty is incipient insanity. All infidels are cranks.

Many of them talk brightly, but you soon find that

in their mental machinery there is a screw loose.

When they are not lecturing against Christianity

they are sitting in bar-rooms, squirting tobacco

juice, and when they get mad swear till the place

is sulphurous. They only talk to keep their cour-

age up, and at best will feel like the infidel who
begged to be buried with his Christian wife and
daughter, and when asked why he wanted such

burial, rephed : ''If there be a resurrection of the

good, as some folks say there will be, my Chris-

tian wife and daughter will somehow get me up
and take me along with them."

Men may pretend to despise religion, but they

are rank hypocrites. The sea-captain was right

when he came up to the village on the seacoast,

and insisted on paying ten dollars to the church,

although he did not attend himself. When asked

his reason, he said that he had been in the habit

of carrying cargoes of oysters and clams from that

place, and he found, since that church was built

the people were more honest than they used to be
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for before the church was built, he often found the

load, when he came to count it, a thousand clams

short. Yes, godUness is profitable for both

worlds. Most of the great, honest,

PERMANENT WORLDLY SUCCESSES

are by those who reverence God and the Bible.

But what I do say is that if a man have nothing

but social position and financial resources, a

woman who puts her happiness by marriage in

his hands, re-enacts the folly of Abigail when she

accepted disagreeable Nabal, 'Svhose possessions

were in Carmel ; and the man was very great, and

he had three thousand sheep, and a thousand

goats."

If there be good moral character accompanied

by affluent circumstances, I congratulate you. If

not, let the morning lark fly clear of the Eocky
Mountain eagle.

THE SACRIFICE OF WOMAN

on the altar of social and financial expectation is

cruel and stupendous. I sketch you a scene you

have more than once witnessed. A comfortable

home, with nothing more than ordinary surround-

ings ; but an attractive daughter carefully and

Christianly reared. From the outside world comes

in a man with nothing but money,unless you count

profanity and selfishness and fondness for cham-

pagne and general recklessness as a part of his pos-

sessions. He has his coat coUar turned up when
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there is no chill in the air, but because it gives him
an air of abandon ; and eyeglass, not because he

is near-sighted, but because it gives a classical ap-

pearance ;
and with an attire somewhat loud, a

cane thick enough to be the club of Hercules and
clutched at the middle, his conversation interlard-

ed with French phrases inaccurately pronounced,

and a sweep of manner indicating that he was not

born like most folks, but terrestrially landed. By

ARTS LEARNED OF THE DEVIL

he insinuates himself into the affections of the

daughter of that Christian home. All the kin-

dred congratulate her on the almost supernatural

prospects. Eeports come in that the young man
is fast in his habits, that he has broken several

young hearts, and that he is mean and selfish and
cruel. But all this is covered up with the fact

that he has several houses in his own name, and

has large deposits at the bank, and, more than all,

has a father worth many hundred thousand dol-

lars and very feeble in health, and may any day

drop off, and this is the only son ; and a round

dollar held close to one's eye is large enough to

shut out a great desert, and how much more will

several bushels of dollars shut out !

The marriage day comes and goes. The wed-

ding ring was costly enough, and the orange

blossoms fragrant enough, and the benediction

solemn enough, and the wedding march stirring

enough. And the audience shed tears of sym-

pathetic gladness, supposing that the craft con-
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tailing the two has sailed off on a placid lake,

although God knows that they are

LAUNCHED ON A DEAD SEA,

its waters bi'ackish with tears, and ghastly with

ghastly faces of despair, floating to the surface and

then going down. There they are, the newly

married pair, in their new home. He turns out to

be a tyi'ant. Her will is nothing, his will every-

thing. Lavish of money for his own pleasure, he

begrudges her the pennies he pinches out into her

trembling palm. Instead of the kind words she

left behind in hei' former home, now there are

complaints and fault-findings. He is the master,

and she the slave.

The worst villain on earth is the man who, hav-

ing captured a woman from her father's house,

and after the oath of the marriage altar has been

pronounced, says, by his manner if not his words

:

" I have you now in my power. What can you

do ? My arm is stronger than yours. My voice

is louder than yours. My fortune is greater than

yours. My name is mightier than yours. Now
crouch before me like a dog. Now crawl away
from me like a reptile. You are nothing but a

woman, anyhow. Down, you miserable wretch!"

Can halls of mosaic, can long lines of Etruscan

bronze, or statuary by Palmer and Powers and

Crawford and Chantry and Canova, can galleries

rich from the pencil of Bierstadt and Church and

Kenset and Cole and Cropsey, could flutes played

on bj an Ole Bull, or pianos fingered by a Gotts
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chalk, or solos warbled by a Sonntag, could ward-

robes like that of a Marie Antoinette, could jewels

like those of a Eugenie, make a wife in such a

companionship happy ?

IMPRISONED IN A CASTLE !

Her gold bracelets are the chains of a lifelong

servitude. There is a sword over her every feast,

not like that of Damocles staying suspended, but

dropping through her lacerated heart. Her ward-

robe is full of shrouds for deaths which she dies

daily, and she is buried alive, though buried

under gorgeous upholstery. There is one word

that sounds under the arches, and rolls along the

corridors, and weeps in the falling fountams, and

echoes in the shutting of every door, and groans

in every note of stringed and wind instrument

:

"Woe! Woe!" The oxen and sheep, in olden

times, brought to a temple of Jupiter to be sac-

rificed, used to be covered with ribbons and

flowers—ribbons on the horns and flowers on

the neck.

But the floral and ribboned decoration did not

make the stab of the butcher's knife less deathfuL

and all the chandehers you hang over such a wo-

man, and all the robes with which you enwrap

her, and all the ribbons with which you adorn

her, and all the bewitching charms with which

you embank her footsteps, are the ribbons and

flowers of a horrible butchery.

As if to show how vn:etched a good woman may
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be in splendid surroundings, we have two recent

illustrations,

TWO DUCAL PALACES

in Great Britain. They are the focus of the best

things that are possible in art, in literature, in

architecture, the accumulation of other estates,

until their wealth is beyoiid calculation, and their

grandeur beyond description. One of the castles

has a cabinet set with gems that cost two
million five hundred thousand dollars, and the

walls of it bloom with Rembrandts and Claudes

and Poussins and Guides and Raphaels, and there

are Southdown flocks in summer grazing on its

lawns, and Arab steeds prancing at the doorways
on the "first open day at the kennels." From
the one castle the duchess has removed with her

children, because she can no longer endure the

orgies of her husband, the duke, and in the other

castle the duchess remains, confronted by insults

and abominations, in the presence of which I do

not think God or decent society requires a good
woman to remain.

Alas for those ducal country-seats ! They on
a large scale illustrate what on a smaller scale

may be seen in many places, that without moral
character in a husband, all the accessories of

wealth are to a wife's soul tantalization and
mockery. When Abigail finds Nabal, her hus-

band, beastly drunk, as she comes home from in-

terceding for his fortune and life, it was no alle-

viation that the old brute had m possessions
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Carmel, and "was very greatj and bad three

thousand sheep, and one thousand goats," and he

the worst goat among them. The animal m hia

natm-e seized the soul and ran off with it. Before

things are right hi this world

GENTEEL YILLAENS

are to be expurgated. Instead of being welcomed

into respectable society because of the amount of

stars and garters and medals and estates they rep-

resent, they ought to be fumigated two or three

years before they are allowed, without peril to

themselves, to put their hands on the door-knob

of a moral house. The tune must come when a

mascuhne estray wih be as repugnant to good

society as a feminine estray, and no coat-of arms

or family emblazonry or epaulet can pass a

Lothario unchallenged among the sanctities of

home life.

By what law of God or common sense, is Absa-

lom better than a DelUah, a Don Juan better than

a Messahna? The brush that paints the on®

black must paint the other black.

But Avhat a spectacle it was when last summer
much of " watering-place " society went wild with

enthusiasm over an miclean foreign dignitary,

whose name in both hemispheres is a synonym for

profligacy, and pruicesses of American society

from all parts of the laud had him ride in their

carriages and sit at their tables, though they knew

him to be a portable lazaretto, a charnel hou^e of

moral putrefaction, Ms breath ^ t:i*ph-^ feif f«^
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that of a Satyr and his touch death ! Here is an

evil that men caunot stop, but women may.

KEEP ALL SUCH OUT

of your parlors, have no recognition for them in

the street, and no more think of allying your life

and destiny with theirs than "gales from Arabia^'

would consent to pass the honeymoon with an

Egyptian plague. All that money or social posi-

tion a bad man brings to a woman in marriage is a

splendid despair, a gilded horror, a brilliant agony,

a prolonged death; and the longer the marital

union \asts, the more evident will be the fact, that

she might better have never been born. Yet you

and I have been at brilHant weddings, where, be-

fore the feast was over, the bridegroom's tongue

was thick, and his eyes glassy, and his step a

stagger, as he clicked glasses with jolly comrades,

all going, with hghtning express train, to the

fatal crash over the embankment of a ruined hfe

and a lost eternity.

Woman, join not your right hand with such a

right hand. Accept from such a one no jewel for

linger or ear, lest that sparkle of precious stone

turns out to be the eye of a basilisk ; and let not

the ring come on the finger of your right hand,

lest that ring turns out to be one link of a chain

that shall bind you in never-ending captivity. In

the name of God and heaven and home,m the name
of all time and all eternity, I forbid the banns !

Consent not to join one of the many regiments of
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wOknan ^hc> have married for worldly suecesa

without regard to moral character.

If you are ambitious, womaUj for noble affi-

ancing, why not

MARRY A KING ?

And to that honor you are in^^ited by the Monarch

of heaven and earth, and this day a voice from the

sky somids forth : "As the bridegroom rejoiceth

over the bride, so shall thy God rejoice over thee.

"

Let Him put upon thee the ring of this royal

marriage. Here is an honor worth leaching after.

By repentance and faith you may come into a

marriage with the Emperor of univerfcial dominion,

and you may be an Empress unto God forever,

and reign with Him in palaces that the centuries

cannot crumble, or cannonades demolish.

High, worldly mhiiiage is not necessary for

;voman, or marriage of any kind, in order to

your happiness. Cehbacy has been honored by

the best Being that ever hved and His greatest

apostles—Christ and Paul. What higher houoi

could single hfe on earth have ? But what you
need, woman, is to be affianced forever and
forever, and the banns of that marriage I am tnis

moment here and now ready to publish. Let the

angels of heaven bend from their galleries of light

to witness, while I pronounce you one—a loving

God and a forgiven soul.

One of the most stirring passages in history with

which I am acquainted, tells us how Cleopatra,

r.he exiled Queen of Egypt, won the sympathies of
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Julius Caesar, the conqueror, until he became the

bridegroom, and she the bride. Driven from hei

throne, she sailed away on the Mediterranean Sea
in a storm, and when the large ship anchored, she

put out with one womanly friend in a small boat,

until she arrived at Alexandria, where was Caesar,

the great general. Knowing that she would not

be permitted to land or pass the guards on the

way to Caesar's palace, she laid upon the bottom
of the boat some shawls and scarfs and richly

dyed upholstery, and then lay down upon them,
and her friend wrapped her in them, and she was
admitted ashore in this wrapping of goods, which
was announced as

A PRESENT FOR CiESAR,

This bundle was permitted to pass the guards of

the gates of the palace, and wa-s jDut down at the

feet of the Roman general. When the bundle

was unrolled, there rose before Caesar one whose
courage and beauty and brilliancy are the aston-

ishment of the ages. This exiled Queen of Egypt
told the story of her sorrows, and he promised her

that she should get back her throne in Egypt and
take the throne of wifely dominion in his own
heart. Afterward they made a triumphal tour

in a barge that the pictures of many art galleries

have called '' Cleopatra's Barga," and that barge

was covered with silken awning, and its deck was
soft with luxuriant carpets, and the oars were sil-

ver-tipped, and the prow was gold-mounted, and
the air was redolent with the spicery of tropical
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gardens^ and resonant with the music that made
the night glad as the day.

You may rejoice, woman, that you are not a
Cleopatra, and that the One to whom you may be
affianced had none of the sins of Csesar, the Con-
queror. But it suggests to me how you, a soul

exiled from happiness and peace, may find your
way to the feet of the Conqueror of earth and sky.

Though it may be a dark night of spiritual agita-

tion in which you put out into the harbor of peace,

you may sail, and when all the ^T-^appings of fear

and doubt and sin shall be removed you will be
found at the feet of Him who will put you on a
throne to be acknowledged as His in the daywhen
all the silver trumpets of the sky shall proclaim :

" Behold the Bridegroom cometh ;" and in a barge
of hght you sail with Him the river whose source
is the foot of the throne, and whose mouth is at

the sea of glass mingled with fire.
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Broken Promises of Blarriage.

" I have opened my mouth unto the Lord, and I cannot g*.

back,"

—

Judges 11 : 35.

General Jephthali, the Commander-in-chief of

the Israehtish forces, is buckhng on tlie sword for

the extermination of the pestiferous Ammonites,

and looking up to the sky, he promises that if God
will give him the victory, he will put to death and

sacrifice as a burnt offering the first thing that

comes out from the door of his homestead when
he goes back. The hurrahing of triumph soon

runs along the line of all the companies, regiments

and divisions of Jephthah's army. A worse beaten

enemy than those Ammonites never strewed any
plain with their carcasses. General Jephthah,

fresh from his victory, is now on his way home. A3
he comes over the hills and through the valleys,

the whole march for his men is a cheer, but for

liim

A GREAT ANXIETY,

for he remembers his vow to slay and burn the

first thing that comes forth from his house to

greet him aftei his victory. Perhaps it may be

the old watch-dog that shall first come out ; and
who could get heart to beat out the life of a faith-
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ful creature like that, as he comes fawning and
barking and frisking, and putting up his paw
against his master in merry welcome after long

absence ? No ; it was not that which came forth

to meet Jephthah. Perhaps it may be a young
dove let out from its cage in the General's home,
which, gaining its hberty, may seem to reioice in

public gladness and flutter on the shoulder of the

famihar head of the household. But who could

have the heart to slay such a winged innocent ?

No ; it was not that which came forth to meet
Jephthah. Or it may be some good neighbor that

will rush out to greet him after having first been

in to tell the family of the near approach of the

General. But who could slay a neighbor who had
come on the scene to rejoice over the reunited

household ? No ; it was not that which came
forth to meet Jephthah.

As he advances upon his home the door opens,

and out of it comes one whose appearance under

other circumstances would have been an inde-

scribable joy, but under

THE PLEDGE OF A SACRIFICE

becomes a horror which blanches his cheek and

paralyzes his form and almost hurls him flat to

the earth. His child, his only child, his daughter

comes skipping out to greet him, her step keeping

time to a timbrel which she shakes and smites.

Did ever a conqueror's cheer end in such a bitter

groan ?

All the glories' of victorious war ar© blott<^d out
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from Jephthah's memory, and his banner is fold-

ed in grief, and his sword goes back into the

scabbard with a dolorous clang, and the muffled

drum takes the place of the cymbals, and the

"tremolo" the place of the trumpet, and he cries

out : "Alas, my daughter, thou has brought me
very low, and thou art one of them that trouble

me; for I have opened my mouth to the Lord,

and I cannot go back." During two months, amid

the mountains, without shelter, the maidens who
would have been at her wedding, ranged with

Jephthah's daughter up and down, bewailing her

coming sacrifice.

Commentators and theologians are in dispute

as to whether that girl was slain or not, and as

to whether, if she were slain, it was right or

wrong in Jephthah to be the executioner, a

discussion into which I shall not be diverted

from

THE OVERMASTERING CONSIDERATION

that we had better look out what we promise,

better be cautious what engagements we make,
better that in regard to all matters of betrothal

and plighted vow we feel the responsibility, lest

we have either to sacrifice the truth or sacrifice

an immortal being, and we be led to cry out

with the paroxysm of a Jephthah :

*
' I have

opened my mouth unto the Lord, and I cannot go
back."

There is one ward in almost all the insane asy-

lums, and a large region in almost every ceme-
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terj; that you need to visit. They are occupied by
the men and women who are the

VICTBIS OF BROKEN PROIVHSES

of marriage. The women in those wards and in

those mortuary receptacles are in the majority,

because woman hves more in her affections than
does man, and laceration of them, in her case, is

more apt to be a dementia and a fataUty. In some
regions of this land the promise of marriage is

considered to have no solemnity or bindmg force.

It was only made in fun. They may change their

mind. The engagement may stand until some
one more attractive in person, or 0]3ulent in

estate, appears on the scene ; then the rings are

returned, and the amatory letters, and all rela-

tionship ceases. And so there are ten thousand

Jephthah's daughters sacrificed as burnt offer-

ings. The whole subject needs to be taken out

of the realm of comedy into tragedy, and men and
women need to understand that, while there are

exceptions to the rule, once having solemnly

pledged to each other heart and hand, the for-

feiture and abandonment of that pledge makes
the transgressor in the sight of God a perjurer,

and so the Day of Judgment wiU reveal it. The
one has lied to the other ; and aU liars shall have
their place in the lake that burnetii with fire and
brimstone. If a man or woman make

A PROinSE IN THE BUSINESS WORLD

is there any moral obligation to fullfil it ? If a
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man sign a note for five hundred dollars, ought he

to pay it ? If a contract be signed involving the

building of a house, or the furnishing of a bill of

goods, ought they to stand by that contract ?

" Oh, yes," always answered. Then I ask the

further question : Is the heart, the happiness, the

welfare, the temporal and eternal destiny of a man
or woman worth as much as the house, worth

five hundred dollars, worth anything ? The realm

of profligacy is filled with men and women as a

result of the wrong answer to that question. The

most aggravating, stupendous and God-defying

he is a lie in the shape of a broken espousal.

But suppose a man changes his mind, ought he

not back out ? Not one in ten thousand.

WHAT IF I CHANGE MY MIND

about a promissory note, and dechne to pay it,

and suddenly put my property in such shape that

you could not collect your note ? How would you

like that ? That, you say, would be a fraud. So

is the other a fraud, and punish it God will cer-

tainly, as you live, and just as certainly if you do

not hve. I have known men, betrothed to loving

and good womanhood, resigning their engage-

ment, and the victim went down in hasty con-

sumption, while suddenly the recreant man would
go up the aisle of a church in brilliant bridal par-

ty, and the two promised " I will," with a solem-

nity that seemed ensurance of a lifetime happi-

ness. But the simple fact was, that was the first

act of a Shakesperian play entitled "Taming the
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Shrew." He found out, when too late, that he

had not married mto the family of the " Graces,"

but into the family of the " Fm^ies." To tiie day

of his death the mm'der of his first betrothal fol-

lowed hun.

The Bible extols one who " sweareth to his own
hm-t and changeth not." That is, when you make

a promise, keep it at all hazards. There may be

cases where deception has been used at the time

of engagement, and extraordinary ch-cumstances

where the promise is not binding, but in nme
hundred and ninety-nine cases out of a thousand,

engagement is

AS BINDING AS MARRIAGE.

Robert Burns, with all his faults, well knew the

force of a marital engagement. In obedience to

some rustic idea, he standing on one side of the

brook Ayr, and Mary Campbell on the other, they

bathed their hands in the water and then put them
on the boards of a Bible, making their pledge of

fidelity. On the cover of the Old Testament of

that book, to this day in Robert Burns' hand-

writing may be found the words, ^' Lev. 19 : 12.

' Ye shall not swear by my name falsely ; I am
the Lord.' " And on the cover of the New Testa-

ment in his own handwriting :
'^ Matt. 5 : 33 ;

' Thou shalt not forswear thyself, but shalt per-

form unto the Lord thine oaths.'
"

Suppose a ship-captain offers his services to take

a ship out to sea. After he gets a little way he

comes alongside of a vessel T\dth a more beautiful



46 BROKEN PROMISES OF MARRIAGE.

flag, and which has perhaps a richer cargo, and is

bound for a more attra,ctive port. Suppose he
rings a bell for the engineer to slow up, and the

screw stops. Now I see the captain being low-

ered over the side of the vessel into a small boat,

and he crosses to the

GAYER AND WEALTHIER CRAFT,

and chmbs up the sides, and is seen walking the

bridge of the other ship. I pick up his resigned

speaking-trumpet and I shout through it : "Cap-
tain, what does this mean ? Did you not promise

to take this ship to Southampton, England ?"

"Yes," says the captain, "but I have changed

my mind, and I have found I can do better, and
I am going to take charge here. I shall send back

to you all the letters I got while managing that

ship, and everything I got from your ship, and it

will be all right." You tell me that the worst fate

for such a captain as that is too good for him.

But it is just what a man or woman does who
promises to take one through the voyage of life,

across the ocean of existence, and then breaks

the promise.

What American society needs to be taught is

that betrothal is an act so solemn and tremendous

that all men and women must stand back from it

until they are sure it is right, and sure that it is

best, and sure that no retreat will be desired.

Before that promise of lifetime companionship,

any amount of romance that you wish, any ardor

of friendship, any coming or going. But
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ESPOUSAL IS A GATE,

a golden gate, which one should not pass, unless

he or she expects never to return. Engagement
is the porch of which marriage is the castle, and
you have no right in the porch if you do not mean
to pass into the castle . The trouble has always
been that this whole subject of affiance has been
relegated to the realm of frivolity and joke, and
considered not worth a sermon, or even a serious

paragraph. And so the massacre of human hves

has gone on, and the devil has had it his own
cruel way, and what is mightily needed is that

pulpit and platform and printing-press all speak a
word of unmistakable and thunderous protest on
this subject of infinite importance.

We put clear out into thin poesy and light read-

ing the marital engagements of Petrarch and his

Laura, Dante and his Beatrice, Chaucer and his

Philippa, Lorenzo de Medici and his Lucretia,

Spencer and his Rosalind, Waller and his Sac-

charissa, not reahzing that it was the sty]a of

their engagement that

DECIDED THEIR HAPPINESS

or wretchedness, their virtue or their profligacy.

All the literary and military and religious glory of

Queen Elizabeth's reign cannot blot out from one

of the most conspicuous pages of history her infa-

mous behavior toward Seymour and Philip and

Melville and Leicester and others. All the eccle-

siastical robes that Dean Swift ever rustled
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througii consecrated places cannot hide from in-

telligent people of all ages the fact that by promises

of marriage, which he never fulfilled, he broke

the heart of Jane Waring after an engagement

of seven years, and the heart of Stella after

an engagement of fourteen years, and the poetic

stanzas he dedicated to their excellences only

make the more immortal his own perfidy.

"But suppose I should make a mistake," says

some man or woman, '' and I find it out after the

engagement and before marriage ?" My answer

is, you have

NO EXCUSE FOR A MISTAKE

on this subject. There are so many ways of find-

ing out all about the character and preferences

and dislikes and habits of a man or woman, that

if you have not brain enough to form a right

judgment in regard to him or her, you are not so

fit a candidate for the matrimonial altar as you
are for an idiot asylum. Notice what society

your especial friend prefers, whether he is indus-

trious or lazy, whether she is neat or slatternly,

what books are read, what was the style of an-

cestry, noble or depraved ; and if there be any

unsolved mystery about the person under con-

sideration, postpone all promise until the mystery

is solved.

Jackson's Hollow, Brooklyn, was part of the

city not built on for many years, and every time

I crossed it I said to myself or to others, why is

not this land built on? I found out afterward
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that the title to the land was in controversy, and

no one wanted to build there until that question

was decided. Afterward I understood the title

was settled, and now buildings are going up all

over it. Do not build your happiness for this

world on a character, masculine or feminine, that

has not a settled and undisputed title to honor

and truth and sobriety and righteousness.

O woman, you have more need to pause before

making such an important promise than man, be-

cause if you make a mistake it is worse for you.

If a man blunder about promise of marriage or

go on to an unfortunate marriage, he can spend

his evenings away, and can go to the club or the

Republican or Democratic headquarters, and ab-

sorb his mind in city or state or national elections,

smoke himself stupid or drink himself drunk.

But there is no place of regular retreat for you,

O woman, and you could not take narcotics or

intoxicants and keep your respectability. Be-

fore you promise^ pray and think and study

and advise. There will never again in your

earthly history be a time when you so much need

God.

It seems to me that the world ought to cast out

from business credits and from good neighborhood

those who boast of the number of hearts they

have won, as the Indian boasts of the number of

scalps he has taken. If a man will lie to a

woman and a woman wiU lie to a man about so

important a matter as that of a lifetime's wel-

fare, they will lie about a bill of goods and he
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about finances and lie about anything. Society
to-day is brim full of gallants and man-milliners
and

CARPET KNIGHTS AND COQUETTES,

and those most God forsaken of all wretches
flirts. And they go about drawing-rooms and
the parlors of watering-places, simpering and
bowing and scraping and whispering, and then
return to the club-rooms, if they be men, or to
their special gatherings, if they be women, to
chatter and giggle over what was said to th^m in
confidence. Condign punishment is apt to come
upon them, and they get paid in their own coin.
I could point you to a score whom society has M
drop very hard, in return for their base traffic in
human hearts.

And here my idea widens, and I have to say,

not only to those who have made a mip>take in

solemn promise of marriage, but to those who
have already at the altar been pronounced one
when they are two, or in diversity of tast\3S and
likes and dislikes are neither one nor two, but
a dozen—make the best you can of an awful
mistake. And here let me answer letters that
come from every State of the American Union,
and from across the sea, and are coming year
after year from men and women who are terrific-

ally aUianced and tied together in a hard
knot—a very hard knot. The letters run some-
thing like this :

" What ought I to do ? my hus-
band is a drunkard." "My wife is a gad about
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and wHl not stay at home." '' My companion is

ignorant, and hates books, and I revel in them."

"I hke music, and a piano sets my husband

crazy." "I am fond of social life, and my hus-

band is a recluse."
'' I am trying to be good, and

my life-long associate is very bad; what shall I

do ?" My answer is, there are certain good

reasons for divorcement. The Bible recognizes

them ; but it must be

THE VERY LAST RESORT,

and only after all reasonable attempts at reclama-

tion and adjustment have proved a dead failure.

When such attempts fail, it is generally because

of meddlesome outsiders ; and women teU the

wronged wife how she ought to stand on her

rights, and men tell the wronged husbandhow he

ought to stand on his rights. And let husband

and wife, in an mihappy marriage relation, stand

punctihously on their rights, and there will be no

readjustment, and only one tiring will be sure to

them, and that is a hell on earth.

If you are unhappily married, in most cases I

advise you to make the best you can of an awfully

bad bargain. Do not project your pecuharities

more than is necessary. Perhaps you may have

some faults of your own, which the other partym
the marital alhance may have to suffer. You are

in the same yoke. If you pull aside, the yoke

will only twist your neck. Better puU ahead.

The world is fuU of
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PEOPLE WHO MADE MISTAKES

about many things, and among other things about

betrothal and marriage, and yet have been

tolerably happy and very useful in the strength of

God, and by the grace promised in every time of

aeed, if those who seek it conquer the disadvan-

tageous circumstances. I am acquainted with

lovely women, married to contemptible men, and

genial men yoked with termagants inspired of the

devil. And yet, under these disadvantages my
friends are useful and happy. God helps people

in other kinds of martyrdom and to sing in the

flame, and He will help you in your lifelong mis-

fortune.

Remember the patience of Job. What a wife

he had ! At a time when he was one great

blotch of eruptions, and his property was destroy-

ed by a tornado, and, more than all, bereavement

had come and the poor man needed all-wise

counsel, she advised him to go to cursing and
swearing. She wanted him to poultice his boils

with blasphemy. But he lived right on through

his

MARITAL DISADVANTAGES,

recovered his health and his fortune, and raised a

splendid family, and the closing paragraph of the

Book of Job has such a jubilance that I wonder
people do not oftener read it : ''So the Lord

blessed the latter end of Job more than his begin-

ning."
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jSTow, my badly mamed friend of either sex, if.

Jub could stand it by the help of God, then

YOU CAN STAND IT

by the same divine reinforcement. You have

other relations, woman, beside the wifely re-

lation. If you are a mother, train up your chih

dren for God and heaven. If you are a member

of a church, help move on its enterprises. You

can get so much of the grace of God in your

heart, that all your home trials will seem insig^

nificant. How little difference does it make what

your unrighteous husband caUs you, if God calls

you His child, and you are an heiress of whole

kiugdoms beyond the sky ?

Immerse yourself in some kind of outside

usefulness, something that will enhst youi

prayers, your sympathies, your hand, your needle,

your voice. Get your heart on fire Avith love

to God and the disenthrallment of the human

race, and the troubles of your home will be

blotted out in the glory of your consecrated life.

I cry out to you, woman, as Paul exclaims in

his letter to the Corinthians: "Whatknowest

thou, wife, whether thou shalt save thy hus-

band ?" And if you can^aot save him, you can

help in the grander, mightier enterprise of help-

ing save the world. Out of the awful mistake

of your marriage rise into the sublimest life of

self-sacrifice for God and suffering humanity. In-

stead of settling down to mope over your domestic
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woes, enlist your energies for the world's redemp.
tion.

Some parts of Holland keep out the ocean only

by dykes or walls of stout masonry.

THE DUTCH ENGINEER '

having these dykes in charge was soon to be mar-
ried to a maiden living in one of the villages, the

existence of which depended on the strength of

these dykes. And there was to be a great feast

in one of the villages that approaching evening,

in honor of the coming bridegroom. That day a

great storm threatened the destruction of the

dykes, and hence the destruction of thousands of

Hves in the villages sheltered by that stone wall.

The ocean was in full wrath, beating against the

dykes, and the tides and the terror were still ris-

ing. " Shall I go to the feast," says the engineer,

"or shall I go and help my workmen take care of

the dykes ?" " Take care of the dykes," he said

to himself, "I must and will." As he appeared

on the wall, the men working there were exhaust-

ed, and shouted: "Here comes the engineer.

Thank God ! Thank God !"

The walls was giving way, stone by stone, and
the engineer had a rope fastened around his body,

and some of the workmen had ropes fastened

around their bodies, and were let doAvn amid the

wild surges that beat the wall. Everything was
giving way. " More stones !" cried the men.
"More mortar !" But the answer came : "There
is no more !" " Then," cried the engineer, " take
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off your clothes and with them stop the holes in

the wall. " And so in the chill and darkness and
surf it was doni^, and with the workmen's apparel

the openings in the wall were partially filled.

But still the tide rose, and still the ocean reared

itself for more awful stroke and for the over-

whelming of thousands of lives in the villages.

" Now we have done all we can," said the engi-

neer, " down on your knees, my men, and pray

to God for help." And on the trembling and
parting dykes they prayed till the wind changed
and the sea subsided, and the villages below,

which, knowing nothing of the peril, were full of

romp and dance and hilarity, were gloriously

saved.

WHAT WE WANT

in this work of walhng back the ocean of poverty

and drunkenness and impurity and sin is the help

of more womanly and manly hands. O, how the

tides come in ! Atlantic surge of sorrow after

Atlantic surge of sorrow, and the tempests of

human hate and Satanic fury are in full cry. O
woman of many troubles, what are all the feasts

of worldly delight, if they were offered you, com-

pared with the opportunity of helping build and
support barriers which sometimes seem giving

way through man's treachery and the world's

assault ?

O WOMAN, TO THE DYKES !

Bring prayer, bring tears, bring cheering words !

Help ! Help ! And having done all, kneel with
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US on the quaking wall until the God of the wind

and the sea shall hush the one and silence the

other. To the dykes ! Sisters, mothers, wives,

daughters, of America, to the dykes ! The might-

iest catholicon for all the wounds and wrongs of

woman or man is complete absorption in the work
to rescue others. Save some man, some woman,
some child 1 In that effort you will forget or be

helped to bear your own trials, and in a little

while God will take you up out of your disturbed

and harrowing conjugal relation of earth into a

heaven all the happier because of preceding dis-

tress. Wlien Queen Elizabeth of England was
expiring it was arranged that the exact moment
of her death should be signalled to the people by

the dropping of a sapphire ring from a window
into the hands of an officer, who carried it at the

top of his speed to King James of Scotlaod. But

your departure from the scene of your earthly

woes, if you are ready to go, will not be the drop-

ping of a sapphire to the ground, but the setting

of a jewel in the King's coronet. Blessed be Kis

glorious name forever

!
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Dominion of Fasliion.

" The woman shall not wear that which pertaineth to a

man, neither shall a man put on a woman's garment : for all

that do so are abomination unto the Lord thy God."

—

Deut,

33: 5.

Grod thought womanly attire of enough import-

ance to have it discussed in the Bible. Paul the

Apostle, by no means a sentimentalist, and
accustomed to dwell on the great themes of God
and the resurrection, writes about the arrange-

ment of woman's hair and the style of her jewelry
;

and in my text, Moses, his ear yet filled with the

thunder at Mount Sinai, declares that womanly at-

tire must be in marked contrast with masculine

attire, and infraction of that law excites the in-

dignation of high heaven. Just in proportion as*

the morals of a country or an age are depressed is

that law defied. Show me the fashion plates of

any century from the time of the Deluge to this,

and I will tell you the exact state of pubHc morals.

BLOOMERISM

in this country years ago seemed about to break
down this divine law, but there was enough of

good in American society to beat back the inde-

cency. Yet ever and anon we have imported from
France., or perhaps invented on this side the sea, a
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style that proposes as far as possible to make
women dress like men ; and thousands of young
women catch the mode, until some one goes a
little too far in imitation of mascuhnity, and the

whole custom, by the good sense of American
womanhood, is obliterated.

The costumes of the countries are different, and
in the same country may change, but there is a
divinely ordered dissimilarity which must be for-

ever observed. Any divergence from this is

administrative of vice and runs against the keen
thrust of the text, which says: "The woman
shall not wear that which pertameth unto a man,
neither shall a man put on a woman's garment,
for all that do so are abomination unto the Lord
thy God."
Many years ago a French authoress, signing

herself George Sand, by her corrupt but brilliant

writings depraved homes and libraries innumer-

able, and was a literary grandmother of all the

present French and American authors, who have
written things so much worse that they have
made her putrefaction quite presentable. That

French authoress put on masculine attire. She

was consistent. Her writings and her behavior

were perfectly accordant.

My text abhors masculine women and

WOMANISH MEN.

What a sickening thing it is to see a man copying

'die speech, the walk, the manner of a woman.
The trouble is that they do not imitate a sensible
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woman, but some female imbecile. And they

simper, and they go with mincing step, and lisp,

and scream at nothing, and take on a languishing

look, and bang their hair, and are the nauseation

of honest folks of both sexes. man, bi^ a man !

You belong to quite a respectable sex. Do not

try to cross over, and so become a hybrid ;
neither

one nor the other, but a failure, half-way be-

tween.

Alike repugnant are

MASCUUNE WOMEN.

They copy a man's stalking gait and go down
the street with the stride of a walking-beam.

They wish they could smoke cigarettes, and some
of them do. They talk boisterously, and t^y to

sing bass. They do not laugh, they roar. They
cannot quite manage the broad profanity of the

sex they rival, but their conversation is often a
half-swear ; and if they said '' Lord " in earnest

prayer as often as they say it in Ughtness they

would be high up in sainthood. Withal there la

an assumed rugosity of apparel, and they wear a
man's hat, only changed by being in two or three

places smashed in and a dead canary clinging to

the general wreck, and a man's coat tucked in

here and there according to an. unaccountable

aesthetics. woman, stay a woman ! You also

belong to a very respectable sex. Do not try to

cross over. If you do you will be a failure as a
woman, and only a nondescript of a man. We
already have enough intellectual and moral
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bankrupts in oui' sex without your coming ovei

to make worse the deficit.

My text also sanctions fashion. Indeed, it seta

a fashion. There is a great deal of senseless

CANT ABOUT FASHION.

A woman or man who does not regard it is unfit

for a good neighborhood. The only question is

what is right fashion and what is wrong fashion.

Before I stop I want to show you that fashion has

been one of the most potent of reformers and one

of the vilest of usurpers. Sometimes it has been

an angel from heaven, and at others it has been

the mother of abominations. As the world grows

better there will be as much fashion a^i now, but

it will be a righteous fashion. In the future life

white robes always have been and always will be

in the fashion.

There is a great outcry against thiB submission

to social custom, as though any consultation of

the tastes and feelings of others were deplorable
;

but without it the world would have neither law,

order, civilization nor common decency. There

has been

A CANONIZATION OF BLVNTNESS.

There are men and women wht> boast that they

can tell you all they know and hear about you,

especially if it be unpleasant. Some have mis-

taken rough behavior for frankness, when the

two quahties do not belong to the same family.

You have no right, with your eccentricities, to
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crash in upon the sensitiveness of others. Thero

is no virtue in walking with hoofs over fine

carpets. The most jagged rock is covered with

blossoming moss. The storm that comes jarring

down in thunder strews rainbow colors upon the

sky and silvery drops on the orchard.

There are men who pride themselves on their

capacity to ''stick" others. They say, "I have
brought him down ; didn't I make him squirm !"

Others pride themselves on their outlandish

apparel. They boast of being out of the fashion.

They wear a queer hat. They ride in an odd

carriage. By dint of perpetual application they

would persuade the world that they are perfectly

indifferent to public opinion. They are more
proud of being " out of fashion" than others are

of being in. They are utterly and universally dis-

agreeable. Their rough corners have never been

worn off. They prefer a hedgehog to a lamb.

The accomphshments of life are in no wise pro-

ductive of effeminacy or enervation. Good man-
ners and a respect for the tastes of others are

indispensable. The Good Book speaks favorably

of those who are a "peculiar" people ; but thai

does not sanction the behavior of queer people.

There is no excuse, under any circumstances, for

not being the lady or gentleman.

RUDENESS IS SIN.

We have no words too ardent Iq express our
admiration for the refinements of sc iety. There
is no law, moral or divine, to forbf-1 elegance of
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deraeanor, or ornaments of gold, or gejms for the

person, artistic display in the dwelling, graceful-

ness of gait and bearing, polite salutation or

honest comphnients ; and he who is shocked or

offended by these had better, like the old Scythians,

wear tiger-skins and take one wild leap back into

midnight barbarism. As Christianity advances

there will be better apparel, higher styles of archi-

tecture, more exquisite adornments, sweeter

music, more correct behavicr and more thorough

ladies and gentlemen.

But there is another story to be told. Wrong
fashion is to be charged with many of the worst

evils of society, and its path has often been

strewn with the bodies of the slain. It has set up

A FALSE STANDAED

by which people are to be judged. Our common
sense, as weU as all the divine intimations on the

subject, teach us that people ought to be esteemed

according to their individual and moral attain-

ments. The man who has the most nobility of

soul should be fo-st, and he who has the least of

such qualities should stand last. No crest or

shield or escutcheon can indicate one's moral

peerage. Titles of Duke, Lord, Esquire, Earl,

Viscount or Patrician ought not to raise one into

the first rank. Some of the meanest men I have

ever known had at the end of their name D.D.,

LL.D. andF.R.S. Truth, honor, charity, hero-

ism, seK-sacrifice, should win highest favor; but

inordinate fashion says :
'' Count not a womao'g
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virtnes ; count her adornments." ^'Look not at

the contour of the head, but see the way she

combs her hair." "Ask not what noble deeds

have been accompHshed by that man's hand; but

is it white and soft ?" Ask not what good sense

is in her conversation, but "In what was she

dressed ?" Ask not whether there was hospitaUty

and cheerfulness in the house, but "In what style

do they live ?''

As a consequence, some of the most ignorant

and vicious men are at the top, and some of the

most virtuous and intelligent at the bottom.

During the last war we suddenly saw men hurled

up into the highest social positions. Had they

suddenly reformed from evil habits, or graduated

in science, or achieved some good work for

society ? No: they simplyhad obtained a Grovern-

ment contract ! This accounts for the utter

chagrin which people feel at the treatment they

receive when they lose their property. Hold up
your head

AMID FINANCIAL DISASTER

like a Christian ! Fifty thousand subtracted from
a good man leaves how much ? Honor ; truth

;

faith in God ; triumphant hope ; and a kingdom
of ineffable glory, over which he is to reign forevei

and ever. If the owner of millions should lose a

penny out of his pocket would he sit down on a

curbstone and cry ? And shaU a man possessed

of everlasting fortunes wear himself out with

grief because he has lost worldly treasure ? You



J4 DOMi:iION OF FASHION.

have only ]osi; that in which hundreds of wretched
misers suipass you ; and you have saved that

which the Caesars and the Pharaohs and the Alex-

anders could never afford. And yet society thinks

diSerently, and you see the most intimate friend-

ships broken up as the consequence of financial

embarrassments.

Proclamation has gone forth: '^Velvets must
go up and plain apparel must come down," and
the question is: "How does the coat fit ?" not

"Who wears it ?" The power that bears the tides

of excited population up and down our streets, and
rocks the world of commerce, and thrills all na-

tions, transatlantic and cisatlantic, is clothes. It

decides the last offices of respect ; and how long

the dross shall be totally black ; and when it may
subside into spots of grief on silk, calico or ging-

ham. Men die in good circumstances, but by
reason of extravagant funeral expenses are well

nigli insolvent before they get buried.

Wrong fashion is productive of a most

RUINOUS RIVALRY.

The expenditu/e of many households is adjusted

by what their neighbors have, not by what they
themselves can afford to have ; and the great

anxiety is as to who shall have the finest house
and the most costly equipage. The weapons used
in the warfare of social life are not Minie rifies,

and Dalilgren guns, and Hotchkiss shells, but
chairs and mirrors and vases, and Gobelins and
4xmmsters. Many household estabhsliinents
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are like a racing steamboat, propeUed at the utmost

strain and risk, and just coming to a terrific ex-

plosion. "Who cares," say they, "if we omy

come out ahead V There is no one cause to-day

of more financial embarrassment and of more dis-

honesty than this determination at all hazards to

Uve as well as or better than other people. There

are persons who will risk their eternity upon one

pier mhTor, or who will dash out the splendors of

heaven to get another trinket.

There are scores of men in the dungeons of the

penitentiary who risked honor, business, every-

thing, in the effort to shine hke others. Though

the heavens fall they must be "in the fashion.''

The most famous frauds of the day have resulted

from this feeling. It keeps hundreds of men

etrugghng for then' commercial existence. The

trouble is that some are caught and incarcerated

if theu larceny be smaU. If it be great they escape

and build their castle on the Rhine.

Again : Wrong fashion makes people unnatural

and untrue. It is a factory from which has come

forth more hollow and unmeaning

FLATTERIES AND HYPOCRISIES

than the LoweU miUs ever turned out shawls and

garments. Fashion is the greatest of all bars. It

has made society insincere. You know not what

to beheve. When people ask you to come, you do

not know whether or not they want you to come.

When they send their regards, you do not know

whether it is an expression of their heart, or au
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external civility. We have learned to take almost
everything at a discount. Word is sent, "Not
at home," when tney are only too lazy to dress

themselves. They say: " The furnace has just

gone out," when in truth they have had no fire in

it all winter. They apologize for the unusual
barrenness of their table, when they never live any
better. They decry their most luxurious enter-

tainments to win a shower of approval. They
apologize for their appearance, as though it were
unusual, when always at home they look just so.

They would make you believe that some nice

sketch on the wall was the work of a master-

painter. '

' It was an heir-loom, and once hung on
the walls of a castle ; and a duke gave it to their

grandfather. " People who will not lie about any-
thing else will lie about a picture. On a small
income we must make the world believe that we
are affluent, and our life becomes a cheat, a coun-
terfeit and a sham.
Few people are really natural and unaffected.

When I say this I do not mean to slur cultured

manners. It is right that we should have more
admiration for the sculptured marble than for

the unhewn block of the quarry. From many
circles in life fashion has driven out vivacity.

A FROZEN DIGNITY

instead floats about the room, and iceberg grinds

against iceberg. You must not laugh outright

;

it is vulgar. You must smile. You must not dash
rapidly across th^ room

;
you must glide. There
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is a round of bows and grins and flatteries, and
oh's and ah's and simperings, nambypanibyism
—a world of which is not worth one good, round,

honest peal of laughter. From such a holloi^'

round the tortured guest retires at the close of the

evening, and assures his host that he has enjoyed

himself.

Thus social life has been contorted and deformed,

until, in some mountain cabin, where rustics

gather to the quilting or the apple-paring, there is

more good cheer than in all the frescoed icehouses

of the metropolis. We want in all the higher

circles of society more warmth of heart and
naturalness of behavior, and not so many refrige-

rators.

Again : Wrong fashion is

INCOMPATIBLE WITH HAPPINESS.

Those who depend for their comfort upon the

admiration of others are subject to frequent

disappointment. Somebody will criticise their

appearance, or surpass them in brilhancy, or will

receive more attention. Oh, the jealousy and
detraction and heart-burnings of those who
move in this bewildered maze ! Poor butter-

flies ? Bright wings do not always bring happi-

ness. " She that hveth in pleasure is dead while

she hveth." The revelations of high life that

come to the challenge and the fight are only the

occasional croppings out of disquietudes that

are, underneath, like the stars of heaven for

multitudoj but like the demon? of l-he pit for
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hate. The misery that will to-night in the cel-

lar cuddle up in the straw is not so utter as the

princely disquietude which stalks through splen-

did drawing-rooms, brooding over the sights and
offences of luxurious life. The bitterness of life

seems not so unfitting when drunk out of a

pewter mug as when it pours from the chased

lips of a golden chalice. In the sharp crack of

the voluptuary's pistol, putting an end to his

earthly misery, I hear the confirmation that in a
hollow, fastidious life there is no peace.

Again : Devotion to wi'ong fashion is

PRODUCTIVE OF PHYSICAL DISEASE,

mental imbecility and spiritual withering. Ap-
parel insufficient to keep out the cold and the

rain, or so fitted upon the person that the func-

tions of life are restrained ; late hours filled with
excitement and feasting ; free draughts of wine
that make one not beastly intoxicated, but only

fashionably drunk ; and luxurious indolence—are

the instruments by which this unreal life pushes

its disciples into valetudinarianism and the

grave. Along the walks of prosperous life death

goes a-mowing—and such harvests as are reaped!

Materia Medica has been exliausted to find cura-

tives for these physiological devastations. Drop-

sies, cancers, consumptions, gout and almost

every infirmity in all the realm of pathology have
been the penalties paid . To counteract the dam-
age. Pharmacy has gone forth with medicamei',t,

panacea, elixir, embrocation, salve and cataplasm.
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ro-night, with swollen feet upon cushioned
ot loman, and groaning with aches innumerable,
will be the votary of luxurious liv^ing, not half

so happy as his groom or coal-heaver. Wrong
fashion is the world's undertaker, and drives

thousands of hearses to Greenwood and Lauren
Hill and Mount Auburn

.

But, woise than that, this folly is an

INTELLECTUAL DEPLETION.

This endleos study of proprieties and etiquette

patterns and styles, is bedwarfing to the intel

lect. I never knew a woman or a man of ex
treme fashion that knew much. How belittling

the study of the cut of a coat, or the tie of a cra-

vat, or the wrinkle in a sleeve, or the color of a
ribbon ! How they are worried if something
gets untied, or hangs awry, or is not nicely ad-

justed ! With a mind capable of measuring the

height and depth of great subjects ; able to un-
tavel mysteries, to walk through the universe,

to soar up into the infinity of God's attributes

—

hovering perpetually over a new style of cloak.

I have known men, reckless as to their character

and regardless of interests momentous and eter-

nal, exasperated by the shape of a vest-button.

Worse than all—this folly is not satisfied until

it extirpates every moral sentiment and

BLASTS THE SOUL.

A wardrobe is the rock upon which many a soul

has been riven. The excitement of a luxurious
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life has been the vortex that has swallowed up
more souls than the Maelstrom off Norway ever

destroyed ships. What room for elevating themeig

in a heart fiUed with the trivial and unreal

!

Who can wonder that in this haste for sun-gilded

baubles and winged tliistle-down men and women
should tumble into ruin ? The travelers to de-

struction are not all clothed in rags. In the wild

tumult of the Last Day—the mountains falhng,

the heavens flying, the tlu-ones uprising, the

universe assembling ; amid the boom of the last

great thunder-peal, and under the crackling of a

burning world—what will become of the disciple

of fashion ?

THE worldling's CAREER.

But watch the career of one thoroughly arti-

ficial. Through inheritance, or, perhaps, his own
skill, having obtained enough for pmposes of dis-

play, he feels himself thoroughly established. He
sits aloof from the common herd, and looks out

of his window upon the poor man and says

:

"Put that dirty \vretch off my steps immediate-

ly !'" On Sabbath days he finds the church, but

mourns the fact that he must worship with so many
of the inelegant, and says :

" They are perfectly

awful ! That man that you put in my pew had a

coat on his back that did not cost five dollars."

He struts through life unsympathetic with

trouble, and says: '• I cannot be bothered." Is

delighted with some doubtful story of Parisian

life, but tliinks there are some very indecent
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tihings in the Bible. Walks arm in arm with

the successful man of the world, but does not

know his own brother. Loves to be praised for

his splendid house, and when told that he looks

younger, says: "Well, really, do you think

so?"

But the brief strut of his life is about over.

Up-stairs he dies. No angel wings hovermg

about him. No Gospel promises kindling up the

darkness ; but exquisite embroidery, elegant pic-

tures, and a bust of Shakspeare on the mantel.

The pulses stop. The minister comes in to read

of the Resurrection, that day when the dead

shall come up—both he that died on the floor and

he that expired under princely upholstery. He
is carried out to bui^ial. Only a few mourners,

but a gTeat array of carriages. Not one common
man at the funeral. No befriended orphan to

weep a tear on his grave. No child of want
pressing through the ranks of the weeping, say-

ing :
" He is the last friend I have."

Wliat now ? He was a great man. Shall not

chariots of salvation come down to the other side

of the Jordan and escort him up to the palace ?

Shall not the angels exclaim: "Turn out! A
prince is coming?" Will the bells chime ? Will

there be harpers with then harps, and trumpeters

with their trumpets ?

No ! No ! No ! There will be a shudder, as

though a calamity had happened. Standing on

heaven's battlement, a watchman will see some-

Ihing shoot past, with fiery downfall, and shriek;
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"Wandering star—for whom is reserveH the

blackness of darkness !" But sadder yet is the

CLOSING OF A WOMAN'S LIFE

that has been worshipful of worldliness, all th^

wealth of a lifetime's opportunity wasted. Whaf
a tragedy ! A woman on her dying pillow,

thinking of what she might have done for God
and humanity, and yet having done nothing!

Compare her demise with that of a Harriet New«
ell, going down to peacefully die in the Isle of,

France, reviewing her lifetime sacrifices for thb

redemption of India ; or the last hours of Eliza-

beth Hervey, having exchanged her bright New
England home for a life at Bombay amid stolid

heathenism, that she might illumine it, saying in

her last moments : "If this is the dark valley, it

has not a dark spot in it ; all is light, light !" ot

the exit of Mrs. Lennox, falling under suddei,

disease at Smyrna, breathing out her soul with

the last words, "Oh, how happy!" or the de^

parture of Mrs. Sarah D. Comstock, spending hev

life for the salvation of Bu/mah, giving up her

children that they might come home to America
to be educated, and saying as she kissed them
good-by, never to see them again, "0 Jesus! J

do this for Thee !" or the going of ten thousand
good women, who in less resounding spheres have
lived not for themselves, but for God and the

alleviation of human suffering

That was a brilliant scene when, in 1485, in

the campaign for the capture of Eonda,
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QUEEN ELIZABETH OF CASTILE,

on horseback, side by side with King Ferdinand,

rode out to review the troops. As she, in bright

armor, rode along the Hnes of the Spanish host,

and waved her jewelled hand to the warriors,

and ever and anon uttered words of cheer to the

worn veterans who, far away from their homes,

were risking their lives for the kingdom, it was
a spectacle that illumines history. But more
glorious wiU be the scene when that consecrated

Christian woman, crowned in heaven, shall re-

view the souls that on earth she clothed and fed

and medicined and evangelized, and then intro-

duced into the ranks celestial. As on the white

horse of victory, side by side with the king, this

queen unto God forever shall ride past the lines

of those in whose salvation she bore a part, the

scene will surpass anything ever witnessed on
earth in the life of Joan of Arc, or Penelope, or

Semiramis, or Aspasia, or Marianne, or Margaret

of Anjou. Ride on, victor

!
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Xlie Veil of Modesty.

" The Queen Vashti refused to come."

—

Esther 1:12.

If you will accept my arm I will escort you
into a throne-room. In this fifth sermon of the

series of sermons there are certain womanly
excellencies which I wish to commend, but in-

stead of putting them in dry abstraction, I pre-

sent you their impersonation in one w^ho seldom

gets sermonic recognition. We stand amid

THE PALACES OF SHUSHAN.

The pinnacles are aflame with the morning
light. The columns rise festooned and wreathed,

the wealth of empires flashing from the grooves
;

the ceilings adorned with images of bird and
beast, and scenes of prowess and conquest. The
walls are hung with shields, and emblazoned
until it seems that the whole round of splendors

is exhausted. Each arch is a mighty leap of

architectural achievement. Golden stars shining

down on glowing arabesque. Hangings of em-

broidered work, in which mingle the blueness of

the sky, the greenness of the grass,and the white-

ness of the sea-foam. Tapestries hung on silver

rings, wedding together the pillars of marble.

Pavilions reaching out in every direction. These

for repose, filled with luxuriant couches, in which



'^^
f\v

X^ N

.*H[?y

i

Hiiilll W^

Pi 'li

\

Sb:>*

".=5:-





THE VEIL OF MODESTY. 76

weary limbs sink until all fatigue is submerged.
Amazing spectacle ! It seems as if a billow of

celestial glory had dashed clear over heaven's

battlements upon this metropolis of Persia.

In connection with this palace there is a gar-

den, where the mighty men of foreign lands are

SEATED AT A BANQUET.

Under the spread of oak and linden and acacia

the tables are arranged. The breath of honey-

suckle and frankincense fills the air. The waters

of Eulseus filling the urns, and sweating outside

the rim in flashing beads amid the traceries.

Wine from the royal vats of Ispahan and Shiraz,

in bottles of tinged shell, and lily-shaped cups of

silver, and flagons and tankards of solid gold.

The music rises higher, and the revelry breaks

out into wilder transport, and the wine has

flushed the cheek and touched the brain, and
louder than all other voices are the hiccough of

the inebriates, the gabble of fools, and the song

of the drunkards. In another part of the palace,

QUEEN VASHTI

is entertaining the princess of Persia at a ban-

quet. Drunken Ahasuerus says to his servants:
* You go out and fetch Vashti from that banquet
with the women, and bring her to this banquet

with the men, and let me display her beauty."

The servants immediately start to obey the king's

command ; but there was a rule in Oriental

society that no woman might appear in public
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without having her face veiled. Yet here was a

mandate that no one dare dispute, demanding

that Vashti come in unveiled before the multitude.

However, there was in Vashti's soul a principle

more regal than Ahasuerus, more brilliant than

the gold of Shushan, of more wealth than the

realm of Persia, which commanded her to disobey

this order of the king; and so all the righteous-

ness, holiness and

MODESTY OF HER NATURE

rises up into one sublime refusal. She says:

"I will not go into the banquet unveiled." Of
course Ahasuerus was infuriated; and Vashti,

robbed of her position and her estate, is driver

forth in poverty and ruin, to suffer the scorn of

a nation, and yet to receive the applause of

after generations who shall rise up to admire this

martyr to kingly insolence. Well, the last vestige

of that feast is gone ; the last garland has faded
;

the last arch has fallen ; the last tankard has

been destroyed, and Shushan is a ruin ; but as

long as the world stands there will be multitudes

of men and women, familiar with the Bible, who
will come into this picture gallery of God, and
admire the divine portrait of Vashti the queen,

Vashti the veiled, Vashti the sacrifice, Vashti the

silent.

In the first place, I want you to look upon
Vashti the queen, A blue ribbon rayed with

white, drawn around her forehead, indicated
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HER QUEENLY POSITION.

It was no small honor to be queen in such a realm

as that. Hark to the rustle of her robes ! See

the blaze of her jewels ! And yet, my friends, it

is not necessary to have palace and regal robes in

order to be queenly. When I see a woman with

stout faith in God, putting her foot upon all

meanness and selfishness and godless display,

going right forward to serve Christ and the race

by a grand and glorious service, I say :
" That

woman is a queen," and the ranks of heaven look

over the battlements upon the coronation ; and

whether she come up from the shanty on the

commons or the mansion of the fashionable

square, I greet her with a shout ! ''All hail ! Queen

Vashti !" What glory was there on the brow of

Mary of Scotland, or Elizabeth of England, or

Margaret of France, or Catherine of Russia, com^

pared with the worth of some of our Christian

mothers, many of them gone into glory ?—or of

Ruth, who toiled under a tropical sun for poor

old, heljDless Naomi ?—or of Mrs. Adoniram Jud-

son, who kindled the lights of salvation amid the

darkness of Burmah ?—or of Mrs. Hemans, who
poured out her holy soul in words which will

forever be associated with hunter's horn, and

captive's chain, and bridal hour, and lute's throb,

and curfew's knell, at the dying day ?—and scores

and hundreds of women, unknown on earth, who
have given water to the thirsty, and bread to the

hungry, and medicine to the sick, and smiles to
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the discouraged—their footsteps heard along dark

lane, and in Government hospital, and in alms-

house corridor, and by prison gate ? There may
be no royal robe—there may be no palatial

surroundings. She does not need them ; for all

charitable men will unite with the crackhng

Hps of fever-struck hospital and plague-blotched

lazaretto in greeting her as she passes: "Hail,

Queen Vashti." Among the

QUEENS WHOM I HONOR

are the female day-school teachers of this land.

I put upon their brow the coronet. They are the

gisters and the daughters of our towns and cities,

selected out of a vast number of applicants, be-

cause of their especial intellectual and moral en-

dowments. There are in none of your homes
women more worthy. These persons, some of

them, come out from affluent homes, choosing

teaching as a useful profession ; others, finding

that father is older than he used to be, and that

his eyesight and strength are not as good as once,

go to teaching to lighten his load. But I tell you
the history of the majority of the female teachers

in the public schools when I say: "Father is

dead." After the estate was 3ettled, the family,

that were comfortable before, are thrown on their

own resources.

It is hard for men to earn a living in this day,

but it is harder for women—their health not so

rugged, their arms not so strong, their opportu

nities fewer. These persons after tremblingly
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going through the ordeal of an examination as to

their quahfications to teach, half-bewildered step

over the sill of the public school to do two things—
instruct the young and earn their own bread.

HER WORK IS WEARING

to the la^^t degree. The management of forty

or fifty fidgety and intractable children, the

suppression of their vices and the development

of their excellencies, the management of re-

wards and punishments, the sending of so many
bars of soap and fine-tooth combs on benignant

ministry, the breaking of so many wild colts for

the harness of life, sends her home at night weak,

neuralgic, unstrung, so that of aU the weary peo-

ple in your cities for five nights of the week,

there are none more weary than the public-school

teachers. Now, for God's sake, give them a fair

chance. Throw no obstacles in the way. If they

come out ahead in the race, cheer them. If you
want to smite any, smite the male teachers ; they

can take up the cudgels for themselves. But

keep your hands off of defenceless women.
Father may be dead but there are enough brothers

left to demand and see that they get justice.

Within a stone's throw of this building there

died years ago one of the principals of our public

schools. She had been twenty-five years at that

post. She had left the touch of refinement on a

multitude of the young. She had, out- of her

slender purse, given literally thousands of dollars

for the destitute who came under her observation
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as a school teacher. A deceased sister's children

were thrown upon her hands, and she took care

of them. She was a kind mother to them, while

she mothered a whole school. Worn out with

nursing in the sick and dying room of one of the

household, she herself came to die. She closed

the school-book and at the same time the volume

of her Christian fidelity.

QUEENS ARE ALL SUCH,

and whether the world acknowledges them or not,

heaven acknowledges them. "When Scarron, the

wit and ecclesiastic, as poor as he was brilliant,

was about to marry Madame de Maintenon, he

was asked by the notary what he proposed to

settle upon Mademoiselle. The reply was

:

" Immortality ! the names of the wives of kings

die with them : the name of the wife of Scarron

will live always. " In a higher and better sense,

upon all women who do their duty God wiU settle

Immortality ! Not the immortality of earthly

fame, which is mortal, but the immortality

celestial. And they shall reign for ever and ever !

Oh, the opportunity which every woman has of

being a queen ! The longer I live the more I

admire good womanhood. And I have come to

form my opinion of the character of a man by
his appreciation or non-appreciation of woman.
If a man have a depressed idea of womanly
character he is a bad man, and there is no exoep-

tion to the rule.

The writings of Goethe can never have any
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Buch attractions for me as Shakespeare, because

nearly all the womanly characters of the great

German have some kind of turpitude. There is

his Mariana, with her clandestine scheming ;
and

his Mignon, of evil parentage, yet worse than hei!

ancestors ; and his Theresa, the brazen ;
and his

Aureha, of many intrigues ;
and his Phihna, the

termagant ; and his Mehna, the tarnished ;
and

his baroness ; and his countess ;
and there is sel-

dom a womanly character in all his voluminous

writings that would be worthy of residence in a

respectable coal cellar, yet pictured and drama-

tized, and emblazoned tiU all the literary world is

compelled to see. No ! No ! Give me William

Shakespeare's idea of woman ;
and I see it in Des-

demona, and Cordeha, and Rosalind, and Imogen,

and Helena, and Hermione, and Viola, and

Isabella, and Sylvia, and Perdita, all of them

with enough faults to prove them human, but

enough kindly characteristics to give us the

author's idea of womanhood ;
his Lady Macbeth

only a dark background to bring out the supreme

loveliness of his other female characters.

Again, I want you to consider

VASHTI THE VEILED.

Had she appeared before Ahasuerus and his

court on that day, with her face uncovered, she

would have shocked all the delicacies of Orien-

tal society, and the very men who in their

intoxication demanded that she come, in their

sober moments would have despised her. As
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some flowers seem to thrive best in the dark

lane and in the shadow, and where the sun does

not seem to reach them, so God appoints to

most womanly natures a retiring and unobtiu-

sive spirit. God once in a while does call an
Isabella to a throne, or a Miriam to strike the

timbrel at the front of a host, or a Marie Antom-
ette to quell a French mob, or a Deborah to stand

at the front of an armed battalion, crying out:

" Up! Up! This is the day in which the Lord will

deliver Sisera into thy hands." And when women
are called to such out-door work, and to such

heroic positions, God prepares them for it ; and

they have iron in their soul, and lightnings in

their eye, and whirlwinds in their breath, and the

borrowed strength of the Lord Omnipotent in

their right arm.

But these are exceptions. Generally, Dorcas

would rather make a garment for the poor boy;

Rebecca would rather fill the trough for the cam-

els; Hannah would rather make a coat for

Samuel ; the Hebrew maid would rather give a

prescription for Naaman's leprosy; the woman
of Sarepta would rather gather a few sticks to

cook a meal for famished Elijah; Phoebe would
rather carry a letter for the inspired Apostle;

Mother Lois would rather educate Timothy in the

Scriptures. When I see a woman going about

her daily duty—with cheerful dignity presiding

at the table; with kind and gentle, but firm,

discipline presiding in the nursery; going out into

the world without any blast of triunpets, follow-



THE YEIL OF MODESTY. 83

ing in the footsteps of Him who went about doing
good—I say: "This is Vashti with a veil on."

But when I see

WOMAN OF UNBLUSHING BOLDNESS,

loud-voiced, with a tongue of infinite clitter-

clatter, with arrogant look, passing through the

street with a masculine swing, gayly arrayed in

a very hurricane of millinery, I cry out, " Vashti

has lost her veil." When I see a ^ oman strug-

gling for political preferment, and rejecting the

duties of home as insignificant, and thinking the

offices of] wife, mother and daughter of no impor-

tance, and trying to force her way on up into

conspicuity, I say: "Ah, what a pity: Vashti

has lost her veil." When I see a woman of

comely features, and of adroitness of intellect,

and endowed with all that the schools can do
for one, and of high social position, yet moving
in society with superciliousness and hauteur, as

though she would have people know their place,

and an undefined combination of giggle and
strut and rodomontade, endowed with allopathic

quantities of talk, but only homeopathic infin-

itessimals of sense, the terror of dry-goods clerks

and railroad conductors, discoverers of significant

meanings in plain conversation, prodigies of bad-

ness and innuendo—I say: " Vashti has lost her

veil."

But do not misinterpret what I say into a de-

preciation of the work of those glorious and
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DIVINELY CALLED WOMEN,

who will not be understood till after they are

dead, women like Susan B, Anthony, who are

giving their life for the betterment of the condition

of their sex. Those of you who think that women
have, under the laws of this country, an equal

chance with men, are ignorant of the laws. A
gentlemen writoo me from Maryland, saying

:

"Take the laws of this State. A man and wife

start out in life, full of hope in every respect, by
their joint efforts, and, as is frequently the case,

through the economic ideas of the wife, succeed

in accumulating a fortune, but they have no
children; they reach old age together, and then

the husband dies. What does the law of this

State do then ? It says to the widow, ' Hands off

your late husband's property; do not touch it;

the State will find others to whom it will give

that, but you, the widow, must not touch it,

only so much as will keep hfe within your aged

body, that you may live to see those others enjoy

what rightfully should be your own.' And the

State seeks the relatives of the deceased husband,

whether they be near or far, whether they were
ever heard of before or not, and transfers to them,

singly or collectively, the estate of the deceased

husband and living widow."
Now, that is a specimen of unjust laws in all

the States concerning womanhood. Instead of

flying off to the discussion as to whether or not

the giving of the right of voting to women wilj
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correct these laws, let me say to men, be gallant

enough, and fair enough, and honest enough and

righteous enough, and God-loving enough to cor-

rect these wrongs against women by your own
masculine vote. Do not wait for woman suffrage

to come, if it ever does come, but, so far as you
can touch ballot boxes and legislatures, and con-

gresses, begin the reformation. But until justice

is done to your sex by the laws of all the States,

and women of America take the platforms and

the pulpits, no honorable man will charge Vashti

with having lost her veil.

Again : I want you this morning to consider

VASHTI THE SACRIFICE.

Who is this that I see coming out of that palace

gate of Shnshan ? It seems to me that I have

seen her before. She comes homeless, houseless,

friendless, trudging along with a broken heart.

Who is she ? It is Vashti the sacrifice. Oh, what

a change it was from regal position to a way-

farer's crust ! A little while ago approved and
sought for ; now none so poor as to acknowledge

her acquaintanceship. Vashti the sacrifice. Ah,

you and I have seen it many a time. Here is a

home empalaced with beauty. All that refine-

ment and books and wealth can do for that home
has been done ; but Ahasuerus, the husband and

the father, is taking hold on paths of sin. He is

gradually going down. After a while he wiU
flounder and struggle hke a wild beast in the

hunter's net—further away from God, further
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away from the right. Soon the bright apparel of

the children will turn to rags ; soon the house-

hold song will become the sobbing of a broken

heart. The old story over again. Brutal Cen-

taurs

BREAKING UP THE MAERIAGE

feast of Lapithae. The house full of outrage and

cruelty and abomination, while trudging forth

from the palace gate are Vashti and her children.

There are homes represented in this house this

morning that are in danger of such a breaking

up. 0, Ahasuerus, that you should stand in a

home, by a dissipated life destroying the peace

iind comfort of that home. God forbid that your

children should ever have to wring their hands,

and have people point their finger at them as they

pass down the street, and say: "There goes a

drunkard's child." God forbid that the little feet

should ever have to trudge the path of poverty

and wretchedness. God forbid that any evil

spu'it, born of the wine-cup or the brandy-flask,

should come forth and uproot that garden, and,

with a blasting, blistering, all-consuming curse,

shut for ever the palace gate against Vashti and

the children.

Oh, the women and the men of sacrifice are

going to take the brightest coronals of heaven !

This woman of the text gave up palatial residence,

gave up all for what she considered right. Sac-

rifice ! Is there anything more sublime ? A
steamer called the Prairie Belle, burning on tha
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Mississippi River. Bludso, the engineer, declared

he would keep the bow of the boat to the shore

till all were off, and he kept his promise. At his

post, scorched and blackened, he perished, but he

saved all the passengers. Two verses of pathetic

poetry describe the scene, but the verses are a

little rough, and so I change a word or two :

" Through the hot, black breath of the burning

Jim Bludso's voice was heard.

And they all had trust in his stubbornness,

And knew he would keep his word.

And sure's you're born they all got off

Afore the smoke-stacks fell

;

And Bludso's ghost went up above,

In the smoke of the Prairie Belle.

'' He weren't no saint, but at Judgment

I'd run my chance with Jim,

Longside of some pious gentlemen

That wouldn't shake hands with him.

He'd seen his duty, a dead sure thing.

And went for it there and tlien,

And Christ is not going to be too hard

On a man that died for men."

Once more : I want you to look at Vashti the

dlent. You do not hear any outcry from this

woman as she goes forth from the palace gate.

From the very dignity of her nature you know

there will be no vociferation. Sometimes in life

it is necessary to make a retort; but there are crises

when the most triumphant tiling to do is to keep

silence. The philosopher, confident in his newly

discovered principle, waited for the coming of

more inteUigent generations, wiRing that the men
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should laugh at the hghtning-rod and cotton-gin

and steamboat—waiting for long years through

the scoffing of philosophical schools, in grand and

MAGNIFICENT SILENCE.

Galileo, condemned by mathematicians and monks
and cardinals, caricatured everywhere, yet wait-

ing and watching with his telescope to see the

coming up of stellar reinforcements, when the

stars in their courses would fight for the Coperni-

can system; then sitting down in their complete

blindness and deafness to wait for the coming
generations who would build his monument and
bow at his grave.

The reformer, execrated by his contemporaries,

fastened in a pillory, the slow fires of public con-

tempt burning under him, ground under the

cylinders of the printing-press, yet calmly waiting

for the day when purity of soul and heroism of

character will get the sanction of earth and the

plaudits of heaven. Affliction, enduring without

any complaint the sharpness of the pang, and the

violence of the storm, and the heft of the chain,

and the darkness of the night—waiting until a

divine hand shall be put forth to soothe the pang,

and hush the storm, and release the captive. A
wife abused, persecuted, and a perpetual exile

from every earthly comfort—waiting, waiting,

until the Lord shall gather up His dear children ii?

a heavenly home, and no poor Vashti will ever be

thrust out from the palace gate. Jesus, in silence,

and answering not a word, drinking the gall,
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bearing the Cross, in prospect of the rapturous

consummation when

" Angels throng His chariot wheel,

And bore Him to His throne :

Then swept their golden harps and sung,

The glorious work is done."

An Arctic explorer found a ship floating help-

lessly about among the icebergs, and going on board
he found that the captain was frozen at his logbook,

and the helmsman was frozen at the wheel, and the

men on the lookout were frozen in their places.

That was awful, but magnificent. All the Arctic

blasts and all the icebergs could not drive them
from their duty. Theirs was

A SILENCE LOUDER THAN THUNDER.

And this old ship of a world has many at their

posts in the awful chill of neglect, and frozen of

the world's scorn, and their silence shall be the

eulogy of the skies and be rewarded long after this

weather-beaten craft of a planet shall have made
Its last voyage.

THE PALACE GATE OF HEAVEN !

You can endure the hardships and the privations

and the cruelties and the misfortunes of this hfe,

if you can only gain admission there. Through
the blood of the everlasting covenant, you go
through those gates, or never go at all. When
Rome was besieged, the daughter of its ruler saw
the golden bracelets on the left arm of the enemy,
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and she sent word to them that she would betray

her city and surrender it to them, if they would

only give her those bracelets on their left arms.

They accepted the proffer, and by night this

daughter of the ruler of the city opened one of the

gates. The army entered, and, keeping their

promise, threw upon her their bracelets, and also

their shields, until under the weight she died.

Alas, that all through the ages the same folly has

been repeated, and for the trinkets and ghttering

treasures of this world men and women swing

open the portals of their immortal soul for an ever-

lasting surrender, and die under the shining sub-

mergement.

Through the rich grace of our Lord Jesus Christ

may you be enabled to imitate the example of

Rachel and Hannah ^lad Abigail and Deborah

and Maiy and Vasbti. AjnenI
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Wifely Ambition, Good and Bad.

" Arise and eat bread, and \*t thine heart be merry : I will

g'ive thee the vineyard of Naboth."—1 Kings 21:7.

One day King Ahab, lo>>king out of the window
of his palace at Jezreel, said to his wife, Jezebel

:

"We ought to have these royal gardens enlarged.

If we could only get that fellow, Naboth, who
owns that vineyard out thero, to trade or sell, we
could make it a kitchen garden for our palace."

"Fetch in Naboth," says the king to one of his

servants.

The plain gardener, wondeiing why he should

be called into the presence of his majesty, comes
In, a httle downcast in his nivjdesty, and with

very obsequious manner, bows to the king

.

The king says : "Naboth, I want to trade vine-

yards with you.

I WANT YOUR VINEYARD

for a kitchen garden, and I will give a great deal

better vineyard in place of it ; or, if you prefer

money for it, I will give you cash."

"Oh, no," says Naboth, "I cannot trade off

my httle place, nor can I sell it. It is the old

homestead
; I got it of my father, and he of his

father, and I cannot let the old place go out of

my hands."
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In a great state of petulancy, King Aliab went
into the house and flung himself on the bed, and
tui-ned his face to the wall, in a great pout.

His wife, Jezebel, comes in, and she says

:

" What is the matter with you ? Are you sick V^

"Oh," he says, ''I feel very blue. I have set

my heart on getting that kitchen garden, and

Naboth will neither trade nor sell, and to be de^

feated by a common gardener is more than I can

stand."

"Oh, pshaw!" says Jezebel, "don't go on in

that way. Get up and eat your dinner, and stop

moping. I will get for you that kitchen gar-

den."

Then Jebezel borrowed her husband's signet,

or seal—for then, as now, in those lands, kings

never signed their names, but had a ring with the

royal name engraved on it, and that impressed

on a royal letter or document, was the signature.

She stamped her husband's name on a proclama-

tion, which resulted in getting

NABOTH TRIED FOR TREASON

against the king, and two perjured witnesses

swore their souls away with the life of Naboth,

and he was stoned to death, and his property

came to the crown, and so Jezebel got for her

husband and herself the kitchen garden. But

while the wild street dogs were rending the dead

body of poor iS'aboth, Elijah, the prophet, tells

them of other canines that will, after awhile,

have a free banquet, saying: "Where dogs lick
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the blood of Naboth, shall dogs lick thy blood,

even thine/' ,

And sure enough, three years after, Ahab,

wounded in battle, his chariot dripping with the

carnage, dogs stood under it lapping his life s

blood And a little afterward his wife, Jezebel,

who had been his chief adviser in crime, stands

at her palace window and sees Jehu, the enemy,

approaching to take possession of the palace.

And to make herself look as attractive as possible,

and queenly to the very last, she decorated her

person, and according to Oriental custom closed

her eyes and ran a brush dipped in a black powder

along the long eyelashes, and then from the win-

dow she glared her indignation upon Jehu. As

he rode to the gates in his chariot he shouted to

ihe slaves in her room: ''Throw her down!

But no doubt the slaves halted a moment from

such

WOKK OP ASSASSINATION,

vet, knowing Queen Jezebel could be no more to

them, and the conqueror Jehu would be every-

thing as he shouted again, "Throw her down,

they seized her and bore her struggling and cui-s-

ing to the window casement, and hurled her forth

till she came tumbling to the earth, stnkmg it

just in time to let Jehu's horses trample her

and the chariot wheels roll over her. While Jehu

is inside at the table refreshing himself after the

excitement, he ordered his servants to go out and

bury the dead queen. But the wild street dogs
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had for the thu'd time appeared on the scene, and

they had removed all her body except those parta

which in all ages dogs are by a strange instinct oi

brutal superstition kept from touching after death

—the palms of the hands and the soles of the

feet.

All this appalling scene of ancient history was
the result of

A wife's bad advice

to a husband, of a wife's struggle to advance her

husband's interests Dy unlawful means. Ahab
and Jezebel got the kitchen garden of Naboth, but

the dogs got them. The trouble all began when
this mistaken wife aroused her husband out of his

melancholy by the word of the text :
" Arise, and

eat bread, and let thine heart be merry : I will

give thee the vineyard."

The influence suggested by this subject is an

influence you never before heard discoursed on

and may never hear again, but a most potent and

semi-omnipotent influence, and decides the course

of individuals, families, nations, centuries, and

eternities. I speak of wifely ambition, good and

bad. How important that every wife have her

ambition—an elevated, righteous and divinely

approved ambition.

And here let me say, what I am most anxious

for is that woman, not waiting for the rights de-

nied her or postponed, promptly and decisively

employ the rights she already has in possession.
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S©me say she will be in fair way to get all hei

rights when she gets the

RIGHT TO THE BALLOT-BOX.

I wisb that the experiment might be tried and
settled. I would like to see all women vote, and
then watch the result. I do not know that it would
change anything for the better. Most wives and
daughters and sisters would vote as their hus-

bands and fathers and brothers voted. Nearly

all the families that I know are solidly Republi-

can or Democratic or Prohibition. Those famihes

all voting would make more votes but no difference

in the results. Besides that, as now, at the polls

men are brought up by the thousands, women
would be brought up by the thousands. The more
voters the more opportunities for political corrup-

tion. We have several million more voters now
than are for the public good.

We are told that female suffrage would correct

TWO EVILS,

themm business, and the insufficiency of woman's
wages. About the rum business I have to say that

multitudes of women drink, and it is no unusual
thing to see them in the restaurants so over-

powered with wine and beer that they can hardly

sit up, while there are so many so-called respect-

able restaurants where they can go and take their

champagne and hot toddy all alone. Mighty
temperance voters those women would maket
Besides that, the wives of the rum-sellers would
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have to vote in the interest of their husband's

business, or have a time the inverse of fehcitous.

Besides that, miUions of respectable and refined

women in America would probably not vote at

all, because they do not want to go to the polls,

and, on the other hand, womanly roughs would
all go to the polls, and that might make woman's
vote on the wrong side. There is not much pros-

pect of the expulsion of drunkenness by female

suffrage.

As to woman's wages to be corrected by wo-
man's vote, I have not much faith in that.

WOMEN ARE HARDER ON WOMEN

than men are. Masculine employers are mean
enough in treatment of women, but if you want
to hear beating down of prices and wages in

perfection, listen how some women treat washer-

women and dressmakers and female servants.

Mrs. Shylock is more merciless than Mr. Shylock.

Women, I fear, will never get righteous wages
through woman's vote, and as to unfortunate

womanhood, women are far more cruel and un-

forgiving than men are. After a woman has

made shipwreck of her character, men generally

drop her, but women do not so much drop her as

hurl her with the force of a catapult clear out and
off and down and under.

I have not much faith that woman will ever

get merciful consideration and justice through

woman suffrage, yet I like experiments, and

fome of my friends, in whose judgment I have
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confidence, are so certain that alleviation would
come by such process that I would, if I had the

power, put in every woman's hand the vote. I

cannot see what right you have to make a woman
pay taxes on her property to help support city,

State and national Government, and yet deny her

the opportunity of helping decide who shall be

Mayor, Governor or President. But let every

wife, not waiting for the vote she may never get,

or, getting it, find it outbalanced by some other

vote not fit to be cast, arise now in the might of

the eternal God and wield the power of a sancti-

fied wifely ambition for a good approximating the

infinite.

No one can so inspire a man to noble purposes

as a noble woman, and no one so thoroughly de-

grade a man as a wife of unworthy tendencies.

While in my text we have illustration of wifely

ambition employed in the wrong direction, in

society and history are instances of

WIFELY AMBITION TRIUMPHANT

in right directions. All that was worth admira-

tion in the character of Henry VI. was a reflec-

tion of the heroics of his wife Margaret. William,

Prince of Orange, was restored to the right path

by the grand qualities of his wife Mary. Justin-

ian, the Roman emperor, confesses that his wise

laws were the suggestion of his wife Theodora.

Andrew Jackson, the warrior and President, had
his mightest reinforcement in his plain wife,

whose inartistic attire was the amusement of th#
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elegant circles in which she was invited. Wash,
ington who broke the chain that held America in
foreign vassalage, wore for forty years a chain
around his own neck, that chain holding the min-
iature hkeness of her who had been his greatest
inspiration, whetlior among the snows at Valley
Forge or the honors of the Presidential chair.
Phny's pen was driven through all its poetic

and historical dominions by his wife, Calpurnia,
who sang his stanzas to the sound of flute, and
sat among audiences enraptured at her husband's
genius, herself the most enraptured. Pericles
said he got all his eloquence and statesmanship
from his wife. When the wife of Grotius rescued
him from long imprisonment at Lovestein b}'

means of a bookcase that went in and out, carry-
ing his books to and fro, he was one day trans-
ported, hidden amid the folios; and the women of
beseiged Weinsberg getting permission from the
victorious army to take with them so much of
their valuables as they could carry, under cover
of the promise shouldered and took with them as
the most important valuable*, their husbands—
both achievements in a literal way illustrated
what thousands of times has been done in a
figurative way, that wifely ambition has been the
salvation of men.
De Tocqueville, whose writings will be poten-

tial and quoted while the world lasts, ascribes
his successes to his wife and says : ''Of all the
blessings which God has given to me, the great-
est of all in my eyes is to have lighted on Maria
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Motley." Martin Luther says of his wife: "I
would not exchange my poverty with her for all

the riches of Croesus without her." Isabella of

Spain, by her superior faith in Columbus, put

into the hand of Ferdinand, her husband, America.

John Adams, President of the United States, said

of his wife : "She never byword or look dis-

couraged me from running all hazards for th©

salvation of my country's liberties."

THOMAS CARLYLE

spent the last twenty years of hig 2ife in trying

by his pen to atone for the fact that during his

wife's life he never appreciated her influence on
his career and destiny. Alas, that having taken

her from a beautiful home and a brilliant career,

he should have buried her in the home of a recluse

and scolded her in such language as only a dys-

peptic genius could manage, until one day while

in her invalidism riding in Hyde Park, her pet

dog got run over, and under the excitement the

coachman found her dead. Then the literary

giant woke from his conjugal injustice, and wrote
the lamentations of Craigen-Puttock and Cheyne
Kow. The elegant and fuUsome epitaphs that

husbands put upon their wives' tombstones are

often an attempt to make up for lack of apprecia-

tive words that should have been uttered in the

ears of the living. A whole Greenwood of monu-
mental inscriptions will not do a wife so much
good after she has quit the world as one plain

sentence Uke that which Tom Hood wrote to hie
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living wife when he said : ''I never was anything

till I knew you."

woman^ what is yom' wifely ambition, noble

or ignoble ? Is it

HIGH SOCIAL POSITION ?

That will then probably direct your husband, and

he avlU cHnib and scramble and slip and fall and

rise and tumble, and on what level or in what

depth, or on what height he wiU, after a while,

be found, I cannot even guess. The contest for

social position is the most unsatisfactory contest

in all the world, because it is so uncertain about

your getting it, and so insecure a possession after

you have obtained it, and so unsatisfactory even

if you keep it. The whisk of a lady's fan may
blow it out. The growl of one bear, or the bel-

lowing of one bull on Wall Street, may scatter it.

Is the ^vife's ambition the political preferment

of her husband ? Then that will probably dii^ect

him. What

A GOD-FORSAKEN REALM

is American pohtics, those best know who have

dabbled in them. After they have assessed a

man who is a candidate for office, which he does

not get, or assessed him for some office attained,

and he has been whMed round and round and

round and round among the drinking, smoking,

swearing crowd, who often get control of public

affairs, all that is left of his self-respect or moral

stamina would find plenty of room on a geomet-
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rical point, which is said to have neither length,

breadth or thickness. Many a wife has not been

satisfied tiU her husband went into pohtics, but

would afterward have given all she possessed to

get hini out.

I knew a highly moral man, useful in the

chiu-ch and possessor of a bright home. He had
a useful and prosperous busmess, but his ^dfe did

not think it genteel. There were

ODOKS ABOUT THE BUSINESS,

and sometimes they would adhere to his garments
when he returned at night. She insisted on his

doing something more elegant, although he was
qualified for no business except that in which he

was engaged. To please her he changed his busi-

ness, and, in order to get on faster, abandoned
church attendance, saying, after he had made a

certain number of hundreds of thousands oi

dollars he would retm'n to the church and its

services. "VA^iere is that family to-day ? Obhter-

ated. Although succeeding in business for whicb

he was qualified, he undertook a style of merchan-

dise for which he had no quahfication, and soon

went into bankruptcy. His new style of business

put him into evil association. He lost his morals

as well as his money. He broke up not only his

own home, but broke up another man's home,
and from being a kind, piu-e, generous, moral
man as any of you who sit here to-day, has be-

come a homeless, penniless libertine. His wife's
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ambition for a more genteel business destroyed

him, disgraced her, and bhghted then- child.

But suppose, now, there be in our homes, as

thank God there are in hundreds of homes here

represented, on

THE wife's throne

one who says not only by her words, but more
powerfully by her actions: "My husband, our

destinies are united ; let us see where industry,

honesty, and common sense and faith in God will

put us. I am with you in all your enterprises. I

cannot be with you in person as you go to your
daily business, but I will be with you in my
prayers. Let us see what we can achieve by hav-

ing God in our hearts, and God in our ^lives, and
God in our home. Be on the side of everything

good. Go ahead and do your best, and though
everything should turn out different from what
we have calculated, you may always count on
two who are going to help you, and God is one

and I am the other." That man may have fee^

ble health, and may meet with many obstacles

and business trials, but he is coming gloriously

through, for he is reinforced and inspired and
spurred on by a woman's voice.

Some of us could tell of what influence upon
us has been a wifely ambition consecrated to

righteouBness. As

MY WIFE

is out of town, and will not shake her head be
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cause I say it in public, I will state that in my
own professional life I have often been called of

God as I thought, to run into the very teeth of

public opinion, and all outsiders with whom I

advised told me I had better not, it would ruin

me and ruin my church, and at the same time I

was receiving nice little letters threatening me
with dirk and pistol and poison if I persisted in

attacking certain evils of the day, until the Com-
missioner of Police considered it his duty to take

his place in our Sabbath services with forty

officers scattered through the house for the

preservation of order ; but in my home there has

always been one voice to say : "Go ahead, and
diverge not an inch from the straight Une. Who
cares, if only God is on our side ?" And though
sometimes it seemed as if I was going out

against nine hundred iron chariots, I went ahead

cheered by the domestic voice: "Up! for this

is the day in which the Lord hath dehvered

Sisera into thine hands."

A man is no better than his wife will let him be-

wives of America, swing your sceptres of

wifely influence for God and good homes ! Do
not urge your husbands to annex Naboth's vine-

yard to your palace of success, whether right or

vsTong, lest the dogs that come out to destroy

Naboth come out also to devour you. Kight-

eousness will pay best in hfe, will pay best in

death, wiU pay best in the judgment, will pay

best through all eternity.
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EXTINCT FAMILIES.

In our effort to have the mother of every

household appreciate her influence over hei

children, we are apt to forget the wife's influ-

ence over the husband. In many household}

the influence upon the husband is the onlj

home influence. In a great multitude of thh

beat and most important and most talented

families of the earth, there have been no de-

scendants. There is not a child or a grandchild,

or any remote descendant of Washington, or

Charles Sumner, or Shakespeare, or Edmund
Burke, or Pitt, or Lord Nelson, or Cowper, or

Pope, or Addison, or Johnson, or Lord Chatham,
or Grattan, or Isaac Newton, or Goldsmith, or

Swift, or Locke, or Gibbon, or Walpole, or

Canning, or Dryden, or Moore, or Chaucer, or

Lord Byron, or Walter Scoot, or Oliver Crom-
well, or Garrick, or Hogarth, or Joshua Rey-

nolds, or Spencer, or Lord Bacon, or Macaulay.

Multitudes of the finest families of the earth

are extinct. As though they had done enough
for the world by their genius or wit or patriot-

ism or invention or consecration, God withdrew
them. In multitudes of cases all woman's op-

portunity for usefulness is with her contempo-

raries. How important that it be an improved

opportunity !

While the French warriors on their way to

Rheims had about concluded to give up attacking

the castle at Troyes, because it was so heavily

garrisoned,
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JOAN OF ARC

sntered the room and told theai they would be

inside the castle in thaee days. ''We would
willingly wait six days," said one of the leaders.

''Six!" she cried out, "you shall be in it to-

morrow," and under her leadership, on the mor-

row they entered. On a smaller scale, every man
has garrisons to subdue and obstacles to level, and

every wife may be an uispired Joan of Arc to her

husband.

What a noble, wifely ambition, the determina-

tion, God helping, to accompany her companion
across the stormy sea of this hfe and together gain

the wharf of the Celestial City! Coax him along

with you! You cannot drive him there. Yov
cannot nag him there-, but you can coax him there

That is God's plan. He coaxes us aU the way

—

coaxes us out of our sins, coaxes us to accept

pardon, coaxes us to heaven. If we reach that

blessed place, it will be through a prolonged and
divine coaxing. By the same process take your
companion, and then you will get there as well,

and all your household. Do just the opposite of

your neighbor. Her wifely

AMBITION ALL FOR THIS WORLD,

and a disappointed and vexed and unhappy
creature she will be all the way. Her residence

may be better than yours for the few years of

earthly stay, but she will move out of it, as to her

body, into a house about five and a half feet long
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and about three feet wide and two feet high ; and
concerning her soul's destiny you can make your

own prognostication. Her husband and her sons

and daughters, who all, hke her, Hve for tliis

world, will have the same destiny for the body

and the soul. You, having had a

S.AJSrCTIFIED AND ENNOBLED

wifely ambition, will pass up into palaces, and
what becomes of your body is of no importance,

for it is only a scaffolding, pulled down now that

your temple is done. You will stand in the ever-

lasting rest and see your husband come in, and
see your children come in, if they have not pre-

ceded you. Glorified Christian wife ! Pick up
any crown you choose from off the Kings foot-

stool and wear it; it was promised you long ago,

and with it cover up all the scars of your earthly

conflict.

Sixteen miles from Petersburg, Russia, was
one of the royal palaces, and there one night

Catherine the Empress entertained Prince Henry.

It was severe winter and deep snow, and

THE EMPEESS AND THE PRINCE

rode in magnificence of sleigh and robe and canopy
never surpassed, followed by two thousand sleighs

laden with the first people of Russia, the whole

length of the distance illumed by lamps and daz-

zhng temples built for that one night, and imita-

tions of mosques and Egyptian pyramids ; and

people of all nations, m all styles of costume,
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standing on platforms along the way and watch-

ing the blaze of the pyrotechnics. At the palace

the luxuries of kingdoms were gathered and

spread, and at the table the guests had but to

touch the center of a plate and, by magical

macliinery, it dropped and another plate came up

loaded with still richer viands. But all that scene

of the long ago shall be echpsed by the greater

splendors that will be gathered at the banquet

made by the heavenly King for those consecrated

women who come in out of the winter and snowy

chill of their earthly existence into the warm
and illumined palaces of heaven. With the Zing

himself and all the potentates, yourseK robed and

crowned, you will sit at a table compared with

which all the feasts of Kenilworth and St. Cloud

and the Alliambra were a beggar's crust. And
the platter of one royal satisfaction touched at the

center shall disappear only to make room for a

beggar's crust ; and the golden plate of one royal

satisfaction, touched at the center, shall disappear

only to make room for the coming up of some

richer and grander regalement.
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Woman's Happiness—Wliat Can and Wliat
Cannot Make a W^onian Happy.

" She that liveth in pleasure is dead wliile she Uveth.'*-

TiMOTHY 5 : 6.

The editor of a Boston newspaper, a few days

ago wrote me the terse questions :

'

' What is the

road to happiness ?" and " Ought happiness be the

chief aim of hfe?" My answer was : ''The road

to happiness is the continnous effort to make
others happy. The chief aim of hfe ought to be

usefuhiess, not happiness, but

HAPPINESS ALWAYS FOLLOWS USEFULNESS."

This morning's text in a strong way sets forth the

truth that a woman who seeks in worldly advant-

age her chief enjoyment, will come to disappoint-

ment and death. " She that liveth in pleasure is

dead while she liveth.
''

My friends, you all want to be happy. You
have a great many recipes by which it is proposed

to give you satisfaction—solid satisfaction. At
times you feel a thorough unrest. You know as

well as older people what it is to be dejDressed.

As dark shadows sometimes fall upon the geogra-

phy of the school girl as on the page of the spec-

tacled philosopher. I have seen as cloudy days

in May as in November. There are no deeper
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gighs breathed by the grandmother than by the

granddaughter. I correct the popular impression

that people are happier in childhood aiid youth

than they ever will be again. If we live aright,

the older the happier.

THE HAPPIEST WOMAN

that I everknew was a Christian octogenarian ;
her

hair white as white could be; the sunlight of heaven

late in the afternoon gilding the peaks of snow.

I have to say to a great many of the young

people that the most miserable time you are ever

to have is just now. As you advance in life,

as you come out into the world and have yout

head and heart all full of good, honest and prac-

tical Christian work, then you will know what it

is to begin to be happy, There are those who
would have us believe that life is chasing thistle-

down and gasping bubbles. We have not found

it so. To many of us it has been discovering

diamonds larger than the Kohinoor, and I think

that our joy will continue to increase until no-

thing short of everlasting jubilee of heaven will

be able to express it.

Horatio Greenaugh, at the close of the hardest

life a man ever lives—the life of an American

artist—wrote :
" I don't want to leave this world

until I give some sign that, born by the grace of

God in this land, I have found life to be a very

cheerful thing, and not the dark and bitter thing

With which my early prospects were clouded."'

Albert Barnes, the good Christian, known the
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world over, stood in his pulpit in Philadelphia, at

seventy" or eighty years of age, and said :
" This

world is so very attractive to me, I am very sorry

I shall have to leave it."

I know that Solomon said some very dolor-

ous things about this world, and three times

declared : '^Vanity of vanities, all is vanity/' I

suppose it was a reference to those times in

his career when his seven hundred wives almost

pestered the life out of him. But I would rather

turn to the description he gave after his conver-

sion, when he says in another place: "Her
ways are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths

are peace." It is reasonable to expect it will be

so. The longer the fruit hangs on the tree, the

riper and more mellow it ought to grow. Hear,

then, while I discourse upon some of the

MISTAKES WHICH YOUNG PEOPLE MAKE

in regard to happiness, and point out to the young
women what I consider to be the source of com-

plete satisfaction.

And, in the first place, I advise you not to

build your happiness upon mere social position.

'Persons at your age, looking off upon life, are

apt to think that if, by some stroke of what is

called good luck, you could arrive in an elevated

and affluent position, a little higher than that in

which God has called you to live, you would be

completely happy. Infinite mistake ! The pal-

ace floor of Ahasuerus is red with the blood of

Vashti's broken heart. There have been no



MAKE A WOMAN HAPPY. Ill

more scalding tears wept than those which coursed

tlie cheeks of Josephuie. If the sob of unhappy
womanliood in the great cities could break

tln-ough the tapestried wall, that sob would come
along your streets to-day hke the simoom of the

desert. Sometimes I have heard in the rustling

of the robes on the city pavement the hiss of the

adders that followed in the wake. You have
come out from your home, and you have looked

up

AT THE GREAT HOUSE,

and coveted a hfe under those arches, when per-

haps, at that very moment, witliin that house,

there may have been the wringing of hands, the

start of horror, and the very agony of hell. I

knew of such a one. Her father's house was
plain, most of the people who came there were
plain ; but, by a change in fortune such as some-

times comes, a hand had been offered that led

her into a brilliant sphere. All the neighbors

congratulated her upon her grand prospects ; but

what an exchange ! On her side it was a heart

full of generous impulse and affection. On his

side it was a soul dry and withered as the stubble

of the field. On her side it was a father's house,

where God was honored and the Sabbath hght
flooded the rooms with the very mirth of heaven.

On his side it was a gorgeous residence and the

coming of mighty men to be entertained there

;

but within it were revelry and godlessness.

Hardly had the orange-blossoms of the marriage
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feast lost their fragrance, than the night of dis<

content began to cast its shadow.

CRUELTIES AND UNKINDNESSES

changed all those splendid trappings into a hollow

mockery. The platters of solid silver, the caskets

of pure gold, the headdress of gleaming diamonds,

were there ; but no God, no peace, no kind words,

no Christian sympathy. The festal music that

broke on the captive's ear turned out to be a

dirge, and the wreath in the plush was a reptile

coil, and the upholstery that swayed in the wind

was the wing of a destroying angel, and the

bead-drops on the pitcher were the sweat of

everlasting despair. 0, how many rivalries and

unhappinesses among those who seek in social

life their chief happiness !

All that this world can do for you in silver, in

gold, in Axminster plush, in Gobelin tapestry, in

wide halls, in lordly acquaintanceship, will not

give you the ten thousandth part of a grain of

solid satisfaction. The Enghsh lord, moving in

the very highest sphere, was one day found seated

with his chin on his hand and his elbow on the

window-sill, looking out and saying :
" O, I wish

I could exchange places with that dog !" Mere

social position will never give happiness to a

woman's soul. I have had wide and continuous

observation, and I tell the young women that they

who build on mere social position their soul's

immortal happiness are building on the sand.

Suppose that a young woman expends the
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"brightness of her early life in this unsatisfactory

struggle and omits

THE PRESENT OPPORTUNITY

of usefulness in the home circle : what a mis-

take ! So surely as the years roll around, that

home in which you now dweU wiU become ex-

tinct. The parents will be gone, the property
wiU go into other possession, you yourself will

be in other relationships, and that home which
only a year ago, was full of congratulation, wiU
be extinguished. When that period comes, you
will look back to see what you did or what you
neglected to do in the way of making home
happy. It will be too late to correct mistakes.

If you did not smooth the path of your parents

toward the tomb ; if you did not make their

last days bright and happy ; if you allowed your
younger brother to go out into the world un-
hallowed by Christian and sisterly influences

;

if you allowed the younger sisters of your fam-
ily to come up without feeling that there had
been a Christian example set them on your part

—

there will be nothing but bitterness of lamenta-

tion. That bitterness will be increased by all

the surroundings of that home ; by every chair,

by every picture, by the old--^.ime mantel orna-

ments, by everything you can think of as con-

nected with that home. All these things wiU
rouse up agonizing memories. Young women,
have you anything- to do in the way of
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MAKING YOUR FATHER'S HOME HAPPY ?

Now is the time to attend to it, or leave it for.

ever undone. Time is flying very quickly away.
I suppose you notice the wrinkles are gathering

and accumulating on those kindly faces that

have so long looked upon you ; there is frost in

the locks ; the foot is not as firm in its step as

it used to be ; and they will soon be gone. The
heaviest clod that ever falls on a parent's coffin-

lid is the memory of an ungrateful daughter. O,

make their last days bright and beautiful. Do
not act as though they were in the way. Ask
their counsel, seek their prayers, and after long

years have passed and you go out to see the

grave where they sleep, you will find growing all

over the mound sometliing lovelier than cypress,

sometliing sweeter than the rose, something
chaster than the Kly—the bright and beautiful

memories of fihal kindness performed ere the
dying hand dropped on you a benediction, and
you closed the hds over the weary eyes of the

worn-out pilgrim.

Better that, in the hour of your birth, you
had been struck with orphanage, and that you
had been handed over into the cold arms of the

world, rather than that you should have been
brought up under a father's care and a mother's

tenderness, at last to scoff at their example and
deride their influence ; and on the day when
you followed them in long procession to the

tomb, to find that you are followed by a stiU
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larger pi-ucbssion of uiifilial deeds done and

wrong words utisred. The one procession wiU

legive its buiTlen in the tomb and disband ;
but

that longer

PROCESSION O^ GHASTLY MEMORIES

will forever march ani forever w^ail. 0, it is a

good tune for a young woman when she is m
her father's house. How careful they are of

her welfare ! How watchful those parents of all

her interests! Seated at the mormng repast,

father at one end of the table, cliildren on either

side and between, but the years wiU roll on,

and great changes will be effected, and one will

be missed from one end of the table, and another

wiU be missed from the other end of the table.

God pity that young w^oman's soul who, m that

hour, has notliing but regi^etful recollections.

I go further, and advise you not to depend for

enjoyment upon mere

PERSONAL ATTRACTIONS.

It would be sheer hypocrisy, because we may

not have it ourselves, to despise, or affect to

despise, beauty in others. When God gives it,

He gives it as a blessing a,nd as a means of use-

fulness. David and his army were coming

down from the mountains to destroy Nabal and

his flocks and vineyards. The beautiful Abi-

gail, the wife of Nabal, went out to arrest him

when he came down from the mountains, and

she succeeded. Coining to the foot of the hill,
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she knelt. David with his army of sworn men
came down over the cUffs, and when he saw her

kneehng at the foot of the hill he cried, "Halt !''

to his men, and the caves echoed it: "Halt!

halt !" That one beautiful woman kneehng at

the foot of the chff had arrested aU those armed

troops. A dew-drop dashed back Niagara.

The Bible sets before us the portraits of Sarah

and Rebecca and Abishag, and 'Job's daughters,

and say : "They were fair to look upon." By
out-door exercise, and by skillful arrangement of

apparel, let women make themselves attractive.

The sloven has only one mission, and that is to

excite our loathing and disgust. But alas ! for

those who depend upon personal charms for their

happiness. Beauty is such a subtle thing, it does

not seem to depend upon facial proportions or

upon the sparlde of the eye or upon the flush of

the cheek. You sometimes find it among irregular

features

.

IT IS THE SOUL SHINING THROUGH

the face that makes one beautiful. But alas ! for

those who depend upon mere personal charms.

They will come to disappointment and to a great

fret. There are so many different opinions about

what are personal charms; and then sickness and

trouble and age do make such ravages ! The
poorest god that a woman ever worships is her

own face. The saddest sight in all the world is a

woman who has built everything on good looks,

when the ch^xms begin to vanish. 0, how they



a

MAKE A WOMAN HAPPY. H?

try to cover the wrinkles and hide the ravages

of time ! When Time, with iron-shod feet, steps

on a face

THE HOOF-MARKS

remain, and you cannot hide them. It is silly to

try to hide them. I think the most repulsive fool

in the world is an old fool ! Why, my friends,

should you be ashamed of getting old ? It is a

sign—it is prima facie evidence that you have

behaved tolerable weU, or you would not have

hved to this time. The grandest thing, I thmk,

is eternity, and that is made up of countless

years.

When the Bible would set forth the attractive-

ness of Jesus Christ, it says: ''His hair was

white as snow." But when the color goes from

the cheek, and the lustre from the eye, and the

spring from the step, and the gracefulness from

the gait, alas ! for those who built their time and

their eternity upon good looks. But all the

passage of years cannot take out of one's face

benignity and kindness, and compassion and

faith.

Culture your heart and you culture your face.

The brightest glory that ever beamed from a wo-

man's face is the religion of Jesus Christ. In the

last war two hundred wounded soldiers came to

Philadelphia one night, and came unheralded, and

they had to extemporize a hospital for them, and

the Christian women of my church, and of other

churches went out that night to take care of the
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poor wounded fellows. That night I saw a Christ

tian woman

IN THE WARDS OF THE HOSPITAL,

her sleeves rolled up ready for hard work, her hair

dishevelled in the excitement of the hour. Her
face was plain, very plain; but after the wounds
were washed and the new bandages were put

round the splintered limbs, and the exhausted boy

fell off into his first pleasant sleep, she put her

hand on his brow and he started in his dream, and

said, "0, I thought an angel touched me !"

There may have been no classic elegance in the

features of Mrs. Harris, who came into the hospital

after the ''Seven Days" awful fight, as she sat

down by

A WOUNDED DRUMMER-BOY,

and heard him soliloquize: '' A ball through my
body, and my poor mother will never again see

her boy. What a pity it is !" And she leaned

over him and said: '' Shall I be your mother, and

comfort you ?" And he looked up and said, "Yes,

I'll try to think she's here. Please to write a long

letter to her and tell her all about it, and send her

a lock of my hair and comfort her. But I would

like you to tell her how much I suffered—yes, I

would like you to do that, for she would feel so for

me. Hold my hand while I die." There may
have been no classic elegance in her features, but

all the hospitals of Harrison's Landing and Fortress

Monroe would have agreed that she was beautiful.
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and if any rough man in all that ward had insulted

her some wounded soldier would have leaped

from his couch on his best foot, and struck him
dead with a crutch.

Again : I advise you not to depend for happi-

ness upon

THE FLATTERIES OF MEN.

It is a poor comphment to your sex that so many
men feel obliged, in your presence, to offer un^

meaning compliments. Many capable of elegant

and elaborate conversation elsewhere, sometimes

feel called upon at the door of the drawing-room

to drop their common sense and to dole out sicken-

ing flatteries. They say things about your dress

and about your appearance, that you know, and
they^know, are false. They say you are an
angel. You know you are not. Determined to

tell the truth in office, and store and shop, they

consider it honorable to lie to a woman. The
same thing that they told you on this side of the

drawing-room, three minutes ago they said to

some one on the other side of the drawing-room.

0, let no one trample on your self-respect. The
meanest thing on which a woman can build her

happiness is the flatteries of men.
Again : I charge you not to depend for happi-

ness upon

THE DISCIPLESHIP OF WORLDLINESS.

I have seen men as vain of their old-fashionesd

and eccentric hat as your brainless fop is proud
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of his dangling fooleries. Fashion sometimes

makes a reasonable demand of us, and then -we

ought to yield to it. The daisies of the field

have then' fashion of color and leaf ; the honey-

suckles have their fashion of esir-drop ; and the

snowflakes flung out of the winter heavens have
their fashion of exquisiteness. After the summer
shower the sky weds the earth with ring of rain-

bow. And I do not think we have a right to de-

spise the elegancies and fashions of this world,

especially if they make reasonable demands upon
us ; but the discipleship and worship of fashion is

death to the body, and death to the soul.

T am glad the world is improving. Look at

the fashion plates of the seventeenth and eigh-

teenth centm'ies, and you will find that the world

is not so extravagant and extraordinary now as

it was then, and all the marvellous things that

the granddaughter will do will never equal that

done by the grandmother. Go still farther back,

to the Bible times, and you find that in those

times fashion wielded a more terrible sceptre.

You have only to turn to the third chapter of

Isaiah, a portion of the Scriptures from which I

once preached to you, to read :

THE JEWISH FASHION PLATE.

" Because the daughters of Zion are haughty, and
walk with stretched-forth necks and wanton eyes,

walking and mincing as they go, and making a

tinkling with their feet : In that day the Lord
will take away the bravery of their tinkhng orna-
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ments about their feet, and their cauls, and theii

round tires hke the moon, the chains, and the

bracelets, and the mufflers, and bonnets, and the

head-bands, and the tablets, and the ear-rings,

the rings, and the nose-jewels, the changeable

suits of apparel, and the mantles, and the wim-
ples, and the crisping pins, the glasses, and the

fine linen, and the hoods, and the veils." Only

think of a woman having all that on ! I am glad

that the world is getting better and that fashion

which has dominated in the world so ruinously in

other days has, for a little time, for a little degree

at any rate, relaxed its energies.

All the splendors and the extravaganza of this

world dyed into your robe, and flung over your

shoulder, cannot wrap peace around your heart

for a single moment. The gayest wardrobe will

utter no voice of condolence in the day of trouble

and darkness. The woman is grandly dressed,

and only she, who is wrapped in the robe of a

Saviour's righteousness. The home may be very

humble, the hat may be very plain, the frock may
be very coarse ; but the halo of heaven settles in

the room when she wears it, and the faintest touch

of the resurrection angel will change that garment

into raiment of exceeding white, so as no fuller on

earth could whiten it. I come to you, young
woman, to-day, to say IJhat this world cannot make
you happy. I know it is a bright world, with

glorious sunshine, and golden rivers, and fire-

worked sunset, and bird orchestra, and the darkest

cave has its crystals, and the wrathiest wave has
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its foam wreath, and the coldest midnight its

flaming aurora ; but God will put out all these

lights with the blast of His own nostrils, and the

glories of this world will perish in

THE FINAL CONFLAGRATION.

You will never be happy until you get your sin

forgiven, and allow Christ Jesus to take full pos-

session of your soul. He will be your friend in

every perplexity. He will be your comfort in

every trial. He will be your defender in every

strait. I do not ask you to bring, like Mary, the

spices to the sepulchre of a dead Christ, but to

bring you all to the foot of a hving Jesus. His

word is peace. His look is love. His hand is

help. His touch is life. His smile is heaven. 0,

come, then, in flocks and groups. Come, like the

south wind over banks of myrrh. Come, Hke the

morning hght, tripping over the mountains.

Wreathe all your affections on Christ's brow, set

all your gems in Christ's coronet, let this Sabbath
air rustle with the wings of rejoicing angels and
the towers of God ring out the news of souls

saved.

" This world its fancied pearl may crave,

'Tis not the pearl for me ;

'Twill dim its lustre in the grave,

'Twill perish in the sea.

But there's a pearl of price untold,

Which never can be bought with gold

;

O, that's the pearl for me."

The snow was very deep, and it was still falling
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rapidly, when, in the first year of my Christian

ministry, I hastened

TO SEE A YOUNG WOMAN DIE.

It was a very humble home. She was an orphan;

her father had been shipwrecked on the banks of

Newfoundland. She had earned her own Uving.

As I entered the room I saw nothing attractive.

No pictures. No tapestry. Not even a cushioned

chair. The snow on the window casement was
not whiter than the cheek of that dying girl. It

was a face never to be forgotten. Sweetness and
majesty of soul, and faith in God, had given her

a matchless beauty, and the sculptor who could

have caught the outlines of those features, and

frozen them mto stone, would have made himself

immortal. With her large, brown eyes she look-

ed calmly into the great eternity. I sat down by
her bedside and said: "Now tell me all your

troubles, and sorrows, and struggles, and doubts."

She rephed : "I have no doubts or struggles. It

is all plain to me. Jesus has smoothed tiie way
for my feet. I wish when you go to your pulpit

next Sunday, you will tell the people that

RELIGION WILL MAKE THEM HAPPY.

"0 death, where is thy sting? Mr. Talmage, I

wonder if this is not the bhss of dying ?'' I said,

" Yes, I think it must be." I lingered around the

couch. The sun was setting, and her sister light-

ed a candle. She Mghted the candle for me. The

dying girl, the dawn of heaven in her face^ needed
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no candle. I rose to go, and she said :
*' 1 thank

you for coming. Good night ! When we meet

again it will be in heaven—in heaven ! Good

night ! good night !" For her it was a good night

to tears, good night to poverty, good night to

death ; but when the sun rose again it was good

morning. The hght of another day had burst in

upon her soul. Good morning ! The angels were

singing her welcome home, and the hand of Christ

was putting upon her brow a garland. Good

morning ! Her smi rising. Her palm waving.

Her spirit exulting before the throne of God.

Good morning ! Good morning ! The white lily

of poor Margaret's cheek had blushed into the rose

of health inmiortal, and the snows through which

we carried her to the country graveyard were

symbols of that robe which she wears, so white

that no fuller on earth could whiten it.

My sister, my daughter, may your last end be

like hers

!
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Xlie Crandmotlier.

" The unfeigned faith that is in thee, which dwelt first is

tJiy grandmother Lois. "—3 Tim. 1:5,

In this love-letter which Paul, the old minister,

is writing to Timothy, the young minister, the

family record is brought out. Paul practically

says :
" Timothy, what a good grandmother you

had ! You ought to be better than most folks,

because not only was your mother good, but your
grandmother. Two preceding generations of piety

ought to give you a mighty push in the right di-

rection. " The fact was that Timothy needed en-

couragement. He was in poor health, having a

weak stomach, and was dyspeptic, and Paul pre-

scribed for him a tonic, " a little wine, for thy

stomach's sake "—not much wine, but a httle

wine, and only as a medicine. And if the wine
then had been as much adulterated with logwood

and strychnine as our modern wines, he would
not have prescribed any.

But Timothy, not strong physica,lly, is encour-

aged spiritually by the recital of grandmotherly

excellence, Paul hinting to him, as I hint this day

to you, that God sometimes gathers up, as in a

reservoir away back of the active generations of

to-day, a godly influence, and then in response to

prayer, lets down the power of children and
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grandchildren and great-grandchildren. The
world is woefully in want of a table of statistic'*

in regard to what is the protractedness and im
anensity of

INFLUENCE OF ONE GOOD WOMAN

in the church and world. We have accounts of

tiow much evil has been wrought by Margaret,

the mother of crimmals, who lived near a hundred

years ago, and of how many hundreds of crimi-

nals her descendants furnished for the penitentiary

and the gallows, and how many hundreds of

thousands of dollars they cost this country in

their arraignment and prison support, as well as

in the property they burglarized or destroyed.

But will not some one come out with brain com-
prehensive enough, and heart warm enough, and
pen keen enough to give us the facts in regard to

somfe good woman of a hundred years o-go, and
let us know how many Christian men and women
and reformers and useful people have been fox^tid

among her descendants, and how many asylums

and colleges and churches they built, and how
many million dollars they contributed for human-
itarian and Christian purposes ?

The good women whose tombstones were
jilanted in the eighteenth century are more

ALIVE FOR GOOD

iii the nineteenth century than they were before,

as the good women of this nineteenth century will

be more ahve for good in the twesaCi^^Si c?vs,i«s!7
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than now. Mark you, I have no idea that the

grandmothers were any better than their grand-

daughters. You cannot get very old people to

talk much about how things were when they

were boys and girls. They have a reticence and a

non-committahsm w^hich makes me think they

feel themselves to be the custodians of the repu-

tation of their early comrades. While our dear

old folks are rehearsing the folhes of the present,

if you put them on the witness-stand and cross-

examine them as to how things w^ere seventy

years ago, the silence becomes oppressive.

A celebrated Frenchman by the name of Volney

visited tliis country in 1796, and he says of

v^oman's diet

in those times :
" If a premium w^as offered for

a regimen most destructive to health, none

could be devised more efficacious for these ends

than that- in use among these people." That

echpses our lobster salad at midnight. Every-

body talks about the dissipations of modern
society, and how womanly health goes down
under it, but it was worse a hundred years ago,

for the chaplain of a French regiment in out

Revolutionary war wrote in 1782, in his book of

American women, saying: "They are tall and

well proportioned, their features are generally

regular, their complexions are generally fair and

without color. At twenty years of age the

women have no longer the freshness of youth,

^t thirty or forty they are decrepit." In 1813
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a foreign consul wrote a book entitled, '' A Sketch
of the United States at the Commencement of

the Present Centuay," and he says of the women
of those times: "At the age of thirty all their

charms have disappeared." One glance at the

portraits of the women a hundred years ago a,nd

tlieir style of dress makes us wonder how they

ever got their breath. All this makes me think

that the express rail train is no more an im-

provement on the old canal-boat, or the tele-

graph no more an imjDrovement on the old-time

saddlebags, than the women of our day are an
improvement on the vfomen of the last century."

But still, notwithstanding that those times

Were so much worse than ours, there was

A GLORIOUS RACE OF GODLY WOMEN

seventy and a hundred years ago, who held the

World back from sin and lifted it toward virtue?

and without their exalted and sanctified influ-

ence before this, the last good uifluence would
have perished from the earth. Indeed, all over

this land there are seated to-day—not so much
in churches, for many of them are too feeble to

come—a great many aged grandmothers. They
sometimes feel that the world has gone past

them, and they have an idea that they are of

little account. Their head sometimes gets ach-

ing from the racket of the grandchildren down-

stairs or in the next room. They steady them-

selves by the banisters as they go up and down.

"When they get a cold, it hangs on to them



THE GRANDMOTHER. 129

tonger than it used to. They cannot bear to

have the grandchildren punished, even when
they deserve it, and fiave so relaxed their ideas

of family discipline that they would spoil all the

youngsters of the household by too great

leniency.

These old folks are the resort when great

troubles come, and there-is a calmmg and sooth-

ing power in the touch of an aged hand that is

almost supernatural. They feel they are almost

through with the journey of life, and read the old

book more than they used to, hardly knowing
which is the most they enjoy, the Old Testament

or the New, and often stop and dwell tearfully

over the family record half way between. We
hail them to-day, whether in the house of God,

or Sit the homestead. Blessed is that household

that has in it a grandmother Lois. Where she is,

angels are hovering round, and God is in the room.

May her last days be like those lovely autimmal

days that we call Indian summer.
I never knew the joy of having a grandmother

;

that is the disadvantage of being the youngest

child of the family. The elder members only have

that benediction. But though she went up out of

this life before I began it, I have heard of her faith

in God, that brought all her children into the king-

dom and two of them into the ministry, and then

brought all her grandchildren into the kingdom,

myself the last and least worthy. Is it not time

thh,t you and I do two things, swing open a picture-

gallery of the wrinkled faces and stooped shoulder^
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of the past, and call down from their heavenly

tlii'ones the godly grandmothers ; to give them

om* thanks, and then persuade the mothers of to-

day that they are hving for all time, and that

against the sides of every cradle in wliich a child

is rocked beat

THE TWO ETERNITIES?

Here we have an untried, undiscussed and un-

explored subject. You often hear about yom^ in-

fluence upon your own cliildren—1 am not

talking about that. "V^^iat about your influence

upon the twentieth century, upon the thu'tietb

century, upon the fortieth century, upon the year

two thousand, upon the year four thousand, if the

world last so long ? The world stood four thou-

sand years before Christ came ; it is not unreason-

able to suppose that it may stand four thousand

years after His arrival. Four thousand years the

world swung off in sin, four thousand years i>

may be swinging back into righteousness. By

the ordinary rate of multiplication of the world's

population in a century, your descendants will be

over three hundred, and by two centuries at least

over fifty thousand, perhaps two hundred thou-

sand, and upon every one of them you, the

mother of to-day, will have an influence for good

or evil. And if in four centuries your descendants

shall have with their names filled a scroll of hun-

dreds of thousands, will some angel from heaven

to whom is given the capacity to calculate the

number of the stars of heaven and the sands of
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the seashore, step down and tell us how man^
descendants you will have in the four thousandth

year of the world's possible continuance ?

Do not let the grandmothers any longer thinly

that they are retired, and sit clear back out of

sight from the world, feeling that they have no
relation to it. The mothers of the last century are

to-day in the senates, the parliaments, the palaces,

the pulpits, the banking houses, the professional

chairs, the prisons, the almshouses, the company
of »midnight brigands, the cellars, the ditches of

this country. You have been thinking about the

importance of having the right influence upon one

nursery. You have been thinking about the im-

portance of getting those two little feet on the

right path. You have been thinking of your

child's destiny for the next eighty years, if it should

pass on to be an octogenarian. That is well, bu\j

my subject sweeps a thousand years, a million

years, a quadrillion of years. I cannot stop at

one cradle ; I am looking at the cradles that reach

all around the world and across all times. I am
not talking of mother Eunice, I am talking of

grandmother Lois.

The only way you can tell the force of a current

fe by sailing up stream ; or the force of an ocean

wave, by running the ship against it. Eunning
along with it we cannot appreciate the force. In

ESTIMATING MATERNAL INFLUENCE

ne generally run along with it down the stream

of time, and so we don't understand the full force.
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Let us come to it from the eternitj side, after it

has been working on for centuries, and see all the

good it has done and all the evils it has accom-

plished multiplied in magnificent or appalling

compound interest. The difference between that

mother's influence on her children now, and the

influence when it has been multiphed in hundreds

of thousands of lives, is the difference between the

Mississippi river way up at the top of the conti-

nent^ starting from the little lake Itasca, seven

miles long and one wide, and its mouth at the

Gulf of Mexico, where navies might ride. Be-

tween the birth of that river and its burial in the

sea, the Missouri pours in, and the Ohio pours in,

and the Arkansas pours in, and the Red and
White and Yazoo rivers pour in, and all the States

and Territories between the Alleghany and Rocky
mountains make contribution. Now, in order to

test the power of a mothers influence, we need to

come in off of the ocean of eternity and sail up to-

ward the one cradle, and we mil find ten thousand

tributaries of influence pouring in and pouring

down. But it is, after all,

ONE GREAT RIVER OF POWER

rolHng on and rolHng forever. Who can fathom
it ? Wlio can bridge it ? Who can stop it ?

Had not mothers better be iutensifying their

prayers ? Had they not l)etter be elevating by
their example ? Had they not better be rousing

themselves with the consideration that by their

faithfulness or neglect tbey are starting an in-
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fluence which will be stupendous after the last

mountain of earth is fiat, and the last sea has

been dried up, and the last flake of the ashes of a

consumed world shall have been blown away, and

all the telescopes of other worlds directed to

the track around which our world once swung,

shall discover not so much as a cinder of the

burned-down and swept-off planet ?

In Ceylon there is a granite column thirty-six

square feet m size, which is thought, by the

natives, to decide the world's continuance. An
angel with robe spun from zephyr is once a century

to descend and sweep the hem of that robe across

the granite, and when, by that attrition the column
is worn away, they say time will end. But, by
that process, that granite column would be worn
out of existence before mother's influence will

begin to give way.

MOTHERS SOWING SEED.

If a mother teU a child he is not good, some
bugaboo will come and catch him, the fear excited

may make the child a coward, and the fact that he
finds there is no bugaboo may make Mm a liar,

and the echo of that false alarm may be heard
after fifteen generations have been born and
expired. If a mother promises a child a reward
for good behavior, and after the good behavior

forgets to give the reward, the cheat may crop

out in some faithlessness half a thousand years

further on. If a mother culture a chUd's vanity,

and eulogize his curls and extol the night-black
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or sky-blue or nut-brown of the child's eyes, and
call out in his presence the admiration of spectators,

pride and arrogance may be prolonged after half a

dozen family records have been obliterated. If

a mother express doubt about some statement of

the Holy Bible m a child's presence, long after the

gates of this historical era have closed and the

gates of another era have opened, the result may
be seen in a champion blasphemer.

But, on the other hand, if a mother walking
with a child see a suffering one by the w^ayside

and says: "My child, give that ten-cent piece to

that lame boy," the result may be seen on the

other side of the following century in some George

Muller buUding a whole village of orphanages. If

a mother sit almost every evening by the trundle-

bed of a child and teach it lessons of a Saviour's

love and a Saviour's example, of the importance

of truth and the hori'or of a lie, and the virtues of

industry and kindness and sympathy and self-

sacrifice, long after the mother has gone, and the

child has gone, and the lettering on both the tomb-

stones shaU have been washed out by the storms

of innumerable winters, there may be standing,

as a result of those trundle-bed lessons, flaming

evangels, world-moving reformers, seraphic

Summerfields, weeping Paysons, thxmdering

Whitefields, emancipating Washingtons.

Good or bad influence may skip one generation

or two generations, but it wiU be sure to land in

THE THIRD OR FOURTH GENERATIONS,

Just as the Ten Commandments, speaking of tM
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visitation of God on families, says nothing about
the second generation, but entirely skips the

second and speaks of the third and fourth genera-

tion: ''Visiting the iniquities of the fathers upon
the third and fourth generations of them that

hate me." Parental influence^ right and wrong,

may jump over a generation, but it will come
down further on, as sure as you s^t there and I

stand here. Timothy's ministry was projected by
his grandmother Lois. There are men and women
here, the son and daughter of the Christian Chtirch,

who are such as a result of the consecration of

great-gi'eat-grandmothers. Why, who do you

think the Lord is ? You talk as though His mem-
ory ivas weak. He can no easier remember a

prayer five minutes than he can five centuries.

This explains what we often see—some man oi

woman distinguished for her benevolence when

the father and mother v/ere distinguished foi

penuriousness ; or you see some young man or

woman with a bad father and a hard mother come

out gloriously for Christ, and make the

church sob and shout and sing under their ex-

hortations. We stand in corners of the vestry

and whisper over the matter and say :
" How is

this, such great piety in sons and daughters of

such parental worldliness and sin ?" I will ex-

plain it to you if you will fetch me the old family

Bible containing the full record. Let some sep-

tuagenarian look with m.e clear upon the page of

births and marriages, and tell me who that

woman was with the old-fashioned name o^
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Jemima or Betsy or Mehitabel. Ah, there she is,

the old grandmother or great-grandmother, who
had enough

RELIGION TO SATURATE A CENTURY.

There she is, the dear old soul, grandmother
Lois. In our beautiful Greenwood (may we all

sleep there when our work is done, for when I

get up m the Resurrection morning, I want my
congregation all about me)—in Greenvfood there

is the resting-place of George W. Bethune, once

a minister of Brooklyn Heights, his name never

spoken among intelligent Americans without

suggesting two things—eloquence and evangel-

ism. In the same tomb sleeps his grandmother,

Isabella Graham, who was the chief inspuation

of his ministry. You are not surprised at the

poetry, and pathos and pulpit power of the gTand-

son when you read of the faith and devotion of

his wonderful ancestress. When you read

THIS grandmother's LETTER,

in which she poured out her widowed soul iu

longing for a son's salvation, you Avill not wonder
that succeeding generations have been blessed

:

" New York, May 20, 1791.

" This day my only son left me in bitter wring-

ings of heart ; he is again launched on the ocean,

God's ocean. The Lord saved him from ship-

wreck, brought him to my home and allowed me
once more to mdulge my affections over him.

He has been with me but a short time, and ilJ
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have I improved it ; he is gone from my sight,

and my heart bui^sts with tumultuous grief.

Lord, have mercy on the widow's son, ' the only

son of his mother.'

''I ask nothing in all this world for him ; I re-

peat my petition—save his soul ahve, give him.

salvation from sin. It is not the danger of the

seas that distresses me ; it is not the hardshijDS he

must undergo ; it is not the dread of never seeing

him more in this world ; it is because I cannot dis-

cern the fulfilment of the promise in him, I cannot

discern the new birth, nor its fruit, but every

symptom of captivity to Satan, the world and
self-will. This, this is what distresses me ; and

m connection with this, his being shut out from
ordinances at a distance from Christians ; shut up
with those who forget God, profane His name,
and break his Sabbaths : men who often hve and
die hke beasts, yet are accountable creatures,

who must answer for every moment of time and

every word, thought, and action.
'' Lord, many wonders hast Thou shown me;

Thy ways of dealing with me and mine have not

been common ones ; add this wonder to the rest.

Call, convert, regenerate and establish a sailor in

the faith. Lord, all things are possible with
Thee

;
glorify Thy son and extend His kingdom by

sea and land ; take the prey from the strong. I

roll him over upon Thee. Many friends try to

comfort me : miserable comforters are they all.

Thou art the God of consolation ; only confimi to

me Thy precious word, on which Thou causedst
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me to hope in the day when Thou saidst to me,
' Leave thy fatherless children, I will preserve

them alive.' Only let this life be a spiritual life,

and I put a blank in Thy hand as to all temporal

things.

" I wait for thy salvation. Amen."

With such a grandmother, would you not have

^ right to expect a George W. Bethune ? and all

the thousands converted through his ministry

may date ihe saving power back to Isabella Gra-

ham. ,

God fill the earth, and the heavens with such

grandmothers ; we must some day go up and

thank the^se dear old souls. Surely, God will let

us go up, and tell them of the results of their in-

fluence. Among our

FIRST QUESTTO?rS iN HEAVEN

will be " where is grandmother % " They will point

her out, for we would hardly know her even if

we had seen her on earth, so bent over with years

once, and there so straight, so dim of eye through

the blinding of earthly tears, and now her eye as

clear as heaven, so full of aches and pains once,

and now so agile with celestial health, the wrink-

les blooming into carnation roses, and her step

hke the roe on the mountains. Yes, I nmst see

her, my grandmother on my father's side, Mary
McCoy, descendant of the Scotch. When I first

spoke to an audience in Glasgow, Scotland, and

felt somewhat diffident, being a stranger, I began
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by telling them my grandmother was a Scotcli

^omau, and then there went up a shout of wel
come which made me feel as easy as I do here
I must see her.

You must see those women of the early nine
teenth century and the eighteenth century, thf

answer of whose prayers is in your welfare to-day.

GOD BLESS ALL THE AGED WOMEN

up and down the land and in all lands ! What a

happy thing, Pomponius Atticus, to say, when
making the funeral address of his mother:
" Though I have resided with hor sixty-seven

years, I was never once reconciled to her, because
there never happened the least discord between uSj

and consequently, there was no need of reconcilia-

tion." Make it as easy for the old folks as you
can. When they are sick, get for them the best

doctors. Give them your arm when the streets

are shppery. Stay with them all the time you
can. Go home and see the old folks. Find the

place for them in the hymn-book. Never be
ashamed if they prefer st3des of apparel a httle an-

tiquated. Never say anythmg that impHes they
are in the way. Make the road for the last mil^

as smooth as you can. Oh my

!

HOW YOU WILL MISS HER

when she is gone. I would give the house from
over my head to see mother. I have so many
thmgs I would hke to tell her, things that have
happened in twenty-four years sixics she v/ent
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away. Morning, noon and night let us thank
God for the good influences that have come down
from good mothers all the way back. Timothy,

don't forget your mother Emiice, and don't forget

your grandmother Lois. And hand down to

others this patrimony of blessing. Pass along the

coronets. Make rehgion an heirloom from genera-

tion to generation. Mothers of America, con-

secrate yourselves to God, and you will help con-

secrate all the ages following ! Do not dwell so

much on your hardships that you miss your
chance of wielding an influence that shall look

down upon you from the towers of an endless

future.

I know Martin Luther was right when he con-

soled his wife over the death of their daughter, by
saying :

'

' Don't take on so, wife ; remember that

this is a hard world for girls. " Yes ; I go further

and say : It is

A HARD WORLD FOR WOMEN.

Aye, I go further and say: It is a hard world for

men. But for aU women and men who trust their

bodies and souls in the hand of Christ, the shining

gates will soon swing open. Don't you see the

sicldy paUor on the sky? That is the pallor on the

cold cheek of the dying night. Don't you see the

brightening of the clouds? That is the flush on the

warm forehead of the morning. Cheer up, you
are coming within sight of

THE CELESTIAL CITY.

Cairo, capital of Egypt, was called "City of
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Victory." Athens, capital of Greece, was called

" City of the Violet Crown;" Baalbeck, was called

"City of the Sun;" London, w^as called "The

City of Masts." Lucian's imaginary metropolis

beyond the Zodiac was called "The City of Lan-

terns." But the city to which you journey hath

all these in one, the victory, the crowns, the masts,

of those that have been harbored after the storm.

Aye, all but the lanterns and the sun, because

they have no need of any other light, since the

Lamb is the light thereof.
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Woman's Opportunity.

" So God created man in His own image, in the image of God
created He laim; male and female created He then."

—

Gen 1; 27.

In other words, God, who can make no mistake,

made man and woman for specific work, and to

move in particular spheres—man to be regnant in

his realm, woman to be dommant in hers. The

bomidary hne between Italy and Switzerland,

between England and Scotland, is not more

thoroughly marked than this distinction between

the empire masculine and the

EMPIRE FEMININE.

So entirely dissimilar are the fields to which

God called them, that you can no more compare

them than 3^ou can oxygen and hydrogen, water

and grass, trees and stars. All this talk about the

superiority of one sex to the other sex is an ever-

lastmg waste of ink and speech. A jeweler may
have a scale so delicate that he can weigh the dust

of diamonds, but where are the scales so delicate

that you can weigh in them affection against

affection, sentiment against sentiment, thought

against thought, soul against soul, a man's word
against a woman's word 'i

You come out with your stereotyped remark,

tb-e man is superior to woman in intellect, and
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then 1 open on my desk the swarthy, iron-typed

thunder-bolted writings of Harriet Martineau, and

Ehzabeth Browning, and George Ehot. You come
on with your stereotyped remark about woman's
superiority to man in the item of affection, but I

ask you where were there more capacity to love

than in John the disciple, and Robert McCheyne,

the Scotchman, and John Summerfield, the Metho-

dist, and Henry Martin, the missionary ? The

heart of those men was so large that after you had

rolled into it two hemispheres, there was room still

left to marshal the hosts of heaven, and set up
the throne of the eternal Jehovah. I deny to

man the throne intellect. I deny to woman the

throne affectional. No human phraseology wiU
ever define the spheres, while there is an intui-

tion by which we know when a man is in his

realm, and when a woman is in her realm, and

when either of them is out of it. No bung-

ling legislature ought to attempt to make a defi-

nition, or to say, "This is the line, and that is

the line.''

MY THEORY

is that if woman wants to vote, she ought to vote,

and that if a man wants to embroider and keep

house, he ought to be allowed to embroider and

keep house. There are masculine women and

there are effeminate men. My theory is, that you

have no right to interfere with anyone's doing

anything that is righteous. Albany andWashing-

ton might as well decree by legislationhow high a

brown-thrasher should fly, or how deep a trout
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should plunge, as to try to seek out the height or

depth of a woman's duty. The question of capa-

city will settle finally the whole question, the

whole subject. When a woman is prepared to

preach, she will preach, and neither Conference nor

Presbytery can hinder. When a woman is pre-

pared to move in highest commercial spheres, she

will have great influence on the Exchange, and no
Boards of Trade can hinder her. I want woman
to understand that heart and brain can overfly

any barrier that pohticians may set up, and that

nothing can keep her back or keep her down but

the question of capacity, I know there are

WOMEN OF MOST UNDESIRABLE NATURE,

who wander up and down the country—^having

no homes of their own, or forsaking their own
homes—talking about their rights ; and we know
very well that they themselves are fit neither to

vote, nor fit to keep house. Their mission seems

to be to humiliate the two sexes at the thought of

what any one of us might become. No one would
tvant to five under the laws that such women
would enact, or to have cast upon society the

children that such women would raise. But I

shall show you this morning that the best rights

that women can own, she already has in her pos-

session, that

HER POSITION

in this country at this time is not one of com-

miseration, but one of congratulation ; that the
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grandeur and power of her reaLni have never yet

been appreciated ; that she sits to-day on a throne
so high, that all the thi'ones of earth piled on top
of each other would not make for her a footstool.

Here is the platform on which she stands. Away
down below it are the ballot-box, and the Con-
gTessional assemblage and the legislative hall.

Woman always has voted and always will vote.

Our great-gi-andfathers thought they were by
their votes putting Washington into the presi-

dential chair. No. His mother, by the princi-

ples she taught him, and by the habits she incul-

cated, made him President. It was a Christian

mother's hand dropping the ballot when Lord
Bacon wrote, and Newton philosophized, and
Alfred the Great governed, and Jonathan Ed-
wards thundered of judgment to come. How
many men there have been in high political sta-

tion, who would have been insufficient to stand

the test to which their moral principle was put,

had it not been for a wife's voice that encouraged

them to do right, and a wife's prayer that

Bounded louder than the clamor of partisanship !

Why, my friends, the right of sufl'rage, as we
men exercise it, seems to be a feeble thing. You,
a Christian man, come up to the ballot-box, and
you drop your vote. Eight after you comes a
libertine or a sot—the offscouring of the street

—and he drops his vote ; and his vote counteracts

yours. But if in the quiet of home life a daugh-
ter by her Christian demeanor, a wife by her in-

dustry, a mother by her faithfuhiess, casts a vote
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in the right clirection, then nothing can resist it.

and the influence of that vote will throb thi'ougb

the eternities.

My chief anxiety then is, not that woman have

other rights accorded her ; but that she, by the

grace of God, rise up to the appreciation of the

GLORIOUS RIGHTS

she already possesses. Tliis morning I shall only

have time to speak of one grand and all-absorb-

ing right that every woman has, and that is to

make home happy. That realm no one has evei

disputed with her. Men may come home at noon

or at night, and they tarry a comparatively little

while ; but she, all day long, governs it, beautifiea»

it, sanctifies it. It is within her power to make i1

the most attractive place on earth. It is the onl>

calm harbor in this world. You know as weU aa

I do, that this outside world, and the businesa

world is a long scene of jostle and contention

The man who has a dollar struggles to keep it

,

the man who has it not struggles to get it. Prices

up. Prices down. Losses. Gains. Misrepre.-

sentations. Gougings. Underselling. Buyers

depreciating; salesmen exaggerating. Tenants

seeking less rent; landlords demanding more.

Gold fidgety. Struggles about office. Me^i who
are in trying to keep in ; men out trying to get in.

Slips. Tumbles. Defalcations. Panics. Catas-

trophes. O woman! Thank God you have a

home, and that
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YOU MAY BE QUEEN

In it. Better be there than wear Victoria's cor^

onet. Better be there than carry the purse of a

princess. Your abode may be humble, but you
can by your faith in God and your cheerfulness

of demeanor, gild it with splendors such as an
upholsterer's hand never yet kindled. There aro

abodes in the city—humble, two stories, four

plain unpapered rooms ; undesirable neighbor-

hood : and yet there is a man here this morning
who would die on the threshold rather than
surrender it. Why ? It is home. Whenever
he thinks of it, he sees angels of God hovering
around it. The ladders of heaven are let down to

this house. Over the child's rough crib there are

the chantings of angels, as those that broke ovei

Bethlehem.

IT IS HOME.

These children may come up after a while, and they
may win high position, and they may have an af-

fluent residence ; but they will not until their dy-

ing day forget that humble roof, under which their

father rested, and their mother sang, and th^ir

sisters played. Oh, if you would gather up all

tender memories, all the lights and shades of the

heart, all banquetings and reunions, all fihal, fra-

ternal, paternal, and conjugal affections, and you
had only just four letters to spell out that height

and depth and length and breadth and magnitude
and eternity of meaning, you would, with stream-
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ing eyes, and trembling voice, and agitated

hand, write it out in those four living capitals,

H-O-M-E.
What right does woman want that is grandei

than to tee queen m such a realm ? Why, the

eagles of heaven cannot fly across that dominion.

Horses, panting and with lathered flanks, are not

swift enough to run to the outpost of that realm.

They say that the siui never sets upon the Enghsh
empu'e ; but I have to tell you that on this

realm of woman's influence, eternity never marks
any bound. Isabella fled from the Spanish throne,

pursued by the nation's anathema : but she who
is queen in a home will never lose her throne, and
death itseK will only be the annexation of heaven-

ly principahties.

When you want to get your grandest

IDEA OF A QUEEN,

you do not thuik of Catharine of Eussia, or of

Anne of England, or of Maria Theresa of Germany

;

but when you want to get your grandest idea of a

queen, you thuik of the plain woman who sat op-

posite your father at the table, or walked withhim
arm-in-arm down life's pathway ; sometimes to

the thanksgiving banquet, sometimes to the gi-ave,

but always together—soothing youi' petty griefs,

correcting your childish waywardness, joining in

your infantile sports, hstenuig to your evening

prayers, toihng for you with needle, or at the

spinning wheel, and on cold nights wrapping you

up snug and warm. And then at last on that day



WOMAN'S OPPORTUNITY. 149

when she lay in the backiooni dying, and you saw
her take those thui hands with wnich she toiled

for you so long, and put them together m a dy-

ing prayer that commended you to God whom she

had taught you to trust—0, she was the queen !

The chariots of God came down to fetch her ; and
as she went in all heaven rose up. You cannot
think of her nov/ without a rush of tenderness that

stirs the deep fountains of your soul, and you feel

as much a child agam as when you cried on her

lap ; and if you could bring her back again to

speak just once more your name as tenderly as

she used to speak it, you would be willing to

throw yourself on the ground and kiss the sod

that covers her, crying :
'

' Mother ! mother !"

Ah! she was the queen

—

SHE WAS THE QUEEN.

Now, can you tell me how many thousand miles

a woman like that would have to travel down be-

fore she got to the ballot-box ? Compared with

this work of training kings and queens for God
and eternity, how insignificant seems aU this work

"

of voting for aldermen and common councihnen,

and sheriffs, and constables, and mayors, and
presidents. To make one such grand woman as

I have described, how many thousand would you
want of those people who go in the round of god-

lessness and fashion and dissipation, distorting

their body until m their monstrosities they seem to

outdo the dromedary and hippopotamus I going

as far toward disgraceful apparel as they dare go,
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60 as uot to be arrested of the police- their be*

havior a sorrow to the good and a caricature of

the vicious, and an msult to that God who made
them women and not gorgons ; and tramping on

down through a frivolous and dissipated life, to

temporal and eternal damnation. 0, woman,
with the lightning of your soul, strike dead at

your feet all these allurements to dissipation and
to fashion. Your uiimortal soul camiot be fed

upon such garbage.

God calls you up to empire and dominion. Will

you have it ? 0, give to God your heart
;
give to

God your best energies
;
give to God all your cul-

ture
;
give to God all your refinement

;
give your-

self to Hmi, for

THIS WORLD AND THE NEXT.

Soon all these bright eyes will be quenched, and
these voices will be hushed. For the last time

you will look upon tliis fau' earth, father's hand,

mother's hand, sister's hand, child's hand, will be

no more in yours. It will be night, and there will

come up a cold wind from the Jordan, and you
must start. Will it be a lone woman on a track-

less moor? Ah, no, Jesus will come up in that

hour and offer His hand, and He wiU say : ^' You
stood by Me when you were well ; now I will not

desert you when you are sick." One wave of

His hand, and the storm will drop ; and anothei

wave of His hand, and midnight shall break

into midnoon ; and another wave oi his hand,

and the chamberlains of God will come down
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from the treasure-houses of heaven, with robes

lustrous, blood-washed, and heaven-ghnted, in

which you will array youi'seK for the marriage-

supper of the Lamb. And then with Miriam, who
Btruck the timbrel by the Red Sea ; and with De-
borah, who led the Lord's host into the fight ; and
with Hannah, who gave her Samuel to the Lord

;

and with Mary, who rocked Jesus to sleep while

there were angels singing in the air ; and with
Florence Nightingale, who bound up the battle-

wounds of the Crimea, you will, from the chahce

of God, drink to the soul's eternal rescue.

One twilight, after I had been playing with the

children for some time, I laid down on the lounge

to rest : and half asleep and half awake,

I SEEMED TO DEEAM

this dream : It seemed to me that I was in a far-

distant land—not Persia, although more than

Oriental luxuriance crowned the cities ; nor the

tropics, although more than tropical fruitfulness

filled the gardens ; nor Italy—although more than

Italian softness filled the air. And I wandered

around, looking for thorns and nettles, but I found

none of them grew there. And I walked forth

and I saw the sun rise, and I said : "When will

it set again ?" and the sun sank not. And I saw
all the people in holiday apparel, and I said:

"When will they put on workingmen's garb

again, and delve in the mine, and swelter at the

forge ?" But neither the garments nor the robes

did they put off.
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Aiid I wandered in the suburbs, and I said:

"Where do they bury the dead of this great city f*

And I looked along by the hills where it would be

most beautiful for the dead to sleep, and I saw
castles, and towns, and battlements ; but not a

mausoleum, nor monument, nor white slab could

I see. And I went into the great chapel of the

town, and I said :

'

' ^Hiere do the poor worship ?"

" Where are the benches on wliich they sit ?" And
a voice answered :

" W^e have no poor in this great

city." And I wandered out, seeking to find the

place where were the hovels of the destitute, and

I found mansions of amber and ivory and gold,

but no tear did I see or sigh hear,

I was bewildered ; and I sat under the shadow

of a great tree, and I said, "Wliat am I, and

whence comes all tliis ?" And at that moment
there came from among the leaves, skipping up
the flowery paths and across the sparkling waters,

a very bright and sparkhng group ; and when I

saw their step I knew, and when I heard their

voices I thought I knew them ; but their apparel

was so different from anything I had ever seen, I

bowed, a stranger to strangers. But after a while,

when they clapped their hands, and shouted,

"welcome! welcome!"

the mystery was solved, and I saw that time had
passed, and that eternity had come, and that God
had gathered us up into a higher home ; and 1

said, "Are all here ?" and the voices of innumer
able generations answered: "All here," Axid
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while tears of gladness were raining down out

cheeks, and the branches of the Lebanon cedcrs

were clapping their hands, and the towers of the

great city were chiming their welcome, we began

to laugh, and sing, and leap, and shout, "Hom^ 1

Horn© ! Home !"
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Tlie Queens of Home.

'There are three-score queens."

—

Solomon's Song, 6:8.

So Solomon, by one stroke, set forth the impe-

rial character of a true Cluistian woman. She is

not a slave, not a hireling, not a subordinate, but

a queen. In a former sermon I showed you that

crown and courtly attendants and imperial ward-

robe were not necessary to make a queen ; but

that graces of the heart and life will give corona-

tion to any woman. I showed you at some length

that woman's position was higher in the world

than man's, and that although she had often been

denied the right of suffrage, she always did vote

and always would vote by her influence ; and that

her chief desire ought to be that she should have

grace rightly to rule in the dominion which she

has aheady won. I began an enumeration of

some of her rights, and this morning I resume the

subject.

I. In the first place, woman has the special and
superlative right—not again going back to what I

have already said—woman has the special and su-

perlative right of blessing and

COMFORTING THE SICK.

What land, what street, what house, has not

felt the smitings of disease ? Tens of thousands of
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sick beds ! What shall we do with them? Shall

man, with his rough hand and clumsy foot, go
^tumbling around the sick-room, trying to soothe

;he dist/acted nerves and alleviate the pains of the

tossing patient ? The young man at college may
gcoff at the idea of being under maternal influence

;

but at the first blast of typhoid fever on his cheek,

he says, "Where is mother? " Walter Scott wrote

partly m satire and partly in comphment

:

" Oh woman, in our houvs of ease,

Uncertain, coy and hard to please

;

When pain and anguish wring the brow.

A ministering angel thou."

I think the most pathetic passage in all the Bi-

ble is the description of the lad who went out to

the harvest field of Shunem and got sun-struck

—

throwing his hands on his temples and crying out

:

" Oh my head ! my head !" And they said : "Car-

tj him to his mother. " And then the record is :

"He sat on her knees till noon, and then died."

It is an awful thing to be ill away from home in a

strange hotel, once in a while men coming in to

look at you, holding their hand over their mouth
for fear they will catch the contagion. How
roughly they turn you m bed. How loudly they

talk. How you long for

THE mNISTRIES OF HOME.

I know one such who went away from one of

the brightest of homes, for several weeks' business

absence at the West. A telegram came at mid-

night that he was on his deathbed tax away from
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home. By express train the wife and daughters

went westward ; but they went too late. He feared

not to die, but he was in an agony to hve until his

family got there. He tried to bribe the doctor to

make him hve a httle while longer. He said :
"1

am willing to die, but not alone. " But the pulses

fluttered, the eyes closed, and the heart stopped.

The express trains met m the midnight ; wife and
daughters going westward—lifeless remains of hus-

band and father coming eastward. Oh, it was a

sad, pitiful, overwhelming spectacle ! When we are

sick we want to be sick at home. When the

time comes for us to die we want to die at home.

The room may be very humble, and the faces thai-

look into ours may be very plain ; but who care?

for that ? Loving hands to bathe the temples.

Loving voices to speak good cheer. Loving lip?

to read the promises of Jesus.

IN OUR LAST DREADFUL WAR,

men cast the cannon, men fashioned the musket-
ry, men cried to the hosts, "Forward, march!"
men hurled their battalion on the sharp edges oi

the enemy, crying, "Charge! charge!" but

woman scraped the lint, woman administered th«

cordials, woman watched by the dying couch,

woman wrote the last message to the home
circle, woman wept at the solitary burial, attend-

ed by herself and four men with a spade. We
greeted the generals home with brass bands and
triumphal arches and wild huzzas

; but the story

is too good to be written anywhere, save in th**
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chronicles of heaven, of Mrs. Brady, who cam

down among the sick in the swamps of th.

CMclcahominy ; of Annie Boss, m the cooper-

shop hospital; of Margaret Breckinridge who

came to men who had been for weeks with their

wounds undressed-some of them frozen to the

ground, and when she turned them over those

that had an arm left, waved it and filled the air

with their "hurrah !"-of Mrs. Hodge, who came

from Chicago, with blankets and with pillows

until the men shouted, "Three cheers for the

Christian Commission!

GOD BLESS THE WOMEN

at home;" then sitting down to take the last

message • " Tell my wife not to fret about me,

"rtfm-eet me in heaven; tell her to train up

the boys whom we have loved so ^^U; tell her

we shall meet again in the good land
;

eU her to

bear my loss like the Christian wife of a Chris

tS^ "Idler "-and of Mrs. Shelton, into whose

te the convalescent soldier looked
,

-d-d :

"Your grapes and cologne cured me. Men did

their wOTk with shot and shell and carbine and

howitzer; women did their work witn socks and

sCers and bandages and warm drinks and

Scripture texts and gentle strokings of the hot

temp es and stories of that land where they never

h^e any pain. Men knelt down over the

winded and said, "On which side did you

fiaht!" Women knelt down over the wounded

a^d said, "Where are you hurt? What mce
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thing can I make for you to eat ? What makea

you cry ?" To-night, while we men are sound

asleep in our beds, there will be a fight in yon-

der loft ; there will be groaniiig down that dark

alley; there will be cries of distress in that cel-

lar. Men will sleep, and women will watch.

II. Again : woman has a special right to take

CARE OF THE POOR.

There are hundreds and thousands of them aU

over the land. There is a kind of work that men
cannot do for the poor. Here comes a group of

little barefoot children to the door of the Dorcas

society. They need to be clothed and provided

for. Which of these du^ectors of banks would

know how many yards it would take to

make that little girl a dress ? Which of these

masculine hands could fit a hat to that little

girl'? head ? Which of the wise men would know
how to tie on that new pair of shoes ? Man
sometimes gives his charity in a rough wsij, and
it falls like the fruit of a tree m the East, which
fruit comes down so heavily that it breaks the

skull of the man who is trying to gather it. But
woman glides so softly into the house of desti-

tution and finds out all the sorrows of the place,

and puts so quietly the donation" on the table,

that aU the family come out on the front steps

as she departs, expecting that from under her

shawl she wih thrust out t.wo win|*rs and go rifcht

up toward heaven, from wb<iD<-^ sbc 5^?^1' ta

have come down.
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O, Christian young woman! if you would
make yourself happy^ and win the blessing of

Christ, go out

AlVIONGTHE DESTITUTE.

A loaf of bread or a bundle of socks may make* a
homely load to carry, but the angels of God wiU
come out to watch, and the Lord Almighty will

give His messenger hosts a charge, saying:
" Look after that woman; canopy her with your
wings, and shelter her from all harm ;" and while

you are seated in the house of destitution and
suffering, the httle ones around the room will

whisper, " Who is she ? Ain't she beautiful !

" and if

you willhsten right sharply, you will hear dripping

down through the leaky roof, and rolhng over the

rotten stairs, the angel chant that shook Bethlehem;

''Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace,

good-will to men." Can you tell me why a Chris-

tian woman, going down among

THE HAUNTS OF INIQUITY,

on a Christian errand, never meets with any in-

dignity ? I stood in the chapel of Helen Chalmers,

the daughter of the celebrated Dr. Chalmers, im

the most abandoned part of the city of Edinburgh,

and I said to her as I looked around upon the

fearful surroundings of that place: "Do you come
-here nights to hold a service ?" "0, yes," she said.

"Can it be possible that you never meet with an

insult while performing this Christian errand f
"Never," she said, "never." That yomig woman
who has her father by her side, walking down the
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street, armed police at each corner, is not so well

defended as that Christian woman who goes forth

on Gospel work into the haunts of iniquity, carry-

ing the Bibles and bread. God, with the red right

arm of His wrath omnipotent, would tear to

pieces anyone who should offer indignity. He
Would smite him with hghtnings, and drown him
with floods, and swallow him with earthquakes,

and damn him with eternal indignations.

Some one said: ''1 dishke very much to see

that Christian woman teaching those bad boys in

the mission schools. I am afraid to have her in-

struct them." "So," said another man, "I arn

afraid too." Said the first : "I am afraid they

will use vile language before they leave the place."

"Ah," said the other man, "I am not afraid of

that. What I am afraid of is, that if any of those

boys should use a bad word in her presence, the

other boys would tear him to pieces and kill him
on the spot." That woman is the best sheltered

who is sheltered by the Lord God Almighty,

and you need never fear going anywhere where God
tells you to go.

It seems as if the Lord had ordained woman for

an especial work in the

SOLICITATION OF CHARITIES.

Backed up by barrels in which there is no flour,

and by stoves in which there is no fire, and by
wardrobes in which there are no clothes, a woman
is irresistible

;
passing on her errand, God says to

ber :
'

' You go into that bank or store or shop and
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get the money." She goes in and gets it. Theman
is hard-fisted, but she gets it. She could not help

but get it. It is decreed from eternity she should

get it. No need of your turning your back and

pretending you don't hear : you do hear. There is

no need of your saying you are begged to death.

There is no need of your wasting your time, and

you nxight as well submit first as last. You had
better right away take down your cheque-book,

mark the number of the cheque, fill up the blank,

sign your name, and hand it to her. There is no
need of wasting time. Those poor children on the

back street have been hungry long enough. That
sick man must have some farina. That consump-
tive must have something to ease his cough. I

meet this delegate of a relief society coming out of

the store of such a hard-fisted man, and I say

:

''Did you get the money? "Of course," she says,

" I got the money ; that's what I went for. The
Lord told me to go and get it, and he never sends

me on a fool's errand."

III. Again : I have to tell you that it is a woman's
specific

EIGHT TO COMFORT

under the stress of dire disaster. She is called the

weaker vessel; but all profane as well as sacred

history attests that when the crisis comes she is

better prepared than man to meet the emergency.

How often you have seen a woman who seemed to

be a disciple of frivolity and indolence, who, under
one stroke of calamity, changed to a heroine. Oh.

what a great mistake those busm ess menmake who
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uever tell their business troubles te their wives.
There comes some great loss to their store, or some
of their companions in business play them a sad
trick, and they carry the bm'den all alone. He is

asked in the household again and again : What
is the matter ? But he behoves it is a sort of

Christian duty to keep aU that trouble within his

own soul. Oh, sir ! your first duty was to tell

your wife all about it. She, perhaps, might not

have disentangled your finances, or extended youi'

credit, but she would have helped you to bear

misfortune. You have no right to carry on one

shoulder that which is intended for two. There

are business men here who know what I mean.

There came

A CRISIS IN YOUR AFFAIRS.

You struggled bravely and long ; but after a while

there came a day when you said, "Here I shall

have to stop ; " and- you called in your partners,

and you called in the most prominent men in your

employ, and you said : "We have got to stop."

You left the store suddenly. You could hardly

make up your mind to pass through the street

and over on the ferry-boat. You felt everybody

would be looking a,t you, and blaming you and

denouncing you. You hastened home. You told

your wife all about the affair. What did she say ?

Did she play the butterfly ? Did she talk about the

silks and the ribbons and the fashions ? No. She

came up to the emergency. She quailed not under

the stroke. She offered to go out of the comfort-
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able house into a smaller one, and wear the old

cloak another winter. She was one who under-

stood your affairs without blaming you. You

looked upon what you thought was a thin, weak

woman's arm holding you up: but while you

looked at that arm, there came into the feeble

muscles of it the strength of the eternal God. No

chidmg. No fretting. No telling you about the

beautiful house of her father, from which you

brought her ten, twenty, or thu^y years ago.

You said: ''Well, this is the happiest day of my
life. I am glad I have got from undermy burden.

My wife don't care—I don't care." At the mo-

ment you were exhausted,

GOD SENT A DEBORAH

to meet the host of the Amalekites and scatter

them like chaff over the plain. There are some-

times women who sit reading sentimental novels,

and who wish that they had some gi^and field in

which to display their Christian powers. O, what

grand and glorious things they could do if they

only had an opportunity ! My sister, you need

not wait for any such time. A crisis will come

in your affairs. There will be a Thermopylae

in your own household where God will tell you to

stand. There are scores and hundreds of house-

holds to-day where as much bravery and com^age

are demanded of women as was exhibited by

Grace Darhng, or Marie Antoinette, or Joan of

Arc.

IV. Again : I remark it is woman's right to
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BRING TO US THE KINGDOM

of heaven. It is easier for a woman to be a Chris-

tian than for a man. Why ? You say she ia

weaker. No. Her heart is more responsive to

the pleadings of Divine love. She is in vast ma-
jority. The fact that she can more easily become

a Christian, I prove by the statement that three-

fourths of the members of the churches in all Chris-

tendom are women. So God appoints them to be

the chief agencies in bringing this world back to

God. I may stand here and say the soul is im-

mortal. There is a man who will refute it. I

may stand here and say we are lost and undone
without Christ. There is a man who will refute

it. I may stand here and say there will be a

judgment day after awhUe. Yonder is some one

who will refute it. But a Christian woman in a

Christian household, hving in the faith and the

consistency of Christ's gospel—nobody can refute

that. The greatest sermons are not preached on
celebrated platforms ; they are preached with an

audience of two or tliree, and in private home life.

A consistent, consecrated Christian service is an
unanswerable demonstration of God's truth.

A sailor came shpping down the ratlines one

night, as though something had happened, and

the sailors cried :
'^ What's the matter ? " He said

:

''my mother's prayers HAUNT ME

like a ghost." Home influences, consecrated

Christian home influences, are the mightiest of

all influences upon the soul. There are men here
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to-day who have maintained their integrity, not

because they were any better naturally than

some other people, but because there were home
influences praying for them all the time. They

got a good start. They were launched on tha

world with the benedictions of a Christian mother.

They may track Siberian snowS;, they may plunge

in African jungles, they may fly to the earth's

end—^they camiot go so far and so fast, but the

prayers will keep up with them.

I stand before women to-day who have the

eternal salvation of their husbands in their right

hand. On the marriage day you took an oath

before men and angels that you would be faithful

and kind until death did you part, and I believe

you are going to keep that oath ; but after thai

parting at the grave, will it be an eternal separa-

tion ? Is there any such thing as

AN IMMORTAL MARRIAGE,

making the flowers that grow on the top of the

sepulchre brighter than the garlands wliich at,

the marriage banquet flooded the air with aroma 1

Yes ; I stand here as a priest of the most high

Grod, to proclaim the bamis of an immortal union

for all those who join hands in the grace of Christ.

woman, is your husband, your father, yom'

son, away from God ? The Lord demands theii

redemption at your hands. There are prayers for

you ta offer, there are exhortations for you to give,

there are examples for you to set, and I say now^

as Paiilsaid to the Corinthian woman : "What
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knowest thou, but thou canst save thy hus
band !"

A man was dymg ; and he said to his wife

:

" Eebecca, you wouldn't let me have family pray-

ers
;
you laughed about all that, and you got me

away into worldliness ; and now I'm going to die,

and my fate is sealed, and you are the cause of

my ruin V woman, what knowest thou but

thou canst destroy thy husband ? —are there not

some here who have

KINDLY INFLUENCES

at home ? Are there not some here who have
wandered far away from God, who can remember
the Christian influences in their early home ? Do
not despise those mfluences, my brother. If you
die without Christ what will you do with your

mother's prayers, with your wife's importunities,

with your sister's entreaties ? What will you do

with the letters they used to write to you, with the

memory of those days when they attended you so

kindly in times of sickness ? Oh, if there be just

one strand holding you from floating off on that

dark sea, I would just like this morning to take

hold of that strand and pull you to the beach

!

For the sake of your wife's God, for the sake ot

your mother's God, for the sake of your daughter's

God, for the sake of your sister's God, come this

day and be saved.

V. Lastly : I wish to say that one of the specific

rights of woman is, through the grace of Christ,

finally to reach heaven. 0, what a multitude of
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WOMEN IN HEAVEN !

Mary, Christ's mother, in heaven, EHzabeth Fry

in heaven, Charlotte Ehzabeth in heaven, the

mother of Augustine in heaven, the Countess of

Huntington—who sold her splendid jewels to

build chapels—in heaven, while a great many
others, who have never been heard of on earth,

or known but little, have gone into the rest and
peace of heaven. What a rest ! What a change it

was from the small room, with no fire and one win-
dow (the glass broken out), and the aching side

and wornout eyes, to the "house of many man-
sions !" No more stitching until twelve o'clock

at night, no more thrusting of the thumb by the

employer through the work, to show it was not

done quite right. Plenty of bread at last ! Heaven
for aching heads ! heaven for broken hearts

!

heaven for anguish-bitten frames ! No more
sitting up until midnight for the coming of stag-

gering steps! No more rough blows across the

temples ! No more sharp, keen bitter curses !

Some of you will have no rest in this world. It

will be toil and struggle and suffering all the way
np. You will have to stand at your door fighting

back the wolf with your own hand, red with car-

nage. But God has a crown for you. I want you
bo reahze this morning that He is now making it,

and whenever you weep a tear, He sets another

gem in that crown ; whenever you have a

pang of body or soul, He puts another gem
in that crown, until, after a while, in all thb

tiara there will be no room for another splendor,
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and God will say to Ms angel: "The crcwn is

done ; let her up, that she may wear it." And as

the Lord of Righteousness puts the crown upon
your brow, angel will cry to angel, " Who is she ?

"

and Christ will say: "IwiU tell you who she is.

She is the one that came up out of gi^eat tribula-

tion, and had her robe washed and made white in

the blood of the Lamb. " And then God will spread

A BANQUET,

and He will invite all the principalitiesof heaven

to sit at the feast, and the tables will blush with

the best clusters from the vineyards of God and
crimson T^^th the twelve manner of fruits from the

Tree of Life, and waters from the fountains of the

rock will flash from the golden tankards, and the

old harpers of heaven will sit there, making music

with their harps, and Christ will point you out,

amid the celebrities of heaven, saying : "She suf-

fered with Me on earth, now we are going to be

glorified together." And the banqueters, no longer

able to hold their peace, will break forth with con-

gratulation : "Hail! hail!" And there will be

hand^v^T-itings on the wall—not such as struck the

Babylonian nobleman with horror—but fire-tipped

fingers, wTiting in blazing capitals of light and

love, " God hath wiped away all tears from all

faces !
''
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Parental Blunders.

" He feU from ofl the seat backward by the side of the gat^

and his neck brake, and he died ;
for he was an old man, and

heavy."—1 Sam. 4 : 18.

This is the end of a long story of parental neg-

lect Judge EU was a good man, but he let his two

boys Hophni and Phinehas, do as they pleased;

and/through over-mdulgence, they went to rmn.

The blind old Judge, ninety-eight years of age, is

seated at the gate, waiting for the news of an im-

portant battle, in which Ms two sons were at the

front. An express is conimg, with tidmgs from the

battle.

THIS BLIND NONAGENARIAN

puts his hand behind his ear, and hstens, and

cries
" What meaneth the noise of this tumult ?

An excited messenger, all out of breath with the

speed, said to him: "Our army is defeated
;
the

sacred chest, called the ark, is captured ;
and your

sons are dead on the field !" No wonder fte

father fainted and expned. The domestic tragedy

in which these two sons were the tragedians, had

finished its fifth and last act. "He fell from off

the seat backward, by the side of the gate, and

his neck brake, and he died: for he was an old

man, and heaTy."
. , , • ;i +„ !,«

Eh had made an awful mistake m r^ard to hia
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children. The Bible distinctly says: "His sona

made themselves vile, and he restrained them
not." Oh, the ten thousand mistakes in rearing

children—mistakes of parents, mistakes of teach-

ers in day-school and Sabbath classes, mistakes

which we all make. Will it not be useful to con^

sider them ?

America's future conquerors.

This country is going to be conquered by a

great army, compared vsdth which that of Bald-

win the First, and Xerxes, and Alexander, and

Grant, and Lee, all put together, were in numbers
insignificant. They wiU capture aU our pul-

pits, storehouses, factories, and haUs of legislation;

all oiu" shipping, all our wealth and all our honors.

They will take possession of all authority, from

the United States Presidency down to the humblest

constabulary—of everything between tlie Atlantic

and Pacific oceans. They are on the march now,

and they halt neither day nor night. They wiU

soon be here, and all the present active population

of this country must surrender and give way. I

refer to the great army of children. Whether
they shall take possession of everything for good

or for bad, depends upon the style of preparation

through which they pass.

Cicero acknowledges he kept in his desk a col-

lection of prefaces for books, which prefaces he

could at any time attach to anything he wanted

to pubhsh for himself or others ; and all parents

and teachers have all prepared the preface of everv



PARE'NTAL BLUNDERS. 171

j-oung life under their charge, and not only the

preface but the appendix, whether the volume be

a poem or a farce. Famihes and schools and

legislatures are in our day busily engaged in dis-

cussing what is the best mode of educating chil-

dren. Before this question every other dwindles

into insignificance, while dependent upon the

proper solution is the welfare of governments and

ages eternal. Macaulay tells of the war which

Frederick the Second made against Queen Maria

Theresa. And one day she appeared before the

august Diet, wearing mourning for her father and

held up in her arms beforethem her child, the Arch-

duke. This so wrought upon the officers and

deputies of the people that, with half-drawn

swords, they broke forth in the war-cry : ''Let us

^lie for our Q iieen, Maria Theresa !

" So this morning,

Realizing that the boy of to-day is to be the ruler

of the future, the popular sovereign, I hold him

before the American people to arouse their en*

thusiasm in his behalf, and to evoke their oath

for his defence, his education, and his destiny.

If a parent, you will remember when you were

aroused to these great responsibilities, and when
you found that you had not done all required,

after you had admired the tiny hands, and the

glossy hair, and the bright eyes that lay in the

cradle, you suddenly remembered that that

hand would yet be raised to bless the world with

its benediction, or to smite it with a curse. In

Ariosto's great poem there is a character called

RuggierOj who has a shield of insufferable sple»
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dor, but it is kept veiled, save on certain occa«

sions ; and when uncovered, it startled and
overwhelmed its beholder, who before had no
suspicion of its brightness. My hope to-day is

to uncover the destiny of your child or student,

about which you may have no special apprecia-

tion, and flash upon you the splendoi-s of its

immortal nature. Behold, the shield and the

Bword of the coming conflict!

I propose in this discourse to set forth what I

consider to be some of

THE ERRORS PREVALENT

in the training of children.

First, I remark that many err in too great se-

verity or too great leniency of family government.

Between parental tyranny and ruinous laxative-

ness of discipline there is a medium. Some
times the father errs on the one side and the

mother on the other- side. Good family govern-

ment is all-important. Anarchy and misrule in

the domestic circle is the forerunner of anarchy

and misrule in the state. In the attempt to avoid

all this, and bring the children under proper

law and regulations, parents have sometimeg

carried themselves with great rigor. John Hov/-

ard, who was merciful to the prisons and laza-

rettos, was merciless in the treatment of his

children. John Milton knew everything but

how to tram his family. Severe and unreason-

able was he in his carriage toward them. He
made them read to him in fom or five Ian
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guages, but would not allow them to learn any of

them ; for, he said, that one tongue was enough

for a woman. Their reading was mechanical

drudgery, when, if they had understood the

languages they read, the employment of reading

might .have been a luxury. No wonder his

children despised him, and stealthily sold his

books and hoped for his death. In all ages there

is need of a society for prevention of

CRUELTY TO CHILDREN.

When Barbara was put to death by her father

because she had countermanded his order, and
had three windows put in a room instead of two,

this cruel parent was a type of many who have
acted the Nero and the Robespierre in the home
circle. The heart sickens at what you sometimes
see, even in families that pretend to be Christian

—perpetual scolding, and hair-puUing, and ear-

boxing, and thumping, and stamping, and fault-

finding, and teasing, until the children are vexed

beyond bounds and growl in the sleeve, and pout,

and rebel, a,nd vow within themselves that in

after days they will retaliate. That child's nature

is too dehcate to be worked upon by sledge-

hammer, and

GOUGE AND PILE DRIVERS.

Such fierce lashing, instead of breaking the

high mettle to bit and trace, will make it dash

off the more uncontrollable. Many seem to

think that children are flax—not fit for use tiU
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they have been hetched and swingled. Some
one talking to a child said: "I wonder what
makes that tree out there so crooked." The
child rephed: "I suppose it was trod on wliile

it was young." In some famihes aU the disci-

phne is concentrated upon one chUd's head. If

anythiag is done WT:c»ng, the supposition is that

George did it. He broke the latch. He
left open the gate. He hacked the bannisters. He
whittled sticks on the carpets. And George
shall be the scapegoat for all misunderstandings

and suspicions. In many a household there is

such a one suigied out for suspicion and castiga-

tion. All the sweet flowers of his soul blasted

under this perpetual north-east storm, he curses

the day in which he was born.

A mother was passing along the street one day,

and came up to her Uttle child, w^ho did not see

her approach, and her child was saying to her play-

mate :
" You good-for-nothing httle scamp, you

come right uito the house tliis minute or I -vidll

beat you till the skin comes off." The mother

broke in saying: "Why, Lizzie, lam surprised

to hear you talk hke that to anyone!" "Oh,"
said the child,

'

' I w^as only playing, and he is my
little boy, and I am scolding him, as you did me
this morning." Children are apt to be echoes of

their parents. Safer in a Bethlehem manger
among cattle and camels with gentle Mary to

watch the little innocent than the most extrava-

sant nursery over wliich God's star of peace never

rtood.
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Yet we may rush to the other extreme and rule

children by
TOO GREAT LENIENCY.

The surgeon is not unldnd because notwithstand-

ing the resistance of his patient he goes straight on

with firm hand and unfaltering heart to take off

the gangrene. Nor is the parent less affectionate

and faithful because, notwithstandmg all violent

remonstrances on the part of the child, he with

the firmest disciphne advances to the cutting off

of its evil incHnations. The Bible says :
" Chasten

thy son while there is hope, and let not thy soul

spare for his crying." Childish rage unchecked

win, after awliile, become a hurricane. Cliildish

petulance will gTOw up into misanthropy. Child-

ish rebellion will develop into the lawlessness of

riot and sedition. K you would ruia the child,

dance to his every caprice and stuff him with con

fectionery. Before- you are aware of it that boy

of six years will go down the street, a cigar in his

mouth and ready on any corner with his comrades

to compare pugilistic attainments. The parent

who allows the child to grow up without ever

having learned the great duty of obedience and

submission has prepared a cup of burnmg gaU for

his own hps, and appaUing destruction for his

descendant. Remember Eh and his two sons,

Hophni and Phinehas.

A second error prevalent in the training of chil-

dren is a laying out of a theory and following it

v^ithout arranging it to varieties of disposition-

7c?- every family you will find striking



1?6 t>AKENTAl 15LUNDERS.

DIFFERENCES Of^ TEMPERAMENT.

This child is too timid, ?nd that too bold and this

too miserly, and that too wasteful ; this too inac-

tive and that too boisterous. Now, the farmer

who should plant corn and wheat and turnips in

just the same way, then put them through one

hopper and grind them in the same mill, would

not be so much of a fool as the parents who should

attempt to disciphne and educate all their children

in the same mamier. It needs a skillful hand to

adjust these checks and balances. The rigidity of

government which is necessary to hold in this im-

petuous nature would utterly crush that flexile

disposition while the gentle reproof that would

office for the latter, would, when used on the

former, be like attempting to hold a champing

Bucephalus with reins of gossamer.

God gives us in the disposition of each child.

a

hint as to how we ought to train him, and, as

God in the mental structure of our children indi-

cates what mode of training is the best. He also

indicates in the disposition their future occupation.

Do not write down that child as dull, because it

may not now be as brilliant as your other children

or as those of your neighbor. Some of the might-

iest men and women of the centuries had a stupid

childhood. Thomas Aquinas was called at school

*'the dumb ox," hat afterwards demonstrated his

sanctified genius ft.nd was called "the angel of

the schools " and ''the eagle of Brittany." Kind-

ness and patiencd with a child will conquer almost

anything, and t}iey ar& vntues so Christhke that
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they are inspiring to look at. John Wesley's kiss

of a child on the pulpit stairs turned Matthias
Joyce from a profligate into an evangel.

The third error prevalent in the training of

children is the

ONE-SIDED DEVELOPMENT

of either the physical, intellectual or moral
nature at the expense of the others. Those,

for instance, greatly mistake who, while they are

faithful in the intellectual and moral culture of

children, forget the physical. The bright eyes

half quenched by night study, the cramped chest

that comes from too much bending over school

desks, the weak side resulting from sedentariness

of habit, pale cheeks and the gaunt bodies of mul-

titudes of children attest that physical develop-

ment does not always go along with intellectual

and moral. How do you suppose all those treas-

ures of knowledge the child gets will look in shat-

tered casket ? And how much will you give for the

w^ealthiest cargo when it is put in a leaky ship ?

From this infinite blunder of parents, how many
have come out in hfe with a genius that could

have piled Ossa upon Pelion and mounted upon
them to scale the heavens, and have laid down
panting with physical exhaustion before a mole-

hill. They who might have thrilled senates and

marshalled armies and startled the world with the

shock of their scientific batteries, have passed

their Hves in picking up prescriptious for indiges-

tion. They owned all the thunderbolts of Jupiter,
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but could not get out of their rocking-chair to use

them. George Washington in early life was a
poor speller, and spelled hat h-a-double-t and a

ream of paper he spelled "rheam," but he kne^w

enough to spell out the independence of this coun
try from foreign oppression. The knowledge of the

schools is important, but there are other things

quite as important.

Just as great is the wrong done when tKo mind
is cultivated and

THE HEART NEGLECTED,

The youth of this day are seldom denied any
scholarly attaimiients. Our schools and semina-

ries are ever growing in efficiency, and the students

are conducted through all the realms of philosophy

and art and language and mathematics. The
most hereditary obtuseness gives way before the

onslaught of adroit instructors. But there is a de-

velopment of infinite importance which mathe-

matics and the dead languages camiot effect.

The more mental power, the more capacity for evil

unless coupled with rehgious restraint.

Wliether knowledge is a mighty good or an un-

mitigated evil, depends entirely upon which course

it takes. The river rolling on between round banks

makes all the valley laugh with golden wheat and

rank grass, and catching hold the wheel of miU
and factory, whirls it with great industries. But,

breaking away from restiaints and dasMng over

banks in red wrath, it washes away harvests from

their moorings and makes the valleys shrink with
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catastrophe. Fire in the furnace heats the house

or drives the steamer ; but, uncontrolled, ware-

houses go down in awful crash before it, and in a

few hours half a city will he in black ruin, walla

and towers and churches and monuments. You
must accompany the education of the inteUect

with the education of the heart, or you are rousing

up within your child an energy which will be blast-

ing and terrific. Better a wicked dunce than g

wicked philosopher.

The fourth error often com.mitted m the train-

ing of children, is the

SUPPRESSION OF CHILDISH SPORTFULNESS.

Parents, having for a good many years been

jostled about in the rough world, often lose their

vivacity, and are astonished to see how their chil-

dren can act so thoughtlessly of the earnest world

all about them. That is a cruel parent who quench-

es any of the light in a child's soul. Instead of ar-

resting its sportfulness, go forth and help him
trundle the hoop, and fly the kite, and build the

snow castle. Those shoulders are too little to car-

ry a burden, that brow is too young to be ivrinkled,

those feet are too sprightly to go along at a funeral

pace. God bless their young hearts ! now is the

time for thein to be sportful.

The fifth error in the training of childhood is

the postponement of its moral culture until too

late. Multitudes of children, because of their

precocity, have been urged into depths of study

where they ought not to go, and their intellecta
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have been overburdened and overstrained and
ba.ttered to pieces against Latin grammars and
algebras, and coming forth into practical life they

will hardly rise to mediocrity, and there is now a

stuifing and cramming system of education in the

schools of our country that is deathful to the

teachers who have to enforce it, and destructive

to the children who have to submit to the process.

You find children at nine and ten years of age

with school lessons only appropriate for children

of fifteen. If children are kept in school and
studying from nine to three o'clock, no home
study, except music, ought to be required of them.

Six hours of study is enough for any child. The
rest of the day ought to be devoted to recreation

and pure fun. But you cannot begin too early

the
MORAL CULTURE

of a child or on too complete a scale. You can
look back upon your own life andremember what
mighty impressions were made upon you at five

or six years of age. Oh, that child does not sit so

silent during your conversation to be influenced

by it. You sayhe does not understand. Although

much of phraseology is beyond his grasp, he is

gathering up from your talk influences which will

affect his immortal destiny. From the question he

asks long afterward you find he understood aU
about what you were saying. The song with

which you sing the child to sleep will echo through

aU its fife and ring back from the very arches of

heaveu.
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I think that often the first seven years of a

child's life decide whether it shall be irascible,,

waspish, rude, false, hypocritical, or gentle, truth-

ful, frank, obedient, honest and Christian. The

present generations of men will pass off very

much as they are now. Although the gospel is

offered them, the general rule is that drunkards

die drunl?:ards, thieves die thieves, hbertines die

Hbertines. Therefore to the youth we turn.

Before they sow wild oats get them to sow wheat

and barley. You fill the bushel measure with

good corn, and there will be

NO ROOM FOR HUSKS.

Glorious Alfred Cookman was converted at ten

years of age. At CarUsle, Pennsylvania, during

the progress of a religious meeting in the Methodist

Church, while many were kneeling at the foot of

the altar, this boy knelt in a corner of the church

all by himself and said :
" Precious Saviour, thou

art saving others, 0, wilt thou not save me ?" A
Presbyterian elder knelt beside him and led him
into the Hght. Enthroned Alfred Cookman ! Tell

me from the skies, were you converted too early ?

But I cannot hear his answer. It is overpowered

by the huzzas of the thousands who were brought

to God through his ministry. Isaac Watts, the

great Christian poet, was converted at nine years

of age. Robert HaU, the great Baptist evangelist,

was converted at twelve years of age. Jonathan

Edwards, the greatest of the American logicians,

was converted at seven years of age.
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Oh, for one generation of holy men and women.
Bhall it be the next ? Fathers and mothers, you,

under God, are to decide whether from yoiu
famihes shall go forth cowards, inebriates,

counterfeiters, blasphemers, and whether there

shall be those bearing your image and carrying

your name festering in the low haunts of vice,

and floundering in dissipation, and making the

midnight of their hves horrid with a long howl of

ruin, or whether from yonr family altars shall come
the Christians, the reformers, the teachers, the

ministers of Christ, the comforters of the troubled,

the healers of the sick, the enactors of good laws,

the founders of charitable institutions, and a

great many who shall in the humble spheres oi.

toil and usefulness serve God and the best inter-

ests of the«human race.

You cannot as parents shirk the responsibility.

God has charged you with a mission, and all the

thrones of heaven are' waiting to see whether you

will do your duty. We must not forget that it is

not so much what we teach our children as what

we are in their presence. We wish them to be

better than we are, but the probability is that they

will only be reproductions of ourselves. German
literature has much to say of

THE ^^ SPECTRE OF BROCKEN,"

Among those mountains travelers in certain

conditions of the atmosphere see themselves copied

on a gigantic scale in the clouds. At first the

travelers do not realize that it is themselves on a
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(arger scale. When they hft a hand or move the

head this monster spectre does the same, and
with such enlargement of proportions that the

scene is most exciting, and thousands have gone

to that place just to behold the spectre of Brocken.

The probability is that some of our faults which we
consider small and insignificant, if we do not put an
end to them, will be copied on a large scale in

the lives of our children, and perhaps dilated and
exaggerated into spectral proportions. You need

not go as far off as the Brocken to see that pro-

cess.

The fkst thing in importance In the education

of our children is to make ourselves, by the grace

of God, fit examples for them to copy. From
your side that son or daughter, bone of your bone,

heart of your heart, the father's brow his brow,

the mother's eye his eye, shall go forth to an
eternal destiny. What will be your joy if at last

you hear their feet in the same golden highway and
hear their voices in the same rapturous song,

illustrations, while the eternal ages last, of what
a faithful parent could under God accomplish. I

was readmg of

A DYING MOTHER

who had all her children about her, and took each

one of them by the hand, and asked them to meet
her in heaven, and with tears and sobs such as

those only know who have stood by the deathbed

of a good old mother. They all promised. But

there wa^ a young man of nineteenj who had



184 PARENTAL BLUNDERS.

been very wild and reckless, and hard and proutl,

and when she took his hand she said :
" Now, my

boy, I want you to promise me before I die, that

you will become a Christian and meet me in

heaven." The young man made no answer, for

there was so much for him to give up if he niade

and kept such a promise.

But the aged mother persisted m saying :
" Yon

won't deny me that before I go, will you ? This

parting must not be forever. Tell me now you
will serve God and meet me in the land where
there is no parting." Quaking with emotion he
stood, making up Ms mind and halting and hesi-

tatmg, but at last his stubbormiess yielded and he
threw his arms around his mother's neck and said:

"Yes, mother ; I will, I will." And as he finished

the last word of his promise her spmt ascended.

I thank God the young man kept his promise.

Yes, he kept it. May God give all mothers and

fathers the gladness of their children's salvation.

For all who are trying to do then- duty as par-

ents, I quote the tremendous passage: " Train

up a cliild in the way in which he should go, and

when he is old he will not depart from it." If

through good disciphne and prayer and godly ex-

ample you are acting upon tl lat child, you have

the right to expect him to grow up virtuous. And
how many tears of joy you wiU shed when you

see your child honorable and just and truthful and

Christian and successful—a holy man amid a

world of dishonesty, a godly woman in a world

of frivolous pretension. When you come to 'lie
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they will gather to bless your last hours. They
will push back the white locks on your cold fore-

head and say : "What a good father he always
was to me ? " They wiU fold your hands peacefully

and say :
" Dear mother ! She is gone. Her trou

bl^ are all over. Don't she look beautiful I

"
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Christ tlie Song:.

*'Now will I sing to my Well Beloved a song concerning my
Beloved."—IsA. 5 :.

The most fascinating theme for a heart properly

attmied is the Saviour. There is something in the

morning hght to suggest Him, and sometliing in

the evening shadow to speak his praise. The
flower breathes Him, the star shmes Him, the

cascade proclaims Him, all the voices of nature

chant Him. Whatever is grand, bright and beau-

kiful, if you listen to it, will speak His praise.

When I come in the summer-time and pluck a

flower, I think of Him who is " the Rose of Sha-

ron and the Lily of the Valley." When I see in

the fields a lamb, I say,
'

' Behold the Lamb of God
that taketh away the sin of the world." When,
in very hot weather, I come under a projecting

cliff, I say

:

" Rock of ages cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in Thee J"

Over the old-fashioned pulpits there was a

sounding-board. The voice of the minister rose

to the sounding-board, and then was struck back

again upon the ears of the people. And the ten

thousand voices of earth rising, find

THE HEAVENS A SOUNDING BOARD

^hich strike back to the ear of all the natioiis th(
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Raises of Christ. The heavens tell His glory, and
fche earth shows His handiwork. The Bible thrills

with one great story of redemption. Upon a
blasted and faded paradise it poured the light of 3.

glorious restoration. It looked upon Abraham
from the ram caught in the thicket. It spoke in

the bleating of the herds driven down to Jerusa-

lem for sacrifice. It put infinite pathos into the

speech of uncouth fishermen. It lifted Paul into

the seventh heaven ; and it broke upon the ear of

St. John with the brazen trumpets and the doxolo

gy of the elders, and the rushing wings of the

seraphim.

Instead of waiting until you get sick and worn
out before you speak the praise of Christ, while

four heart is happiest, and your step is lightest,

and your fortunes smile, and your pathway blos-

soms, and the overarching heavens drop upon you
benediction, speak praises of Jesus.

THE ELECTRIC WORD.

The old Greek orators, when they saw their au-

diences inattentive and slumbering, had one word
with which they would rouse them up to the great

est enthusiasm. In the midst of their orations

they would stop and cry out, '^ Marathon !" and
the people's enthusiasm would be unbounded. My
hearers, though you may have been borne down
with sin, and though trouble and trial and temp-
tation may have come upon you, and you feel

hardly like looking up, methinks there is one
grand, royal, imperial word that ought to rouse
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your soul to infinite rejoicing, and that word is

"Jesus!"

Taking the suggestion of the text, I shall speak

to you of Christ, our song. I remark, in the first

place, that Christ ought to be

THE CRADLE SONG.

What our mothers sang to us when they put us to

sleep is singing yet. We may have forgotten the

words ; but they went mto the fibre of our soul,

and will forever be a part of it. It is not so

much what you formally teach your children

as what you sing to them. A hymn has wings

and can fly everywhither. One hundred and
fifty years after you are dead, and "Old Mortal-

ity " has worn out his chisel in re-cutting your

name on the tombstone, your great-grandchil-

dren will be singing the song which this after-

noon you sing to your little ones gathered about

your knee. There is a place in Switzerland

where, if you distinctly utter your voice, there

come back ten or fifteen echoes, and every

Christian song sung by a mother in the ear of

her child shall have ten thousand echoes coming
back from all the gates of heaven. Oh, if

mothers only knew the power of this sacred

spell, how much oftener the little ones would be

gathered, and all our homes wouJd chime with

the songs of Jesus !

PRESERVING POWER.

We want some counteracting infiuenc^ upon
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our children. The very moment your child

steps into the street, he steps into the path of

tempta-tion. There are foul-mouthed children

who would like to besoil your little ones. It will

not do to keep your boys and girls in the house

and make them house-plants ; they must have

fresh air and recreation. God save your chil-

dren from the scathing, blasting, damning in^

fluence of the streets ! I know of no counter,

acting influence but the power of Christian

culture and example. Hold before your little

ones the pure life of Jesus ; let that name be the

word that shall exorcise evil from their hearts.

Give to your instruction all the fascination ol

music, morning, noon and night ; let it be Jesus,

the cradle-song.

This is important if your children grow up,

but perhaps they may not. Their pathway may
be short, Jesus may be wanting that child.

Then there will be a soundless step in the dwell-

ing, and the youthful pulse will begin to flutter,

and little hands will be lifted for help. You
cannot help. And a great agony will pinch at

your heart, and

THE CEADLE WILL BE EMPTY,

and the nursery will be empty, and the world

will be empty, and your soul will be empty. No
little feet standing on the stairs. No toys scat-

tered on the carpet. No quick following from

room to room. No strange and wondering

questions. No upturned face, with laughing blue
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eyes, come for a kiss ; but only a gi-ave, and a

wreath of white blossoms on the top of it ; and
bitter desolation, and a sighing at nightfall with
no one to put to bed, and a wet pillow and a
^rave and a wi-eath of Avhite blossoms on the

top of it. The heavenly Shepherd will take that

lamb safely, anyhow, whether you have been
faitliful or unfaithful ; but would it not have
been pleasanter if you could have heard from
those hps the praises of Christ? I never read

anything more beautiful than this about a child's

departui^e. The account said, ''She folded her

hands, kissed her mother good-bye, sang her

hymn, turned her face to the wall, said her Httle

prayer, and then died."

Oh, if I could gather up in one paragTaph the

last words of the httle ones who have gone out

from aU these Christian circles, and I could

pictui-e the calm looks and the folded hands and
sweet departure, metlirnks it would be grand and
beautiful as one of heaven's doxologies!

I next speak of Chiist as

THE OLD INIAN'S SOXG.

Quick music loses its charm for the aged ear.

The school-gui asks for a schottische or a glee

;

but her gTandmcther asks for "Balerma" or the
" Portug-uese Hymn." Fifty years of trouble

have tamed the spuit, and the keys of the

music-board must have a solemn tread. Though
t]ie voice may be tremulous, so that grandfather

will not tmst it hi church, still he has the
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psalm-book open before him, and he sings with
his soul. He hums his grandchildren asleep

with the same tune he sang forty years ago in

the old comitry meeting-house. Some day the

choir sings a tune so old that the young people

do not know it ; but it starts the tears down the

cheek of the aged man, for it reminds him of

the revival scene in which he participated, and
of the radiant faces that long since went to dust,

and of the gray-haired minister leaning over the

pulpit, and sounding the good tidings of great joy,

I was one Thanksgiving-day in my pulpit, in

Syracuse, New York, and the Rev. Daniel Waldo^
at ninety-eight years of age, stood beside m».
The choir sang a tune. I said, " I am sorry they

sang that new tune ; nobody seems to know it.''

'' Bless you, my son," said the old man, '' I heard

that seventy years ago !"

There was a song to-day that touched the hfe

of the aged with holy fire, and kindled a glory on

their vision that our younger eyesight can *iot

see. It was

THE SONG OF SALVATION.

Jesus, who fed them all their lives long ; Jesus,

who wiped away their tears ; Jesus, who stood

by them when all else failed ; Jesus, in whose
name their marriage was consecrated, and whose
resurrection has poured light upon the graves of

their departed. Blessed the Bible '\i^ which
spectacled old age reads the promise, '"I will

never leave you, never forsake jow !
' Blessed
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the staff on which the worn-out pilgrim totters

on toward the welcome of his Redeemer ! Blessed

the hymn-book in which the faltering tongue and
the failing eyes find Jesus, the old man's song.

I speak to you again of Jesus as

THE NIGHT SONG.

Job speaks of him who giveth songs in the night.

John Welch, the old Scotch minister, used to put

a plaid across his bed on cold nights, and some
one asked him why he put that there. He said,

"Oh, sometimes in the night I want to sing the

praise of Jesus, and to get down and pray ; then

I just take that plaid and wrap it around me, to

keep myself from the cold." Songs in the night

!

Night of trouble has come down upon many of

you. Commercial losses put out one star, slan-

derous abuse put out another star ; domestic

bereavement has put out a thousand lights, and

gloom has been added to gloom, and chill to chill,

and sting to sting, and one midnight has seemed

to borrow the fold from another midnight to

Wrap itself in more unbearable darkness ; but

Christ has spoken peace to your heart, and you

can sing

:

"Jesus, lover of my soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly, ^

Wliile the billows near me roll.

While the tempest still is high.

Hide me, oh, my Saviour ! hide

Till the storm of life is past,

Safe into the haven guide;

Oh, receive my soul at last.*"
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Songs in the night ! Songs in the night ! For

the sickj who have no one to turn the hot pillow,

no one to put the taper on the stand, no one to

put ice on the temple, or pour out the soothing

anodyne, or utter one cheerful word—yet songs

in the night

!

FOR THE POOR

who freeze in the winter's cold, and swelter in

the summer's heat, and munch the hard crusts

that bleed the sore gums, and shiver under

blankets that cannot any longer be patched, and

tremble because rent-day is come and they may
be set out on the sidewalk, and looking into the

starved face of the child and seeing famine there

and death there, coming home from the bakery,

and saying, in the presence of the little famished

ones, '^ Oh, my God, flour has gone up !"

Yet songs in the night ! Songs in the night

!

i<''or the widow who goes to get the back pay of

iier husband, slain by the "sharp-shooters," and

knows it is the last help she will have, moving
out of a comfortable home in desolation, death

turning back from the exhausting cough, and

the pale cheek, and the lustreless eye, and

refusing all relief. Yet songs in the night

!

Songs in the night ! For the soldier in the field-

hospital, no surgeon to bind up the gun-shot

fracture, no water for the hot lips, no kind hand

to brush away the flies from the fresh wound,

no one to take the loving farewell, the groaning

of others poured into his oifn groan, the bias-
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phemy of others plowing up his own spirit, the

condensed bitterness of dying away from home
among strangers. Yet songs in the night !

Songs in the night! "Ah!" said one dying

soldier, ''tell my mother that last night there

was not one cloud between my soul and Jesus."

Songs in the night ! Songs in the night

!

THE SABBATH SONG.

The Sabbath day has come. From the altars of

ten thousand churches has smoked up the savor

of sacrifice. Ministers of the gosjDel are now
preaching in plain English, in broad Scotch, in

flowing Italian, in harsh Choctaw. God's people

have assembled in Hindoo temple, and Moravian
church and Quaker meeting-house and sailors'

Bethel and kings' chapel and high-towered cathe-

dral. They sang, and the song floated off amidst

the spice groves or struck the icebergs, or floated

off into the western pines or was drowned m the

clamor of the great cities. Lumbermen sang it,

and the factory-girls and the children in the Sab-

bath-class and the trained choir in great assem-

blages. Trappers, with the same voice with which
they shouted yesterday in the stag-hunt, and mar-

iners with throats that only a few days ago sound-

ed in the hoarse blast of the sea hurricane, they sang

it. One theme for the sermons. One burden for

song ; Jesus for the mvocation ; Jesus for the

Scripture lessons. ; Jesus for the baptismal font

;

Jesus for the sacramental cup ; Jesus for the

benediction. But the day will go by. It will roU
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away on swift wheels of light and love. Again
the churches will be hghted. Tides of people
again setting down the streets. Whole famihes
coming up the church aisle. We must have one
more sermon, two prayers, three songs and one
benediction. What shall we preach to-night ?

What shall we read ? What shall it be, children ?

Aged men and women, what shall it be ? Young
men and maidens, what shall it be ? If you choose
to break the silence of this auditory, there would
come up thousands of quick and jubilant voices,

cr5dng out, " Let it be Jesus ! Jesus !"

WE SING HIS BIRTH,

fche barn that sheltered Plim, the mother that
nursed Him, the cattle that fed besides Him, the
angels that woke up the shepherds, shaking hght
over the midnight Mils. We sing His ministry

—

the tears He wiped away from the eyes of the or-

phans
;
the lame men that forgot their crutches

;

the damsel who, from the bier, bounded out into
the sunlight, her locks shaking down over the
flushed cheek ; the hungry thousand who broke
the bread as it blossomed into larger loaves—that
miracle by which a boy with five loaves and two
fishes became the sutler for a whole army. We
sing His sorrows—His stone-bruised feet, His ach-
ing heart. His mountain loneKness, His desert
hunger. His storm-pelted body, the eternity of an-
guish that shot through His last moments, and
the immeasurable ocean of torment that heaved up
against His cross in one foaming, wrathful, om-
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nipotent surge, the sun clashed out, and the dead,

shroud-wrapped, breaking open their sepulchres,

and rushing out to see what was the matter. We
SING HIS RESURRECTION

—

the guard that could not keep Him, the sorrow of

His disciples : the clouds piling up on either side

in pillared splendors as he went through, treading

the pathless air, higher and higher, until He
came to the foot of the throne, and all heaven
kept jubilee at the return of the Conqueror. I say

once more, Christ is

THE EVERLASTING SONG.

The very best singers sometimes get tired ; the

strongest throats sometimes get w^eary ; and
many who sang very sweetly do not sing now

;

but I hope, by the grace of God, we will, after a

while, go up and sing the praises of Christ v/here

we will never be weary. You know there are

some songs that are especially appropriate for the

home circle. They stir the soul, they start the

tears, they turn the heart in on itself and keep

sounding after the tune has stopped, like some
cathedral bell, which, long after the tap of the

brazen tongue has ceased, keeps throbbing on the

air. Well, it will be a home song in heaven ; all

the sweeter because those who sang with us in

the domestic circle on earth shall join that great

harmony.
" Jei'usalem, my happy home,

Name ever dear to me ;

When shall my labors have an end

In joy and peace in thee?"
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You know there is no such time on a farm as
when they get the crops in

; and so in heaven it

will be a harvest song on the part of those who
on earth sowed in tears and reaped in joy. Lift
up your heads, ye everlasting gates, and let the
sheaves come in ! Angels shout all through the
heavens, and multitudes come down the hills, cry-
ing, " Harvest home ! harvest home !''

There is nothing more bewitching to one's ear
than the song of sailors far out at sea, whether in
day or night, as they pull away at the ropes—the
music is weird and thrilling. So the song in
heaven will be

A sailor's song.

They were voyagers once and thought they could
never get to shore, and before they could get
things snug and trim the cyclone struck them.
But now they are safe. Once they went with
damaged rigging, guns of distress booming through
the storm; but the pilot came aboard, and he
brought them into the harbor. Now they sing of
the breakers passed, the hght-houses that showed
them where to sail, the pilot that took them
through the straits, the eternal shore on which
they landed. Ay, it will be

THE children's SONG.

You know very well that the vast majority of our
race die in infancy, and it is estimated that eigh-
teen thousand millions of the little ones are stand-
ing before God. When they shall rise up about
the throne to sing, the millions and the miUions of
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the little ones—ah ! that will be music for you !

These played in the streets of Babylon and Thebes;

these plucked lilies from the foot of Olivet while

Christ was preaching about them ; these waded
in Siloam ; these were victims of Herod's massacre;

these were thrown to crocodiles or into the fire
;

these came up from Christian homes ; and these

were foundlings on the city commons—children

everywhere in all that land ; children in the

towers, children on the sea of glass, children on

the battlements. Ah, if you do not hke children,

do not go there. They are in vast majority, and

what a song when they lift it around the throne

!

THE HEAVENLY SONG.

The Christian singers and composers of all ages

will be there to join in that song. Thomas Hast-

ing will be there. Lowell Mason will be there.

Bradbury will be there. Beethoven and Mozart

will be there. They who sounded the cymbals and

the trumpets in the ancient temples will be there.

The forty thousand harpers that stood at the an-

cient dedication will ba there. The two hundred

singers that assisted on that day will be there.

Patriarchs who lived amidst threshing-floors, shep-

herds who watched amidst Chaldean hills, prophets

who walked with long beards and coarse apparel,

pronouncing woe against ancient abominations,

will meet the more recent martyrs who went up
with leaping cohorts of fire ; and some will speak

of the Jesus of whom they prophesied, and others

of the Jesus for whom they died. Oh, what a
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song
! It came to John upon Patmos

; it came toCalvm m the prison
; it dropped to John Knox in

the fire; and sometimes that song has come to
your ear, perhaps, for I think it sometimes breaks
over the battlements of heaven.
A Christian woman, the wife of a minister of

the Gospel, was dying in the parsonage near the
old church, where on Saturday night the choir
ased to assemble and rehearse for the following
Sabbath, and she said, "How strangely sweet
the choir rehearses to-night ; they have been re-
hearsing there for an hour. " "No," said some
one about her, "The choir is not rehearsing to-
night." "Yes," she said "I know they are, I hear
them smg

;
how very sweetly they sing !" It was

not a choir of earth that she heard, but

THE CHOIR OP HEAVEN.

I think that Jesus sometimes sets ajar the door
of heaven, and a passage of that rapture greets
our ears. I wonder, will you sing that song

«

Will I sing it ? Not unless our sins are pardoned,
and we learn now to sing the praise of Christ will
we ever sing it there. The first great concert that
I ever attended was in New York, when Julien in
the "Crystal Palace," stood before hundreds' of
singers and hundreds of players upon instruments
Some of you may remember that occasion; it was
the first one of the kind at which I was present
and I shall never forget it. I saw that one man
standing, with the hand and foot, wield that great
harmony, beating the time. It was overwhelming.
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But oh,

THE GEANDER SCENE

when they shall come from the East, and horn
the West, and from the North, and from the South,

^' a great multitude that no man can number,"
into the temple of the skies, host beyond host, and
Jesus shall stand before that host to conduct the

harmony, with His wounded hands and His

wounded feet ! Like the voice of many waters,

.

like the voice of mighty thunderings, they shall

cry, " Worthy is the Lamb that was slain to re-

ceive blessings, and riches, and honor, and glory,

and power, world without end. Amen and Amen !"

Oh, If my ear shall hear no other sweet sounds,

may I hear that ! If I join no other assemblage,

may I join that ?

I was reading of the battle of Agincourt, in

which Henry V. figured ; and it is said after the

battle was won, gloriously won, the king wanted

to acknowledge the divine interposition and he

ordered the chaplain to read the hundred and

fifteenth Psalm of David ; and when he came to the

words, ''Not unto us, 0, Lord, but unto thy

name be the praise," the king dismounted, and all

the cavalry dismounted, and all the great hosts,

officers and men, threw themselves on then- faces.

Oh, at the story of the Saviour's love and the

Saviour's deliverance, shall we not prostrate our-

selves before Him now, hosts of earth and hosts

of heaven, falling upon our faces, and crying,

" Not unto us, not unto us, but unto Thy name be

the glory !"
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THE LABOR QUESTION.

"The earth was without form and void ; and dark-

ness was upon the face of the deep. And the Spirit

of God moved upon the face of the waters."

—

Gene-

sis 1:2.

Out in space there hung a great chunk of
rock and mud and water and shell. Thousands

of miles in diameter, more thousands of miles

in circumference. A great mass of ugliness,

confusion, and distortion, useiessness, ghastli-

ness, and horror. It seemed like a great com-

mons on which smashed-up worlds were

dumped. It was what poetry and prose, scien-

tist and Christian agree in calling chaos. . Out
of that black, rough, shapeless Q.gg our beauti-

ful world was hatched. God stood over that

original
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ANARCHY OF ELEMENTS

and said : "Atlantic Ocean, you go right away

and lie down there ! Pacific Ocean, you sleep

there ! Caucasian range of mountains, you

stand there! Mount Washington, you be sen-

tinel there ! Mont Blanc, you put on your cor-

onet of crystal there ! Mississippi, you march

there, and Missouri you marry it there !" And
He gathered in His Almighty hands the sand

and mud and rock, and rolled and heaved and

moulded and dented and compressed them into

shape, and then dropped them in four places
;

and the one was Asia, and another was Europe,

and another Africa, and another America,

North and South.

SOCIAL CHAOS THREATENED.

That original chaos was like the confusion

and anarchy into which the human race ever

and anon has a tendency to plunge. God has

said :
" Let there be light of law, light of jus-

tice, light of peace, light of love !" " No !

No !" say anarchic voices, "let there be dark-

ness, let there be cut-throatery, let there be

eternal imbroglio, let there be chaos."

Such a social condition many are expecting
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because of the overshadowing contest between

Labor and Capital ; there has not been an intel-

Hgent man or woman during the last two
months who has not asked the question,

" Shall we have bloody revolution in this

country ?" I have heard many answer the

question in the affirmative ; I answer it in the

negative.

THE CHURCH AS PEACEMAKER.

There may be and there have been terrific

outbursts of popular frenzy, but there will be no

anarchy, for the Church of Christ, the mightiest

and grandest institution of the planet, shall, lay-

ing hold of the strength of the eternal God,
come out, and putting one hand on the shoul-

der of Labor, and the other on the shoulder of

Capital, say, " I come in the name of the God
who turned chaos into magnificent order, to

settle this dispute by the principles of eternal

justice and kindness ; and now I command you,

take your hands off of each other's throats."

The only impartial institution on this subject is

the Church, for it is made up of both capitalists

and laborers, and was founded by Christ, who
was a carpenter, and so has a right to speak for

all laborers, and who owns the earth and the
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solar system and the universe, and so can speak

for the capitalists.

As for myself, as an individual I have a right

to be heard. My father was a farmer and my
grandfather, and they had to work for a living

;

and every dollar I own I earned by the sweat of

my own brow, and I owe no man anything, and

if any obligation has escaped my memory, come

and present your bill when I descend from this

pulpit, and I will pay you on the spot. I am
going to say all that I think and feel on this

subject, and without any reservation, asking

your prayers that I may be divinely directed in

this important series of Sabbath morning dis'

courses.

That Labor has gnevances I will show you

plainly before I get through this course of ser-

mons. That Capital has had outrages com-

mitted upon it I will make evident beyond dis-

pute. But there are right and wrong ways of

attempting a reformation.

When I say there will be no return to socia)

chaos, I do not underrate the awful

PERIL OF THESE TIMES.

We must admit that the tendency is toward rev-

olution. Great throngs gather at some points
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of disturbance in almost all our cities. Rail-
trains hurled over the rocks. Workmen beaten
to death within sight of their wives and chil-

dren. Factories assailed by mobs. The faith-
ful police of our cities exhausted by vigilance
night and day. In some cases the military
called out. The whole country asking the
question, " What next ?" A part of Belgium
one great riot. Germany and Austria keeping
their workmen quiet only by standing armies
so vast that they are eating out the life of those
nations. The only reason that Ireland is in
peace is because she is hoping for Home Rule
and the triumphs of Gladstonism. The labor
quarrel is hemispheric, aye, a world-wide quar-
rel, and the whole tendency is toward anarchy.
But one way in which we may avoid anarchy

is by letting the people know

WHAT ANARCHY IS.

We must have the wreck pointed out in order
to steer clear of it. Anarchy is abolition of
right of property. It makes your store and
your house and your money and your family
mine, and mine yours. It is wholesale robbery.
It is every man's hand against every other man.
It is arson and murder and rapine and lust and
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death triumphant. It means no law, no church,

no defence, no rights, no happiness, no God.

It means hell let loose on earth, and society a

combination of devils incarnate. It means ex-

termination of everything good and the corona-

tion of everything infamous. Do you want it ?

Will you have it ? Before you let it get a good

foothold in America take a good look at the

dragon.

Look at Paris, where for a few days it held

sway, the gutters red with blood and the walks

down the street a stepping between corpses, the

Archbishop shot as he tries to quell the mob,

and every man and woman armed with knife or

pistol or bludgeon. Let this country take one

good, clear, scrutinizing look at anarchy before

it is admitted, and it will never be allowed to

set up its reign in our borders. No ; there is

too much good sense dominant in this country

to permit anarchy. All good people will, to-

gether with the officers of civil government,

cry " Peace !" and it will be re-established.

Meanwhile, my brotherly counsel is to

THREE CLASSES OF LABORERS.

First, to those who are at work. Stick to it.

Do not amid the excitement of these times drop
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your employment, hoping that something bet-

ter will turn up. He who gives up work now,
whether he be railroad man, mechanic, farmer,

clerk, or any other kind of employee, will prob-

ably give it up for starvation. You may not

like the line of steamers that you are sailing in,

but do not jump overboard in the middle of the

Atlantic. Be a little earlier than usual at your

post of work while this turmoil lasts, and attend

to your occupation with a little more assiduity

than has ever characterized you.

My brotherly counsel, in the second place, is

to those who have resigned work. It is best

for you and best for everybody to go back im-

mediately. Do not wait to see what others do.

Get on board the train of national prosperity

before it starts again, for start it will, start soon

and start mightily. Last year in the city of

New York there were 45 general strikes and

177 shop strikes. Successful strikes, 97; strikes

lost, 34; strikes pending at the time the statist-

ics were made, 59; strikes compromised, 32.

Would you like me to tell you who will make
the most out of the present almost universal

strike ? I can and will. These will make the

most out of it who go first to work.

My third wo^d of brothedy adv'c*. i? <o the
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neaily two milli ;n people who could not get

work before this trouble began, and who have

themselves and their families to support, to go

now and take the vacated places. Go in and

take those places a million and a half strong.

Green hands you may be now, but you will

not be green hands long. My sentiment is full

liberty for all who want to strike to do so, and

full liberty for all who want to take the vacated

places. Other industries will open for those

who are now taking vacation, for we have only

opened the outside door of this continent, and

there is lOom in this country for eight hundred

million people, and for each one of them a

home and a livelihood and a God

!

PLENTY OF ROOM.

So, however others may feel about this excite-

ment, as wide as the continent, I am not scared

a bit. The storm will hush. Christ will put

His foot upon it as upon agitated Galilee. As
at the beginning, chaos will give place to order

as the Spirit of God moves upon the waters.

But hear it, workingmen of America ! Your

first step toward light and betterment of condi-

tion will be an assertion of your individual in-

dependence from the dictation of your fellow-
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workmen. You are a free man, and let no

organization come between you and your best

interests. Do not let any man, or any body of

men, tell you where you shall work, or where

you shall not work, when you shall work, or

when you shall not work. If a man wants to

belong to a labor organization, let him belong.

If he does not want to belong to a labor organ-

ization, let him have perfect liberty to stay out.

You own yourself. Let no man put a manacle

on your hand or foot or head or heart.

I belong to a ministerial association that

meets once a week. I love all the members

very much. We may help each other in a hun-

dred ways, but when that association shall tell

me to quit my work and go somewhere else
;

that I must stop right away because a brother

minister has been badly treated down in Texas,

I will say to that ministerial association, "Get
thee behind me, Satan !" Furthermore, I have

a right to resign my pastorate of this church

and say to the people, " I decline to work for

you any longer. I am going. Good-by." But

I have no right, after I have quit this pulpit, t©

linger around the doors on Sunday mornings

and evenings with a shot-gun to intimidate or

hinder the minister who comes to take my
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place. I may quit my place and continue to be

-a gentleman, but when I interfere with my suc-

cessor in this pulpit I become a criminal, and

deserve nothing better than thin soup in a tin

bowl in Sing Sing Prison. Your first duty^

oh laboring man, is to your family ! Let no one

but Almighty God dictate to you how you

shall support them. Work when you please,

where you please, at what you please, and allow

no one for a hundred millionth part of a second

to interfere with your right. When we emergd

from the present unhappiness, as we soon will,

we shall find many tyrannies broken, and Laboi

and Capital will march shoulder to shoulder.

MUTUAL DEPENDENCE.

This day I declare the mutual dependence of

Labor and Capital. An old tentmaker put it

just right— I mean Paul—when hedeclaied:

"The eye cannot say to the hand, I have no

need of thee." You have examined some elab-

orate machinery—a thousand wheels, a thousand

bands, a thousand levers, a thousand pulleys,

but all controlled by one great water-wheel, all

the parts adjoined so that if you jarred one part

you jarred all the parts. Well, society is a great

piece of mechanism, a thousand wheels, a thou-
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sand pulleys, a thousand levers, but all con-

trolled by one great and ever-revolving force—
the wheel of God's providence. The profes-

sions interdependent, all the trades interde-

pendent. Capital and Labor interdependent,

so that the man who lives in a mansion on the

hill, and the man who breaks cobble-stones at

the foot of the hill, affect each other's misfor-

tune or prosperity. Dives cannot kick Laza-

rus without hurting his own foot. They who
throw Shadrach into the furnace, get their own
faces scorched and blackened. No such thing

as independence. Smite society at any one

point and you smite the entire community.

IDENTICAL INTERESTS. .

Relief will come to the working-classes of this

country through a better understanding between

Capital and Labor. Before the contest goes

much further it will be found that their interests

are identical ; what helps one helps both ; what

injures one injures both. Until the crack of

doom there will be no relief for the working-

classes until there is a better understanding be-

tween Labor and Capital and this war ends.

Every speech that Capital makes against Labor

is an adjournment of our national prosperity.
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Every speech that Labor makes against Capital

is an adjournment of our national prosperity.

The capitalists of the country, so far as I know
them, are successful laborers. If the capitalists

in this house to-day would draw their gloves,

you would see the broken finger-nail, the scar

of an old blister, here and there a stiffened

finger-joint. The great publishers of New
York and Philadelphia, so far as I know them,

were book-binders or printers on small pay.

The carriage manufacturers of the country used

to sandpaper the wagon-bodies in the wheel-

wright's shop.

PHILANTHROPIC CAPITALISTS.

Peter Cooper was a glue-maker. No one

begrudged him his millions of dollars, for he

built Cooper Institute and swung open its

doors for every poor man's son, and said to the

day laborer :
" Send your boy up to my In-

stitute if you want him to have a splendid edu-

cation." And a young man of this church was

the other day walking in Greenwood Cemetery,

and he saw two young men putting flowers on

the grave of Peter Cooper. My friend sup-

posed the young men were relatives of Peter

Cooper, and decorated his grave for that reason.
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" No," they said, "we put these flowers on his

grave because it was through him we got our

education." Abraham Van Nest was a harness^

maker in New York. Through economy and
industry and skill he got a great fortune. He
gave away to help others hundreds of thousands
of dollars. I shall never forget the scene when
I, a green country lad, stopped at his house

and after passing the evening with him he came
to the door and came outside and said :

*' Here,

De Witt, is fifty dollars to get books with.

Don't say anything about it." And I never

did till the good old man was gone. Henry
Clay was "the Mill-boy of the Slashes." Hugh
Miller, a stone-mason ; Columbus, a weaver

;

Halley, a soap-boiler; Arkwright, a barber;

the learned Bloomfield, a shoemaker ; Ho-
garth, an engraver of pewter plate, and
Horace Greeley started life in New York
with ten dollars and seventy-five cents in his

pocket.

The distance between Capital and Labor is

not a great gulf over which is swung a Niagara
suspension bridge ; it is only a step, and the

laborers here will cross over and become capi.

talists, and the capitalists will cross over and
become laborers. Would to God they would
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shake hands while they are crossing, these from

one side, and those from the other side.

WHO THE COMBATANTS ARE.

The combatants in this great conflict be-

tween Capital and Labor are chiefly, on the

one side, the men of fortune, and, on the other

hand, men who could get labor, but will not

have it, will not stick to it. It is the hand curs-

ing the eye, or the eye cursing the hand. I

want it understood that the laborers are the

highest style of capitalists. Where is their in

vestment? In the bank? No. In railroad

stock ? No. Their muscles, their nerves, their

bones, their mechanical skill, their physical

health, are the highest kind of capital. The
man who has two feet, and two ears, and two

'syes, and ten fingers, owns a machinery that

puts into nothingness Corliss'^s engine and all

the railroad rolling stock, and all the carpet

and screw and cotton factories on the planet.

I wave the flag of truce this morning between

these contestants, I demand a cessation of

hostilities between Labor and Capital. What
is good for one is good for both. What is bad

for one is bad for both.
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CO-OPERATION.

Asa;h. relief will come to the working-

classes oi this country through co-operative

association. I am not now referring to trades-

unions. We may hereafter discuss that ques-

tion. But I refer to that plan by which laborers

become their own capitalists, taking their sur-

pluses and putting them together and carrying

on great enterprises. In England and Wales

there are seven hundred and sixty-five co-opera-

tive associations, with three hundred thousand

members, with a capital of fourteen millions of

dollars, doing business in one year to the

amount of fifty-seven millions dollars. In Troy,

N. Y., there was a co-operative iron foundry

association. It worked well long enough to

give an idea of what could be accomplished

when the experiment is fully developed.

You say that there have been great failures in

that direction. I admit it. Every great move-

ment at the start is a failure. The application

of steam power a failure, electro-telegraphy a

failure, railroading a failure, but after awhile the

world's chief successes. I hear some say,

" Why, it is absurd to talk of a surplus to be

put into this co-operative association, when men
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can hardly get enough to eat and wear and take

care of their families." I reply, Put into my
hand the money spent in the last five years in

this country by the laboring classes for rum and

tobacco, and I will start a co-operative institu-

tion of monetary power that will surpass any

financial institution in the United States.

TAKEN INTO CONFIDENCE.

Again, I remark, that relief will come to the

working-classes through more thorough dis-

covery on the part of employers that it is best

for them to let their employes know just how
matters stand. The most of the capitalists of

to-day are making less than six per cent., less

than five per cent., less than four per cent., on

their investments. Here and there is an ana-

conda swallowing down everything, but such are

the exceptions. It is often the case that em-

ployes blame their employer because they sup-

pose he is getting along grandly, when he is

oppressed to the last point of oppression. I

knew a manufacturer who employed more than

a thousand hands. I said to him :
" Do you

ever have any trouble with your workmen ? do

you have any strikes?" "No," he said,

" What I in this time of angry discussion be-
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tween Capital and Labor, no trouble ?" *' None
at all—none." I said: "How is that?"
" Well," he said, " I have a way of my own.
Every little while I call my employes together
and I say,— ' Now, boys, I want to show you
how matters stand. What you turned out this

year brought so much. You see it isn't as much
as we got last year. I can't afford to pay you as

much as I did. Now, you know I put all my
means in this business. What do you think
ought to be my percentage, and what wages
ought I to pay you ? Come, let us settle this.

And," said that manufacturer, "we are always
unanimous. When we suffer, we all suffer

together. When w^e advance, we advance to-

gether, and my men would die for me." But
when a man goes among his employes with
a supercilious air, and drives up to his factory

as though he were the autocrat of the universe,

with the sun and the moon in his vest-pockets,

moving amid the wheels of the factory, chiefly

anxious lest a greased or smirched hand should
touch his immaculate broadcloth, he will see at

the end he has made an awful mistake. I

think that employers will find out after awhile
that it is to their interest, as far as possible, to
explain matters to their employes. You b^
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frank with them, and they will be frank with

you.

Again, I remark, relief will come to the

laboring classes through the religious rectifica-

tion of the country. Labor is appreciated and

rewarded just in proportion as a country is

Christianized. Show me a community that is

thoroughly infidel, and I will show you a com-

munity where wages are small. Show me a

community that is thoroughly Christianized,

and I will show you a community where wages

are comparatively large. How do I account

for it ? The philosophy is easy. Our religion

is a democratic religion. It makes the owner

of the mill understand he is a brother to all the

operatives in that mill. Born of the same

heavenly Father, to lie down in the same dust,

to be saved by the same supreme mercy. No
putting on of airs in the sepulchre or in the

judgment.

An engineer in a New England factory gets

sleepy, and he does not watch the steam-gauge,

and there is a wild thunder of explosion, and

the owner of the mill and one of the workmen
are slain. The two slain men come up toward

the gate of heaven. The owner of the mill

knocks at the gate. The celestial gate-keeper
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cries, " Who is there ?" The reply comes, " I

was the owner of a factory at Fall River, where
there was an explosion just now, and I lost my
life, and I want to come in." " Why do you
want to come in, and by what right do you
come in?" asks the celestial gate-keeper.

" Oh," says the man, " I employed two or three

hundred hands ! I was a great man at Fall

River." "You employed two or three hundred

men," says the gate-keeper, " but how much
Christian grace did you employ?" "None at

all," says the owner of the mill. " Step back,"

says the celestial gate-keeper ;
" no admittance

here for you." Right after comes up the poor

workman. He knocks at the gate. The shining

gate-keeper says, "Who is there?" He says,

" I am a poor workman ; I come up from the

explosion at Fall River ; I would like to enter."

" What is your right to come in here ?" asks the

shining gate-keeper. The workman says, " I

heard that a shining Messenger came forth from

your world to our world to redeem it ; I have

been a bad man ; I used to swear when I hurt

my hand with the whedl ; I used to be angry ; I

have done a great many wrong things, but I

confessed it all to the Messenger that came
from your country, and after I confessed it He



22 THE BATTLE FOR BREAD.

told me to come up here ; and that you may
know I have a right to come, there is His name
on the palm of my hand ; here is his name
on my forehead." Then there is a sound of

working pulleys, and the gates lift, and the

vvorkingman goes in. There was a vast differ-

ence between the funerals at Fall River. The
owner of the mill had a great funeral. The
poor workingman had a small funeral. The
man who came up on his own pompous re-

sources was shut out of heaven. The poor

man, trusting to the grace of Jesus Christ, en-

tered. So, you see, it is

A DEMOCRATIC RELIGION.

1 do not care how much money you have, you

have not enough money to buy your way

through the gate. My friends, you need to

saturate our populations with the religion of

Christ, and wages will be larger, employers will

be more considerate, all the tides of thrift will

set in. I have the highest authority for saying

that godliness is profitable for the hfe that now
is. It pays for the employer. It pays for the

employd The hard hand of the wheel and

the soft hand of the counting-room will clasp

each other yet. They will clasp each other in
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congratulation. They will clasp each other on

the glorious morning of the Millennium. The
hard hand will say, " I ploughed the desert into

a garden ;" the soft hand will reply, " I fur

nished the seed." The one hand will say, " 1

thrashed the mountains ;" the other hand will

say, " I paid for the flail." The one hand will

say, " I hammered the spear into a pruning-

hook ;" and the other hand will answer, " I

signed the treaty of peace that made that pos-

sible." Then Capital and Labor will lie down
together, and the lion and the lamb, and the

leopard and the kid, and there will be nothing

to hurt or destroy in all God's holy mount, for

the mouth of the Lord hath spoken it.
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THE TREATMENT OF EMPLOYES.

" If ye bite and devour one another, take heed

that ye be not consumed one of another."

—

Gal. 5:15.

"Look not every man on his own things, but every

man also on the things of others.

—

Phil. 2:4.

The labor agitation will soon quiet. The
mills will again open, the railroads resume their

traffic, our national prosperities again start. Of
course, the damage done by the strikes cannot

immediately be repaired. Wages will not be

so high as they were. Spasmodically they may
be higher, but they will drop lower. Strikes,

whether right or wrong, always injux^e laborers

more than the capitalists. You will see this in

the starvation of next winter. Boycotting and

violence and murder never pay. They are dif-

ferent

STAGES OF ANARCHY.

God never blessed murder. The worst use

you can put a man to is to kill him. Blow up

to-morrow all the country seats on the banks

of the Hudson, and all the fine houses on

Madison Square, and Brooklyn Heights, and
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Brooklyn Hill, and Rittenhouse Square, and

Beacon Street, and all the bricks and timber

and stones will just fall back on the bare h^d
of American labor.

The worst enemies of the working classes in

the United States and Ireland are their

demented coadjutors. Assassination— the

assassinations of Lord Frederick Cavendish

and Mr. Burke in Phoenix Park, DubHn, Ire-

lond, in the attempt to avenge the wrongs of

Ireland, only turned away from that afiflicted

people millions of sympathizers. The attempts

to blow up the House of Commons, in Lon-

don, had only this effect—to throw out of em-

ployment tens of thousands of innocent Irish

people in England. In this country the torch

put to the factories that have discharged hands

for good or bad reasons ; obstructions on the

rail-tracks, in front of midnight express trains,

because the offenders do not like the president

of the company ; strikes on shipboard the hour

they were going to sail, or in printing offices

the hour the paper was to go to press, or in the

mines the day the coal was to be delivered, or

on house scaffoldings so the builder fails in

keeping his contract—all these are only a hard

blow on the head of American labor, and crij>
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pie its arms, and lame its feet, and pierce its

heart. Traps sprung suddenly upon employers

and violence never took one knot out of the

knuckles of toil, or put one farthing of wages

into a callous palm. Barbarism will never

cure the wrongs of civilization. Mark that

!

A KING THREATENED BY A MILLER.

Frederick the Great admired some land near

his palace at Potsdam, and he resolved to get

it. It was owned by a miller. He offered the

miller three times the value of the property.

The miller would not take it because it was the

old homstead, and he felt much as Naboth

felt about his vineyard when Ahab wanted it.

Frederick the Great was a rough and terrible

man, and he ordered the miller into his

presence, and the king with a stick in his hand

—a stick with which he sometimes struck the

officers of State—said to the miller :
" Now, I

have offered you three times the value of that

property, and if you won't sell it I'll take it any-

how." The miller said :
" Your Majesty, you

won't." " Yes," said the king, " I will take it."

" Then," said the miller, " if your Majesty does

take it I will sue you in the Chancery Court."

At that threat Frederick the Great yielded his







THE BATTLE FOR BREAD. 27

infamous demand. And the most imperious

outrage against the working classes will yet

cower before the law. Violence and opposition

to the law will never accomplish anything, but

righteousness and according to the law will ac-

complish it.

THE WIDENING CHASM.

But gradually the damages done the laborer

by the strikes will be repaired, and some im-

portant things ought now to be said. The
whole tendency of our times, as you have

noticed, is to make the chasm between em-
ployer and emyloye wider and wider. In olden

time the head man of the factory, the master

builder, the capitalist, the head man of the

firm, worked side by side with their employes,

working sometimes at the same bench, dining

at the same table ; and there are those here

who can remember the time when the clerks of

large commercial establishments were accus-

tomed to board with the head men of the firm.

All that is changed, and the tendency is to

make the distance between employer and em-
ploy^ wider and wider. The tendency is to

make the employe feel that he is wronged by
the success of the capitalist, and to make the
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capitalist feel :
" Now, my laborers are only

beasts of burden ; I must give so much money
for so much drudgery, just so many pieces of

silver for so many beads of sweat." In other

words, the bridge of sympathy is broken down
at both ends. That feeling was well described

by Thomas Carlyle when he said :
" Plugson,

of St. Dolly Undershot, buccaneer-like, says to

his men :
* Noble spinners, this is the hun^

dredth thousand we have gained, wherein I

mean to dwell and plant my vineyards. The
hundred thousand pound is mine, the daily

Wage was yours. Adieu, noble spinners ; drink

my health with this groat each, which 1 give

you over and above."

Now, what we want is to rebuild that bridge

of sympathy, and I put the trowel to one of the

abutments to-day, and I preach more especially

this morning to employers as such, although

what I have to say will be appropriate to all

who are in the house.

THREE BRUTAL PRINCIPLES.

The outrageous behavoir of a multitude of

laborers toward their employers during the last

three months—behavior infamous and worthy

of most condign punishment—may have in-
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duced some employers to neglect the real

Christian duties that they owe to those whom
they employ. Therefore I want to say to you

whom I confront face to face, and those to

whom these words may come, that all ship'

owners, all capitalists, all commercial firms, all

master builders, all housewives, are TDOund to be

interested in the entire welfare of their subor-

dinates. Years ago some one gave three pre-

scriptions for becoming a .millionaire : First,

spend your life in getting and keeping the earn*

ings of other people ; secondly, have no anxiety

about the worriments, the losses, the disappoint-

ments of others ; thirdly, do not mind the fact

that your vast wealth implies the poverty of a

great many people. Now, there is not a man
in my audience who would consent to go out

into life with those three principles to earn a

fortune. It is your desire to do your whole

duty to the men and women in your service.

THE RATE OF PAY.

First of all, then, pay as large wages as are

reasonable and as your business will afford.

Not necessarily what others pay, certainly not

•i^hat your hired help say you must pay, for

that ^s tyranny <?n \hQ part of labor unbearable.
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The right of a laborer to tell his employei

what he must pay implies the right of an em-

ployer to compel a man into a service whether

he will or not, and either of those ideas is

despicable. When an employer allows a labor-

er to say what he must do or have his business

ruined, and the employer submits to it, he does

every business man in the United States a

wrong, and yields to a principle which, carried

out, would dissolve society. Look over your

affairs, and put yourselves in imagination in

your laborer's place, and then pay him what be-

fore God and your own conscience you think

^ou ought to pay him.

" God bless yous " are well in their place,

but they do not buy coal nor pay house rent

nor get shoes for the children. At the same

time you, the employer, ought to remember

through what straits and strains you got the

fortune by which you built your store or run

the factory. You are to remember that you

take all the risks and the employe takes none,

or scarcely any. You are to remember that

there may be reverses in fortune, and that some

new style of machinery may make your machin-

ery valueless, or some new style of tariff set

your business back hopelessly and for-^ver.
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You must take all that into consideration, and

then pay what is reasonable.

BIBLE INJUNCTIONS.

Do not be too ready to cut down wages. As
far as possible pay all, and pay promptly.

There is a great deal of Bible teaching on this

subject. Malachi :
" I will be a swift witness

against all sorcerers, and against all adulterers,

and against those who oppress the hireling in

his wages." Leviticus : "Thou shalt not keep

the wages of the hireling all night unto the

morning." Colossians :
" Masters, give unto

your servants that which is just and equal

;

knowing that ye also have a Master in heaven."

So you see it is not a question between you

and your employ^ so much as it is a question

between you and God
Do not say to your employes :

" Now, ii

you don't like this place get another," when

you know they cannot get another. As far as

possible once a year visit at their homes youi

clerks and your workmen. That is the only

way you can become acquainted with theil

wants. You will by such process find out that

there is a blind parent or a sick sister being

supported. You will find some of your young
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men in rooms without any fire in winter, and in

summer sweltering in ill-ventilated apartments.

You will find how much depends on the wages

you pay or withhold.

BENEFICENT EMPLOYERS.

Moreover, it is your duty as employer, as far

as possible, to mould the welfare of the em-

ploy6. You ought to advise him about invest-

ments, about life insurance, about savings

banks. You ought to give him the benefit of

your experience. There are hundreds and

thousands of employers in this country and

England, I am glad to say, who are settling in

the very best possible way the destiny of their

employes. Such men as Marshall, of Leeds

;

Lister, of Bradford ; Akroyd, of Halifax ; and

men so near at home it might offend their

modesty, if I mentioned their names. These

men have built reading-rooms, libraries, concert

halls, afforded croquet lawns, cricket grounds,

gymnasiums, choral societies for their employes,

and they have not merely paid the wages on

Saturday night, but through the contentment

and the thrift and the good morals of their

employes, they are paying wages from genera-

tion to generation forever.
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Again, I counsel all employers to look well

after the physical health of their subordinates.

Do not put on them any unnecessary fatigue.

I never could understand why the drivers on

our city cars must stand all day when they

might just as well sit down and drive. It seems

to me most unrighteous that so many of the

female clerks in our stores should be compelled

to stand all day, and through those hours when
there are but few or no customers. These peo-

ple have aches and annoyance and weariness

enough without putting upon them additional

fatigue. Unless those female clerks must go

up and down on the business of the store, let

them sit down.

Then, I would have you carry out this sani-

tary idea, and put into as few hours as possible

the work of the day. Some time ago—whether

it has been changed I know not—there were

one thousand grocer clerks in Brooklyn who
went to business at five o'clock in the morning

and continued until ten o'clock at night. Now,
that is inhuman. It seems to me all the mer-

chants in all departments ought, by simultane-

ous movement, to come out in behalf of the

early closing theory. These young men ought

to have an opportunity of going to the Mercan-
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tile Library, to the reading-rooms, to the con«

cert hall, to the gymnasium, to the church.

They have nerves, they have brains, they have

intellectual aspirations, they have immortal

spirits. If they can do a good round day's

work in the ten or eleven hours, you have no

right to keep them harnessed for seventeen.

But, above all, I charge you, O employers

!

that you look after the moral and spiritual wel-

fare of your employes. First, know where

they spend their evenings. That decides every-

thing. You do not want around your money
drawer a young man who went last night to

see Jack Sheppard / A man that comes into

the store in the morning ghastly with mid-

night revelry is not the man for your store.

The young man who spends his evenings in the

society of refined women, or in musical or ar-

tistic circles, or in literary improvement, is the

young man for your store.

THE GUARDIAN OF EMPLOYES.

Do not say of these young men :
" If they

do their work in the business hours, that is all

I have to ask." God has made you that man's

guardian. I want you to understand that

many of these young men are orphans, or worse
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than orphans, flung out into society to strug-

gle for themselves. A young man is pitched

into the middle of the Atlantic Ocean, and a

plank is pitched after him, and then he is told

to take that and swim ashore. Treat that

young man as you would like to have your son

treated if you were dead. Do not tread on

him. Do not swear at him. Do not send

him on a useless errand. Say " Good-morn-

ing" and " Good-night" and " Good-by." You
are deciding that man's destiny for two worlds.

One of my earliest remembrances is of

OLD ARTHUR TAPPAN.

There were many differences of opinion

about his politics, but no one who ever knew
Arthur Tappan, and knew him well, doubted

his being an earnest Christian. In his store in

New York he had a room where every morn-

ing he called his employes together, and he

prayed with them, read the Scriptures to them,

sang with them, and then they entered on the

duties of the day. On Monday morning the

exercises differed, and he gathered the young
men together and asked them where they had

attended church, what had been their SabbatI?

experiences, and what had been the sermon.



36 THE BATTLE FOR BREAD.

Samuel Budgett had the largest business in

the west of England. He had in a room of his

warehouse a place pleasantly furnished with

comfortable seats and " Fletcher's Family De-

votions" and Wesleyan Hymn-books, and he

gathered his employes together every morn-

ing, and having sung, they knelt down and

prayed side by side—the employer and the em-

ployes. Do you wonder at that man's suc-

cess, and that though thirty years before he

had been a partner in a small retail shop in a

small village, at his death he bequeathed many
millions. God can trust such a man as that

with plenty of money.

SIR TITUS SALT

had wealth which was beyond compulation,

and at Saltaire, England, he had a church and

a chapel built and supported by himself—the

church for those who preferred the Episcopal

service, and the chapel for those who preferred

the Methodist service. At the opening of one

of his factories he gave a great dinner, and there

were thirty-five hundred people present, and in

his after-dinner speech he said to these people

gathered :
" I cannot look around me and see

this vast assemblage of friends and work-people
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without being moved. I feel greatly honored
by the presence of the nobleman at my side,

and I am especially delighted at the presence

of my work-people. I hope to draw around
me a population that will enjoy the beauties of

this neighborhood—a population of well-paid,

contented, happy operatives. I have given in-

structions to my architects that nothing is to

be spared to render the dwellings of the opera^

tives a pattern to the country, and if my life is

spared by Divine Providence, I hope to see

contentment, satisfaction, and happiness around
me."

That is Christian charactei demonstrated.

There are others in this country and in other

lands on a smaller scale doing their best for

their employes. They have not forgotten

their own early struggles. They remembei
how they were discouraged, how hungry they

were, and how cold and how tired they were^

and though they may be sixty or seventy years,

of age, they know just how a boy feels between
ten and twenty, and how a young man feels

between twenty and thirty. They have not

forgotten it. Those wealthy employers were
not originally let down out of heaven with pul-

leys of silk in a wicker basket, satin-lined,



3S THE BATTLE FOR BREAD.

fanned by cherubic wings. They started lA

roughest cradle, od whose rocker misfortune

put her violent foot, and tipped them into the

cold world. Those old men are sympathetic

with boys.

LOOK AFTER T^E FOREMAN.

But you are not only to be kind to those

who are under you—Christianly kind—but you

are also to see that your boss workman, and

your head clerks, and your agents, and your

overseers in stores are kind to those under

them. Sometimes a man will get a little brief

authority in a store or in a factory, and while

they are very courteous to you, the capitalist,

or to you, the head man of the firm, they are

most brutal in their treatment of those undel

them. God only knows what some of the

lads suffer in the cellars and in the lofts of

some of our great establishments. They have

no one to appeal to. The time will come when
their arm will be strong, and they can defend

themselves, but not now. Alas ! for some of

the cash boys and the messenger boys and the

boys that sweep the store. Alas ! for some

of them. Now, you capitalist, you, the head

man of the firm, must look, supervise, see
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those all around you, investigate all beneath
you.

BE MERCIFUL.

And, then, I charge you not to put unneces-
sary temptation in the way of your young men.
Do not keep large sums of money lying around
unguarded. Know how much money there is

in the till. Do not have the account books
loosely kept. There are temptations inevit-

able to young men, and enough of them, with-
out your putting any unnecessary temptations
in their way. Men in Wall Street, having
thirty years of reputation for honesty, have
dropped into Sing Sing and perdition, and you
must be careful how you try a lad of fifteen.

And if he do wrong, do not pounce on him
like a hyena. If he prove himself unworthy of
your confidence, do not call in the police, but
take him home, tell why you dismissed him to

those who will give him another chance.

Many a young man has done wrong once who
will never do wrong again. Ah ! my friends, I

think we can afford to give everybody another
chance, when God knows we should all have
been in perdition if He had not given us ten
thousand chances.

Then, if in moving around your factory, or
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mill, or barn, or store you are inexorable with

young men, God will remember it. Some
day the wheel of fortune will turn, and you

will be a pauper, and your daughter will go to

the workhouse, and your son will die on the

scaffold. If in moving among your young

men you see one with an ominous pallor of

cheek, or you hear him coughing behind the

counter, say to him :
" Stay home a day or two

and rest, or go out and breathe the breath of

the hills." If his mother die, do not demand

that on the day after the funeral he be in the

store. Give him, at least, a week to get over

that which he will never get over.

A BRAVE GENERAL.

Employers, urge upon your employes, above

all, a religious life. So far from that, how is

it, young men ? Instead of being cheered on

the road to heaven, some of you are caricatured,

and it is a hard thing for you to keep your

Christian integrity in that store or factory

where there are so many hostile to religion.

Ziethen, a brave general under Frederick the

Great, was a Christian. Frederick the Great

was an infidel. One day Ziethen, the vener-

able, white-haired general, asked to be excused
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from military duty that he might attend the

holy sacrament. He was excused. A few

days after Ziethen was dining with the king and

with many notables of Prussia, when Freder-

ick the Great, in a jocose way, said :
'' Well,

Ziethen, how did the sacrament of last Friday

digest ?" The venerable old warrior arose, and

said :
" For your Majesty I have risked my

life many a time on the battle-field, and for

your Majesty I would be willing any time to

die ; but you do wrong when you insult the

Christian religion. You will forgive me if I,

your old military servant, cannot bear in silence

any insult to my Lord and my Saviour."

Frederick the Great leaped to his feet, and he

put out his hand, and he said :
" Happy Zie-

then, forgive me, forgive me !"

Oh, there are many being scoffed at for their

religion ! and I thank God there are many
men as brave as Ziethen. Go to heaven your-

self, O employer ! Take all your people with

you. Soon you will be through buying and

selling, and through with manufacturing and

building, and God will ask you :
" Where are

all those people over whom you had so great

influence ? Are they here ? Will they be

here ?" O shipowners ! into what harbor will
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your crew sail ? Oh, you merchant grocers

!

are those young men that under your care are

providing food for the bodies and famihes of

men, to go starved forever ? Oh, you manu-

facturers of this United States ! with so many
wheels flying, and so many bands pulling, and

so many new patterns turned out, and so many
goods shipped, are the spinners, are the carmen,

are the draymen, are the salesmen, are the

watchers of your establishments working out

everything but their own salvation ? Can it be

that, having those people under your care five,

ten, twenty years, you have made no everlasting

impression for good on their immortal souls ?

God turn us all back from such selfishness, and

teach us to live for others and not for our-

selves. Christ sets us the example of sacrifice,

and so do many of His disciples.

A SELF-SACRIFICING PHYSICIAN.

One summer in California a gentleman who
had just removed from the Sandwich Islands

told me this incident. He said one of the

Sandwich Islands is devoted to lepers. People

getting sick of the leprosy on the other islands

are sent to that isle of lepers. They never

come off. They are in different stages of dis-
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ease, but all who die on that island die of

leprosy.

On one of the islands there was a physician

who always wore his hand gloved, and it was
often discussed why he always had a glove on
that hand under all circumstances. One day

he came to the authorities, and he withdrew

his glove, and he said to the officers of the law:

" You see on that hand a spot of the leprosy,

and that I am doomed to die. I might hide

this for a little while and keep away from the

isle of lepers ; but I am a physician, and I can

go on that island and administer to the suffer-

ings of those who are farther gone in the dis-

ease, and I should like to go now. It would
be selfish in me to stay amid these luxurious

surroundings when I might be of so much help

to the wretched. Send me to the isle of the

lepers." They, seeing the spot of leprosy, of

course took the man into custody. He bade
farewell to his family and his friends. It was
an agonizing farewell. He could never see

them again. He was taken to the isle of the

lepers, and there wrought among the sick until

prostrated by his own death, which at last came.

Oh, that was magnificent self-denial, magnifi-

cent sacrifice, only surpassed by that of Him
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who exiled Himself from his home in heaven

to this leprous island of a world, that He might

physician our wounds, and weep our griefs, and

die our deaths, turning the isle of a leprous

world into a great blooming, paradisical gar-

den ! Whether employer or employ^^ let us

catch that spirit.
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HARDSHIPS OF WORKINGMEN.

So the carpenter encouraged the goldsmith, and

h*i hat smootheth with the hammer him that smiteth

th(i anvil."

—

Isa. 4.1: "J.

You have seen in factories a piece of mech-

anism passing from hand to hand, and from

room to room, and one mechanic will smite it,

and another will flatten it, and another will

chisel it, and another will polish it, until the

work be done. And so the prophet describes

the idols of olden times as being made, part of

them by one hand, part of them by another

hand. Carpentry comes in, gold-beating comes

in, smithery comes in, and three or four styles

of mechanism are employed. " So the carpen-

ter encouraged the goldsmith, and he that

smootheth with the hammer him that smote

the anvil." When they met, they talked over

their work, and they helped each other on with

it. It was a very bad kind of business ; it was

making idols which were an insult to the Lord

of heaven. I have thought if men in bad work

can
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ENCOURAGE EACH OTHER,

ought not men engaged in honest artisanship

and mechanism speak words of good cheer ?

Men see in their own work hardships and

trials, while they recognize no hardships or

trials in anybody else's occupation. Every

man's burden is the heaviest, and every wo-

man's task is the hardest. We find people

wanting to get other occupations and profes-

sions. I suppose, when the merchant comes

home at night, his brain hot with the anxieties

of commercial toil, disappointed and vexed,

agitated about the excitements in the money
markets, he says, " Oh, I wish 1 were a me-

chanic ! When his day's work is done, the

mechanic lies down ; he is healthy in body,

healthy in mind, and healthy in soul, but I

can't sleep ;" while, at that very moment, the

mechanic is wishing he was a banker or a mer-

chant. He says, "Then I could always have

on beautiful apparel ; then I could move in

the choicest circles ; then I could bring up my
children in a very different sphere from that

in which I am compelled to bring them up."

Now, the beauty of our holy religion is that
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GOD LOOKS DOWN UPON ALL

the occupations and professions, and while I

cannot understand your annoyances and you

cannot understand mine, God understands

them all. He knows all about the troubles

of these men mentioned in my text—the car-

penter who encouraged the goldsmith, and he

that smootheth with the hammer, and the

gold-beaters.

I will speak this morning of the general

hardships of the working-classes. You may
not belong to this class, but you are bound as

Christian men and women to know their sor-

rows and sympathize with them, and as politi-

cal economists to come to their rescue. There

is great danger that the prosperous classes,

because of the bad things that have been said

by the fals,e friends of labor, shall conclude

that all this labor trouble is a "hullabaloo"

about nothing. Do not go off on that tan-

gent. You would not, neither would I, sub-

mit without protest to the oppressions to

which many of our laborers are subjected.

ANARCHISTS REPUDIATED.

You do a great wrong to the laboring classes

if you hold them responsible for the work of
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the scoundrelly Anarchists. You cannot hate

their deeds more thoroughly than do all the

industrial classes. At the head of the chief

organ of the Knights of Labor, in big letters,

I find the following vigorous disclaimer

:

" Let it be understood by all the world that

the Knights of Labor have no affiliation, asso-

ciation, sympathy or respect for the band of

cowardly murderers, cut-throats, and robbers,

known as Anarchists, who sneak through the

country like midnight assassins, stirring up the

passions of ignorant foreigners, unfurling the

red flag of anarchy and causing riot and blood-

shed. Parsons, Spies, Fielding, Most, and all

their followers, sympathizers, aiders, and abet-

tors, should be summarily dealt with. They
are entitled to no more consideration than wild

beasts. The leaders are cowards and their fol-

lowers are fools."

You may do your duty toward your em-

ployes, but many do not, and the biggest

business firm in America to-day is Grip,

Gouge,

GRIND AND COMPANY.

Look, for instance, at the woes of the wo-

manly toilers, who have not made any strike and



THE BATTLE FOR BREAD. 4<;

^ho are dying by the thousands, and dying

by inches. I read a few lines from the last

Labor Report, just out, as specimens of

what female employes endure :
" Poisoned

hands and cannot work. Had to sue the

man for fifty cents!" Another: "About
four months of the year can, by hard work,

earn a little more than three dollars pe7^ week."

Another :
" She now makes wrappers at one

dollar per dozen ; can make eight wrappers per

day." Another :
" We girls in our establish-

ment have the following fines imposed : for

washing your hands, twenty-five cents ; eating

a piece of bread at your loom, one. dollar ; also

sitting on a stool, taking a drink of water, and

many trifling things too numerous to men-

tion." " Some qI the worst villains of our cities

are the employers of these women. They beat

them down to the last penny, and try to cheat

them out of that. The woman must deposit a

dollar or two before she gets the garments to

work on. When the work is done it is sharply

inspected, the most insignificant flaw is picked

out, and the wages refused and sometimes the

dollar deposited not given back. The Wo-
man's Protective Union reports a case where

one of the poor souls, finding a place where
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she could get more wages, resolved to change

employers, and went to get her pay for work

done. The employer says, * I hear you are go-

ing to leave me ?' * Yes,' she said, * and I have

come to get what you owe me/ He made no

answer. She said :
' Are you not going to pay

me ?' ' Yes,' he said, * I will pay you,' and he

kicked her down stairs." I never swore a word

in all my life, but I confess that when I read

that I felt a stirring within me that was not at

all devotional.

UNDERPAID WOMEN.

By what principle of justice is it that wo-

men in many of our cities get only two thirds

as much as men, and in many cases only half ?

Here is the gigantic injustice, that for work

equally well, if not better done, woman re-

ceives far less compensation than man. Start

with the National Government. Women
clerks in Washington get nine hundred dollars

for doing that for which men receive eighteen

hundred dollars. The wheel of oppression is

rollinsf over the necks of thousands of women
who are at this moment in despair about what

they are to do. Many of the largest mercan-

tile establishments of our cities are accessory
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to these abominations, and from their large

establishments there are scores of souls being

pitched off into death, and their employers

know it. Is there a God ? Will there be a

judgment ? I tell you, if Gk)d rises up to re-

dress woman's wrongs, many of our large estab-

lisments will be swallowed up quicker than a

^outh American earthquake ever took down a

city. God will catch these oppressors between

the mill-stones of His wrath, and grind them

to powder.

Why is it that a female principal in a

school gets only eight hundred and twenty-five

dollars for doing work for which a male princi-

pal gets sixteen hundred and fifty dollars ? I

hear from all this land the wail of womanhood.
Man has nothing to answer to that wail but

flatteries. He says she is an angel. She is

not. She knows she is not. She is a human
being who gets hungry when she has no food,

and cold when she has no fire. Give her no
more flatteries

;
give her justice ! There are

aixty-five thousand sewing-girls in New York
and Brooklyn. Across the sunlight comes
their death groan. It is not such a cry as

comes from those who are suddenly hurled out

of life, but a slow, grinding, horrible wasting
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away. At a large meeting of these women
held in a hall in Philadelphia, grand speeches

were delivered, but a needlewoman took the

stand, threw aside her faded shawl, and with

her shrivelled arm hurled a very thunderbolt

of eloquence, speaking out the horrors of her

own experience. Stand at the corner of a

street at six or seven o'clock in the morning,

as the women go to work. Many of them

had no breakfast except the crumbs that were

left over from the night before, or the crumbs

they chew on their way through the street.

Here they come !

THE WORKING-GIRLS OF NEW YORK

and Brooklyn. These engaged in head work,

these in flower-making, in millinery, paper-box

making ; but, most overworked of all and least

compensated, the sewing-women. Why do

they not take the city cars on their way up ?

They cannot afford the five cents. If, conclud-

ing to deny herself something else, she gets

into the car, give her a seat. You want to see

how Latimer and Ridley appeared in the fire.

Look at that woman and behold a more horri-

ble martyrdom, a hotter fire, a more agonizing

d,eath. Ask that woman how much she gety
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for her work, and she will tell you six cents for

making coarse shirts and finds her own thread.

I speak more fitly of woman's wrongs be-

cause she has not been heard in the present

agitation. You know more of what men have
suffered. I said to a colored man who, in

Missouri, last March, came into my room in

the morning to build my fire :
" Sam, how

much wages do you people get around here ?"

He replied :
" Ten dollars a month, sir !" I

asked :
" Have you a family ?" " Yes," said he,

"wife and children." Think of it—a hundred
and twenty dollars a year to support a family

on ! My friends, there is in this world

SOMETHING AWFULLY ATWIST.

When I think of these things, I am not bothered

as some of my brethren with the abstract ques-

tions as to why God let sin come into the

world. The only wonder with me is that God
don't smash this world up and start another in

place of it.

One great trial that the working-classes feel

is

PHYSICAL EXHAUSTION.

There are athletes who go out to their work at

six or seven o'clock in the morning, and come
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back at night as fresh as when they started.

They turn their back upon the shuttle or the

forge or the rising wall, and they come away

elastic and whistling. That is the exception.

I have noticed that when the factory bell taps

for six o'clock, the hard-working man wearily

puts his arm into his coat-sleeve and starts for

hom=e. He sits down in the family circle, re-

solved to make himself agreeable, to be the

means of culture and education to his children,

but in five minutes he is sound asleep. He is

fagged out—strength of body, mind, and soul

utterly exhausted. He rises in the morning

only half rested from the toil. Indeed, he will

never have any perfect rest in this world until

he gets into one narrow spot which is the only

perfect rest for the human body in this world.

I think they call it a grave !

Has toil frosted the color of your cheeks ?

Has it taken all spontaneity from your laugh-

ter? Has it subtracted the spring from your

step and the lustre from your eye until it has

left you only half the man you were when you

first put your hand on the hammer and your

foot on the wheel ? To-morrow, in your place

of toil, listen, and you will hear a voice above

the hiss of the furnace and the groan of the
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foundry and the clatter of the shuttle—a voice

not of machinery, nor of the task-master, but
the voice of an all-sympathetic God, as He
says, " Come unto Me, all you who labor and
are heavy laden, and I will give you rest." Let
all men and women of toil remember that this

work will soon be over. Have they not heard
that there is a great holiday coming.? Oh,
that home, and no long walk to get to it ! Oh,
that bread, and no sweating toil necessary to

earn it ! Oh, these deep wells of eternal rap-

ture, and no heavy buckets to draw up ! I

wish they would put their head on this pillow

stuffed with the doviu from the wing of all

God's promises: "There remaineth a rest for

the people of God."

Do you say, "We have sewing-machines
now in our great cities, and the trouble is

gone ?" No
; it is not. I see a great many

women wearing themselves out amid the hard-

ships of the sewing-machine. A Christian man
went into a house o: a good deal of destitution

in New York, and he saw a poor woman there
with a sick child, and he was telHng the woman
how good a Christian she ought to be, and how
she ought to put her trust in God. " Oh," she
said, " I have no God ; I work from Monday
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morning until Saturday night and I get no

rest, and I never hear anything that does my
soul any good ; and when Sunday comes, I

haven't awy bonnet that I can wear to church,

and I have sometimes got down to pray and

then I got up, saying to my husband, ' My
dear, there's no use of my praying; I am so

distracted I can't pray ; it don't do any good !

'

Oh, sir, it is very hard to work on as we peO'

pie do from year to year, and to see nothing

bright ahead, and to see the poor little child

getting thinner and thinner, and my man a^

most broken down, and to be getting no nearer

to God, but to be getting farther away from

him ! Oh, if I were only ready to die !'' May
God comfort all who toil with the needle and

the sewing-machine, and have compassion on

those borne down under the fatigues of life.

Another great trial is

PRIVATION OF TASTE

and sentiment. I do not know of anything

much more painful than to have a fine taste for

painting and sculpture and music and glorious

sunsets and the expanse of the blue sky, and

yet not to be able to get the dollar for the ora-

torio, or to get a picture, or to buy one's way
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into the country to look at the setting sun and
at the bright heavens. While there are men in
great affluence, who have around them all ki^ids
of luxuries in art, themselves entirely unable to
appreciate these luxuries—buying their books
by the square foot, their pictures sent to them
by some artist who is glad to get the miserable
daubs out of the studio—there are multitudes
of refined, delicate women, who are born art-
ists, and shall reign in the kingdom of heaven
as artists, who are denied every picture and
every sweet song and every musical instrument
Oh, let me cheer such persons by telling them
to look up and behold the inheritance that God
has reserved for them !

A HEART-BREAKING PICTURE.

Then there are a great many who suffer not
only in the privation of their taste, but in the
apprehensions and the oppressive surroundings
of life that were well described by an English
writer. He said :

" To be a poor man's child,
and look through the rails of the playground,
and envy richer boys for the sake of their many
books, and yet to be doomed to ignorance. To
be apprenticed to some harsh stranger, and feel
forever banished from a mother's tenderness
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and a sister's love. To work when very weary,

and work when the heart is sick and the head

is sore. To see a wife or a darling child wast-

ing away, and not to be able to get the best

advice. To think that the better food or purer

air might set her up again, but that food you

cannot buy, that air you must never hope to

breathe. To be obliged to let her die. To
come home from the daily task some evening,

and see her sinking. To sit up all night in

hope to catch again those precious words you

might have heard could you have afforded to

stay at home all day, but never hear them. To
have no mourners at the funeral, and even to

have to carry on your own shoulder through

the merry streets the light deal coffin. To see

huddled into a promiscuous hole the dust which

is so dear to you, and not venture to mark the

spot by planted flower or lowliest stone."

But I have no time this morning longer to

dwell upon the hardships and the trials of those

who toil with hand and foot, for I must go on

to offer some grand and

GLORIOUS ENCOURAGEMENTS

for such ; and the first encouragement is, that

one of the greatest safeguards against evil is
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plenty to do. When men sin against the law
of their country, where do the police detectives

go to find them ? Not amid the dust of fac-

tories, not among those who have on their
" overalls," but among those who stand with
their hands in their pockets around the doors
of saloons and restaurants and taverns. Active
employment is one of the greatest sureties for

a pure and upright life. There are but very
few men with character stalwart enough to en-

dure consecutive idleness.

I see a pool of water in the country, and I

say, "Thou slimy, fetid thing, what does all

this mean ? Didn't I see you playing with
those shuttles and turning that grist-mill ?"

"Oh, yes," says the water, " I used to earn my
living." I say again, " Then what makes you
look so sick? Why are you covered with this

green scum? Why is your breath so vile?"
" Oh," says the water, " I have nothing to do.

I am disgusted with shuttles and wheels. I am
going to spend my whole lifetime here, and
while yonder stream sings on its way down the

mountain side, here I am left to fester and die

accursed of God because I have nothing to

do !" Sin is
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AN OLD PIRATE

that bears down on vessels whose sails are flap^

ping idly in the wind. The arrow of sin has

hard work to puncture the leather of an old

working-apron. Be encouraged by the fact

that your shops, your rising walls, your anvils

are fortresses in which you may hide, and from

which you may fight against the temptations of

your life. Morning, noon, and night, Sundays

and week-days, thank God for plenty to do.

Another encouragement is the fact that their

families are going to have the very best oppor-

tunity for development and usefulness. That

may sound strange to you, but

THE CHILDREN OF FORTUNE

are very apt to turn out poorly. In nine cases

out of ten the lad finds out if a fortune is com-

ing, by twelve years of age ; he finds out there

is no necessity of toil, and he makes no struggle,

and a life without struggle goes into dissipation

or stupidity. You see the sons of wealthy pa-

rents going out into the world, inane, nerveless,

dyspeptic, or they are incorrigible and reckless,

while the son of the porter that kept the gate

learns his trade, gets a robust physical consti-
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tution, achieves high moral culture, and stands

in the front rank of Church and State.

Who are the men mightiest in our Legisla-

tures and Congress and Cabinets ? Did they

walk up the steep of life in silver slippers ? Oh,

no. The mother put him down under the tree

in the shade, while she spread the hay. Many
of these mighty men ate out of an iron spoon

and drank out of the roughest earthenware

—

their whole life a forced march. They never

had any luxuries until, after awhile, God gave

them affluence and usefulness and renown as a

reward for their persistence. Remember, then,

that though you may have poor surroundings

and small means for the education of your chil-

dren, they are actually starting under better

advantages than though you had a fortune to

give them. Hardship and privation are not a

damage to them, but an advantage. Akenside

rose to his eminent sphere from his father's

butcher-shop. Robert Burns started as a shep-

herd. Prideau used to sweep Exeter College.

Gififord was a shoemaker, and the son of every

man of toil may rise to heights of intellectual

and moral power if he will only trust God and

keep busy.

Again, I offer as encouragement that you
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have so many opportunities of gaining infor-

mation. Plato gave thirteen hundred dollars

for two books. The Countess of Anjou gave

two hundred sheep for one volume. Jerome

ruined himself financially by buying one copy

of Origen. Oh, the contrast ! Now there are

tens of thousands of pens gathering up infor-

mation. Typesetters are calling for " copy."

All our cities quake with the rolling cylinders

of the Harpers and the Appletons and the Lip-

pincotts and the Petersons and the Ticknors,

and you now buy more than Benjamin Frank'

lin ever knew for fifty cents ! There are peo-

ple who toil from seven o'clock in the morning

until six o'clock at night who know more about

anatomy than the old physiologists, and who
know more about astronomy than the old phi-

losophers. If you should take the learned men
of two hundred years ago and put them on one

bench, and take twenty children from the com-

mon schools in Brooklyn and put them down

on the other bench, the children could examine

the philosophers, and the philosophers could

not examine the children. "Ah!" says Isaac

Newton, coming up and talking to some intel-

ligent lad of seven years, " What is that ?" " Oh,

that is a rail-train !" " What is that ?" " That
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IS a telegraph." "What is that?" "It is a

telephone." "Dear me! I think I shall go
back to my bed in the dust, for I am bewil-

dered and my head turns." Oh, rejoice that

you have all these opportunities of information

spread out before you, and that, seated in your
chair at home, by the evening light, you can
look over all nations and see tjfie ascending

morn of a universal day.

TOIL A DISCIPLINE.

One more encouragement : Your toils in this

world are only intended to be a discipline by
which you shall be prepared for heaven. " Be-
hold, I bring you glad tidings of great joy,"

and tell you that Christ, the carpenter of Naz-
areth, is the workingman's Christ. You get

His love once in your heart, O workingman !

and you can sing on the wall in the midst of

the storm, and in the shop amid the shoving of

the plane, and down in the mine amid the

plunge of the crowbar, and on shipboard while

climbing ratlines. If you belong to the Lord
Jesus Christ, He will count the drops of sweat
on your brow. He knows every ache and every

pain you have ever suffered in your worldly

occupation. Are you weary ? He will give
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you rest. Are you sick ? He will give you
health. Are you cold? He will WTap around

you the warm mantle of His eternal love.

And besides that, my friends, you must re-

member, that all this is

ONLY PREPARATORY

a prefatory 'and introductory. I see a great

multitude before the throne of God. Who are

they? "Oh," you say, "those are princes;

they must have always been in a royal family
;

they dress like princes, they walk like princes,

they are princes ; there are none of the com-

mon people there ; none of the people that

ever toiled with hand and foot !" Ah ! you are

mistaken. Who is that bright spirit before the

throne ? Why, that was a sewing-girl who,

work as she could, could make but two shil-

lings the day. What are those kings and

queens before the throne ? Many of them

Went up from Birmingham mills and from

Lowell carpet factories.

THE SONG OF THE REDEEMED.

And now I hear a sound like the rustling of

robes, and now I see a taking up of harps as

though they were going to strike a thanksgiving
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anthem, and all the children of the saw, and the

disciples of the shuttle are in glorious array,

and they lift a song so clear and sweet I wish

you could hear it. It would make the pilgrim's

burden very light, and the pilgrim's journey

very short. Not one weak voice or hoarse

throat in that great assemblage. The accord

is as perfect as though they had been all eter-

nity practising, and I ask them what is the

name of that song they sing before the throne,

and they tell me it is the song of the redeemed

working-people. And the angel cries out

:

" Who are these so near the throne ?" and the

answer comes back :
" These are they who

came out of great tribulation, and had their

robes washed and made white in the blood of

the Lamb."
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MONOPOLY AND COMMUNISM.

"Thy land shall be married."

—

Isa. 62:4.

As the greater includes the less, so does the

circle of future joy around our entire world in-

clude the epicycle of our own republic. Bold,

exhilarant, unique, divine imagery of the text

!

So many are depressed by the labor agitation,

and think everything in this country is going to

pieces, I preach this morning a sermon of good

cheer, and anticipate the time when the Prince

of Peace and the Heir of Universal Dominion

shall take possession of this nation and " Thy
land shall be married."

In discussing the final destiny of this nation,

it makes all the difference in the world whether

we are on the way to a funeral or a wedding.

The Bible leaves no doubt on this subject. In

pulpits, and on platforms, and in places of pub'

lie concourse I hear so many of the muffled

drums of evil prophecy sounded, as though we
were on the way to national interment, and be-

side Thebes, and Babylon, and Tyre in the cem-

etery of dead nations our republic was to be en-
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tombed, that I wish you to understand it is not

to be obsequies, but nuptials ; not mausoleum,

but carpeted altar ; not cypress, but orange

blossoms ; not requiem, but wedding march, for

"Thy land shall be married." I propose to

name some of

THE SUITORS

who are claiming the hand of this republic.

This land is so fair, so beautiful, so affluent, that

it has many suitors, and it will depend much
upon your advice whether this or that shall be

accepted or rejected.

I. In the first place, I remark: There is a

greedy, all-grasping monster who comes in as

suitor seeking the hand of this republic, and

that monster is known by the name of

MONOPOLY.

His sceptre is made out of the iron of the rail-

track and the wire of telegraphy. " He does

everything for his own advantage and for the

robbery of the people. Things have gone on

from bad to worse, until in the three Legislatures

of New York, New Jersey, and Pennsyvania,

for the most part, monopoly decides everything.

If monopoly favor a law, it passes. If monopoly
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oppose A law, it is rejected. Monopoly stands

in this railroad depot, putting into his pockets

in one year two hundred millions of dollars in

excess of all reasonable charges for service.

Monopoly holds in his one hand the steam-

power of jocomotives, and in the other the

electricity of swift communication. Monopoly
decides nominations and elections—city elec-

tions. State elections, national elections. With
bribes he secures the votes of legislators—giv-

ing them free- passes, giving appointments to

needy relatives to lucrative positions, employ-

ing them as attorneys, if they are lawyers ; carry-

ing their goods fifteen per cent less if they are

merchants ; and if he finds a case very stubborn,

as well as very important, puts down before him

the hard cash of bribery.

But Monopoly is not so easily caught now as

when, during the term of Mr. Buchanan, in one

of our States a certain railway compay procured

a donation of public land. It was found out that

thirteen of the Senators of that State received

one hundred and seventy-five thousand dollars

among them ; sixty members of the Lower
House of that State received five thousand and

ten thousand dollars each ; the Governor of the

State received fifty thousand dollars ; his clerk
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received five thousand dollars ; the Lieutenant-

Governor received ten thousand dollars ; all the

clerks of the Legislature received five thousand

dollars each, while fifty thousand dollars were

divided amid the lobby agents.

That thing on a larger or smaller scale, is all

the time going on in some of the Stat«s of the

Union, but it is not so blundering as it used to

be, and therefore not as easily exposed or ap

rested. I tell you that

THE SHADOWING CURSE

of the United States to-day is monopoly. He
puts his hand upon every bushel of wheat ; upon

every sack of salt ; upon every ton of coal ; and

every man, woman, and child in the United

States feels the touch of that moneyed despot-

ism. I rejoice that in twenty-four States of the

Union already anti-monopoly leagues have been

established, God speed them in their work of

liberation! I wish that this question might be

the qeestion of our Presidential elections, and

that we compel the political parties to recognize

it on their platforms.

I have nothing to say against capitalists. A
man has a right to all the money he can make
honestly. There is not a laborer in thp land
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that would not be worth a milHon dollars if he

could. I have nothing to say against corpora-

tions as such—without them no great enterprise

would be possible ; but what I do say is that the

same principles are to be applied to capitalists

and to corporations that are applied to the poor-

est man and the plainest laborer. What is

wrong for me is wrong for great corporations.

If I take from you your property without ade-

quate compensation I am a thief, and if a rail-

way damage the property of the people without

any adequate compensation that is a gigantic

theft. What is wrong on a small scale is wrong
on a large scale. Monopoly in England has

ground hundreds and thousands of her best

people into semi-starvation, and in Ireland has

driven multitudinous tenants almost to madness.

EUROPEAN LAND SHARKS.

Five hundred acres in this country make an

immense farm. When you read that in Dakota

Territory Mr. Cass has a farm of 15,000 acres,

and Mr. Grandon, 25,000 acres, and Mr. Dal-

rymple, 40,000 acres, your eyes dilate, even

though these farms are in great regions thinly

inhabited. But what do you think of this which

I take from the Doomsday Book, showing what
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monopoly is on the other side the sea ? I give

it as a warning of what it would do on this side

the sea, if in some lawful way the tendency is

not resisted. In Scotland, J. G. M. Heddle
owns 50,400 acres; Earl of Wemyss, 52,000
acres

; Duke of Montrose, 68,000 acres ; Cam-
eron of Lochiel, 109,500 acres ; Sir C. W.Ross,
1 10,400 acres

; Earl of Fife, 1 13,000 acres ; the

Mackintosh, 124,000 acres ; Lord MacDonald,

1 30,000 acres ; Earl of Dalhousie, 1 36,000 acres

;

Macleodof Macleod, 1 4 1 ,
700 acres ; Sir K.Mac-

kenzie, of Gairlock, 164,680 acres; Duke of

Argyle, 175,000 acres ; Duke of Hamilton, 183-

000 acres
; Duke of Athole, 194,000 acres ; Duke

of Richmond, 255,000 acres ; Earl of Stair, 270-

000 acres
; Mr. Evan Baillie, 300,000 acres ; Earl

of Seafield, 306,000 acres ; Duke of Buccleugh,

432,183 acres; Earl of Breadalbane, 437,696
acres; Mr. A. Matheson, 220,433 acres ; and Sir

J. Matheson, 406,070 acres ; Duchess of Suther-

land, 149,879 acres; and Duke of Sutherland,

1,176,343 acres.

THE RESULT.

Such monpolies imply an infinite acreage of

wretchedness. There is no poverty in the

United States like that in England, Ireland, and
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Scotland, for the simple reason that in thoso

lands monopoly has had longer and larger sway.

Last summer in Edinburgh, Scotland, after

preaching in Synod Hall, I preached in the Grass

Market and to the wretched inliabitants of the

Cowgate and the Canongate, the audience eX"

hibiting the squalor, and sickliness, and despair

that remains in one's mind like one of the

visions of Dante's Inferno.

Great monopolies in any land imply great pri-

vation. The time will come when our Govern-

ment will have to limit the amount of accumula-

tion of property. Unconstitutional, do you say ?

Then constitutions will have to be changed un-

til they allow such limitation. Otherwise the

work of absorption will go on, and the large

fishes will eat up the small fishes, and the shad

will swallow up the minnows, and the porpoise

swallow the shad, and the whales swallow the

porpoises, and a thousand greedy men will own
all the world.

But would a law of limitation of wealth be

unrighteous ? If I dig so near my neighbor's

foundations, in order to build my house, that I

endanger his, the law grabs me. If I have a

tannery or a chemical factory, the malodors of

which injure residents in the neighborhood, the
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Jaw says :
" Stop that !" If I drain off a river

from its bed, and divert it to turn my mill

wheel, leaving the bed of the river a breeding

place for malaria, the laws says

" QUIT THAT OUTRAGE f"*

And has not a good Government a right to say

that a few men shall not gorge themselves on

the comfort, and health, and life of generations ?

Your rights end where my rights begin.

Monopoly, brazen-faced, and iron-fingered,

vulture-hearted monopoly, offers his hand to this

republic. He stretches it out over the lakes,

and up the Pennsylvania, and the Erie, and the

New York Central railroads, and over the tele-

graph poles of the continent, and says :
" Here

is my heart and hand ; be mine forever." Let

the millions of the people, North, South, East,

and West, forbid the banns of that marriage—
forbid them at the ballot-box, forbid them on

the platform, forbid them by great organiza-

tions, forbid them by the overwhelming senti-

ments of an outraged nation, forbid them by the

protest of the Church of God, forbid them by

prayer to high heaven. That Herod shall not

have this Abigail. It shall not be to all devour-

ing monopoly that this land is to be married.
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II. Another suitor claiming the hand of this

/epublic is

NIHILISM.

He owns nothing but a knife for universal

blood-letting and a nitro-glycerine bomb for

universal explosion, He believes in no God,

no government, no heaven, and no hell, except

what he can make on earth. He slew the Czar

of Russia, keeps Emperor William, of Germany,

practically imprisoned, killed Abraham Lincoln,

would put to death every king and president on

earth, and if he had the power would climb up

until he could drive the God of Heaven from

His throne and take it himself

—

the tLuiversal

hUcher. In France it is called communism
;

in the United States it is called Socialism ; in

Russia it is called Nihilism. That last is the

most graphic and descriptive term. It means

complete and eternal smash-up.

Where does this monster live ? In St. Louis,

in Chicago, in Brooklyn, in New York, and in

all the villages and cities of this land. The
devil of destruction is an old devil, and he is to

be seen at every great fire where there is any-

thing to steal, and at every shipwreck where

there is anything valuable floating ashore, and
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at every railroad accident where there are over-

coats and watches to be purloined. On a small
scale I saw it in my college days, when, in our
literary society in New York University, we had
an exquisite and costly bust of Shakespeare,
and one morning we found a hole bored into
the lips of the marble and a cigar inserted.

There has not for the last century been a fine

picture in your art gallery, or a graceful statue
' in your parks, or a fine frescoe on your wall, or

a richly bound volume in your library, but
would have been despoiled if the hand of ruf-

fianism could have got at it without peril of in-

carceration.

The philosophy of the whole business is, that

there is a large number of people who either

through their laziness or their crime own noth-

ing, and are mad at those who through industry

and wit of their own, or of their ancestors, are

in possession of large resources. The honest
laboring-classes never had anything to do with
such murderous enterprises. It is the villain-

ous classes who would not work if they had
plenty of work offered them at large wages.
Many of these suppose that by the demolition
of law and order they would be advantaged,

and the parting of the ship of State would allow
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them as wreckers to carry off the cargo. It

offers its hand to this fair republic. It proposes

to tear to pieces the ballot-box, the legislative

hall, the Congressional assembly. It would

take this land and divide it up, or rather

DIVIDE IT DOWN.

It would give as much to the idler as to the

worker, to the bad as to the good. Nihilism !

This panther, having prowled across other lands,

has set its paws on our soil, and it is only wait-

ing for the time in which to spring upon its

prey. It was Nihilism that massacred the he-

roic policemen of Chicago and St. Louis a few

days ago and that burned the railroad property

at Pittsburgh during the great riots ; it was

Nihilism that slew black people in our North-

ern cities during the war ; it was Nihilism that

again and again in San Francisco and in New
York mauled to death the Chinese ; it is Nihil-

ism that glares out of the windows of the

drunkeries upon sober people as they go by.

Ah ! its power has never yet been tested. It

would, if it had the power, leave every church,

chapel, cathedral, schoolhouse, college, and

home in ashes.

Let me say, it is
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THE WORST ENEMY

of the laboring-classes in any country. The

honest cry for reform lifted by oppressed labor-

ing men is drowned out' by the vociferations

for anarchy. The criminals and the vagabonds

who range through our cities talking about their

rights, when their first right is the penitentiary

—if they could be hushed up, and the down-

trodden laboring men of this country could be

heard, there would be more bread for hungry

children. Let not our oppressed laboring men
be beguiled to coming under the bloody banner

of Nihilism. It will make your taxes heavier,

your wages smaller, your table scantier, your

children hungrier, your suffering greater.

Yet this Nihilism, with feet red of slaughter,

comes forth and offers its hand for the republic.

Shall the banns be proclaimed ? If so, where

shall the marriage altar be ? and who will be the

officiating priest ? And what will be the music ?

That altar will have to be white with bleached

skulls, the officiating priest must be a dripping

assassin, the music must be the smothered groan

of multitudinous victims, the garlands must be

twisted of nightshade, the fruit must be apples

of Sodom, the wine must be the blood of St.
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Bartholomew's massacre. No ! It is not to

Nihilism, the sanguinital monster, that this land

is to be married.

III. Another suitor for the hand of this na-

tion is

INFIDELITY.

Mark you that all anarchists are infidels. Not
one of them believes in the Bible, and very

rarely any of them believe in a God. Their

most conspicuous leader was the other day

pulled by the leg from under a bed in a house

of infamy, cursing and blaspheming. The po-

lice of Chicago, exploring the dens of the an-

archists, found dynamite, and vitriol, and Tom
Paine's "Age of Reason," and obscene pictures,

and complimentary biographies of thugs and

assassins, but not one Testament, not one of

Wesley's hymn-books, not one Roman Catholic

breviary. There are two wings to infidelity :

the one calls itself Liberalism, and appears in

highly literary magazines, and is for the edu-

cated and refined ; the other wing is in the form

of Anarchy, and is for the vulgar. But both

wings belong to the same old filthy vulture

—

infidelity ! Elegant infidelity proposes to con-

quer this land to itself by the pen ; Anaixhy

proposes to conquer it by bludgeon and torch.



THE BATTLE FOR BREAD. 79

When the midnight ruffians despoiled the

grave of A. T. Stewart, in St. Mark's church^

yard, everybody was shocked ; but infideHty

proposes something worse than that—the rok

bing of all the graves of Christendom of the

hope of a resurrection. It proposes to chisel

out from the tombstones of your Christian

dead the words, "Asleep in Jesus," and to sub-

stitute the words, "Obliteration—annihilation.''

Infidelity proposes to take away from this

country the book that makes the difference be-

tween the United States and the United King-

dom of Dahomey, between American civiliza-

tion and Bornesian cannibalism.

The only impulse in the right direction that

this world has ever had has come from the Bible.

It was the mother of Roman law and of

healthful jurisprudence. That book has been

the mother of all reforms and all charities—

•

mother of English Magna Charta and Ameri-

can Declaration of Independence. I tell you

that

THE WORST ATTEMPTED CRIME

of the century is the attempt to destroy this

book
;
yet infidelity, loathsome, stenchful, lep-

rous, pestiferous, rotten monster, stretches out
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its hand, ichorous with the second death, to

take the hand of this repubhc.

And this suitor presses his case appalHngly.

Shall the banns of that marriage be proclaimed ?

" No !" say the home missionaries of the West
—a martyr band, of whom the world is not

worthy, toiling amid fatigues, and malaria, and

starvation. " No ! not if we can help it. By
what we and our children have suffered we for-

bid the banns of that marriage !" "No !" say

all patriotic voices; "our institutions were

bought at too dear a price, and were defended

at too great a sacrifice, to be so cheaply surren-

dered." " No !" says the God of Bunker Hill,

and Independence Hall, and Gettysburg; "I

did not start this nation for such a farce."

"No," cry ten thousand voices; "to infidelity

this land shall not be married !"

IV. But there is

ANOTHER SUITOR

that presents his hand for the hand of this re-

public. He is mentioned in the verse following

my text, where it says : "As the bridegroom

rejoiceth over the bride, so shall thy God re-

joice over thee." It is not my figure, it is the
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figure of the Bible. As often princesses at their

birth are

PLEDGED IN TREATY

of marriage to princes or kings of earth, so this

nation at its birth was pledged to Christ for

Divine marriage. Before Cohmibus and his

hundred and twenty men embarked on the

Santa Maria, the Pinta, and the Nina, for their

wonderful voyage, what was the last thing they

did ? They kneeled down and took the holy

sacrament of the Lord Jesus Christ. After they

caught the first glimpse of this country, and the

gun of one ship had announced it to the other

vessels that land had been discovered, what was
the song that went up from all the three decks ?

" Gloria in Excelsis." After Columbus and his

hundred and twenty men had stepped from the

ships' decks to the solid ground, what did they

do ? They all knelt and consecrated the New
World to God.

What did the Huguenots do after they landed

in the Carolinas ? What did the Holland ref-

ugees, do after they had landed in New York ?

What did the Pilgrim Fathers do after they

landed in New England ? With bended knee,

and uplifted face, and heaven-besieging prayer
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they took possession of this country for God.

How was the first American Congress opened ?

By prayer in the name of Jesus Christ. From
its birth this nation was pledged for holy mar-

riage with Christ.

And, then, see how good God has been to us !

Just open the map of the continent and see

how it is shaped for immeasurable prosperities.

Navigable rivers, more in number and greater

than of any other land, rolling down on all

sides into the sea, prophesying large manufac-

tures and easy commerce. Look at the great

ranges of mountains timbered with wealth on

the top and sides, metalled with wealth under-

neath. One hundred and eighty thousand

square miles of coal, four hundred and eighty

thousand square miles of iron. All fruits, all

minerals, all harvests. Scenery displaying an

autumnal pageantry that no land on earth pre-

tends to rival. No South American earth-

quakes. No Scotch mists. No London fogs.

No Egyptian plagues. No Germanic divisions.

The people of the United States are happier

than any people on earth. It is the testimony

of every man that has travelled abroad. For

the poor, more sympathy ; for the industrious

more opportunity. Oh, how good God v/as to



THE BATTLE FOR BREAD. S^

our fathers, and how good He has been to us

and our children !

We have during the past six or seven years

TURNED A NEW LEAF

in our national history by the sudden addition

of millions of foreigners. At Kansas City i

was told by a gentleman who had opportunity

for large investigation, that a great multitude

had gone through there, averaging in worldly

estate eight hundred dollars. I was told in the

city of Washington by an officer of the Gov-
ernment, who had opportunity for authentic

investigation, that thousands and thousands had
gone, averaging one thousand dollars in pos-

session each. I was told by the Commissioner
of Emigration that twenty families that had ar-

rived at Castle Garden brought eighty-five thou-

sand dollars with them. Mark you, families,

not tramps—additions to the national wealth,

not subtractions therefrom. I saw some of

them reading their Bibles and their hymn-books,
thanking God for His kindness in helping

them cross the sea. They will turn your Ter-

ritories into States, and your wildernesses into

gardens, if you will build for them churches.
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and establish for them schools, and send Chris-

tian missionaries.

Are you afraid this continent is going to be

overcrowded with this population ? Ah ! that

shows you have not been to Oregon, that shows

that you have not been to Texas. A fishing-

smack to-day on Lake Ontario might as well

be afraid of being crowded by other shipping

before night as for any one of the next ten gen-

erations of Americans to be afraid of being

overcrowded by foreign populations in this

country. The one State of Texas is far larger

than all the Austrian Empire, yet the Austrian

Empire supports thirty-five million people. The
one State of Texas is larger than all France,

and France supports thirty-six million people.

The one State of Texas far surpasses in size the

Germanic Empire, yet the Germanic Empire

supports forty-one million people. I tell you

the great want of the Territories and of the

Western States is more population.

While some may stand at the gates of the

city, saying :
" Stand back !" to foreign popula-

tions, I press out as far beyond those gates as

I can press out beyond them, and beckon to

foreign nations, saying : "Come, come !" "But,"

say you, " I am so afraid that they will bring
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their prejudices for foreign Governments, and
plant them here." Absurd. They are sick of

the Governments that have oppressed them,
and they want free America. Give them the
great gospel of welcome. Throw around them
all Christian hospitalities. They will add their

industry and hard-earned wages to this country,
and then we will dedicate all to Christ, " and
thy land shall be married."

THE SITE FOR THE NUPTIALS.

-But where shall the marriage altar be ? Let
it be the Rocky Mountains, when through arti-

ficial and mighty irrigation, all their tops shall

be covered, as they will be, with vineyards, and
orchards, and grain fields. Then let the Bos-
tons, and the New Yorks, and the Charlestons
of the Pacific Coast come to the marriage altar

on the one side, and then let the Bostons, and
the New Yorks, and the Charlestons of the
Atlantic Coast come to the marriage altar on
the other side, and there between them let this

bride of nations kneel ; and then if the organ
of the loudest thunders that ever shook the
Sierra Nevadas on the one side, or moved the
foundations of the Alleghanies on the other
side, should open full diapason of wedding
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march, that organ of thunders could not drown
the voice of Him who should take the hand of

the bride of nations, saying : "As a bridegroom

rejoiceth over a bride, so thy God rejoiceth

over thee." "And so thy land shall be mar-
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THE WORST FOE OF LABOR.

^ He that earneth wages, earneth wages to pilit it

into a bag with holes."

—

Haggai i: 6.

In Persia, under the reign of Darius Hystas-

pes, tiie people did not prosper. They made
money, but did not keep it. They were like peo-

ple who have a sack in which they put money,

not knowing that the sack is torn, or eaten of

moths, or in some way made incapable of

holding valuables. As fast as the coin was put

in one end of the sack it dropped out of the

other. It made no difference how much wages

they got, for they lost them. " He that earneth

wages, earneth wages to put it into a bag with

holes."

WHAT HAS BECOME OF THE BILLIONS

and billions of dollars in this country paid to

the working classes ? Some of these moneys
have gone for house rent, or the purchase of

homesteads, or wardrobe, or family expenses, or

the necessities of Hfe, or to provide comforts in

old age. What has become of 6ther billions ?
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Wasted in foolish outlay. Wasted at the gam^

ing-table. Wasted in intoxicants. Put into a

bag with a hundred holes.

Gather up the money that the working classes

have spent for rum durmg the last thirty years,

and I will build for every workingman a house,

and lay out for him a garden, and clothe his

sons in broadcloth and his daughters in silks,

and stand at his front door a prancing span of

sorrels or bays, and secure him a policy of life-

insurance, so that the present home may be

well maintained after he is dead. The most

persistent, most overpowering enemy of the

working classes is intoxicating liquor. It is

^/le ajiarchist of the centtLvies, and has boy-

cotted and is now boycotting the body and

mind and soul of American labor. It is to it

a worse foe than monopoly, and worse than as-

sociated capital.

It annually swindles industry out of a large

percentage of its earnings. It holds out its

blasting solicitations to the mechanic or opera-,

tive on his way to work, and at the noon-spell,

and on his way home at eventide ; on Saturday,

when the wages are paid, it snatches a large part

of the money that might come to the family,

and sacrifices' it among the saloon-keepers.
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Within eight hundred yards of Sands Street

Methodist Church, Brooklyn, it has fifty-four

saloons, and is plotting now for another. Stand

the saloons of this country side by side, and it is

carefully estimated they would reach from New
York to Chicago. Forward, march, says the

rum power, and take possession of the American

nation !

The rum business is pouring its vitriolic and

damnable liquids down the throats of hundreds

of thousands of laborers, and while the ordinary

strikes are ruinous both to employers and em-

ployees,

I PROCLAIM A STRIKE

universal against strong drink, which, if kept

up, will be the relief of the working classes and

the salvation of the nation. I will undertake

to say that there is not a healthy laborer in the

United States who, within the next ten years,

if he will refuse all intoxicating beverage and

be saving, may not become a capitalist on a

small scale. Our country in a year spends one

billion five hundred million and fifty thousand

dollars for rum. Of course the working classes

do a great deal of this expenditure. Careful

statistics show that the wage-earning classes of
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Great Britain expend in liquors one hundred

million pounds, or five hundred million dollars

a year. Sit down and think, O workingman !

how much you have expended in these direc-

tions. Add it all up. Add up what your

neighbors have expended, and realize that in-

stead of answering the beck of other people you

might have been your own capitalist. When
you deplete a workingman's physical energy

you deplete his capital.

THE STIMULATED WORKMAN

gives out before the unstimulated workman.

My father said :
" I became a temperance man

in early life, because I noticed in the harvest-

field that, though I was physically weaker than

other workmen, I could hold out longer than

they. They took stimulants, I took none." A
brickmaker in England gives his experience in

regard to this matter among men in his employ.

He says, after investigation : "The beer-drinker

who made the fewest bricks made six hundred

and fifty nine thousand ; the abstainer who
made the fewest bricks, seven hundred and

forty-six thousand. The difference in behalf of

the abstainer over the indulger, eighty-seven

thousand." There came a very exhausting time
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in the British Parliament. The session was pro-

longed until nearly all the members got sick or

worn out. Out of six hundred and fifty-two

members only two went through undamaged;

they were teetotalers.

When an army goes out to the battle the

soldier who has water or coffee in his canteen

marches easier and fights better than the soldier

who has whiskey in his canteen. Rum helps a

man to fight when he has only one contestant,

and that at the street corner. But when he gees

forth to maintain some great battle for God and

his country, he wants no rum about him. When
the Russians go to war a corporal passes along

the line and smells the breath of every soldier.

If there be in his breath a taint of intoxicating

liquor, the man is sent back to the barracks.

Why ? He cannot endure fatigue. All our

young men know this. When they are prepar-

ing for a regatta, or for a ball club, or for an

athletic wrestling, they abstain. Our working

people will be wiser after a while, and the money
they fling away on hurtful indulgences they will

put into co-operative associations, and so become

capitalists. If the vvorkingman put down his

wages and then take his expenses and spread

them out, so they will just equal, he is not wise.
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I know workingmen who are in a perfect fidget

until they get rid of their last dollar.

A COSTLY SACQUE.

The followins: circumstances came under our

observation : A young man worked hard to earn

his six or seven hundred dollars yearly. Mar-

riage day came. The bride had inherited five

hundred dollars from her grandfather. She

spent every dollar of it on the wedding dress.

Then they rented two rooms in a third story.

Then the young man took extra evening em-

ployment ; almost exhausted with the day's

work, yet took evening employment. It almost

extinguished his eyesight. Why did he add

evening employment to the day employment ?

To get money. Why did he want to get

money ? To lay up something for a rainy day ?

No. To get his life insured, so that in case of

his death his w^ife would not be a beggar ? No.

He put the extra evening work to the day work

that he might get a hundred and fifty dollars to

get his wife a sealskin coat. The sister of the

bride heard of this achievement, and was not to

be eclipsed. She was very poor, and she sat up

working nearly all the nights for a great while

until she bought a sealskin coat. I have not
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he-ard of the result on that street. The street

was full of those who are on small incomes, but

I suppose the contagion spread, and that every-

body had a sealskin coat, and that the people

came out and cried, practically, not literally :

" Though the heavens fall, we must have a seal-

skin coat
!"

I was out West, and a minister of the Gospel

told me, in Iowa, that his church and the neigh-

borhood had been impoverished by the fact that

they put mortgages on their farms in order to

send their families to the Philadelphia Centen-

nial. It was not respectable not to go to the

Centennial. Between such evils and pauperism

there is a very short step. The vast majority of

children in your almshouses are there because

their parents are drunken, or lazy, or recklessly

improvident.

I have no sympathy for skinflint saving, but

I plead for

CHRISTIAN PRUDENCE.

You say it is impossible now to lay up anything

for a rainy day. I know it, but we are at the

daybreak of national prosperity. Some people

think it is mean to turn the gas low when they

go out of the parlor. They feel embarrassed if
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the door-bell rings before they have the hall

lighted. They apologize for the plain meal, if

you surprise them at the table. Well, it is mean

if it is only to pile up a miserly hoard. But if

it be to educate your children, if it be to give

more help to your wife when she does not feel

strong, if it be to keep your funeral day from

being horrible beyond all endurance, because it

is to be the disruption and annihilation of the

domestic circle—if it be for that, then it is mag-

nificent.

There are those who are kept m poverty be-

cause of their own fault. They might have been

well off, but they smoked or chewed up their

earnings, or they lived beyond their means,

while others on the same wages and on the

same salaries went onto competency. I know
.a man who was all the time complaining of his

poverty and crying out against rich men, while

he himself keeps two dogs, and chews and

smokes, and is full to the chin with whiskey and

beer. Wilkins Micawber said to David Cop-

perfield, " Copperfield, my boy, one pound in-

come, expenses twenty shillings and sixpence

;

result, misery. But, Copperfield, my boy, one

pound income, expenses nineteen shillings and

six pence; result, happiness." But O work-
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j'ngman of America, take your morning dram,

and your noon dram, and your evening dram,

and spend everything you have over for to-

bacco and excursions, and you insure poverty

for yourself and your children forever !

If by some generous fiat of the capitalists ol

this country, or by a new law of the Govern-.

ment of the United States, twenty-five per

cent, or fifty per cent, or one hundred per

cent were added to the wages of the working

classes of America, it would be no advantage

to hundreds of thousands of them unless they

stopped strong drink. Aye, until they quit

that evil habit, the more money, the more ruin,

the more wages, the more holes in the bag.

My plea this morning is to those working

people who are in a

DISCIPLESHIP TO WHISKEY

bottle, the beer-mug, and the wine-flask. And
what I say to them will not be more appropri-

ate to the working classes than to the business

classes, and the literary classes, and the profes-

sional classes, and all classes, and not with the

people of one age more than of all ages. Take

one good square look at the suffering of the

man whom strong drink has enthralled, and re-
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member that toward that goal multitudes are

running. The disciple of alcoholism suffers the

LOSS OF SELF-RESPECT.

Just as soon as a man wakes up and finds

that he is the captive of strong drink, he feels

demeaned. I do not care how reckless he acts.

He may say, " I don't care ;" he does care. He
cannot look a pure man in the eye unless it is

with positive force of resolution. Three-fourths

of his nature is destroyed ; his self-respect is

gone ; he says things he w^ould not otherwise

say ; he does thing he would not otherwise do.

When a man is nine-tenths gone with strong

drink, the first thing he wants to do is to per-

suade you that he can stop any time he wants to.

He cannot. The Philistines have bound him

hand and foot, and shorn his locks, and put out

his eyes, and are making him grind in the mill

of a great horror. He cannot stop. I will

prove it. He knows that his course is bringing

ruin upon himself. He loves himself. If he

could stop he would. He knows his course is

bringing ruin upon his family. He loves them.

He would stop if he could. He cannot. Per-

haps he could three months or a year ago, not

now. Just ask him to stop for a month. H<J
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cannot ; he knows he cannot, so ne does not

try.

I had a friend who was for

FIFTEEN YEARS GOING DOWN

under this evil habit. He had large means.

He had given thousands of dollars to Bible

societies and reformatory institutions of all

sorts. He was very genial, very generous, and

very lovable, and whenever he talked about

this evil habit he would say, " I can stop any

time." But he kept going on, going on, down,

down, down. His family would say, "I wish

you would stop." " Why," he would reply, " I

can stop any time if I want to." After a while

he had delirium tremens ; he had it twice ; and

yet, after that, he said, " I could stop at any

time if I wanted to." He is dead now\ What
killed him ? Rum ! Rum ! And yet among
his last utterances was, " I can stop at any

time." He did not stop it, because he could

not stop it. Oh, there is a point in inebriation

beyond which if a man goes he cannot stop !

One of these victims said to a Christian man,
'* Sir, if I were toH that I couldn't get a drink

until to-morrow night unless I had all my
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fingers cut off, I would say, ' Bring the hatchet

and cut them off now.' "
I have a dear friend

in Philadelphia whose nephew came to him one

day, and, when he was exhorted about his evil

habit, said, " Uncle, I can't give it up. If there

stood a cannon and it was loaded, and a glass

of wine were set on the mouth of that cannon,

and I knew that you would fire it off just as I

came up and took the glass, I would start, for

I MUST HAVE IT."

Oh, it is a sad thing for a man to wake up in

this life and feel that he is a captive ! He says,

" I could have got rid of this once, but I can't

now. I might have lived an honorable life and

died a Christian death ; but there is no hope for

me now ; there is no escape for me. Dead, but

not buried. I am a walking corpse, I am an

apparition of what I once was. I am a caged

immortal beating against the wires of my cage

in this direction ; beating against the cage un-

til there is blood on the wires and blood upon

my soul, yet not able to get out. Destroyed

without remedy !"

1 go on. and say that the disciple of rum

suffers from the
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LOSS OF HEALTH.

The older men in the congregation may re-

member that some years ago Dr. Sewell went

through this country and electrified the people

by his lectures, in which he showed the effects

of alcohohsm on the human stomach. He had

seven or eight diagrams by which he showed

the devastation of strong drink upon the physi-

cal system. There were thousands of people

that turned back from that ulcerous sketch,

swearing eternal abstinence from everything

that could intoxicate.

God only knows what the drunkard suffers.

Pain files on every nerve, and travels every

muscle, and gnaws every bone, and burns with

every flame, and stings with every poison, and

pulls at him with every torture. What reptiles

crawl over his creeping limbs ! What fiends

stand by his midnight pillow ! What groans

tear his ear ! What horrors shiver through his

soul ! Talk of the rack, talk of the Inquisi-

tion, talk of the funeral pyre, talk of the crush,

ing Juggernaut—he feels them all at once.

Have you ever been in the ward of

THE HOSPITAL

where these inebriates are dying, the stench of
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their wounds driving back the attendants, their

voices sounding through the night ? The
keeper comes up and says, " Hush, now, be

still ! Stop making all this noise !" But it is

effectual only for a moment, for as soon as the

keeper is gone they begin again, " Oh, God !

Oh, God ! Help ! Plelp ! Rum ! Give me
rum ! Help ! Take them off me ! Take them
off me ! Oh, God !" And then they shriek,

and they rave, and they pluck out their hair by

handfuls, and bite their nails into the quick, and

then they groan, and they shriek, and they

blaspheme, and they ask the keepers to kill

them—"Stab me! Smother me! Strangle

me ! Take the devils off me !" Oh, it is no

fancy sketch ! That thing is going on now all

up and down the land, and I tell you further

that this is going to be the death that some of

you will die. I know it. I see it coming.

Again, the inebriate suffers through the

LOSS OF HOME.

I do not care how much he loves his wife and

children, if this passion for strong drink has

mastered him, he will do the most outrageous

things ; and if he could not get drink in any
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Other way, he would sell his family into eter-

nal bondage. How many homes have been

broken up in that way no one but God knows.

Oh, is there anything that will so destroy a man
for this life and damn him for the life that is to

come ? I hate that strong drink. With all

the concentrated energies of my soul I hate it

Do not tell me that a man can be happy when
he knows that he is breaking his wife's heart and

clothing his children with rags. Why, there

are on the roads and streets of this land to-day

little children, barefooted, unwashed, and un-

kempt—want on every patch of their faded

dress and on every wrinkle of their premature-

ly old countenances, who would have been in

churches to-day, and as well clad as you are,

})ut for the fact that rum destroyed their

parents and drove them into the grave. O
rum, thou foe of God, thou despoiler of homes,

thou recruiting officer of the pit, I hate thee !

But my subject takes a deeper tone, and

that is, that the unfortunate of whom I speak

suffers from the

LOSS OF THE SOUL.

The Bible intimates that in the future world,
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if we are unforgiven here, our bad passions and

appetites, unrestrained, will go along with us

and make our torment there. So that, I sup-

pose, when an inebriate wakes up in the last

world, he will feel an infinite thirst clawing on

him. Now, down in the world, although he

may have been very poor, he could beg or he

could steal five cents with which to get that

which would slake his thirst for a little while
;

but in eternity where is the rum to come from >

Oh, the deep, exhausting, exasperating, evei-

lasting thirst of the drunkard in hell ! Why, if

a fiend came up to earth for some infernal work

in a grog-shop, and should go back taking on

its wing just one drop of that for v^/nich tr^e

inebriate in the lost world long:, vvhat ^/cite-

ment would it make there ! P-it that ^r,e drop

from off the fiend's wing ^'. the rp of the

tongue of the destroyed mebr:?te ; let the

liquid brightness just ouch it ; jfet the drop be

very small, if it only he ^ ir it the smack of

alcoholic drink ; let that arop just touch the

lost inebriate in the lost world, and he would

spring to his feet and cry, " That is rum, aha !

That is rum !" And it would wake up the

echoes of the damned—" Give me rum ! Give

me rum ! Give me rum !" In the future world
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I do not believe that it will be the absence of

God that will make the drunkard's sorrow. I

do not believe that it will be the absence of

light. I do not believe that it will be the ab-

sence of holiness. I think it will be the absence

of rum. Oh, " look not upon the wine when

it is red, when it moveth itself aright in the

cup, for at the last it biteth like a serpent, and

it stingeth like an adder."

It is about time that we have

ANOTHER woman's CRUSADE

like that which swept through Ohio ten or

twelve years ago. With prayer and song the

women went into the groggeries, and whole

neighborhoods, towns, and cities were redeemed

by their Christian heroics. Thirty women
cleared out the rum traffic from a village of one

thousand inhabitants. If thirty women, sur-

charged of the Holy Ghost, could renovate a

town of a thousand, three thousand consecrated

women, resolved to give themselves no peace

until this crime was extirpated from this city,

could in six months clear out three fourtns of

the grog-shops of Brooklyn. If there be tnree

thousand women now in this city who will pui
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their hands and their hearts to the work, I will

take the contract for driving out all these moral

nuisances from the city—at any rate, three

fourths of them— in three months. If, when
that host of three thousand consecrated women
is marshalled, there be no one to lead them,

then, as a minister of the Most High God, I

will offer to take my position at the front of

the host, and I will cry to them, " Come on,

ye women of Christ, with your songs and your

prayers ! Some of you take the enemy's right

wing and some the left wing. Forward ! The
Lord of Hosts is with us ; the God of Jacob is

our refuge ! Down with the dram-shops !"

But not waiting for those mouths of hell to

close, let me advise the working and the busi-

ness classes, and all classes, to stop strong drink.

While I declared some time ago that there was

a point beyond which a man could not stop, I

want to tell you that while a man cannot stop

in his own strength, the Lord God by His

grace can help him to stop at any time. I was

in a room in New York where there were

many men who had been reclaimed from

drunkenness. I heard their testimony, and for

the first time in my life there flashed out a

truth I never understood. They said, "We
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were victims of strong drink. We tried to give

it up, but always failed ; but somehow since we

gave our hearts to Christ, He has taken care of

us." I believe that the time will soon come

when the grace of God will show its power not

only to save man's soul, but his body, and re^

construct, purify, elevate, and redeem it.

I verily believe that, although you feel grap-

pUng at the roots of your tongues an almost

omnipotent thirst, if you will give your heart to

God, He will help you by His grace to con-

quer. Try it. It is

YOUR LAST CHANCE.

I have looked off upon the desolation. Sit-

ting in our religious assemblages there are a

good many people in awful peril ; and, judging

from ordinary circumstances, there is not one

chance in five thousand that they will get clear

of it. There are men in my congregation from

Sabbath to Sabbath of whom I must make the

remark, that if they do not change their

course, within ten years they will, as to their

bodies, lie down in drunkards' graves
;
and as

to their souls, lie down in a drunkard's perdi-

tion. I know that is an awful thing to say, but

I cannot help saying it.
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Oh, beware ! You have not yet been cap-

tured. Beware ! Whether the beverage be

poured in golden chalice or pewter mug, in the

foam at the top, in white letters, let there be

spelled out to your soul, " Beware !" When
the books of Judgment are open, and ten mil-

lion drunkards come up to get their doom, I

want you to bear witness that I, this morning,

in the fear of God and in the love for your soul,

told you, with all affection and with all kind-

ness, to beware of that which has already ex-

erted its influence upon your family, blowing

out some of its lights—a premonition of the

blackness of darkness forever.

Oh, if you could only hear this morning In-

temperance with drunkards' bones drumming

on the head of the liquor-cask the Dead March

of immortal souls, methinks the very glance of

a wine-cup would make you shudder, and the

color of the liquor would make you think of

the blood of the soul, and the foam on the top

of the cup would remind you of the froth on

the maniac's lip ; and you would go home from

this service and kneel down and pray God that,

rather than your children should become cap-

tives of this evil habit, you would like to carry

them out some bright spring day to the ceme-
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tery, and put them away to the last sleep, un-

til at the call of the south wind the flowers

would come up all over the grave — sweet

prophecies of the resurrection ! God has a

balm for such a wound ; but what flower of

comfort ever grew on the blasted heath of a

drunkard's sepulchre ?
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BLACK SERVANTS OF THE SKY.

^' And the ravens brought him bread and flesh in

the morning, and bread and flesh in the evening,"—
t Kings, xvii. 6.

The ornithology of the Bible is a very inter-

esting study. The stork which knoweth her

appointed time. The common sparrows teach-

ing the lesson of God's providence. The os-

triches of the desert, by careless incubation,

illustrating the recklessness of parents who do

not take enough pains with their children. The
eagle symbolizing riches which take v/ings and

fly away. The pelican emblemizing solitude.

The bat, a flake of the darkness. The night

hawk, the ossifrage, the cuckoo, the lapwing,

the osprey, by the command of God in Leviti-

cus, flung out of the world's bill of fare.

I would like to have been with Audubon as

he went through the woods, with gun and pen-

cil, bringing down and sketching the fowls of

heaven, his unfolded portfolio thrilling all

Christendom. What
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WONDERFUL CREATURES

of God the birds are ! Some of them, this

morning, like the songs of heaven let loose,

bursting through the gates of heaven. Consider

their feathers, which are clothing and convey-

ance at the same time ; the nine vertebrse of the

neck, the three eyelids to each eye, the third

eyelid an extra curtain for graduating the light

of the sun. Some of these birds scavengers and

some of them orchestra. Thank God for quail's

whistle, and lark's carol, and the twitter of the

wren, called by the ancients

THE KING OF BIRDS,

because when the fowls of heaven went into a

contest as to who should fly the highest, and the

eagle swung nearest the sun, a wren on the back

of the eagle, after the eagle was exhausted,

sprang up much higher, and so was called by

the ancients the king of birds. Consider those

of them that have golden crowns and crests,

showing them to be feathered imperials. And
listen to the humming-bird's serenade in the ear

of the honeysuckle. Look at the belted king-

fisher, striking like a dart from sky to water.

Listen to the voice of the owl, giving the key-

note to all croakers. And behold the condor
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among the Andes, battling with the reindeer.

I do not know whether an aquarium or aviary

is the best altar from which to worship God.

There is an incident in my text that baffles

all the ornithological wonders of the world.

The grain crop had been cut off. Famine was

in the land. In a cave by the brook Cherith

sat a minister of God,

ELIJAH, WAITING

for something to eat. Why did he not go to

the neighbors ? There were no neighbors ; it

was a wilderness. Why did he not pick some

of the berries ? There were none. If there

had been, they would have been dried up.

Seated one morning at the mouth of his cave,

the prophet sees a flock of birds approaching.

Oh, if they were only partridges, or if he only

had an arrow with which to bring them down !

But as they come nearer, he finds they are not

comestible, but unclean, and the eating of them

would be spiritual death. The strength of their

beak, the length of their wings, the blackness

of their color, their loud, harsh " cruck !

cruck !" prove them to be ravens.

They whirr around about the prophet's head,

and then they come on fluttering wing and
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pause on the level of his lips, and one of the

ravens brings bread, and another raven brings

meat, and after they have discharged their tiny

cargo they wheel past, and others come, until

after awhile the prophet has enough, and these

black servants of the wilderness table are gone.

For six months, and some say a whole year,

morning and evening, a breakfast and

A SUPPER-BELL

sounded as these ravens rang out on the air

their " cruck ! cruck !" Guess where they got

the food from. The old rabbins say they got it

from the kitchen of King Ahab. Others say

that the ravens got their food from pious

Obadiah, who was in the habit of feeding the

persecuted. Some say that the ravens brought

the food to their young in the trees, and that

Elijah had only to climb up and get it. Some
say that the whole story is improbable ; for

these were carnivorous birds, and the food they

carried was the torn flesh of living beasts, and

that ceremonially unclean ; or it was carrion,

and it would not have been fit for the prophet.

Some say they were not ravens at all, but that

the word translated " ravens" in my text ought

to have been translated " Arabs ;" so it wouM
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have read, "The Arabs brought bread and flesh

in the morning, and bread and flesh in the

evening." Anything but admit the Bible to be

true.

Hew away at this miracle until all the miracle

is gone. Go on with the depleting process, but

know, my brother, that you are robbing only

one man—and that is yourself—of one of the

most comforting, beautiful, pathetic, and tri-

umphant lessons in all the ages. I can tell you

WHO THESE PURVEYORS WERE

—they were ravens. I can tell you who
freighted them with provisions—God. I can

tell you who launched them—God. I can tell

you who taught them which way to fly—God.

I can tell you who told them at what cave to

swoop—God. I can tell you who introduced

raven to prophet and prophet to raven—God.

There is one passage I will whisper in your ear,

for I would not want to utter it aloud, lest

some one should drop down under its power

—

"If any man shall take away from the words

of the prophecy of this book, God shall take

away His part out of the book of life and out

of the Holy City."

While, then, this morning we watch the
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ravens feeding Elijah, let the swift dove of

God's Spirit sweep down the sky with divine

food, and on outspread wing pause at the lip ot

everv soul hungering for comfort.

On the banks of what rivers have been the

sreat battles of the world? While you are

looking over the map of the world to answer

that, I will tell you that

THE GREAT CONFLICT

to-day is on the Thames, on the Hudson, on the

Mississippi, on the Kennebec, on the Savannah,

on the Rhine, on the Nile, on the Ganges, on

the Hoang-Ho. It is a battle that has been

eoing on for six thousand years. The troops

enga-ed in it are fourteen hundred millions

and Those who have fallen are vaster m nun"-

ber than those who march. It is a battle for

bread.
. i u • •

Sentimentalists sit in a cushioned chair, in

their pictured study, with their slippered feet

on a damask ottoman, and say that this world

is a great scene of avarice and greed. It does

not seem so to me. If it were not for the

ABSOLUTE NECESSITIES

of the cases, nine tenths of the stores, factories.
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shops, banking-houses of the land would be

closed to-morrow. Who is that man delving in

the Colorado hills? or toiling in a New England

factory ? or going through a roll of bills in the

bank ? or measuring a fabric on the counter ?

He is a champion sent forth in behalf of some

home circle that has to be cared for, in behalf

of some church of God that has to be supported,

in behalf of some asylum of mercy that has to

be sustained. Who is that woman bending

over the sewing-machine, or carrying the bundle,

or sweeping the room, or mending the garment,

or sweltering at the washtub ? That is Deborah,

one of the Lord's heroines, battling against

Amalekitish want, which comes down with iron

chariot to crush her and hers.

THE GREAT QUESTION

with the vast majority of people to-day is not

" Home Rule," but whether there shall be any

home to rule ; not one of tariff but whether

they shall have anything to tax. The great

question with the vast majority of people is,

" How shall I support my family ? How shall

I meet my notes ? How shall I pay my rent ?

How shall I give food, clothing, and education

to those who are dependent upon me ?" Oh,
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if God would help me to-day to assist you in

the solution of that problem, the happiest man
in this house would be your preacher ! I have

gone out on a cold morning with expert sports-

men to hunt for pigeons ; I have gone out on

the meadows to hunt for quail ; I have gone

out on the marsh to hunt for reed-birds ; but

this morning I am out for ravens.

I. Notice, in the first place in the story of

my text, that these winged caterers came to

Elijah

DIRECTLY FROM GOD.

" I have commanded the ravens that they

feed thee," we find God saying in an adjoining

passage. They did not come out of some other

cave. They did not just happen to alight there.

God freighted them, God launched them, and

God told them by what cave to swoop. That

is the same God that is going to supply you.

He is, your Father. You would have to make
an elaborate calculation before you could tell

me how many pounds of food and how many
yards of clothing would be necessary for you

and your family ; but God knows without any

calculation. You have a plate at His table,

and you are going to be waited on, unless you
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act like a naughty child, and kick, and scramble,

and pound saucily the plate and try to upset

things.

God has a vast family, and everything is

methodized, and you are going to be served if

you will only wait your turn. God has already

ordered all the suits of clothes you will ever

need, down to the last suit in which you shall

be laid out. God has already ordered all the

food you will ever eat, down to the last crumb

that will be put in your mouth in the dying

sacrament. It may not be just the kind of food

or apparel we would prefer.

THE SENSIBLE PARENT

depends on his own judgment as to what ought

to be the apparel and the food of the minor in

the family. The child would say, "Give me
sugars and confections." ** Oh, no," says the

parent ;
" you must have something plainer

first." The child would say, "Oh, give me
these great blotches of color in the garment."

" No," says the parent ;
" that wouldn't be suit-

able."

Now, God is our Father and we are minors,

and He is going to clothe us and feed us,

although he may not always yield to our infan-
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tile wish for sweets and glitter. These ravens

of the text did not bring pomegranates from

the glittering platter of King Arab. They
^brought bread and meat. God had all the

heavens and the earth before Him and under

Him, and yet he sends this plain food, because

it was best for Elijah to have it. Oh, be

strong, my hearer, in the fact that the same

God is going to supply you ! It is never

" hard times" with Him. His ship never

breaks on the rocks. His banks never fail.

He has the supply for you and He has the

means for sending it. He has not only the

cargo, but the ship. If it were necessary. He
would swing out from the heavens a flock of

ravens reaching from His gate to yours, until

the food would be flung down the sky from

beak to beak and from talon to talon.

II. Notice again in this story of the text,

that the ravens did not allow Elijah to hoard

up a surplus. They did not bring enough on

Monday to last all the week. They did not

bring enough one morning to last until the

next morning. They came twice a day, and

brought just enough for one time. You know
as well as I, that
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THE GREAT FRET

of the world is that we want a surplus ; we want

the ravens to bring enough for fifty years.

You have more confidence in the Fulton Bank,

or Nassau Bank, or Bank of England than you

have in the Royal Bank of Heaven. You say,

" All that is very poetic, but you may have the

black ravens
;
give me the gold eagles." We

had better be content with just enough. If in

the morning your family eat up all the food

there is in the house, do not sit down and cry

and say, " I don't know where the next meal is

to come from." About five, or six, or seven

o'clock in the morning just look up, and you

will see two black spots on the sky, and you

will hear the flapping of wings, and instead of

Edgar A. Poe's insane raven alighting on the

chamber door, " only this and nothing more,"

you will find Elijah's two ravens, or two ravens

of the Lord, the one bringing bread and the

other bringing meat—plumed butcher and

Daker.

God is infinite in resource. When the city

of Rochelle was besieged and the inhabitants

were dying of the famine, the tides washed up

on the beach as never before, and as never
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since, enough shell-fish to feed the whole city.,

God is good. There is no mistake about that.

History tells us that in 1555 in England there

was a great drought. The crops failed ; but in

Essex, on the rocks, in a place where they had

neither sown nor cultured, a great crop of peaS

grew until they filled a hundred measures ; and

there were blossoming vines enough, promising

as much more.

But why go so far ? I can give you

A FAMILY INCIDENT.

Some generations back there was a great

drought in Connecticut, New England. The
water disappeared from the hills, and the farm-

ers living on the hills drove their cattle down
toward the valleys, and had them supplied at

the wells and fountains of the neighbors. But

these after a while began to fail, and the neigh-

bors said to Mr. Birdseye, of whom I shall

speak, " You must not send your flocks and

aerds down here any more ; our wells are giving

out." Mr. Birdseye, the old Christian man,

gathei-t^d his family at the altar, and with his

family be gathered the slaves of the household

—for bondage was then in vogue in Connecti-

cut—and on their knees before God they cried
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for water ; and the family story is, that there

was weeping and great sobbing at that altar

that the family might not perish for lack of

water, and that the herds and flocks might not

perish.

The family rose from the altar. Mr. Birds-

eye, the old man, took his staff and walked out

over the hills, and in a place where he had

been scores of times, without noticing anything

particular, he saw the ground was very dark,

and he took his staff and turned up the ground,

and water started ; and he beckoned to his

servants, and they came and brought pails and

buckets until all the family and all the flocks

and the herds were cared for ; and then they

made troughs reaching from that place down to

the house and barn, and the water flowed, and

it is a living fountain to-day.

Now I call that old grandfather Elijah, and

I call that brook that began to roll then, and is

rolling still, the brook Cherith ; and the lesson

to me and to all who hear it is, when you are

in great stress of circumstances

PRAY AND DIG,

dig and pray, and pray and dig. How does that

passage go ? " The mountains shall depart and
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the hills be removed, but My loving-kindness

shall not fail." If your merchandise, if your

mechanism, if your husbandry, fail, look out for

ravens. If you have in your despondency put

God on trial and condemned Him as guilty of

cruelty, I move this morning for a new trial. If

the biography of your life is ever written, I

will tell you what the first chapter, and the

middle chapter, and the last chapter will be

about, if it is written accurately. The first

chapter about mercy, the middle chapter about

mercy, the last chapter about mercy. The
mercy that hovered over your cradle. The
mercy that will hover over your grave. The
mercy that will cover all between.

III. Again, this story of the text impresses

me that relief came to this prophet with the

most unexpected and with seemingly impossible

conveyance. If it had been a robin-redbreast,

or a musical meadow lark, or a meek turtle-

dove, or a sublime albatross that had brought

the food to Elijah, it would not have been so

surprising. Bat no. It was a bird so fierce and

inauspicate that we have fashioned one of our

most forceful and repulsive words out of it

—

ravenous. That bird has a passion for picking

out the eyes of men and of animals. It loves
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to maul the sick and the dying. It swallows

with vulturous guzzle everything it can put its

beak on ; and yet all the food Elijah gets for

six months or a year is from ravens. So your

supply is going to come from

AN UNEXPECTED SOURCE.

You think some great-hearted, generous man
will come along and give you his name on the

back of your note, or he will go security for

you in some great enterprise. No, he will not.

God will open the heart of some Shylock

toward you. Your relief will come from

the most unexpected quarter. The Providence

which seemed ominous will be to you more

than that which seemed auspicious. It will not

be a chaffinch with breast and wing dashed with

white and brown and chestnut ; it will be a

black raven.

Here is where we all make our mistake, and

that is in regard to

THE COLOR OF GOD's PROVIDENCE.

A white providence comes to us, and we say,

" Oh, it is mercy !" Then a black providence

comes towards us, and we say, " Oh, that is

(fisaster !" The white providence comes to you,
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and /ou have great business success, and you

%ave fiftj thousand dollars, and you get proud,

and you get independent of God, and you be-

gin to feel that the prayer, " Give me this day

my daily bread," is inappropriate for you, for

you have made provision for a hundred years.

Then a black providence comes, and it sweeps

everything away, and then you begin to pray,

and you begin to feel your dependence, and be-

gin to be humble before God, and you cry out

for treasures in heaven. The black providence

brought you salvation. The white providence

brought you ruin. That which seemed to be

harsh, and fierce, and dissonant was your great-

est mercy. It was a raven. There was

A CHILD BORN

in your house. All your friends congrat-

ulated you. The other children of the family

stood amazed looking at the new-comer, and

asked a great many questions, genealogical and

chronological You said—and you said truth-

fully—that a white angel flew through the

room and left the little one there. That little

one stood with its two feet in the very sanctu-

ary of your affection, and with its two hands it

took hold of the altar of your soul. But one
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day there came one of the three scourges of

children—scarlet-fever, or croup, or diphtheria

—

and all that bright scene vanished. The chat-

tering, the strange questions, the pulling at the

dresses as you crossed the floor—all ceased.

As the great Friend of children stooped

down and leaned toward that cradle, and took

the little one in His arms and walked away

with it into the bower of eternal summer, your

eye began to follow Him, and

YOU FOLLOWED THE TREASURE

He carried, and you have been following them

ever since ; and instead of thinking of heaven

only once a week, as formerly, you are thinking

of it all the time, and you are more pure and

tender-hearted than you used to be, and you

are patiently waiting for the daybreak. It is

not self-righteousness in you to acknowledge

that you are a better man than you used to be

—you are a better woman than you used to be.

What was it that brought you the sanctifying

blessing ? Oh, it was the dark shadow on the

nursery ; it was the dark shadow on the short

grave ; it was the dark shadow on your broken

heart ; it was the brooding of a great black

trouble ; it was a raven—it was a raven ! Dear
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Lord, teach this people that white providences

do not always mean advancement, and that

black providences do not always mean retro-

gression.

Children of God, get up out of your de-

spondency. The Lord never had so

MANY RAVENS

as He has this morning. Fling your fret and

worry to the winds. Sometimes under the vex-

ations of life you feel like my little girl of four

years, who said, under some childish vexation,

" Oh, I wish I could go to heaven and see God
and pick flowers !" He will let you go when
the right time comes to pick flowers. Until

then, whatever you want, pray for. I suppose

Elijah prayed pretty much all the time. Tre-

mendous work behind him. Tremendous work

before him. God has no spare ravens for idlers

or for people who are prayerless. I put it in

the boldest shape possible, and I am willing to

risk my eternity on it : ask God in the right

way for what you want, and you shall have it

if it is best for you,

Mrs. Jane Pithey, of Chicago, a well-known

Christian woman, was left by her husband a

widow with one half dollar and a cottage. She
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was palsied, and had a mother ninety years of

age to support. The widowed soul every day

asked God for all that was needed in the house-

hold, and the servant even was astonished at

the precision with which God answered the

prayers of that woman, item by item, item by

item. One day, rising from the family altar,

the servant said, "You have not askedfor coal,

and

THE COAL IS OUT."

Then they stood and prayed for the coal.

One hour after that the servant threw open the

door and said, ** The coal has come." A gen-

erous man, whose name I could give you, had

sent—as never before and never since—a sup-

ply of coal. You, cannot understand it. I do.

Ravens ! Ravens

!

My friend, you have a right to argue from

precedent that God is going to take care of you.

Has He not done it two or three times every

day ? That is most marvellourv. I look back

and I wonder that God has given me food

three times a day regular all my lifetime, never

missing but once, and then I was lost in the

mountains ; but that very morning and that

very night I met the ravens.



THE BATTLE FOR BREAD. I 27

Oh, the Lord is so good that I wish all this

people would

TRUST HIM

with the two lives—the life you are now living

and that which every tick of the watch and

every stroke of the clock inform. you is ap-

proaching. Bread for your immortal soul comes

te-day. See ! They alight on the platform.

They alight on the backs of all the pews. They
swing among the arches. Ravens ! Ravens !

" Blessed are they that hunger after righteous-

ness, for they shall be filled." To all the sin-

ning, and the sorrowing, and the tempted deliv-

erance comes this hour. Look down, and you

see nothing but your spiritual deformities.

Look back, and you see nothing but wasted

opportunity. Cast your eye forward, and you

have a fearful looking for judgment and fiery

indignation which shall devour the adversary.

But look up, and you behold the whipped

shoulders of an interceding Christ, and the face

of a pardoning God, and the irradiation of an

opening heaven. I hear the whirr of their

wings. Do you not feel the rush of the air on

your cheek ? Ravens ! Ravens !

There is only one question I want to ask

;
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How many of this audience are willing to trust

God for the supply of their bodies, and trust

the Lord Jesus Christ for the redemption of

their immortal souls ? Amid the clatter of the

hoofs and the clang of the wheels of the judg-

ment-chariot, the whole matter will be demon-
strated.
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CHAPTER I.

BIRTH AND PAEENTAGE.

Thomas De Witt Talmage was born in Boundbrook,

Somerset County, New Jersey, January V, 1832. He was

the youngest of twelve children, of whom five were girls.

In personal appearance he is a little above the medium
height, with blue eyes and sandy hair and complexion. He
dresses very plainly but neatly, and in private life rather

resembles an off-hand merchant than a clergyman. His

father (David T. Talmage) was noted for his remarkably

good judgment, firmness, deep piety and activity in Chris-

tian life. His mother, Catherine Talmage, was a woman
of great strength of character and sweetness of disposition,

and a frequent attendant upon the sick and the poor within

the circle of her influence. Dr. Talmage says :
" At eighty-

three years of age my father exchanged earth for heaven.

The wheat was ripe, and it has been harvested. No paint-

er's pencil, no poet's rhythm could describe that magnifi,
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cent sunsetting. It was no hurricane blast let loose, but 3

gale from heaven, that drove into the dust the blossoms of

that almond tree! His death furnished lessons for me to

learn, and for the many friends who knew him. As the

child of his old age, I pay an humble tribute to my father,

who took me into his watchful care, and to my mother,

Vrhose parental faithfulness succeeded in bringing my en~*ng

feet to the Cross, and kindled in my soul the anticpation

of immortal blessedness! I must therefore not fail to speak

of my father's death. Methinks the old family Bible

which I brought away from home would rebuke my silence,

and the very walls of my youthful home would tell the

story of my ingratitude. Therefore, I must speak, even

with a broken utterance, and in terms which may seem too

strong for some who have never had the opportunity of

gathering the fruit of a luxuriant almond tree. In the

death of my father I discover the beauty of old age.

" Solomon announced that ' the almond tree shall flourish.'

Now, it is well known that in the month of January Pal-

estine is adorned with the blossoming of the almond tree.

It breathes its life into that winter month, as a promise of

God sometimes lights up and sweetens the coldness and des-

olation of a sorrowing sj^irit. It was not a useless tree,

made just to bloom and die, or, like the willow by the

water-courses, to stand weeping into the stream; but it dis-

puted with terebinth and cassia, for a high place in the com-

merce of the world. Its wealth bore down the dromeda-

ries of the desert, and in ships of Tarshish struggled with

the sea. Its rugged trunk parted into gracefulness of branch,

and burst into a lavishness of bloom, till the Temple imi-

tated it in the golden candlestick, and Jeremiah beheld its

branches shaking in his dream! The pomegranate had more

pretentious color, and rung out its fragrance with red bios-
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soming bells; bntthe almond tree stood in simple white, as

if, while born of earth, it aspired to take on the apparel of

those who dwell in 'raiment exceeding white,' so as no

fuller of earth can white them! When the almond tree

was in full bloom it must have looked like some tree before

our "^'indow on a winter's morning, after a nightfall of

snow, when its brightness is almost insufferable, every

stem a white and feathery plume. A row of almond trees

in full bloom must have roused up all the soul's sense

of purity; when they began to scatter their blossoms, as

one by one they fell, it must have seemed like the first

struggling flakes of a chill day, coming thicker and faster,

until the herbage, still deeply tinged with autumnal color-

ing, is covered, and the hills and mountains, that were of

scarlet, become as white as snovr.

"Now the reader will see Solomon's meaning. He was

given a full-length portrait of an aged man. By striking

figures of speech he sets forth the trembling and decrepi-

tude, and then comes to describe the whiteness of his locks,

by the blossoming of the almond tree. It is the master

touch of the picture, for the reader will see in that one sen-

tence not only the appearance of the hair, but an announce-

ment of the beauty of old age. The white locks of a bad

man are but the gathered frosts of the second death, but

a ' hoary head is a crown of glory ' if it be found in the

way of righteousness. There may be no color in the cheek,

no luster in the eye, no spring in the step, no firmness in

the voice, and yet around the head of every old man whose

life has been upright and Christain there hovers a glory

brighter than ever shook on the white tops of the almond

tree. If the voice quiver it is because God is changing it

into a tone fit for the celestial choir. If the back stoop, it

is only because the body is just about to lie down in peaceful
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sleep. If the hand tremble, it is because God is unloosing

it from worldly disappointments, to clasp it on ringing harp

and waving palm. If the hair is turned, it is only the gray

dawn of Heaven's day streaming through the scant locks.

If the brow, once adorned by a luxuriance of auburn or

raven, is smitten with baldness, it is only because God is

preparing a place to set the everlasting crown. The falling

of this aged Christian's staff will be the signal for the

heavenly gate to swing open. The scattering of the almond

blossoms will only discover the setting fruit. Elijah's

flaming equipage were too tame for this ascending spirit.

The arms of Jesus are grander than bounding horses of

fire.

" The old age of my father revealed the beauty of a cheer-

ful spirit. I never remember to have heard him utter a

a gloomy expression. This was not because he had no per-

ception of the pollutions of society. He abhored anything

like impurity, or fraud, or double-dealing. He never failed

to lift up his voice against sin, when he saw it. He was

terrible in his indignation against wrong, and had an iron

grip for the throat of him who trampled on the helpless.

Better meet a lion robbed of her whelps than him, if you

had been stealing the bread out of the mouth of the father-

less. It required all the placidity of my mother's voice to

calm him when once the mountain storm of his righteous

wrath was in full blast; while as for himself, he would

submit to more imposition, and say nothing, than any man
I ever knew.

" But while sensitive to the evils of society, he felt confi-

dent that all would be righted. When he prayed, you

could hear in the very tones of his voice the expectation

that Christ Jesus would utterly destroy all iniquity and fill

the earth with His glory.

" My Christian father, too, was not a misanthrope, did not
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think that everything was going to ruin; but considered the

world a very good place to live in. He never sat moping or

despondent, but took things as they were, knowing that

God could and would make them better. When the heavi-

est surge of calamity came upon him, he met it with as

cheerful a countenance as ever a bather at the beach met

the incoming Atlantic, rising up on the other side of the

wave stronger than when it smote him. Without ever be-

ing charged with frivolity, he sang, and whistled, and

laughed. He knew about all the cheerful tunes that were

ever printed in old ' New-Brunswick Collection,' and the

' Shumway,' and the sweetest melodies that Thomas Hast-

ings ever composed. I think that every pillar in the Som-

erville and Boundbrook churches knew his hajDpy voice. He
took the pitch of sacred song on Sabbath morning, and lost

it not through all the week. I have heard him sing ploughing

amid the aggravations of a ' new ground,' even while serv-

ing writs, examining deeds, going to arrest criminals, in the

house and by the way, at the barn and in the street.

" When the church choir would break down, everybody

looked around to see if he were not ready with ' Wood-
stock,' ' Mount Pisgah,' or ' TJxbridge.' And when all his

familiar tunes failed to express the joy of his soul, he

would take up his pen, draw five long lines across the sheet,

put in the notes, and then, to the tune that he called

' Boundbrook,' begin to sing

—

As when the weary traveler gains

The height of some o'erlooking hill.

His strength revives, if 'cross the plains

He eyes his home, though distant still.

Thus, when the Christian pilgrim views,

By faitli, his mansion in the slvies,

Thesiglit his fainting strengtli renews.

And wings his speed to reach the prize.
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' 'Tis there,' lie says, ' I am to dwell

With Jesus in the realms of day

There I shall bid my cares farewell,

And He shall wipe my tears away.'

But few families fall heir to so large a pile of well-studied

note-books.

" He was ready at pi'oper times for all kinds of innocent

amusement. He often felt a merriment that not only-

touched the lips, hut played upon every fiber of the body,

and rolled down into the very depths of his soul with long

reverberations, No one that ever I knew understood more

fully the science of a good laugh. He was not only quick

to recognize hilarity when created by others, but was al-

ways ready to do his share towards making it. Before ex-

treme old age, he could outrun and outleap any of his chil-

dren. He did not hide his satisfaction at having out-

walked some one who boasted of his pedestrianism, or at

having been able to swing the scythe after all the rest of

the harvesters had dropped from exhaustion; or having, in

legislative hall, tripped up some villainous scheme for rob-

bing the public treasury.

"We never had our ears boxed, as some children I wot of,

for the sin of being happy. In long winter nights it was

hard to tell who enjoyed sjJortfulness the better—the chil-

dren who romj)ed on the floor, or the parents who, with

lighted countenance, looked at them. Great indulgence

and leniency characterized his family rule, but the remem-
brance of at least one correction more emphatic than

pleasing j^roves that he was not like Eli of old, who liad

waywai-d sons and restrained them not. In the multitude

of his witticisms there were no flings at religion, no carica-

tures of good men, no trifling with" the things of eternity.

His laughter was not the 'crackling of thorns under a
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pot,' but the merry heart that doeth good like a medicine.

For this all the children in the community Ivnew him; and

to the last day of his walking out, when they saw him

coming down the lane, shouted: ' Here comes grandfather!

'

No gall, no acerbity, no hypercriticism. If there was a

bright side to anything, he always saw it; and his name, in

all the places where he dwelt, will long be a synonym for

exhilaration of spirit.

" But whence this cheerfulness ? Some might ascribe it

all to natural disposition. No doubt there is such a thing

as sunshine of temperament. God gives more brightness

to the almond tree than to the cypress. While the pool

putrefies under the summer sun, God slips the rill off the

rocks with a frolicsomeness that fills the mountain with

echo. No doubt constitutional structure had much to do

with this cheerfulness. He had, by a life of sobriety, pre-

served his freshness and vigor. You know that good

habits are better than speaking-tubes to the ear; better

than a staff to the hand; better than lozenges to the

throat; better than warm baths to the feet; better than

bitters for the stomach. His lips had not been polluted

nor his brain befogged by the fumes of the noxious weed

that has sapped the life of whole generations, sending even

ministers of the Gospel to untimely graves, over which the

tombstone declared, ' Sacrificed by over-work in the Lord's

vineyard;' when, if the marble had not lied, it would have

said: 'Killed by villainous tobacco!' He abhored any-

thing that could intoxicate, being among the first in this

country to join the crusade against alcoholic beverages.

When urged, during a severe sickness, to take some stimu-

lus, he said: ' No! if I am to die, let me die sober! ' The

swill of the brewery had never been poured around the

roots of this thrifty almond. To the last week of his life
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his ear could catch a child's whisper, and at fourscore years

his eyes refused sj)ectacles, although he would sometimes

have to hold the book off on the other side of the light, as

octogenarians are wont to do. No trembling of the bands,

no rheum in the eyes, no knocking together of the knees,

no hobbling on crutches with what polite society terms

rheumatism in the feet, but what everybody knows is noth-

ing but gout. Death came, not to fell the gnarled trunk of

a tree worm-eaten and lightning-blasted, but to hew down
a Lebanon cedar, whose fall made the mountains tremble

and the heavens ring. But physical health could not ac-

Tjount for half of this sunshine.

" Seventy-eight years ago a coal from the heavenly altar

had kindled a light that shone brighter and brighter to the

perfect day. Let Almighty grace for nearly three-quarters

of a century triumph in a man's soul, and do you wonder

that he is happy? For twice the length of your life and

mine he had sat in the bower of the promises, plucking the

found, ripe clusters of Eshcol, While others bit their

longue for thirst, he stood at the wells of salvation and

put his lips to the bucket that came uj) dripj^ing with the

fresh, cool, sparkling waters of eternal life. This joy was

not that which breaks in the bursting bubble of the cham-

pagne glass, or that which is thrown out with the orange-

peelings of a midnight bacchanalia, but the joy which,

planted by a Saviour's pardoning grace, mounts up higher

and higher, till it rolls forth in the acclaim of the hundred

and forty and four thousand who have broken their last

chain and wept their last sorrow. O mighty God! How
deep, how wide, how high the joy Thou kindlest in the

heart of the believer!

" Let not his cheerfulness give you the idea that he never

had trouble. But few men have so serious and overwhelm-
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ing a life struggle. He went out into the world without

means, and with no educational opportunity save that

which was afforded him in the winter months, in an old,

dilapidated school-house, from instructors whose chief

work was to collect their own salary. Instead of post-

poning the marriage relation, as modern society compels a

young man to postpone it, until he can earn a fortune and

be able, at commencement of the conjugal relation, to keep

a companion like the lilies of the field, that toil not nor

spin, though Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like

one of these—he chose an early alliance with one who would

not only be able to enjoy the success of life, but v/ho would

with her own willing hands help to achieve it. And so,

while father ploughed the fields, and threshed the

wheat, and broke the flax, and husked the corn, my
mother stood for Solomon's portraiture when he said:

'She riseth also while it is yet night and giveth

meat to her household. She layeth her hands to the

spindle, and her hands hold the distaff. She is not afraid

of the snow for her household, for all her household are

clothed with scarlet. Her children arise wp and call her

blessed; her husband also, and he praiseth her. Many
daughters have done virtuously, but thou excellest them

all.' So that the limited estate of the New Jersey farmer

never foundered on millinery establishments and confec-

tionery shops. And though we were some years of age be-

fore we heard the trill of a piano, we knew well all about

the song of ' The Spinning Wheel,' There were no lords,

or baionets, or princes in our ancestral line. None wore

stars, cockade, or crest. There was once a family coat-of-

arms, but we were none of us wise enough to tell its mean-

ing. Do our best, we cannot find anything about our fore-

runners, except that they beh9,ved well, came over froio
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Wales or Holland a good while ago, and died when their

time came. Some of them may have had fine equipage

and cai^arisoned postilion, but the most of them were sure

only of footmen!
" My father started in life belonging to the aristocracy of

hard knuckles, but had this high honor, that no one could

despise: he w^as the son of a father who loved God and

kept His commandments. What is the House of Hapsburg,

or Stuart, compared with the honor of being a son of the

Lord God Almighty ? Two eyes, two hands and two feet

were the capital my father started with. For fifteen years

an invalid, he had a fearful struggle to support his large

family. Nothing but faith in God upheld him. His recital

of help afforded and deliverances wrought was more like a

romance than a reality. He walked through many a desert,

but every morning had its manna, and every night its pillar

of fire, and every hard rock a rod that could shatter it into

crystal fountains at his feet. More than once he came to

his last dollar; but right behind that last dollar he found-

Him who owns the cattle on a thousand hills, and out of

the palm of whose hand all the fowls of heaven peck their

food, and who hath given to each one of his disciples a war-

rant deed for the whole universe in the words, 'All are yours.'

" The path that led him through financial straits prepared

him also for soi'e bereavements. The infant of days was
smitten, and he laid it into the river of death with as much
confidence as infant Moses was laid into the ark of the Nile,

knowing that soon from the royal palace a shining one

would come to fetch it.

" In an island of the sea, among strangers, almost unat-

tended, death came to a beloved son ; and though I remem-

ber the darkness that dropped on the household when the

black-sealed letter was opened, I remember also the uttei'-

^nces pf Christian submission.
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"Another, bearing his own name, just on the threshold of

manhood, his heart beating high with hope, falls into the

dust; but above the cries of early widowhood and the deso-

lation of that dark day I hear the patriarch's prayer com-

mending children and children's children to the Divine

sympathy.
" But a deej)er shadow fell across the old homestead. The

' golden wedding ' had been celebrated nine years before.

My mother looked up, jHished back her spectacles, and said:

' Just think of it, father? We have been together fifty-

nine years? ' The twain stood together like two trees of

the forest with interlocked branches. Their affections had

taken deep root together in many a kindred grave. Side

by side, in life's great battle, they had fought the good

fight and won the day. But death comes to unjoint this

alliance. God will not any longer let her suffer mortal ail-

ments. The reward of righteousness is ready, and it must

be paid. But what tearing apart! What rending up!

What will the aged man do without this other to lean on?

Who can so well understand how to sympathize and coun-

sel? What voice so cheering as hers to conduct him down

the steep of old age? My mother's death! 'Oh!' she

said, in her last moments, ' father, if you and I could only

go together, how pleasant it would be! ' But the hush of

death came down one autumnal afternoon, and for the first

time in my life, on my arrival home, I received no maternal

greeting, no answer of the lips, no pressure of the hand.

God had taken her.

"In this overwhelming shock the patriarch stood confident^

reciting the promises and attesting the Divine goodness.

Oh! sirs, that was Faith, Faith! 'Thanks be unto God)

who giveth us the victory!

'

" He had not retired from the field. He had been busy so
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long, you could not expect him idle now. The faith I have

described was not an idle expectation that sits with its

hands in its pockts idly waiting, but a feeling which gath-

ers up all the resources of the soul, and hurls them uj^ou

one grand design. He was among the first who toiled

in Sabbath Schools, and never failed to speak the praise of

these institutions. No storm or darkness ever kept Ijim

away from prayer-meeting. In the neighborhood where

he lived, for years he held a devotional meeting. Often-

times the only praying man present, before a handful of at-

tendants, he would give out the hjmm, read the lines, con-

duct the music, and pray. Then read the Scriptures, and

pray again. Then lead forth in the Doxology with an enthu-

siasm as if there were a thousand people present, and all the

church members had been doing their duty. He went forth

visiting the sick, burying the dead, collecting alms for the

poor, inviting the ministers of religion to his household, in

which there was, as in the house of Shunem, a little room

over the wall, with bed and candlestick for any passing

Elislia. He never shuddered at the sight of a subscription

paper, and not a single great cause of benevolence had

arisen within the last half century which he did not bless

with his beneficence. Oh! this was not a barren almond

tree that blossomed. His charity was not like the

bursting of the bud of a famous tree in the South,

that fills the whole forest with its racket; nor was it a

clumsy thing like the fruit, in some tropical clime,

that crashes down, almost knocking the life out of

those who gather it; for in his case the right hand

knew not what the left hand did. The churches of God, in

whose service he toiled, have arisen as one man to declare

his faithfulness and to mourn their loss. He stood in the

front of the holy war, and the courage which never trem-
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bled or winced in the presence of temporal danger induced

him to dare all things for God. In church matters, he was

not afraid to be shot at. Ordained, not by the laying on of

human hands, but by the imposition of a Savior's love, he

preached by his life in official position, and legislative hall,

and commercial circles, a practical Christianity, He showed

that there was such a thing as honesty in politics. He slan-

dered no party, stuffed no ballot-box, forged no naturaliza-

tion papers, intoxicated no voters, told no lies, sun-endered

no principle, countenanced no demagogism. He called

things by their right names; and what others styled preva-

rication, exaggeration, misstatement, or hyperbole, he

called a lie. Though he was far from being undecided in

his views, and never professed neutrality, or had any con-

sort with those miserable men who boast how well they

can walk on both sides of a dividing line and be on neither,

yet even in the excitements of election canvass, when his

name was hotly discussed in public journals, I do not think

his integrity was ever assaulted. Starting every morning

with a chapter of the Bible, and his whole family around

him ontheir knees, he forgot not, in the excitements of the

Avorld, that he had a God to serve and a heaven to win. The

morning prayer came up on one side of the day, and the

evening prayer on the other side, and joined each other in

an arch above his head, under the shadow of which he

walked all the day. The Sabbath worship extended into

Monday's conversation, and Tuesday's bargain, and Wednes-

day's mirthfulness, and Thursday's controversy, and Fri-

day's sociality, and Saturday's calculation.

" Through how many thrilling scenes he had passed! He
stood at Morristown, in the choir that chanted when George

Washington was buried. Talked with young men whose

grandfathers he had held on his knee. Watched the pro-
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gress of John Adam's administration, Denounced, at the

time, Aaron Burr's infamy. Heard the guns that celebrated

the New Orleans' victory, yoted against Jackson; but

lived long enough to wish we had one just like him. Re-

membered when tlie first steamer struck the North River

with its wheel-buckets. Flushed with excitement in the

time of National Banks and Sub-Treasury. Was startled

at the birth of telegraphy. Saw the United States grow

from a sjaeck on the world's map till all nations dip their

flag at our passing merchantmen, and our ' National Airs

'

have been heard on the steejjs of the Himalayas. Was
born while the revolutionary cannon Avere coming home
from Yorktown, and lived to hear the tramp of troops re-

turning from the war of the Great Rebellion. Lived to

speak the names of eighty children, grand-children, and

great-grandchildren. Nearly all his contemporaries gone.

Aged Wilberforce said that sailors drink to ' friends astern

'

until half way over the sea, and then drink to ' friends

ahead.' With him it had a long time been 'friends ahead.'

So also with my father. Long and varied pilgrimage.

Nothing but sovereign grace could have kept him true,

earnest, useful, and Christian through so many exciting

scenes.

" He worked unweariedly from the sunrise of youth to the

sunset of old age, and then in the nightfall of death,

lighted by the starry promises, went home, taking his

sheaves with him. Mounting from earthly to heavenly ser-

vice, I doubt not there was a great multitude that thronged

heaven's gate to hail him into the skies—those whose sor-

rows he had appeased, whose burdens he had lifted, whose

guilty souls he had pointed to a pardoning God, whose

dying moments he had cheered, whose ascending spirits he

had helped up on wings of sacred music, I should like to
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have heard that long, loud, triumphant shout of heaven's

welcome. I think that the harj)S throbbed with another

thrill, and the hills quaked with a mightier hallelujah. Hail!

ransomed soul! Thy race run—thy toil ended! Hail to

the coronation!

" Now, after such a life, what sort of death would you
have expected ? Will God conduct a voyager through so

many storms, and then let him get shipwrecked coming up
the harbor ? Not such an one is my God and Savior. The
telegraph thrilled with tidings north, south, east, west, that

brought, in the rushing rail-train, his kindred together. The
hour for which this aged servant of God had waited pa-

tiently had come, and he rejoiced with a joy at which the

tongue faltered. There was no turning from side to side

on the pillow, as if looking for escape from grim pursuers,

but gazing up and around as if looking out for the chariot

of King Jesus. The prayer which the older sons had heard

him make fifty years ago, asking that at last he might have

'nothing to do but die,' was literally answered. All his

children, save that one which he sent forth with his bless-

ing a few months ago, in the good ship 'Surj^rise,' to pro-

claim the glories of the Messiah on the other side of the

earth, were pi-esent—some to pray; some to hold his hand;

some to bathe his brow. All to watch, and wait, and weep,

and rejoice. He asked about my children. Talked about

the past. Expressed his anticipations of the future. Slept

sweetly as a child ever slept in the arms of its mother.

Then broke forth with the utterance: 'Goodness and

mercy have followed me all the days of my life!' The
Bible that he had studied for so many years, now cast its

light far on into the valley, until the very gate of heaven

flashed upon his vision. Some one quoted the passage, ' This

is a faithful saying and worthy of all acceptation, that
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Jesus Christ came into the world to save sinners.' 'Of

whom I am the chief,' responded the dying Christian. We
said, ' To live is Christ.' He answered, 'To die is gain;'

and, lest we did not understand him, he repeated, ' To die

is gain! ' And, as if the vision grew more enrapturing, he

continued to say, 'To die is gain! ' Ministers of the Gos-!

pel came in, and, after the usual greeting, he said, ' Pray,

Pray.'

" We sang some of his favorite hymns, such as:

Jesus can make a dying bed

Feel soft as downy pillows are,

"While on His breast I lean my head,

And breathe my life out sweetly there.

He would seem almost to stop breathing in order to listen,

and then at the close would signify that he remembered the

old tune right well. He said: 'I shall be gone soon, but

not too soon.' Some one quoted: ' Though I walkthrough

the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil.' And
he replied: ' Thy rod and Thy staff they comfort me.' ' Can

you testify of God's faithfulness ?
' said another. He an-

swered: 'Yes! I have been young and now I am old, yet

have I never seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed beg-

ging bread.' He said: 'I have it good; I could not have

it any better; I feel well—all is well.' Again, and again,

and again, he repeated, 'All is well!' Then, lifting his

liand, exclaimed: 'Peace! peace!'

" On the morning of October, 27, 1871, just three years

from the day when the soul of his companion sped into,

the heavens, it was evident that the last moment had come.

Softly the news came to all the sleepers in the house, and

the quick glance of lights from room to room signaled the

coming of the death-angel. We took out our watches and

said, 'Four o'clock and fifteen minutes!' The pulse flut-
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tered, as a tree-branch lifts and falls at the motion of a

bird's wing about to cleave its way into the heavens. No
quick start of pain; no glassy stare; but eyelid lightly

closed, and calm lip, and white blossoms of the almond tree.

From the stand we turned over the old timepiece that he

had carried so long, and which he thought always went

right, and announced ' Just four o'clock and twenty min-

utes!' The tides of the cold river lising. Felt the wrist,

but no pulse; the temples, but no stir; the heart, but no

action. We listened, but heard nothing. Still! still! The

gates of the earthly prison-house silently open, wider and

wider. Free! Clear the way for a conquering spirit!

Shout upward the tidings! Four o'clock and thirty min-

utes! Without a groan or a sigh, he had passed upward

into light. 'And when Jacob had made an end of com-

manding his sons, he gathered up his feet into the bed, and

yielded up the ghost, and was gathered unto his people.'

" The day for burial came. An autumnal Sabbath was let

down clear from heaven. At the first gush of the dawn we
said: 'This is just the day in which for a Christian to be

buried! ' Fading leaf, indeed, under foot told of the de-

caying body, but streaming sunshine spoke of resurrection

joy. They came tottering on their staff—old comrades

who, in 1812, had marched beside him, drilling in the field,

ready for heroic strife. They came—the poor whose rent

he had paid to keep their children from the blasts of win-

ter. They came—the erring men whom he had bailed out of

prison. They came—the children who had watched his step,

and played with his cane, and had often wondered what
new attraction grandfather would unfold from his deep

pockets. They came—the ministers of religion who had

sat with him in church courts, and planned for the advance-

ment of religion.
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" Passing along the roads where he had often gone, and by

the birthplace of most of his children, we laid him down to

rest, just as the sun was setting in the country graveyard,

close beside her with whom for more than half a century

he had walked, and prayed, and sung, and counselled. It

seemed as if she must speak a greeting. But no Toice

broke the sod, no whisper ran through the grass, no word

of recognition was uttered. Side by side, Jacob and Rachel

w^ere buried. Let one willow overarch their graves. In-

stead of two marble slabs, as though these of whom we
speak were twain, let there be but a single shaft, for they

were one. Monument not pi'etentious, but plain, for they

were old-fashioned people. On one side the marble set the

date of their coming and going. On this side the name'of

David—the husband and father. On that third side the

name of Catherine—the wife and mother. Then there will

be but one side unchiselled. How shall we mark it ? With
a story of Christian zeal and self-sacrifice for God ? No!

Father and mother would shake their heads if they were

awake to read it. This rather let it be: 'The morning

Cometh.'—Isaiah xxi. 12.

" Henceforth we shall be orphans. Sad thing, even at

manhood, to become fatherless and motherless. No one

but God can make np for the loss of a father's counsel and

a mother's tenderness. Hope thou in God! Weejjing

may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning.

Quaint John Bunyan caught a glimpse of the glorious end-

ing of all earthly trial when he said: 'Just as the gates

were open to let in the men, I looked in after them, and

behold, the city shone like the sun; the streets were also

paved with gold, and in them walked many men with

crowns on their heads, and golden harps to sing praises

withal. And after that they shut up the gates; which,

when I had seen, I wished myself among them,'







CHAPTER II.

MY BOYHOOD.

"The Old Cradle! We were all rocked in that. For
about fifteen years that cradle was going much of the time.

When the older child was taken out, a smaller child was
put in. The crackle of the rockers is pleasant yet in my
ears. There I took my first lessons in music as mother
sang to me. Have heard what you would call far better

singing since then, but none that so thoroughly touched me.

She never got five hundred dollars per night for singing

three songs at the Academy, with two or three encores

grudgefuUy thrown in; but without pay she sometimes sang

all night, and came out whenever encored, though she had
only two little ears for an audience. It was a low, subdued

tone, that sings to me yet across forty years.

"You see the edge of that rocker, worn quite deep?

That is where her foot was j^laced while she sat with her

knitting or sewing, on summer afternoons, while the bees

hummed at the door and the shout of the boy at the oxen

was heard afield. From the way the rocker is worn, I think

that sometimes the foot must have been very tired and the

ankle very sore; but I do not think she stopped for that.

When such a cradle as that got a-going it kept on for years.

" Scarlet fever came in at the door, and we all had it; and

oh, how the cradle did go! We contended as to who should

lie in it, for sickness, you know, makes babies of us all.

But after a while we surrendered it to Charlie. He was too

old to lie in it, but he seemed so very, very sick; and with him



26 LIFE OF REV. T. DE WITT TALMAGE, D.D.

in the cradle it was 'Rock!' ' Rock!' 'Rock!' But one day,

just as long ago as I can remember, the cradle stoj^ped.

When a child is asleep there is no need of rocking. Charlie

was asleep. He was sound asleep. ISTothing would wake
him. He needed taking wp. Mother was too weak to do

it. The neighbors came in to do that, and put a flower,

fresh out of the garden dew, between the two still hands.

The fever had gone out of the cheek and left it white, very-

white—the rose exchanged for the lily. There was one

less to contend for the cradle. It soon started again, and

with a voice not quite so firm as before, but more tender,

the old song came back: 'Bye! bye! bye!' which meant

more than ' II Trovatore,' rendered by opera troupe in the

presence of an American audience, all leaning forward and

nodding to show how well they understood Italian.

"There was a wooden canopy at the head of the old

cradle that somehow got loose and was taken off. But our

infantile mind was most impressed with the face which

much of the time hovered over us. Other women some-

times looked in at the child and said, ' That child's hair will

be red!' or, 'What a peculiar chin!' or, 'Do you think that

child will live to grow up ?' and although we were not old

enough to understand their talk, by instinct we knew it was

something disagreeable, and began to cry till the dear, sweet,

familiar face again hovered and the rainbow arched the sky.

Oh, we never get away from the benediction of such %

face! It looks at us through storm and night. It smiles*

all to pieces the world's frown. After forty-seven yearr

of rough tumbling on the world's couch, it puts us in the cr«-

die again and hushes us as with the very lullaby of heaven.

''Let the old cradle rest in the garret. It has earned it^

quiet. The hands that shook ujj its pillow have quit work.

The foot that kept the rocker in motion is through with it
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journey. The face that hovered has been veiled from mor-

tal sight. Cradle of blessed memories! Cradle that sooothed

so many little griefs! Cradle that kindled so many hopes!

Cradle that rested so many fatigues!"

" PRAYEES I]!f BOYHOOD.

"I had many sound thrashings when I was a boy (not as

many as I ought to have had, for I was the last child, and

my parents let me off), but the most memorable scene in

my childhood was father and mother at morning and even-

ing prayers. I cannot forget it, for I ased often to be

squirming around on the floor and looking at them while

they were praying.

" LEAP-FROG.

" The funniest i^lay that I ever joined in at school, and one

that sets me a-laughing now as I think of it so that I can

hardly write, is ' leap-frog.' It is unartistic and homely.

It is so humiliating to the boy who bends himself over and

puts his hands down on his knees, and it is so jjerilous to

the boy, who, placing his hands on the stooped shoulders,

attempts to fly over. But I always preferred the risk of

the one who attempted to leap rather than the humiliation

of the one who consented to be vaulted over. It was often

the case that we both failed in our part and we went down
together. For this Jack Snyder carried a grudge against

me and would not speak, because he said I pushed him
down a-purpose! But I hoj)e he has forgiven me by this

time, for he has been out as a missionary. Indeed, if Jack

will come this way, I will right the wrong of olden time by
stooping down in my study and letting him sj^ring over me
as my children do.

" Almost every autumn I see that old-time school-boy feat

repeated. Mr, So-and-so says, ' You make me governor and
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I will see that you get to be senator. Make me mayor and 1

will see that you become assessor. Get me the office of

street-sweeper and you shall have one of the brooms. You
stoop down and let me jump over you, and then I will

stoop down and let you jump over me. Elect me deacon,

and you shall be trustee. You write a good thing about

me, and I will write a good thing about you.'

"boys' troubles.
" We feel sorry for boys, because they are not exempt

from troubles; and one of the worst is suppressed hilarity.

To want to laugh, and still maintain gravity; to see the

minister's wig getting twisted, and yet look devotional; to

discover a mouse in prayer-time, and yet not titter; to see

the young bride and groom in church try to look like old

married people; to have the deacon drop the contribution

plate and spill the pennies, and yet look sorry for the mis-

fortune ; in a word, to be a boy with fun from the top hair

on the crown of the head to the tip-end of the great toe,

and yet make no demonstration, is a trial with which we
are deeply sympathetic. To sit on a long bench at school

with eight or ten other boys, all able to keep quiet only by
utmost force of resolution, and something ha2)pen that

makes all the rest snicker, while you abstain, requires an

amount of heroic endurance Ave never reached, ^-ernem-

ber well how a rattan feels when it arrives in the open palm

at the rate of sixty miles an hour. In my first ten years I

suppressed enough giggles, smiles, chuckles, and yells to

have ruined me for all time. I so often retired from the

sitting-room^ when we had company, to the wood-shed,

where my mirth would be no disturbance to anything but

the ash-barrels, that I have all allowance to make for that

age of life which is apt to be struck through with titter. I

still feel the boy in my nature when ludicrous things hap-
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pen, as when a city exquisite came into the prayer-meeting,

whisk-cane in hand, and fanciful eye-glass on, looked sub-

limely around on the audience as much as to say, ' I suppose

you all see that I am here,' and then sat down where a chair

had just before stood, but from which place the usher had

inadvertently removed it. Plad it not been for an extem-

porized cough and sneeze and active use of the pocket-hand-

kerchief on my part, I should have been hopelessly ruined.

"my first boots.

" I have seen many days of joy, but I remember no such

exhiliration as that felt by me on the day when I mounted

my first pair of boots. To appreciate such an era in life,

we must needs have been brought up in the country. Boys

in town come to this crisis before they can appreciate the

height and depth of such an acquisition. The boot period

is the dividing line between babyhood and boyhood. Be-

fore the boots, I am trampled upon by comrades and stuck

with pins, and I walk with an air of apology for the fact

that I am born at all. Robust school-fellows strike me
across the cheek, and when I turn towards them, they cry,

' Who are you looking at?' or what is worse than any possi-

ble insult, is to have somebody chuck me under the chin,

and call me 'Bub.' Before the crisis of boots, the country

boy carries no handkerchief. This keeps him in a state of

constant humiliation. Whatever crisis may come in the

boy's history—no handkerchief.

" But at last the age of boots dawns upon a boy. Hence-

forth, instead of always having to get out of the way, he

will make others get out of his way. He will sometimes

get the Scripture lesson confused, and when smitten on the

right cheek will turn and give it to his opponent on the left

cheek also. Indeed, I do not think that there is any regu-

lation, human or divine, demanding that a boy submit to the
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school-bully. I think we should teach our boy to avoid all

quarrel and strife; but, nevertheless, to take care of him'

self. I remember, with deep satisfaction, how that, after

Jim Johnson had knocked my hat in the mud, and spat in

my face, and torn my new coat, I felt called upon to vindi-

cate the majesty of my new boots. That, however, was be-

fore I had any idea of ever becoming a minister. But

when the time spoken of in a boy's life comes, look out how
you call him ' Bub.' He parts his hair on the side, has the

end of his white handkerchief sticking out of the top of his

side-pocket as if it were accidentally arranged so, has a dig-

nified and manly mode of expectoration, and walks down
the road with long strides, as much as to say, ' Clear the

track for my boots!'

"It was Sabbath-day when I broke them in. Oh! the

rapture of that moment Avhen I laid hold of the straps at

one end, and with my big brother pushing at the other the

boot went on ! I fear that I got but little advantage that

day from the services. All the pulpit admonition about

worldliness and pride struck the toes of my boots, and fell

back. I trampled under my feet all good counsels. I had to

repent that, while some trust in horses and some in chariots,

I put too much stress upon leather. Though my purchase

was so tight in the instep that, as soon as I got to the

woods, I went limping on my way, I felt that in such a

cause it was noble to suffer.

" For some reason, boots are not what they used to be.

You pay a big price, and you might walk all day without

hearing once from them; but the original pair of which I

tell spoke out for themselves. No one doubted whether you

had been to church after you had once walked up the aisle

in company with such leather. It was the pure eloquence

of calf-skins
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"our dentist.

"In boyhood, after mj crying all night, laudanum and

camphor and everything else having failed, father took me
to the village doctor. The doctor led me to his back piazza,

and I sat down on the step. Whether I was promised can-

dy or a ride or a new pair of boots I do not remember, but

suiEce it to say the inducement did not seem adequate to

pay for the sufferings proposed. The doctor brought out a

long pair of forceps. There were in its very looks twists and

grips and clutches that made the toothache instantly stop.

Then I argued the uselessness of extraction, because it did

not ache a bit ! They did not allow me to finish tho argument.

I was never more logical in my life. I had laid down the

two propositions of a syllogism. First, painless teeth

ought not to be extracted; secondly, this is a painless

tooth; but before I could draw the conclusion the doctor

had begun to draw the tooth. I, sitting on the step, and he

standing back and above me, took my head between his

knees, one knee tight against each ear. The memory of

those knees will never fade away from me. They seemed

to me the ne plus ultra of all knees. He had hard work to

get into my mouth, for it was so full of exclamation, or what

boys call ' holla,' a word so expressive that I never found

its synonyme. But getting his hand on one side the unre-

strained yell, and his turn-key on the other, he went in,

" But at last the cold steel was laid aside the sore gums,

and while I was clutching the doctor's arm, and biting his

fingers as hard as I could, and kicking indiscriminately in

all directions, and giving him a look as much as to say,

' Old fellow, if I live to get over this, won't I give it to

you,' the doctor, with knees still more tightly braced, gave

one resolute pull, and it seemed as if the roots of my neck

bad given awa^, aiicl the jawbone had forsaken its socket,
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and everything, down to the last joint of the toe, had been

dislocated, grubbed out, smashed, caved in, and annihi-

lated with a general convulsion. The operation was success-

ful. The dentist only did his duty, and has been for some

years in the good place where teeth never ache and they

never use forceps; but my memory of him is not ecstatic.

I do not take him into my hope of future recognition. I

can think of five hundred people whom we would rather

meet than he.

"seeing a. ghost.

"I never met but one ghost in all my life. It was a very

dark night, and I was seven years of age. There was a

German cooper, who, on the outskirts of the village, had a

shop. It was an interesting spot, and I frequented it.

There was a congregation of barrels, kegs, casks and firkins,

that excited my boyish admiration. There the old man
stood, day after day, hammering away at his trade. He
was fond of talk, and had his head full of all that was

weird, mysterious and tragic. During the course of his life

he had seen almost as many ghosts as firkins; had seen

them in Germany, on the ocean, and in America.

" One summer afternoon, perhaps having made an un-

usually lucrative bargain in hooj)-poles, the tide of his dis-

course bore everything before it. I hung on his lijjs en-

tranced. I noticed not that the shadows of the evening

were gathering, nor rememberd that we were a mile from

home. He had wrought up ray boyish imagination to the

tip-top pitch. He had told me how doors opened when

there was no hand on the latch, and the eyes of a face in a

picture winked one windy night; and how intangible ob-

jects in white would glide across the room, and headless

trunks ride past on phantom horses; and how boys on the

way home at night were met by a sheeted form, that
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picked them up and carried them off, so that they never

wei*e heard of, their mother going around as disconsolate as

the woman in the ' Lost Heir,' crying 'Where's Billy ?'

"This last story roused me to my whereabouts, and I felt

I must go home. My hair, that usually stood on end, took

the strictly perpendicular. My flesh crept with horror of

the expedition homeward. My faith in everything solid

had been shaken. I believed only in the subtile and in the

intangible. What could a boy of seven years old depend

upon if one of these headless horsemen might at any mo-

ment ride him down, or one of these sheeted creatures pick

him up ?

"I started up the road barefooted. I was not impeded

by any useless apparel. It took me no time to get under

way. I felt that if I must perish, it would be well to get

as near the doorsill of home as jDOssible. I vowed that, if

I was only spared this once to get home, I would never again

allow the night to catch me at the cooper's. The ground

flew under my feet. No headless horseman could have kept

up. ISTot a star was out. It was the blackness of darkness.

I had made half the distance and was in the ' hollow '—the

most lonely and dangerous part of the way—and felt that

in a minute more I might abate my speed and take fuller

breath. But, alas! no such good fortune a^vaited me.

Suddenly my feet struck a monster—whether beastly, hu-

man, infernal or supernal, witch, ghost, demon, or headless

horseman I could not immediately tell. I fell prostrate,

my hands passing over a hairy creature; and, as my head

struck the ground, the monster rose up, throwing my feet

into the air. To this day it would have been a mystery,

had not a fearful bellow revealed it as a cow which had laid

down to peaceful slumber in the road, not anticipating the

terrible collision. She wasted no time, but started up the
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road. I having by experiment discovered which end of me
was up, joined her in the race. I knew not but that it was
the first installment of disasters. And, therefore, away we
went, cow and boy; but the cow beat. She came into town

a hundred yards ahead. I have not got over it yet, that I

let that cow beat. That was the first and last ghost I ever

met.

"my first and last cigar.

" The time had come in our boyhood which we thought

demanded the capacity to smoke. The old j^eople of the

household could abide neither the sight nor smell of the

Virginia weed. When ministers came there, not by posi-

tive injunction, but by a sort of instinct as to what would

be safest, they whiffed their pipes on the back steps. If

the house could not stand sanctified smoke, you may know
how little chance there was for boyish cigar-pufiing.

"By some rare good fortune which put in my hands three

cents, I found access to a tobacco store. As the lid of the

long, narrow, fragrant box opened, and for the first time I

owned a cigar, my feelings of elation, manliness, superiority

and anticij)ation can scarcely be imagined, save by those

who have had the same sensation. My first ride on horse-

back, though I fell off before I got to the barn, and my
first pair of new boots (real squeakers), I had thought

could never be surpassed in interest; but when I put the

cigar to my lips and stuck the lucifer match to the end of

the weed and commenced to pull with an energy that

brought every facial muscle to its utmost tension, my satis-

faction with this world was so great, my temptation was

never to want to leave it.

" The cigar did not burn well. It required an amount of

suction that tasked my determination to the utmost. You
gee that my worldly m,eapa had limitecl jne to a (quality that
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cost only three cents. But I had been taught that nothing

great was accomplished without effort, and so I puffed

away! Indeed, I had heard my older brothers in their

Latin lessons say, Omnia vincet labor; which translated

means, 'If you want to make anything go, you must

scratch for it.'

"" With these sentiments I passed down the village street

and towards my country home. My head did not feel ex-

actly right, and the street began to rock from side to side, so

that it was uncertain to me which side of the street I was on.

So I crossed over, but found myself on the same side that I

was on before I crossed over. Indeed, I imagined that I was
on both sides at the same time, and several fast teams driv-

ing between. I met another boy, who asked me why I

looked so pale, and I told him I did not look pale, but that

he was pale himself.

" I sat down under the bridge, and began to reflect on the

prospect of early decease, and on the uncertainty of all

earthly expectations. I had determined to smoke the cigar

all up, and thus get the worth of my money; but I was
obliged to throw three-fourths of it away, yet kncAV just

where I threw it, in case I felt better the next day.

" Getting home, the old people were frightened, and de-

manded that I state what kept me so late, and what was the

matter with me. Not feeling that I was called to go into

particulars, and not wishing to increase my jDarents' ajDpre-

hension that I was going to turn out badly, I summed up

the case with the statement that I felt miserable at the pit

of the stomach. I had mustard plasters administered, and

careful watching for some hours, when I fell asleep, and

forgot my disappointment and humiliation in being obliged

to throw away three-fourths of my first cigar. Being nat-

urally reticent, I have never mentioned it until this time.
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"But how about my last cigar? It was three o'clock,

Sabbath morning, in my Western home. I had smoked
three or four cigars since tea. At that time I wi'ote my
sermons, and took another cigar with each new head of dis-

course. I thought I was getting the inspiration from above,

but was getting much of it from beneath. My hand

trembled along the line, and, strung up to the last tension

of nerves, I finished my work and started from the room.

A book standing on the table fell ovei*, and although it was

not a large book, its fall sounded to my excited system like

the crack of a pistol. As I went down the stairs their creak-

ing made my hair stand on end. As I flung myself on a

sleepless pillow, I resolved, God helping, that I had

smoked my last cigar, and committed my last sin of night-

study.

" I kept my promise. With the same resolution went over-

board coffee and tea. That night I was born into a new
physical, mental, and moral life. Perhaps it may be better

for some to smoke, and study nights, and take exciting

temperance beverages; but I am persuaded that if thou-

sands of people who now go moping,and nervous, and half-

exhausted through life, down Avith ' sick head-aches' and

rasped by irritabilities, would try a good large dose of ab-

stinence, they would thank God for this paragraph of per-

sonal experience, and make the world the same bright place

I find it—a place so attractive that nothing short of

heaven would be good enough to exchange for it.

"The first cigar made me desperately sick; the throwing

away of my last made me gloriously well. For the croak-

ing of the midnight owl had ceased, and the time of the

singing of birds had come."



CHAPTER III.

EKTEEING THE MINISTRY.

Dr. Talmage's parents bestowed great care upon his

early culture, but he was nevertheless a marvel of eccen-

tricities from his earliest childhood. He was always re-

markable for enthusiasm in mental labor, and for his

devotion to all those branches of intellectual attainment for

which he felt the greatest fondness. He passed through

the University of New York, and graduated with distinc-

tion, especially in belles lettres. And on graduation day,

when he delivered an address in Niblo's Garden, he was

received with immense applause, the majority of the au-

dience rising to their feet. He openly professed religion at

the age of eighteen years, but in his early manhood he

adopted the legal profession. After a brief experience of

the law, however, he entered the New Brunswick Theo-

logical Seminary, and prepared for the ministry, deeply

regretting the time which he considered as lost in pursuing

liis original choice. After his ordination. Dr. Talmage

preached for three years at Belleville, New Jersey, three

years at Syracuse, N. Y., and seven years at Philadelphia,

laboring to the great profit and prosperity of the congre-

gation of which he was pastor. In his first pastorate at Belle-

ville he became convinced of the necessity of making Jesus

Christ the main pivot of his sermons as essential to

success, and he has frequently declared that his success is

mainly due to his having constantly preached "Chi'ist and

Him crucified."
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BEGINS EXTEMPOKANEOUS SPEAKIISTG.

" I entered the ministry -vvitli a mortal horror of extempo-

raneous speaking. Each week I wrote two sermons and a

lecture all out, from the text to the amen. I did not dare

to give out the notice of a prayer-meeting unless it was on

paper. I was a slave to manuscript, and the chains were

galling ; and three months more of such work would have

put me in the graveyard. I resolved on emancipation. The

Sunday night was approaching when I intended to make

violent rebellion against this bondage of pen and paper. I

had an essay about ten minutes long on some Christian sub-

ject, which I proposed to preach as an introduction to the

sermon, and resolved, at the close of that brief composition,

to launch out on the great sea of extemporaneousness.

"It so ha]3pened that the coming Sabbath night was to be

eventful in the village. The trustees of the church had

been building a gasometer at the back of the church, and

the night I speak of, the building was for the first time to be

lighted in the modern way. The church was, of course,

crowded—not so much to hear the j^reacher as to see hoAv

the gas would burn. Many were unbelieving, and said

that there would be an explosion, or a big fire, or that in

the midst of the service the lights would go out. Several

brethren, disposed to hang on to old customs, declared that

candles and oil were the only fit materials for lighting a

church, and they denounced the innovation as indicative of

vanity on the part of the new-comers. They used oil in the

ancient Temple, and it was that which ran down on Aaron's

beard, and anything that was good enough for the whiskers

of an old-time priest was good enough for a country meet-

ing-house. These sticklers for the oil were present that

night, hoping—and I think some of them were secretly

praying—that the gas might go out.
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" "With my ten-minute manuscript I went into the pulpit,

all in a tremor. Although the gas did not burn as brightly

as its friends had hoped, still it was bright enough to show

the people the perspiration that stood in beads on my fore-

head. I began my discourse, and every sentence gave me the

feeling that I was one step nearer the gallows. I spoke

very slowly, so as to make the ten-minute notes last fifteen

minutes. During the preachmg of the brief manuscript

I concluded that I had never been called to the ministry.

I was in a hot bath of excitement. People noticed my
trepidation, and supposed it was because I was afraid the

gas would go out. Alas ! My fear was that it would not

go out. As I came towards the close of my brief I joined

the anti-gas party, and jirayed that before I came to the

last written line something would burst, and leave me in the

darkness. Indeed, I discovered an encouraging flicker amid

the burners, which gave me the hope that the brief which

lay before me would be long enough for all practical pur-

poses, and that the hour of execution might be postponed

to some other night. As I came to the sentence next to

the last the lights fell down to half their size, and I could

just manage to see the audience as they were floating away

from my vision. I said to myself, ' Why can't these lights

be obliging, and go out entirely ?
' The wish was gratified.

As I finished the last line of my brief, and stood on the

verge of rhetorical destruction, the last glimmer of light

was extinguished, ' It is impossible to proceed,' I cried

out ; ' receive the benediction !

'

"I crawled down the pulpit in a state of exhiliration; I

never before saw such handsome darkness. The odor of

the escaping gas was to me like 'gales from Araby.' Did

a frightened young man ever have such fortunate deliver-

ance ? The providence was probably intended to humble

the trustees, yet the scared preacher took advantage of it,
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" But after I got home I saw the wickedness of being in

such dread. As the Lord got me out of that predicament,

I resolved never again to be cornered in one similai*. Forth-

with the thraldom was broken, I hope never again to be

felt. How demeaning that a man with a message from the

Lord Almighty should be dependent upon paper-mills and

gasometers! Paper is a non-conductor of Gospel electric-

ity. If a man has a five-thousand-dollar bill of goods to

sell a customer, he does not go up to the purchaser and say,

' I have some remarks to make to you about these goods,

but just wait till I get out my manuscript.' Before he got

through reading the ai'gument the customer would be in

the next door, making purchases from another house.

"What cowardice! Because a few critical hearers sit

with lead pencils out to mark down the inaccuracies of ex-

temporaneousness, shall the pulpit cower ? While the great

congregation are ready to take the bread hot out of the

oven, shall the minister be crippled in his work because the

village doctor or lawyer sits carping before him ? To
please a few learned ninnies a thousand ministers sit

writing sermons on Saturday night till near the break of

day, their heads hot, their feet cold, and their nerves

a-twitch. Sei'mons born on Saturday night are apt to have

the rickets. Instead of cramjDing our chests over writing-

desks, and being the slaves of the pen, let us attend to our

physical health, that we may have more pulpit independ-

ence.

" Which thoughts came to me this week as I visited again

the village church aforesaid, and preached out of the same

old Bible in which, years ago, I laid the ten-minute manu-

script, and I looked upon the same lights that once behaved

so badly. But I found it had been snowing since the time I

lived there, and heads that then were black are white now,
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and some of the eyes which looked up to me that memor-

able night when the gasometer failed us, years ago, are

closed now, and for them all earthly lights hare gone out

forever.
" HOW I TOOK EXEECISE.

" Soon after entering the ministry I was reading, one day,

on the importance of physical exercise. The subject flashed

upon me so overpoweringly that I resolved on a gymnasium

in the garret of my country parsonage. I speedily extem-

porised such an institution, and with coat off and slippers

on began exercise. I ran and jumped and swung and lifted

and climbed and took frightful positions. Several times

there was a knock at the door, and fears expressed for the

demolition of the parsonage. But I dislike to stop after I

have started in anything. So I kept on jerking away at the

pulleys and walking the horizontal bars and bending over

backward till my head touched the floor, and going through

all varieties of tumbling. The second day my exercise was

excruciating, because of sore ligaments and muscles. On
the third day I resigned for ever the duties of that particu-

lar gymnasium. I sat two days with my feet upon a pil-

low, in a state of disgust with all those who had written on

the subject of sanitary conditions. I doubted whether phys-

ical exercise was of any advantage after all. It certainly

had been a damage to me. Against all the learned advo-

cates on the other side, I had before me two immovable

arguments in the shape of two crippled legs. I would have

continued that quiet position still longer, but Sunday had

come, and I must preach. Getting to church was one of

the most diflicult enterprises I ever conducted. I went early,

for the pulpit was to be climbed, and I did not desire to ex-

cite the sympathy of the audience. There was no one in

church but the sexton, and I waited till he went to ring the
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bell before I began to climb the sacred hill. The six steps

seemed like the sides of the Matterhorn for difficult ascent.

The first stej) up I took sidewise, the second backward, the

the third by a strong pull on the banisters. I then stoj)ped

to rest and wipe the perspiration from ray brow, all flushed

with the manly achievements of the last five minutes. Noth-

ing but the fact that I was half-way up, and that it w^ould

hurt me as much to go down as to go up, encouraged me in

the work of ascent. But the last two steps were stimula-

ted by the sound of advancing feet in the vestibule, and an

indisposition on my part to create unseemly mirth in church,

or to tempt any one to irreverent laughter at an ambassador

from the skies. The audience coming in were surjsrised to

find their j^astor so early waiting for them. If I had that

day taken the text nearest to my heart, it would have been

Paul's advice to a young minister by the name of Timothy,

'Bodily exercise profiteth little.'

" I learned by these exj)eriences that anything overdone

had better not be done at all. Gymnasiums are grand

things; but let common sense dictate quantities and quali-

ties, and do not allow the dumb-bells to drag down the

shoulders, nor had you better hang by your feet to a ring till

you get black in the face. Fencing is good; but do not

be rough, nor play with loafers. Pedestrianism is health-

ful; but do not forget that the road back is a little fai-ther

than the road out, though it may be the same road. Hunt-

ing is good, if you do not shoot sparrows, nor go to sleep

on the edge of a marsh. Rowing is good, if you do not

take a bottle in the boat, nor pull so hard that you get

aneurismal trouble with the heart. When I forsook the

fitful and extravagant use of gymnastics, and came to their

gradual and intelligent use, I found them, next to religion,

the best panacea for all earthly ills. I have put down all
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the burdens of the last twenty years at the door of the

gymnasium, or hung them on the horizontal bars, or de-

molished them with the butt end of dumb-bells, or fastened

them, as so many Mazeppas, to the wooden horse bounding

off the precipices of forgetfulness. Let not, therefore,

the wrenched muscles and swollen feet of the Belleville

parsonage trip up any one on his way to the gymnasium.
Only do not take so much of anything at once that you can-

not take any more of it again. Moderation is a big word,

which it takes some of us a long time to learn how to spell."

CATCHING THE BAY MAEE.

" It may be a lack of education on my part, but I confess

to a dislike for horse-races. I never attended but three;

the first in my boyhood, the second at a country fair, where
I was deceived as to what would ti-anspire, the third last

Sabbath morning. I see my friends flush with indignation

at this last admission; but let them wait a moment before

they launch their verdict.

" My horse was in the pasture-field. It was almost time

to start for church, and I needed the animal harnessed. The
boy came in saying it was impossible to catch the bay
mare, and calling for my assistance. I had on my best

clothes, and did not feel like exposing myself to rough

usage; but I vaulted the fence with pail of water in hand,

exjDecting to try the effect of rewards rather than punish-

ments. The horse came out generously to meet me. I said

to the boy, ' She is very tame. Strange you cannot catch

her.' She came near enough to cautiously smell the pail,

when she suddenly changed her mind, and with one wild

snort dashed off to the other end of the field.

" Whether she was not thirsty, or was critical of the man-
ner of presentation, or had apprehensions of my motive, or
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was seized with desire for exercise in the open air, she gave

us no chance to guess. I resolved upon more caution of

advance and gentler voice, and so laboriously approached

her; for though a pail of water is light for a little way, it

gets heavy after you have gone a considerable distance,

though its contents be half spilled.

" This time I succeeded in getting her nose inserted into

the bright beverage. I called her by pet names, addressing

her as 'Poor Dolly!' not wishing to suggest any pauperism

by that term, but only symj)athy for the sorrows of the

brute creation, and told her that she was the finest horse

that ever was. It seemed to take well. Flattery always

does with horses.

"I felt that the time had come for me to produce the

rope halter, which with my left hand I had all the while

kept secreted behind my back. I put it over her neck,

when the beast wheeled, and I seized her by the point

where the copy-books say we ought to take Time, namely,

the forelock. But I had poor luck. I ceased all caressing

tone, and changed the subjunctive mood for the imperative.

There never was a greater divergence of sentiment than at

that instant between myself and the bay mare. She pulled

one way, I pulled the other. Turning her back upon me
she ejaculated into the air two shining horse-shoes, both the

shape of the letter O, the one interjection in contempt for

the ministry and the other in contempt for the press.

" But catch the horse I must, for I was bound to be at

church, though just then I did not feel at all devotional. I

resolved, therefore, with the boy, to run her down; so, by

way of making an animated gtart, I slung the pail at the

horse's head and put out on a Sunday morning horse-race.

Every time she stood at the other end of the field waiting

for me to come up. She trotted, galloped and careered
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about me with an occasional neigh cheerfully given to en-

courage me in the pursuit. I was getting more and more

unprepared in body, mind and soul for the sanctuary.

Meanwhile, quite a household audience lined the fence, the

children and visitors shouted like excited Romans in an

amphitheatre at a contest with wild beasts, and it was un-

certain whether the audience was in sympathy with me or

the l)ay mare.

" At this unhappy juncture she who some years ago took

me for ' better or for worse ' came to the rescue, finding me
in the latter condition. She advanced to the field with a

wash-basin full of water, offering that as a sole inducement,

and gave one call when the horse went out to meet her, and

under a hand not half so strong as mine gripping the mane
the refractory beast was led to the manger.

" Standing with my feet in the damp grass and my new
clothes wet to a sop I learned then and there how much de-

pends on the way you do a thing. The proposition I made

to the bay mare was far better than that offered by my
companion, but mine failed and hers succeeded. Not the

first nor the last time that a wash-basin has beaten a pail.

So some of us go all through life clumsily coaxing and

awkwardly pursuing things which we want to halter and

control. We strain every nerve, only to find ourselves be-

fooled and left far behind, while some Christian man or

woman comes into the field and by easy art captures that

which evaded us.

" I heard a good sermon that day, but it was not more

impressive than the fatiguing lesson of the pasture-field,

which taught us that not more depends upon the thing you

do than upon the way you do it. The difference between

the clean swath of that harvester in front of our house and

the ragged work of his neighbor is in the way he swings
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the scythe, and not in the scythe itself. There are ten me*
with one talent apiece who do more good than the one man
with ten talents. A basin properly lifted may accomplish

more than a pail unskillfully swung. A minister for an

hour in his sermon endeavors to chase down those brutish

in their habits, attempting to place them under the harness

of Christian restraint, and perhaps miserably fails, when
some gentle hand of sisterly or motherly affection laid upon

the wayward one brings him safely in.

" There is a knack in doing things. If all those who
plough in State and Church had known how to hold the

handles, and turn a straight furrow, and stop the team
at the end of the field, the world would long ago have been

ploughed into an Eden, What many people want is gumj)-

tion—a word as yet undefined; but if you do not know what
it meails, it is very certain you do not possess the quality it

describes. We all need to follow Christian tact. The boys
in the Baskinridge school-house laughed at Wm. L. Day-
ton's impediment of spech, but that did not hinder him from
afterwards making court-room and Senate-chamber thrill

under the spell of his words.

" In my early home there was a vicious cat that would
invade the milk-pans, and we, the boys, chased her with

hoes and rakes, always hitting the place where she had been

just before, till one day father came out with a plaio

stick of oven-wood, and with one little clip back of the ear,

put an end to all of her nine lives. You see everything de^

pends upon the style of the stroke, and not upon the elabo-

rateness of the weapon. The most valuable things you trj

to take will behave like the bay mare; but what you can

not overcome by coarse persuasion, or reach at full run^

you can catch with apostolic guile. Learn the first-rat«

art of doing secular or Christian work, and then it matter*

not whether your weapon be a basin or a pail"
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BUTS A COW.

" I was spending my summers in tlie country, and must

have a cow. There were ten or fifteen cows to be sold.

There were reds, and piebalds, and duns, and browns, and

brindles, short horns, long horns, crumpled horns, and no

horns. But I marked for our own a cow that was said to

be full-blooded, whether Alderney, or Durham, or Gal-

loway, or Ayrshire, I will not tell, lest some . cattle-fancier

feel insulted by what I say; and if there is any grace that I

pride myself on, it is jirudence and a determination always

to say smooth things. ' How much is bid for this magnifi-

cent, full-blooded coav ?
' cried the auctioneer. ' Seventy-

five dollars,' shouted some one. I made it eighty. He
made it ninety. Somebody else quickly made it a hundred.

After the bids had risen to one hundred and twenty-five

dollars, I got animated, and resolved that I would have that

cow if it took my last cent. ' One hundred and forty dol-

dollars' shouted my opponent. The auctioneer said it was

the finest cow he had ever sold; and not knowing much
about vendues, of course I believed him. It was a good deal

of money for a minister to pay, but then I could get the whole

matter off my hands by giving ' a note.' In utter defiance

of everythmg, I cried out, ' One hundred and fifty dollars!

'

* Going at that,' said the auctioneer. ' Going at that! once!

twice! three times! gone! Mr. Talmage has it.' It was

one of the proudest moments of my life. There she stood,

tall, immense in the gii'th, horns branching graceful as a

tree-branch, full-uddered, silk-coated, pensive-eyed.

" I hired two boys to drive her home, while I rode in a

carriage. No sooner had I started than the cow showed

what turned out to be one of her peculiarities—great speed

of hoof. She left the boys, outran my horse, jumped the

fence, frightened nearly to death a group of school chil-
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dren, and by tlie time I got home we all felt as if Ave had

been out all day on a fox chase.

" We never had any peace with that cow. She knew
more tricks than a juggler. She could let down any bars,

open any gate, outrun any dog, and ruin the patience of

any minister. I had her a year, and yet she never got over

wanting to go to the vendue. Once started out of the yard

she was bound to see the sheriff. I coaxed her with car-

rots, and apjD'les, and cabbage, and sweetest stalks, and the

richest beverage of slops, but without avaiL

"As a milker she was a failure. 'j\[ike,' who lived just

back of our place, would come in at nights from his ' Kerry

cow,' a scraggy runt that lived on the commons, with his

pail so full he had to carry it cautiously lest it spilt over.

But after our full-blooded had been in clover to her eyes all

day Bridget would go out to the barn-yard, and tug and

pull for a supply enough to make two or three custards. I

said, ' Bridget you don't know how to milk. Let me try.' I

sat down by the cow, tried the full force of dynamics, but

just at the moment when my success was about to be dem-

onstrated, a sudden thought took her somewhere between

the horns, and she started for the vendue, with one stroke

of her back foot upsetting the small treasure I had accumu-

lated, and leaving me a mere wreck of what I once was.

"She had, among other bad things, a morbid appetite.

Notwithstanding I gave her the richest herbaceous diet, she

ate everything she could put her mouth on. She was fond

of horse-blankets and articles of human clothing. I found

her one day at the clothes-line nearly choked to death, for

she had swallowed one leg of something and seemed dis-

satisfied that she could not get down the other. The most

perfect nuisance that I ever had about my place was that

full-blooded.
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"Having read in our agricultural journal of cows that

were slaughtered yielding fourteen hundred pounds, meat

weight, Ave concluded to sell her to the butcher. I set a

high price upon her and got it; that is, I took a note for it,

which is the same thing. My bargain with the butcher was

the only successful chapter in my bovine experiences. The

only taking off in the whole transaction was that the butcher

ran away, leaving me nothing but a specimen of jjoor chi-

rography, and I already had enough of that among my
manuscripts.

" My friend, never depend on high-breeds. Some of the

most useless of cattle had ancestors spoken of in the 'Com-

mentaries of Csesar.' That Alderney whose grandfather

used to gaze on a lord's park in England may not be worth

the grass she eats.

" Do not depend too much on the high-sounding name of

Durham or Devon, As with animals, so with men. Only

one President ever had a Pi-esident for a son. Let every

cow make her own name, and every man achieve his own
position. It is no great credit to a fool that he had a wise

grandfather. Many an Ayrshire and Hereford has had the

hollow-horn and the foot-rot. Both man and animal are

valuable in proportion as they are useful. 'Mike's' cow
beat my full-blooded.

" MT DOG IX TEOUBLE.

" I sat in the country parsonage, on a cold winter day,

looking out of the back window towards the house of a

neighbor. She was a model of kindness, and a most con-

venient neighbor to have. It was a rule between us that

when either house was in want of anything it should bor-

row of the other. The rule worked well for the parsonage,

but rather badly for the neighbor, because on my side of
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the fence I had just begun to keep house, and needed to

borrow everything, while I had nothing to lend, except a

few sermons, which the neighbor never tried to borrow,

from the fact that she had enough of them on Sundays.

There is no danger that your neighbor will burn a hole in your

new brass kettle if you have none to lend. It will excite

no surprise to say, that I had an interest in all that hap-

pened on the other side of the parsonage fence, and that

any injury inflicted on so kind a woman would rouse my
sympathy.

" On the wintry morning of which I speak ray neighbor

had been making ice-ci'eam; but there being some defect

in the machinery, the cream had not sufficiently congealed,

and so she set the can of the freezer containing the luxury

On her back steps, exj)ecting the cold air would completely

harden it. What was my dismay to see that my dog Carlo,

on whose early education I was expending great care, had
taken upon himself the office of ice-cream inspector, and

w^as actually busy with the freezer! I hoisted the window
and shouted at him, but his mind was so absorbed in his

undertaking he did not stop to listen. Carlo was a grey-

hound, thin, gaunt, and long-nosed, and he was already

making his way on down towards the bottom of the can.

His eyes and all his head had disapjDcared in the depths of

the freezer. Indeed, he was so far submerged that when
he heard me, with quick and infuriate pace, coming wp close

behind him, he could not get his head out, and so started

with the incumbrance on his head, in what direction he

knew not. No dog was ever in a more embarrassing posi-

1;ion—freezer to the right of him, freezer to the left of him,

freezer on the top of him, freezer under him.

"So, thoroughly blinded, he rushed against the fence,

then against the side of the house, then against a tree. He
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barked as though he thought he might explode the nuisance

with loud sound, but the sound was confined in so strange

a speaking-trumpet that he could not have known his own
voice. His way seemed hedged up. Fright and anger and

remorse and shame whirled him about without mercy.

"A feeling of mirthfulness, which sometimes takes me
on most inappropriate occasions, seized me, and I sat down
on the ground powerless at the moment when Carlo most

needed helj). If I only could have got near enough I would

have put my foot on the freezer, and, taking hold of the

dog's tail, dislodged him instantly; but this I was not per-

mitted to do. At this stage of the disaster my neighbor

appeared with a look of consternation, her cap strings fly-

ing in the cold wind. I tried to explain, but the aforesaid

untimely hilarity hindered me. All I could do was to

point to the flying freezer and the adjoining dog, and ask

her to call off her freezer, and, with assumed indignation,

demand what she meant by trying to kill my greyhound.
" The poor dog's every attempt at escape only wedged

himself more thoroughly fast. But after a while, in time

to save the dog, though not to save the ice-cream, my
neighbor and myself effected a rescue. Edwin Landseer,

the great painter of dogs and their friends, missed his best

chance by not being there when the parishioner took hold

of the freezer and the pastor seized the dog's tail, and, pull-

ing mightily in opposite directions, they each got possession

of their own property.

" Carlo was cured of his love for luxuries, and the sight

of a freezer on the back steps till the day of his death

would send him howling away.
" Carlo found, as many people have found, that it is

easier to get into trouble than to get out. l^othing could

be more delicious than while he was eating his way in, but
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what must have been his feelings when he found it impos-

sible to get out! While he was stealing the freezer the

freezer stole him.

" Better moderate our desires. Carlo had that morning

as good a breakfast as any dog need to have. It was a law

of the household that he should be well fed. Had he been

satisfied with bread and meat all would have been well.

But he sauntered out for luxuries. He wanted ice-cream.

He got it, but brought upon his head the perils and dam-

ages of which I have written. As long as we have reason-

able wants we get on comfortably, but it is the struggle

after luxuries that fills society with distress and jjopulates

prisons and sends hundreds of people stark mad. Dissatis-

fied with a plain house and ordinary apparel and respectable

surroundings, they plunge their head into. enterprises and

speculations from which they have to sneak out in disgrace.

Thousands of men have sacrificed honor and religion for

luxuries, and died with the freezer about their ears.

" Our poor old Carlo is dead now. We all cried when we
found that he would never frisk again at our coming nor

put up his paw against us. But he Jived long enough to

preach the sermon about caution and contentment of ^daich

I have been the stenographer,

"lessons prom my dogs.

" I said when I lost Carlo, that I would never own another

dog. We all sat around, like big children, crying about it;

and what made the grief worse, we had no sympathizers.

Our neighbors were glad of it, for he had not always done

the fair thing with them. One of them had lost a chicken

when it was stuffed and all ready for the pan, and suspi-

cions were upon Carlo. I was the only counsel for the

defendant; and while I had to acknowledge that the cir-



LIFE OF EEV. T. DE WITT TALMAGE, t>.D. 53

cumstantial evidence was against him, I proved liis general

character for integrity, and showed that the common and

criminal law were on our side, Coke and Blackstone in onv

favor, and a long list of authorities and decisions: II.

Revised Statutes, ISTew York, 132, § 27; also. Watch v.

Towser, Crompton and Meeson, p. 375; also. State of New
Jersey v. Sicem Blanchard, When I made these citations,

my neighbor and his wife, who were judges and jurors in

the case, looked confounded; and so I followed up the ad-

vantage I had gained with the law maxim, JS^on minus ex

dolo quam ex culpa quisque hac lege tenetur, which I found

afterwards was the wrong Latin, but it had its desired

effect, so that the jury did not agree, and Carlo escaped

with his life; and on the way home, he went spinning round

like a top, and punctuating his glee with a semicolon made
by both pa'ws on my new clothes. Yet, notwithstanding

all his predicaments and frailties, at his decease we resolved

in our trouble that we M^ould never own another dog. But

this, like many other resolutions of our life, has beep

broken; and here is Nick, the Newfoundland, lying sprawl-

ing on the mat. He has a jaw set with strength, an eye

mild, but indicative of the fact that he does not want too

many familiarities from strangers; a nostril large enough

to snuff a wild duck across the meadows, knows how to

shake hands, and can talk with head, and ear, and tail, and

—save an unreasonable antipathy to cats—is perfect, and

always goes with me in my walk out of town.

" Pie knows more than a great many people. Never do

we take a walk, but the poodles, and rat -terriers, and the

grizzly curs with stringy hair and damp nose, get after

him. They tumble off the front door-step, and out of

kennels, and assault him front and rear. I have several

times said to him (not loud enough for Presbytery to hear),
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*Nick ! why do you stand all this ? Go at them !
' He

never takes my advice. He lets them bark and snap, and

passes on iinprovokedly "without a sniff or growl. He seems

to say: ' They are not worth minding. Let them bark. It

pleases them and don't hurt me. I started out for a six

mile tramp, and I cannot be diverted. Newfoundlands

like me have a mission. My father pulled three drowning

men to the beach, and my uncle on my mother's side saved

a child from the snow. If you have anything brave, or

good, or great for me to do, just clap your hands and point

out the work, and I will do it, but I cannot waste my time

on rat-'ierriers.' If Nick had put that in doggrel, I think it

would have read well. It was wise enough to become the

dogma of a school. Men and women are more easily

diverted from the straight course than is Nick. No useful

peojjle escape being barked at.

" If these men go right on their way, they perform their

mission and get their reward, but one-half of them stop

and make attempt to silence the literary, political, and eccle-

siastical curs that snap at them. Many an author has got

a drop of printer's ink spattered in his eye, and collapsed.

If a fool, no amount of newspaper or magazine puffery can

set you up; and if you are useful, no amoimt of newspaper

or magazine detraction can keep you down. For every jJO-

sition there are twenty aspirants; only one man can get it;

forthwith the other nineteen are on the offensive. People

are silly enough to think that they can build themselves

up with the bricks they pull out of your wall. Pass on

and leave them. "NYhat a waste of powder for a hunter to

go into the wood to shoot black flies, or for a man of great

work to notice infinitesimal assault. My Newfoundland

would scorn to be seen making a drive at a black-and-tau

terrier.
""

"'
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" Lesson for dogs and men: Keep out of fights. If you

see a church contest, or a company of unsanctified females

overhauling each other's good name, until there is nothing

left of them but a broken hoop-skirt and one curl of back

hair, you had better stand clear. Once go in, and your own
character will be an invitation to their muzzles. Nick's

long, clean ear was a temptation to all the dogs. You will

have enough battles of your own, without getting a loan of

conflicts at twenty per cent, a month. When Nick and I

take a country walk, and pass a dog-fight, he comes close

up by my side, and looks me in the eye with one long wipe

of the tongue over his chops, as much as to say, ' Easier to

get into a fight than to get out of it. Better jog along our

own way;' and then I preach him a short sermon from

Proverbs xxvi. 17, ' He that passeth by, and meddleth with

strife belonging not to him, is like one that taketh a dog
by the ears.'

"



CHAPTER IV.

I VISIT EN"GLA]SrD,

"My friend looked white as the wall, flung the ' London

Times ' half across the room, kicked one slipper into the

air, and shouted, ' Talmage, where on earth did you come

from ?
' as this summer I stepped into his English home.

' Just come over the ferry to dine with you,' I responded.

After some explanation about the health of ray family,

which demanded a sea voyage, and this necessitated my
coming, we planned two or three excursions.

" At eight o'clock in the morning we gathered in the par-

lor in the ' Red Horse Hotel ' at Stratford-on-Avon. Two
pictures of Washington Irving, the chair in which the

father of American literature sat, and the table on which

be wrote, immortalizing his visit to that hotel, adorn the

room. From thence we sailed forth to see the clean, quaint

village of Stratford. It was built just to have Shakespeare

born in. We have not heard that there was any one else

ever born there, before or since. If, by any strange possi-

bility, it could be proved that the great dramatist was born

anywhere else, it would ruin all the cab-drivers, guides,

and hostelries of the place.

" We went of course to the house where Shakespeare first

appeared on the stage of life, and enacted the first act of

his first play. Scene the first: Enter John Shakespeare,

the father; Mrs. Shakespeare, the mother; and the old

nurse, with young William.

"A very plain house it is. Like the lark, which soars
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highest but builds its nest lowest, so with genius; it has hum-

ble beginnings. I think ten thousand dollars would be a

large appraisement for all the houses where the great poets

were born. But all the world comes to this lowly dwelling.

Walter Scott was glad to scratch his name on the window,

and you may see it now. Charles Dickens, Edmund Kean,

Albert Smith, Mark Lemon and Tennyson, so very sj^aring

of their autographs, have left their signatures on the wall.

There are the jambs of the old fire-place where the poet

warmed himself and combed wool, and began to think

for all time. Here is the chair in which he sat while pre-

siding at the club, forming habits of drink which killed

him at the last, his own life ending in a tragedy as terrible

as any he ever wrote. Exeunt wine-bibbers, topers, grog-

shop keepers, Drayton, Ben Jonson, and William Shake-

siDcare. Here also is the letter which Richard Quyney sent

to Shakespeare, asking to borrow thirty pounds. I hope he

did not lend it; for if he did, it was a dead loss.

" We went to the church where the poet is buried. It

dates back seven hundred years, but has been often re-

stored. It has many pictures, and is the sleeping place of

many distinguished dead; but one tomb within the chan-

cel absorbs all the attention of the stranger. For hundreds

of years the world has looked upon the unadorned stone

lying flat over the dust of William Shakespeare, and read

the epitaph written by himself:

" ' Good friend, for Jesus' sake forbears

To dig the dust enclosed liere;

Bleste be ye man yt spares tliese stones.

And curst be lie that moves my bones.'

" Under such anathema the body has slept securely. A
sexton once looked in at the bones, but did not dare touch

them, lest his ' quietus should be made with a bare bodkin.'
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" From the church door we mounted our carriage; and

crossing the Avon on a bridge which the Lord Mayor of

London built four hundred years ago, we started on one of

the most memorable rides of my life. The country looked

fresh and luxuriant from recent rains. The close-trimmed

hedges, the sleek cattle, the snug cottages, the straggling

villages with their historic inns, the castle from whose park

Shakespeare stole the deer, the gate called ' Shakespeare's

stile,' curious in the fact that it looks like ordinary bars of

fence, but as you attempt to climb over, the whole thing

gives way, and lets you fall flat, righting itself as soon as

it is unburdened of you; the rabbits darting along the

hedges, undisturbed, because it is unlawful, save for

licensed hunters, to shoot, and then not on private pi-oj^er-

ty ; the pei-fect weather, the blue sky, the exhilirating breeze,

the glorious elms and oaks by the way—make it a day

that Avill live when most other daj'S are dead.

"At two o'clock we came in sight of Kenil worth Castle.

Oh, this is the place to stir the blood. It is the king of

ruins. Warwick is nothing, Melrose is nothing, compared

with it. A thousand' great facts look out through the

broken windows. Earls and kings and queens sit along the

shattered sides of the banqueting-hall^ The stairs are

worn deep with the feet that have clambered them for eight

hundred years. As a loving daughter arranges the dress of

an old man, so every season throws a thick mantle of ivy

over the mouldering wall. The roof that caught an**

echoed back the merriment of dead ages has perished

Time hasstruck his chisel into every inch of the structure.

"By the payment of only threepence you find access t^

places where only the titled were once permitted to wall&

You go in, and ai-e overwhelmed with the thoughts of paa

glory and present decay. These halls were promenaded by

Richard Coeur de Lion; in this chapel burned the tomtt
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lights oveo* the grave of Geoffrey de Clinton; in these dun-

geons kings groaned; in these doorways duchesses fainted.

Scene of gold, and silver, and scroll-work, and chiselled

arch, and mosaic. Here were heard the carousals of the

Round Table; from those very stables the caparisoned

horses came prancing out for the tournament; through that

gateway, strong, weak, heroic, mean, sj)lendid Queen Eliz-

abeth advanced to the castle, while the waters of the lake

gleamed under torch-lights, and the battlements were

aflame with rockets; and cornet, and hautboy and trumpet,

poured out their music on the air; and goddesses glided out

from the groves to meet her; and from turret to foundation

Kenilworth trembled under a cannonade, and for seventeen

days, at a cost of of five thousand dollars a day, the festi-

val was kept. Four hundred servants standing in costly

livery; sham battles between knights on horseback; jugglers

tumbling on the grass; thirteen bears baited for the amuse-

ment of the guests; three hundred and twenty hogsheads

of beer consumed; till all Europe applauded, denounced, and

stood amazed.

" Where is the glory now ? What has become of the

velvet ? Who wears the jewels ? Would Amy Robsart

have longed to get into the castle had she known its coming

ruin? Where are those who were waited on, and those

who waited ? What has become of Elizabeth the visitor,

and Robert Dudley the visited ? Cromwell's men dashed

upon the scene ; they drained the lakes ; they befouled the

banquet-hall; they turned the castle into a tomb, on whose

scarred and riven sides ambition and cruelty and lust may
well read their doom. ' So let all thine enemies perish, O
Lord ; but let them that love Thee be as the sun when he

goeth forth in his might.' "

THOMAS CAELTLE.
" In Chelsea, a suburb of London, and on a narrow street,
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with not even a bouse in front, but, instead thereof, a long

range of brick wall, is the house of Thomas Carlyle, You
go through a narrow hall and turn to the left, and are in

the literary workshop where some of the strongest thunder-

bolts of the world have been forged. The two front win-

dows have on them scant curtains of reddish calico, hung

at the top of the lower sash, so as not to keep the sun from

looking down, but to hinder the street from looking in.

"The room has a lounge covered with the same material,

and of construction such as you would find- in the plainest

house among: the mountains. It looks as if it had been

made by an author not accustomed to saw or hammer,

and in the interstices of m.ental work. On the wall are a

few Avoodcuts in plain frames or pinned against the wall;

also a photograph of Mr. Carlyle taken one day, as his

family told me, when he had a violent toothache and could

attend to nothing else. It is his favorite picture, though it

gives him a face more than ordinarily severe and troubled.

"In long shelves, unpainted and unsheltered by glass or

door, is the library of the world-renowned thinker. The

books are worn, as though he had bought them to read.

Many of them are uncommon books, the titles of which I

never saw before. American literature is almost ignored,

while Germany monopolizes many of the spaces. I noticed

the absence of theological works, save those of Thomas
Chalmers, whose name and genius he well-nigh worships.

The carpets are old and worn and faded—not because he

cannot afford better, but because he would have his home a

perpetual protest against the world's sham. It is a place

not calculated to give inspiration to a writer. No easy-

chairs, no soft divans, no wealth of upholstery, but simply

a place to work and stay. Never having heard a word

about it, it was nevertheless just such a place as I ex-

pected."
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WORKS OF AKT.

" None can forget the place, or the day, or the hour, when
he first gazed on a genuine work of one of the old masters.

We had seen for years pieces of canvas which pretended to

have come from Italy or Germany, and to be three or four

hundred years old. The chief glory of them was that they

were cracked, and wrinkled, and dull, and inexplicable, and

had great antiquity of varnish, immensity of daub, and in-

finity of botch. The great grandfather of the exhibition

got the heirloom from a Portuguese pedlar, who was

wrecked at Venice in the middle of the last century, and

went ashore just as one of the descendants of the celebrated

Braggadocio Thundergusto, of the fourteenth century, was

hard up for money, and must have a drink or die.

"But I find in my diary this record:

"'June 30, 1870, at two o'clock, P. M., in the National

Gallery of Scotland, I first saw a Titian.

"'July 9, 1870, at ten minutes to three o'clock, in the

National Gallery of England, first saw a Murillo.'

"It seemed to require a sacred subject to call out the

genius of the old masters. On secular themes they often

failed. They knew not, as do the moderns, how to pluck

up a plant from the earth and make it live on canvas. Del-

monico, for the adornment of a shoulder of bacon, with his

knife cuts out of a red beet a rose more natural than the

forget-me-not of old Sigismond Holbein, or the lily by Lo
Spagna. Their battle-pieces are a Cincinnati slaughter-

house. Their Cupid scenes are merely a nursery of babies

that rush out from the bath-tub into the hall before their

mother has time to dress them. The masters failed with a

fiddle, but shook the earth with a diapason. Give them a

' Crucifixion ' or a ' Judgment,' and they triumph."



CHAPTER V.

MY RETUR]Sr TO AMERICA.

[In company with Dr. Talmage, on board the " Gallia/

up the Channel, he remarked to us that he had recently

passed the steamship "Greece," in which vessel he once

encountered, with seven hundred other souls on board, a

terrific cyclone when returning home from England. His

powerful description of that event, written at the time,

we now present to our readers.

—

Ed.]

"The steamer ' Greece' of the National Line swung out

into the river Mersey at Liverpool, bound for New York,

We had on board seven hundred, crew and passengers. We
came together strangers—Englishmen, Irishmen, Italians,

Swedes, Norwegians, Americans. Two flags floated from

the masts : British and American ensigns. So may they

ever float, and no red hand of war ever snatch either of

them down ! In the same prayer that we put up for our

own national prosperity, we will send up the petition, 'God

save the Queen !' We had a new vessel, or one so thoroughly

remodeled that the voyage had around it all the uncertain-

ties of a trial trip. The great steamer felt its way cau-

tiously out into the sea. The pilot was discharged ; and

committing ourselves to the care of Him who holdeth the

winds in His fist, we were fairly started on our voyage of

three thousand miles. It was rough nearly all the way—
the sea with strong buffeting disputing our path. But one

week ago last night, at eleven o'clock, after the lights had

been put out, a cyclone—a wind just made to tear ships to
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pieces—caught us in its clutches. It came down so sud-

denly that we had not time to take in the sails, or to fasten

the hatches. You must know that the bottom of the

Atlantic is strewn with the ghastly work of cyclones. Oh!

they are cruel winds. They have hot breath, as though

they came up from infernal furnaces. Their merriment is

the cry of affrighted passengers. Their play is the founder-

ing of steamers. And when a ship goes down they laugh

until both continents hear them. They go in circles, or, as

I describe them with my hand—rolling on! rolling on!

With finger of terror writing on the white sheet of the

wave this sentence of doom: ' Let all that come within this

circle perish! Brigantines, go down! Clippers, go down!

SteamshijDS, go down!' And the vessel, hearing the terrible

voice, crouches in the surf, and as the waters gurgle through

the hatches and portholes, it lowers away, thousands of feet

down, further and further, until at last it strikes the bot-

tom; and all is peace, for they have landed. Helmsman,

dead at the wheel! Engineer, dead amid the extinguished

furnaces! Captain, dead in the gangway! Passengers,

dead in the cabin! Buried in the great cemetery of dead

steamers, beside the 'City of Boston,' the 'Lexington,' the

'President,' the 'Cambria'—waiting for the archangel's

trumpet to split up the decks, and wrench open the cabin-

doors, and unfasten the hatches.

"I thought that I had seen storms on the sea before;

but all of them together might have come under one wing
of that cyclone. We were only eight or nine hundred miles

from home, and in high exj^eetation of soon seeing our

friends, for there was no one on board so poor as net to

have a friend. But it seemed as if we were to be disap-

pointed. The most of us expected then and there to die.

There were none who made light of the peril, save two : one
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was an Englishman, and he was drunk, and the other was
an American, and he was a fool! Oh! what a time it was!

A night to make one's hair turn white. We came out of

the berths, and stood in the gangway, and looked into the

steerage, and sat in the cabin. While seated there, we
heard overhead something like minute-guns. It was the

bursting of the sails. We held on with both hands to keep

our places. Those who attempted to cross the floor came
back bruised and gashed. Cups and glasses were dashed

to fragments; pieces of the table, getting loose, swung
across the saloon. It seemed as if the hurricane took that

great ship of thousands of tons and stood it on end, and

said: 'Shall I sink it, or let it go this once?' And then it

came down with such force that the billows tramj^led over

it, each mounted on a fury. We felt that everything de-

pended on the propelling screw. If that stopped for an

instant, we knew the vessel would fall off into the trough

of the sea and sink; and so we prayed that the screw, which

three times since leaving Liverpool had already stopped,

might not stop now. Oh! how anxiously we listened for

the regular thump, thump, thump of the machinery, upon

which our lives seemed to depend. After a while some one

said: ' The screw is stopped! ' No; its sound had only been

overpowered by the uproar of the tempest, and we breathed

easier again when Ave heard the regular pulsations of tho

overtasked machinery going thump, thump, thump. At

three o'clock in the morning the water covered the ship

from prow to stern, and the skylights gave way! Tho

deluge rushed in, and we felt that one or two more waves

like that must swamp us forever. As the water rolled

backward and forward in the cabins, and dashed against

the wall, it sprang half-way up to the ceiling. Rush,

ing through the skylights as it came in with such ter-
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rific roar, there went up from the cabin a shriek of horror

which I pray God I may never hear again. I have dreamed

the Avhole scene over again, bnt God has mercifully kept

me from hearing that one cry. Into it seemed to be com-

pressed the agony of expected shipwreck. It seemed to

say: 'I shall never get home again! My childi-en shall be

orphaned, and my wife shall be widowed! I am launch-

ing now into eternity! In two minutes I shall meet my
God!

'

" There were about five hundred and fifty passengers in

the steerage; and as the waters rushed in and touched the

furnaces, and began violently to hiss, the poor creatures in

the steerage imagined that the boilers were giving way.

Those passengers writhed in the water and in the mud,

some praying, some crying, all terrified. They made a rush

for the deck. An ofiicer stood on deck, and beat them back

with blow after blow. It was necessary. They could not

have stood an instant on the deck. Oh ! how they begged

to get out of the hold of the ship! One woman with a child

in her arms rushed up and caught hold of one of the officers

and cried: 'Do let me out! I will help you! Do let me out!

I cannot die here.' Some got down and j^i'ayed to the Vir-

gin Mary, saying: 'O blessed Mother! keep us! Have

mercy on us!' Some stood with white lips and fixed gaze,

silent in their terror. Some wrung their hands, and cried

out; *0 God! what shall I do? what shall I do?' The time

came when the crew could no longer stay on the deck, and

the cry of the ofiicers was: 'Below! all hands below!' Our

brave and sympathetic Captain Andrews—whose praise I

shall not cease to speak while I live—had been swept by the

hurricane from his bridge, and had escaped very narrowly

with his life. The cyclone seemed to stand on the deck,

waving its wing, crying: 'This ship is mine! I have cap-
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tured it! Ha! ha! I will command it. If God will per-

mit, I will sink it here and now! By a thousand shipwrecks,

I swear the doom of this vessel!' There was a lull in the

storm; but only that it might gain additional fury. Crash!

went the life-boat on one side. Crash! went the life-boat

on the other side. The great booms got loose, and as with

the heft of a thunder-bolt, pounded the deck and beat the

mast—the jib-boom, studding-sail boom, and square-sail

boom, with their strong arms, beating time to the awful

march and music of the hurricane!

"Meanwhile the ocean became phosphorescent. The
whole scene looked like fire. The water dripping from the

rigging; there were ropes of fire; and there were masts of

fire ; and there was a deck of fire. A ship of fire, sailing on

a sea of fire, through a night of fire. O, my God! let me
never see anything like it again

!

" Everybody prayed. A lad of twelve years of age got

down and prayed for his mother. ' If I should give up,'

he said, ' I do not know what would become of mother.'

There were men who, I think, had not prayed for thirty

years, who then got down on their knees. When a man
who has neglected God all his life feels that he has come to

his last time, it makes a very busy night. All our sins and

shortcomings passed through our minds. My own life

seemed unsatisfactory. I could only say ;
' Here Lord, take

me as I am. I cannot mend matters now. Lord Jesus,

thou didst die for the chief of sinners. That's me! Into

Thy hands I commit myself, my wife, and children at

home, the Tabernacle, the College—all the interests of Thy
kingdom. It seems. Lord, as if my work is done, and poorly

done, and upon Thy infinite mercy I cast myself, and in

this hour of shipwreck and darkness commit myself and her

whom I hold by the hand to Thee, O Lord Jesus! praying
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that it may be a short struggle in the water, and that at the

same instant we may both arrive in glory!' Oh! I tell you,

a man prays straight to the mark when he has a cyclone

above him, an ocean beneath him, and eternity so close to

him that he can feel its breath on his cheek.

" The night was long. At last we saw the dawn looking

through the port-holes. As in the olden time, in the fourth

watch of the night, Jesus came walking on the sea, from

wave-cliff to wave-cliff; and when He puts His foot upon a

billow, though it may be tossed up with might, it goes

down. He cried to the winds. Hush! They knew His

voice. The waves knew his foot. They died away. And
in the shining track of his feet I read these letters on scrolls

of foam and fire
—

' The earth shall be filled with the knowl-

edge of God as the waters fill the sea.' The ocean calmed.

The path of the steamer became more and more mild; until,

on the last morning out, the sun threw around about us a

glory such as I never "witnessed before. God made a pave-

ment of mosaic, reaching from horizon to horizon, for all

the splendors of earth and heaven to walk upon—a pave-

ment bright enough for the foot of a seraph—bright

enough for the wheels of the archangel's chariot. As a

parent embraces a child, and kisses away its grief, so, over

that sea, that had been writhing in agony in the tempest,

the morning threw its arms of beauty and of benediction;

and the lips of earth and heaven met. As I came on deck

—

it was very early, and we were nearing the shore—I saw a

few sails against the sky. They seemed like the spirits of

the night walking the billows, I leaned over the taffrail of

the vessel, and said : *Thy way, O God, is in the sea, and

Thy path in the great Avaters,'

" It grew lighter. The clouds were hung in purple clus-

ters along the sky; and, as if those purple clusters were
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pressed into red wine and poured out upon the sea, every

wave turned into crimson. Yonder, fire-cleft stood opposite

to fire-cleft; and here, a cloud rent and tinged with light,

Beemed like a palace, with flames bursting from the win-

dows. The whole scene lighted up, until it seemed as if

the angels of God were ascending and descending upon
stairs of fire, and the wave-crests, changed into jasper, and

crystal, and amethyst, as they were flung towards the

beach, made me think of the crowns of heaven cast before

the throne of the great Jehovah. I leaned over the taffrail

again, and said, with more emotion than before: * Thy way,

O God, is in the sea, and Thy path in the great

waters!'

"So, I thought, will be the going off of the storm and

night of the Christian's life. The darkness will fold its

tents and away! The golden feet of the rising morn will

come skipping upon the mountians, and all the wrathful

billows of the world's woe break into the splendors of

eternal joy.

"And so we came into the harbor. The cyclone behind

us. Our friends before us. God, who is always good, all

around us! And if the roll of the crew and the passengers

bad been called, seven hundred souls would have answered

to their names. 'And so it came to pass, that we all es-

caped safe to land.'

" To that God, who delivered me and my comrades, to

that God, I commend you. Wait not for the storm and

darkness, before you fly to Him. Go to Him now, and seek

his pardon. Find refuge in his mercy.

" And may God grant that when all our Sabbaths on

earth are ended, we may find that, through the rich mercy

of our Lord Jesus Christ, we all have weathered the

gale.
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" ' Into tlie harbor of heaven now we glide.

Home at last!

Softly we drift on the bright silver tide.

Home at last!

Glory to God I All our dangers are o'er;

We stand secure on the glorified shore.

Riory to God ! we will shout evermore,

iiome at last

!

Home at last I

'

"



CHAPTER VI.

THE HISTORY OF THE BROOKLYN TABERNACLE.

The church which is popularly known as the Brooklyn

Tabernacle, but whose corporate title is the Central Presby-

terian Church, has a history which, as a specimen of remark-

ably and rapidly achieved success, has so many points of bril-

liancy that it is not to be wondered at that it has already

filled a large place in the local historic records, in which

have been noted the great achievements in church enter-

prises that form so distinguishing a characteristic of Brook-

lyn. This rapid and remarkable growth, however, relates

exclusively to its present pastorate. Previous to that its

advance was slow, and its career without remarkable inci-

dent. Like most of the churches of that city, it had its

inception in a mission Sunday-school. This school was

organized by certain members of the Second Presby-

terian Church, then under the care of the Rev. J. S.

Spencer. A leader in the movement was Mr. John R.

31orris, the senior elder of the church just named. He was
chosen its first superintendent on July 19, 1834, and the

school was held in a building in Prince street, and was

known as the Prince Street Mission. This enterprise was

prosecuted amid many various discouragements through a

period of thirteen years. It culminated on April 13, 1849,

when a church was organized with twenty-five members,

under the corporate title of the Central Presbyterian

Church of Brooklyn. Worship was held in the Sunday-

school room for some months. The congregation then pur-
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chased the building which, in 1833, had been erected for a

church by S. A. Willoughby, Esq., at the corner of Wil-

loughby and Pearl Streets, and which had been used by tiie

Fifth Presbyterian Church. This building is now known as

the Central Auction Sales Room. The Rev. ISTathaniel C.

Locke was installed as the first pastor of the new church,

and under his ministrations about fifty persons were added

to its membership. Mr. Locke withdrew in 1850, and was

succeeded by the Rev, Calvin Edson Rockwell, D.D., who

was installed February 13,1851. After a lapse of two years,

the congregation determined to erect a new house of wor-

'ship. A sale of the Willoughby Street property was ef-

fected on January 24, 1853. In order to have a house of

worship for immediate use, the congregation erected a tem-

porary building, to which they gave the name of the Tab-

ernacle. It was placed at the corner of State and Nevins

streets, and was opened for public worship April 3, 1853.

The building of the permanent structure in Schermerhorn

street, near Nevins street, which then took the name of

the Central Presbyterian Church, and which is now known

as the Lay College Building, was begun, its corner-stone

being laid Xovember 4, 1853. As then completed, and as it

stands to-day, it is a brick structure ninety-nine by sixty-two

feet. The main auditorium contains one hundred and forty

four pews on the ground floor and forty-two in the gallery.

The edifice has a basement the full size of the building. Its

front is decorated with a portico of the Grecian Doric

order. Its cost was about thirty thousand dollars. This

edifice is now occupied by the present Tabernacle Congre-

gation for the Sunday-school, the Lay College, prayer-

meetings and church sociables. For some time after the

erection of this church considerable success attended the

ministrations of the Rev. Dr. Rockwell. In the winter of
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1855 an extensive revival occurred, during wliich a large

number were added to the membership. In the succeeding

years a decline followed these successes. The great popu-

larity and power of Rev. Dr. Cuyler, whose church was so

near by, drew away numbers, and a want of interest began

to tell sadly upon the condition of affairs in the Central

Presbyterian Church. The Rev. Dr. Rockwell continued

on until 1868, when he felt it to be his duty to resign. The

church was without a minister for a year following, and

during that time its members dwindled rapidly, until, it is

said, only nineteen persons had the courage to make an ef-

fort to get a first-class minister and to resuscitate the

church. Among those who did much to rouse the courage

of this handful of faithful ones Avas Judge E. C. Con-

verse, a gentleman of great faith, eloquence and influ-

ence. He cast about him for a minister whose power as a

preacher and a worker would build up the church, Thi-ough

connections and acquaintances in the city of Philadelphia,

the attention of Jud^e Converse was drawn to the then al-

ready rising local fame of the Rev. T. De Witt Talmage,

then pastor of the First' Reformed Church of that city.

Mr. Converse determined on a vigorous effort to obtain

Dr. Talmage as the minister of the Central Presbyterian

Church. It seemed like a forlorn hope that a pulpit orator,

whose fame was already beginning to fill the land, would

heed, much less accept, a call from a poor struggling

church. Be the result what it might, Judge Converse felt

that the needs of the Central Presbyterian Church de-

manded the highest effort, and, besides, he felt that the

rising preacher could win a noblo fame, and do as glorious

a work in Brooklyn as anywhere else. Emboldened by the

faithful Judge Converse, his associates commissioned him

to Iv* the bearer of a call to Dr. Talmage. It did not damp
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the ardor-of his hopes to find when he reached the home of

Dr Talmage that four other calls, backed by great influ-

ence and power, were already ahead of that which he bore.

One was from a leading church in San Francisco another

was from Boston, and another from Chicago, and H. M.

Smith, the present editor-in-chief of the "Union/' was one

of the committee from that city, who carried that call to

Dr Talmage. Now that that gentleman, whose mission at

the time resulted only in keen disappointment, has, like

Dr Talmage, become a resident of Brooklyn, and identified

with Its material and religious interests, he is no doubt

abundantly satisfied with the choice of the calls then made

Dr Talmage has told to a few friends what a struggle ol

contending°influences was produced in his mind by the pre-

sentation of those five calls, and the beseeching cry not to

leave them set up by the church in the midst of which he

was so happily situated, and by which he was so greatly

beloved. After repeated prayer for three days, he decided

in favor of Brooklyn.
.

The moment he made and announced his decision, his

mind grew at ease, and though many of his congregation

came to him with tears in their eyes to induce him to

change his determination, he never wavered, as he saw his

way clear. His first sermon under his present pastorate

was preached on March 7, 1869, from the text, 'God is

love ' His fame as a preacher had preceded hmi to Brook-

lyn, and from the very first every service he conducted

was largely attended. Before the close of his first year the

church saw that it would be necessary to construct a larger

buildino- to accommodate the crowds who flocked to hear

him The work of building a new edifice was begun m

June of the following year, 1870, and completed m three

THonths, This rapidity ©f construction was due to a re-
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markable peculiarity of design from an original plan made

and elaborated by Dr. Talmage himself. The principal

idea was that of a half-circle auditorium, with the platform

placed midway between the two ends of the arc connecting

the extremes of the serai-circle, and the passage-ways or

aisles radiating out from the platform, and the floor rising

from the platform outwardly. The construction of the

building was also unique and peculiar. A rough wooden

frame formed the exterior outline of the building. This

frame was inclosed by strips of corrugated sheet iron so

lapped as to form a continuous covering. The frame being

covered in this way, both on the inside and the outside,

gave to the structure the appearance of one-half of an iron

cylinder set on end. The roof over the structure was sup-

ported by a series of eight pillars extending in semi-circular

form along a radius drawn parallel to the outer radius, and

about half-way from the platform to the main entrance.

The organ, a splendid one by Hook of Boston, who built

the Plymouth Church organ, was, as in the present Tab-

ernacle, placed at the back of the platform, and the organ-

ist's bank of keys and pedals were situated immediately in

front of the platform.

This new style of church auditorium was not only

original with Dr. Talmage, but it was revolutionary in

character. It upset the whole previous theory of church

architecture and church seating. The superior acoustic

properties of buildings thus internally arranged, and the

advantages they possess in the matter of obtaining a good

view of the speaker, were soon rendered so apparent that

the style has since become exceedingly and deservedly

popular. Many new churches have since adopted this plan.

Among them maybe mentioned the Central Congregational

(Rev. Dr. Scudder's), and the younger Dr. Tyng's Church,
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at Forty-second street and Madison avenue, New York.

A church is now being built at Toronto, which is a perfect

fac-simile of the present Tabernacle.

The old Tabernacle had no gallery. It had seats for two

thousand nine hundred persons, and by bringing in camp-

stools three thousand four hundred persons could be seated

in it. During its construction Dr. Talmage was alloAved

leave of absence to visit Europe. He was escorted down
the bay on the day of his departure by a large number of

his congregation, and among the last sounds borne on his

ears, as the escort-boat turned to go back to Brooklyn?

were cheers for the Tabernacle, which the congregation

had promised to have ready against his return. The con-

gregation nobly redeemed their pledge; the old Tabernacle

was completed eai-ly in September, 1870, and dedicated on

Sunday, the 26th of the same month. The dedication ser-

mon was preached by Dr. Talmage himself, in the presence

of about four thousand people. Among the ministers who
assisted on the occasion were the Rev. Messrs. Lockwood,

Edward Eggleston, D.D., Galium, Butler, and Taylor.

The text of the sermon was Luke xiv. 23, ' Compel them to

come in.' From that time on, the history of the church

was a constant series of successes. Many things about its

edifice and its church management were regarded as experi-

ments, and yet all of them had the happiest results. Beside

the innovation of the church structure itself. Dr. Talmage

set aside the practice of choir-singing, so much then in

vogue, and insisted that all the Church music in the

Tabernacle should be exclusively congregational. He also

enunciated the principle of free pews, and carried it into

practical effect,

THE OLD TABERNACLE ENLARGED.

During the following year the old Tabernacle was en-

larged by an addition which increased its sitting capacity
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about five hundred. It was re-dedicated on Sunday, Sep-

tember 10, 1871.

The dedication sermon was preached by the venerable

Rev. Dr. Stej^hen H. Tyng; the Rev. Dr. Irenseus S. Prime,

of the New York " Observer," and the Rev. J. Hyatt

Smith, assisted at the service. The Rev. B. I. Ives, of the

Methodist Church, made an appeal for pecuniary aid, and

succeeded in obtaining pledges of sixteen thousand dollars

towards the removal of the debt. At that time the whole

cost of the edifice, including the organ, was about eighty

thousand dollars, nearly all of which was paid, or pledged

to be paid, by responsible members of the church. On a

certain Saturday afternoon, a few days antecedent to

Christmas of 1872, the church session met at the residence

of Major B. R. Corwin, and having settled up the finances

for the year, separated, congratulating themselves that they

had jDassed through a series of glorious successes.

THE OLD TABEEXACLE BURNED.

As the members of the Tabernacle congregation were

preparing to assemble for worship on Sunday morning,

December 22, 1872, they were startled and saddened at

finding their house enveloped in flames. At half-past ten,

the time of commencing service, the building was falling

in ruins before their eyes.

The fire broke out in less than an hour before, but so rapid

was its progress that in thirty minutes the entire edifice was
involved and doomed to destruction, despite the efforts of

the firemen. The intelligence of thedisaster spread rapidly

over the city, and immediately exj)i'essions of sympathy
flowed in from other churches to the houseless congrega-

tion. Ten of them offered their own edifices to the Taber-

nacle people for services in the afternoon and evening, in-
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eluding Plymouth Church, the Classon, Clinton and Lafay-

ette Avenue Churches, the Elm Place Congregational, the

First and Second Presbyterian, two Baptist, and one Meth-

odist Church. The invitation of Mr. Beecher's church was

accepted, and the congregation attended services there m
the evening, the occasion drawing a crowded audience. The
pastor, Rev. T. De Witt Talmage, preached the sermon he

had intended for the morning, alluding first, as follows, to

the event of the day:

" In the village where I once liA^ed, on a cold night, there

was a cry of fire. House after house was consumed. But

thei'e was in the village a large hospitable dwelling, and

as soon as the people were burned out they came into

this common center. The good man of the house stood at

the door and said, •' Come in,' and the little children as

they were brought to the door, some of them wrapped in

blankets and shawls, were taken up to bed, and the old

people that came in from their consumed dwellings were

seated around the fire. And the good man of the house

told them that all would be well. This is a very cold day

to be burned out. But we come into this hospitable home
to night, and gather around this great warm fire of Chris-

iian kindness and love, and it is good to be here. The
Lord built the Tabernacle and the Lord let it burn down.

Blessed be the name of the Lord! We don't feel like sit-

ting down in discouragement, although the place was very

dear. Our hearts there were filled with comfort; and to us,

many a time, did Jesus ajDpear—His face radiant as the sun.

To-day, when Christian sympathy came in from Plymouth

Church, and from ten other churches of the city, all offer-

ing their houses of worship to us, I must say I v/as deeply

moved. Tell me not that there is no kindness between

churches, or that there is no such thing as Christian brother-
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hood. Blessed be the tie that binds our hearts in Christian

love!"

A. CARD FROM DR. TALMAGE TO THE " CHRISTIAN AGE,"

LONDON.

" Our Free Tabernacle is in ruins. We do not feel as if

our work is yet done. We want a place to preach and hear

the old-fashioned gospel of pardon and help for all men,

through Jesus. We have during the past two years built

the Tabernacle and sustained the Lay College. Hence, we
have no financial strength left to meet this disaster. I ask

the people, North, South, East and West, who love the

cause of God, to help us out of this misfortune.

" We want large help, and we Avant it immediately.

" T. De Witt Talmage."

That the readers of the Christian Age promptly and gen-

erously responded to this appeal will be seen by the follow-

ing letter:

A LETTER FROM DR. TALMAGE.

In acknowledgment of the contributionsfrom the readers of

the Christian Age towards the erection of the New Tab-

ernacle:
"Bkookltn, April 23, 1873-

" My dear Mr. Dickinson:

" I cannot tell you how grateful I am to you, and the

readers of the ' Christian Age,' for the very handsome con-

tribution just received from you towards the rebuilding of

our Tabernacle. My congregation feel your kindness very

much. Convey to all our transatlantic friends our thanks

and love; and tell them if they ever have a big fire over

there, to let us know.
" The rebuilding has already begun, and we shall have a

church by the latter part of next September very much
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iarger than before—holdiug at least 2,000 more than our

former Tabernacle.

" You ask for lectures, &c. If you desire to open a lit-

erary column for me, I Avill fill it for a year with articles

somewhat secular, but all having a moral, and most of them

a religious bearing. I will send you, as the first instalment

of articles, the American edition of ' Crumbs Swept Up;'

one-half of which have never been j^ublished in England. I

Avill mark in the index those more apjDropriate; and, also,

other sketches as I may prepare them, such as ' Sink or

or Swim,' an article which you j^ublished.

" We last night closed the year of our Tabernacle Free

Lay College. We have six hundred students preparing for

different kinds of Christian Avork. It has been a very j^ros-

perous year, and students have accomplished much good in

their preaching stations. I will send you, with the next

mail, my address at the close of the session. Within the

last few weeks I have received many letters from England
and Scotland, giving me encouraging accounts of how God
is blessing my sermons and books to the comfort and salva-

tion of men. Your ' Christian Age ' must go almost every-

where.

" The Lord prosper your printing-press.

"Yours, &c.,

" T. De Witt Tai^mage.

THIKGS KOT BURNED UP.

''The Brooklyn Tabernacle is gone! The bell that hung

m its tower last Sabbath morning rang its own funeral

knell. On that day we gathered from our homes with our

families to hear what Christ had of comfort and inspiration

for His people. We expected to meet cheerful smiles and

warm handshakings, and the triumphant song, and the large
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brotherhood that characterized that blessed place ; but

coming to the doors, we found nothing but an excited

populace and a blazing church. People who had given

until they deeply felt it, saw all the results of their benevo-

lence going down into ashes, and, on that cold morning, the

tears froze on the cheeks of God's people as they saw they

were being burned out. Brooklyn Tabernacle is gone!

The platform on which it was my joy to stand with messages

of salvation; the pev.'s in which you listened and prayed,

and wept and rejoiced; the altars around which you and

your children were consecrated in baptism; the communion-
table where we celebrated the Savior's love—all that scene

which to us was the shining gate of heaven, is gone! I

will not hide the loss. If I ever forget the glorious Sab-

baths we spent there, and the sweet reunions, and the

mighty demonstrations of God's spirit among the people,

may my right hand forget her cunning, and my soul be left

desolate! But we have not come here to sound a dirge.

'All things work together for good to them that love God.'

Sorrows are loathsome things, but they are necessary.

They are leeches that suck out the hot inflammation from

the soul. ' Weeping may endure for a night, but joy

Cometh in the morning.' I could cover up all this place

with promises of hope and peace, and comfort and deliver-

ance. Hallelujah! for the Lord God omnipotent reigneth.

" I am here to-night not to pi^each a formal sermon, but

to tell you of some things that last Sabbath were not

burned up.

"First, the spirit of Christian brotherhood was not con-

sumed. You never greeted the members of our church

with such cordiality as this week on the street, in cars, and

on the ferries. You stood on no cold formalities. The
people who during the last two years sat on the other side
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of the aisle, Tsliose faces 'vrere familiar to you, but to Avliom

you had never sj^oken, you greeted them this "U'eek with

smiles and tears, as you said: '"Well, the old place is gone.'

You did not ^vant to seem to cry, and so you swept the

sleeve near the corner of the eye, and pretended it was the

sharp wind that made your eyes weak. Ah! there was

nothing the matter with your eyes; it was your soul bub-

bling over. I tell you that it is impossible to sit for two
or three years around the same church fireside and not have

sympathies in common. Somehow you feel that you would

like those people on the other side of the aisle, about whom
you know but little, prospered and pardoned, and blessed

and saved. You feel as if you are in the same boat, and

you want to glide up the same harbor, and want to disem-

bark at the same wharf. If row jDut gold and iron and lead

and zinc in sufficient heat, they will melt into a conglom-

erate mass; and I really feel that last Sabbath's fire has

fused us all, grosser and finer natures, into one. It seems

as if we all had our hands on a wire connected with an

electric battery, and when this church sorrow started, it

thrilled through the whole circle, and we all felt the shock.

The oldest man and the youngest child could join hands in

this misfortune. Grandfather said: 'I expected from those

altars to be buried;' and one of the children last Sabbath

cried: 'I don't want the Tabernacle to burn, I have been

there so many times.' You may remember that over the

organ we had the words: ' One Lord, one faith, one bap-

tism.' That was our creed. Well, that is all burned down,

but the sentiment is engraved with such durability in our

soul that no earthly fire can scorch it, and the flames of the

judgment-day will have no power to burn it,

"Another thing that did not burn up is the cross of

Christ. That is used to the fire. On the dark day when
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Jesus died, the lightning struck it from above, and the

flames of hell dashed up against it from beneath. That

tearful, painful, tender, blessed cross still stands. On it

we hang all our hopes; beneath it we put down all our sins;

in the light of it we expect to make the rest of our pilgrim-

age. Within sight of such a sacrifice, who can feel he has

it hard? In the sight of such a symbol, who can be dis-

couraged, however great the darkness that may come down
upon him? Jesus lives ! The loving, patient, sympathizing,

mighty Jesus ! It shall not be told on earth, or in hell, or in

heaven, that three Hebrew children had the Son of God
beside them in the fire, and that a whole church was for-

saken by the Lord when they went through a furnace one

hundred and fifty-three feet front by one hundred deep.

O Lord Jesus ! shall we take out of Tliy hand the flowers,

and the fruits, and the brightness, and the joys, and then

turn away because Thou dost give us one cup of bitterness

to drink ? Oh ! no, Jesus, we will drink it dry. But how

it is changed ! Blessed Jesus, what hast thou put into the

cup to sweeten it ? Why, it has become the wine of heaven,

and our souls grQW strong. I come down to-night, and

place both of my feet deep down into the blackened ashes

of our consumed church, and I cry out with an exhiliration

that I never felt since the day of my soul's emancipation:

' Victory ! victory ! through our Lord Jesus Christ.

" 'Your harps, ye trembling saints,

Down from tlie willows take;

Loud to the praise of Love divine

Bid e^^ery string awake.'

" I remark, again, that the catholicity of the Christian

churches has not been burned up. We are in tlie Academy

to-day, not because we have no other place to go. Last

Sabbath morning, at nine o'clock, we had but one church;
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now we have twenty-five at our disposal. Their pastors

and their trustees say: 'You may take our main au-

dience-rooms, you may take our lecture-rooms, you may
take our church parlors, you may baptize in our bap-

tisteries, and sit on our anxious seats.' Oh! if there be

any larger-hearted ministers or larger-hearted churches

anywhere than in Brooklyn, tell me where they are,

that I may go and see them before I die. The millen-

nium has come. People keep wondering when it is coming.

It has come. The lion and the lamb lie down together, and

the tiger eats straw like an ox. I should like to have seen

two of the old-time bigots with their swords fighting through

that great fire on Schermerhorn street last Sabbath. I am
sure the swords would have melted, and they who wielded

them would have learned war no more. I can never say a

word against any other denomination of Christians. I

thank God I never have been tempted to do it. I cannot

be a sectarian. I have been told I ought to be, and I have

tried to be, but I have not enough material in me to make
such a structure. Every time I get the thing most done,

there comes a fire, or something else, and all is gone.

The angels of God sing out on this Christmas air: 'Glory

to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good will toward

men.' I do not think the day is far distant when all the

different branches of the Presbyterian Church will be one,

and all the different branches of the Methodist Church will

be one, and all the different branches of the Episcopal

Church will be one. I do not know, but I see on the hori-

zon the first gleam of the morning which shall unite all

evangelical denominations in one organization; churches

distinguished from each other, not by a variety of creeds,

but difference of locality, as it was in the time of the

Apostles. It was then the Church of Thyatira, and the
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Church of Thessalonica, and the Church of Autioch, and

the Church of Laodicea. So, I do not know but that in

the future history, and not far off either, it may be simply

a distinction of locality and not of creed, as the Church of

New York, the Church of Brooklyn, the Church of Boston,

the Church of Charlestown, the Church of Madras, the

Church of Constantinople.

" My dear brethren, we cannot afford to be severely divi-

ded. Standing in front of the great foes of our common
Christianity, we want to put on the whole armor of God,

and march down in solid column, shoulder to shoulder, one

Commander, one banner, one triumph,

" 'The trumpet gives a martial strain:

Oh Israel ! gird thee for a fight;

Arise, the combat to maintain.

Arise, and put tliy foes to flight.'

" I have to announce, also, among the things not burned

up is Heaven. Fires may sweep through other cities—we
heard the tolling of the bell as we came in to-night; but I

am glad to know that the New Jemisalem is fire-jDroof.

There will be no engines rushing through those streets;

there will be no temples consumed in that city. Coming

to the doors of that church, we will find them open, reso-

nant with songs, and not cries of fire. O my dear brother

and sister! if this short lane of life comes up so soon to

that blessed place, what is the use of our worrying? I have

felt a good many times this last week like Father Taylor,

the sailor-preacher. He got into a long sentence while he

was i^reaching one day, and lost himself, and could not find

his way out of the sentence. He stopped, and said:

' Brethen, I have lost the nomination of this sentence, and

things are generally mixed up, but I am bound for the

kingdom anyhow.' And during this last week, when I saw
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the rusMng to and fro, and the excitement, I said to my-

self: ' I do not know just where we shall start again, but I

am bound for the kingdom anyhow.' I do not want to go

just yet. I want to be pastor of this people until I am
about eighty-nine years of age, but I have sometimes

thought that there are such glories ahead that I might be

persuaded to go a little earlier; for instance, at eighty-two

or eighty-three; but I really think that if we could have

an appreciation of what God has in reserve for us, we would

want to go to-night, stepping right out of the Academy of

Music into the glories of the skies. Ah! that is a good

land. Why, they tell me that in that land they never have

a heart-ache. They tell me that a man might walk five

hundred years in that land and never see a tear, nor hear a

sigh. They tell me of our friends who have left us and

gone there that their faces are radiant as the sun. And
they tell me that there is no winter there, and that they

never get hungry or cold, and that the sewing girl neveJ'

wades through the December snow-bank to her daily toil,

and that the clock never strikes twelve for the night, but

only twelve for the day.

" See that light in the window ? I wonder who set it

there. ' Oh !
' you say, ' my father that went into glory

must have set that light in the window.' No, guess again.

' My mother, who died fifteen years ago in Jesus, I think

must have set that light there.' No, guess again. You
say: 'My darling little child that last summer I put away
for the resurrection, I think she must have set that liglit

there in the window.' No, guess again. Jesus set it there,

and He will keep it burning until the day we put our finger

on the latch of the door, and go in to be at home forever.

Oh ! when my sight gets black in death, put on my eyelids

that sweet ointment. When in the last weariness I cannot
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take another step, just helj) me to put my foot on that

door-sill. When my ear catches no more the voices of wife

and child, let me go right in to have my deafness cured by

the stroke of the harpers, whose fingers fly over the strings

with the anthems of the free. Heaven never burns down !

The fires of the last day, that are already kindled in the

heart of the earth, but are hidden because God keeps down
the hatches—those internal fires will after a while break

though the crust, and the plains and the mountains and the

seas will be consumed, and the flames will fling their long

arms into the skies, but all the terrors of a burning world

will do no more harm to that heavenly temple than the fires

of the setting sun which kindle up the window glass of

the house on yonder hill-top. Oh, blessed land ! But I

do not want to go there until I see the Brooklyn Taber-

nacle rebuilt.. Tou say, ' TTill it be ?
' You might as well

ask me if the sun will rise to-morrow morning, or if the

next spring will put garlands on its head. You and I may
not do it—you and I may not live to see it; but the Church

of God does not stand on two legs nor a thousand legs. I

am here to tell you that among the things not burned up i»

our determination, in the strength and helj) of God, to go
forward.

"You say: 'Where are you going to get the means ? '^

Don't know. The building of the Tabernacle within two

years, and then an enlargement, at great expense, within

that same time, and the establishment and the maintenance

of the Lay College, have taken most of our funds. Did I

say just now that I did not know where the funds are to

come from ? I take that back. I do ! I do ! from the

hearts of the Christian people, and the lovers of the cause

of morality, all over this land. I am sure they will help

us, and we shall go on, and the new structure shall rise.
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How did the Israelites get through the Red Sea ? I sup-

pose somebody may have come and said: 'There is no need

of trying; you will get your feet wet, you will spoil your

clothes, you will drown yourselves. Who ever heard of

getting through such a sea as that ?
' How did they get

through it ? Did they go back ? No ! Did they go to

the right ? No ! Did they go to the left ? No ! They
went forward in the strength of the Lord Almighty, and that

is the way we mean to get through the Red Sea, Do you tell

me that God is going to let the effort for the establishment of

a free Christian church in Brooklyn fail ? Why, on the

dedication day of our Tabernacle, I was not more confident

and was not so happy as I am now. That building did its

work. We wanted to support a free Christian church;

we did it, and got along pleasantly and successfully, and

demonstrated the fact. The building is gone. The ninety-

five souls received at the first communion in that building

more than paid us for all the expenditure. We only put

uj^ the Tabernacle for two years. Do you know that?

Here sits a member of the Board of Trustees right under

me, and he remembers that when we built we said: 'We
shall put it up for two years, it will be a temporary resi-

dence, and at the close of that time we will know how large

a building we want, and what style of building we want.'

But having \n\t it up, we liked it so well, we concluded to

stay there permanently. But God decided otherwise, and
I take it as one of the providential indications of that fear-

ful disaster that we are to build a larger church, and ask

all the people to come in and be saved. You know how we
were crowded, and pushed, and jammed in that building

;

and last summer some of us talked about an enlargement,

but we found it impossible without changing the whole

structure of the building. The difiiculty now is gone; aud
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if the people North, South, East and West will help us, we
shall build on a larger scale, and the hundreds and thou-

sands who have wanted to be Avith us, but could not, shall

have room for themselves and families, where they may
come and be comforted in their sorrows, and by the grace

of the Lord Jesus, find out the way to heaven. Do you

tell me that the human voice cannot reach more people

than we used to have there ? It is a mistake. I have been

wearing myself out for the last two years in trying to keep

my voice in. Give me room where I can preach the glories

of Christ and the grandeurs of heaven.

" The old iron-clad has gone down by a shot midships.

We will build next time of brick. The building shall be

amphitheatrical in shape; it shall be very large; it shall be

very plain. Whether the material will be any better than

the one used in the old structure, I cannot say, for there are

four things that God has demonstrated within a short time

are not fire proof. One is corrugated iron; witness the

Brooklyn Tabernacle. Another is brick; witness the fire

last week in Centre street, New York. Another is Joliet

stone; witness Chicago. Another is Quincy granite; wit-

ness Boston. Why, when God rises wp to burn anything, a

stone wall is shavings. Hear that, O you men who are

building on nothing but earthly foundationSo The people

will rise up, and all our friends North, South, East and

West, who have been giving us their sympathies, will trans-

late their sympathies and their ' God bless you's ' into

' greenbacks,' and next winter the people will cry out :
' The

glory of the second temple is greater than the first.'

" There was a king of olden time who prided himself on

doing that which his people thought impossible; and it

ought to be the joy of the Christian Church to accomplish

that which the world thinks cannot be done.
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" But I want you to know that it will require more prayer

than we have ever offered, and more hard work than we
have ever put forth. Mere skirmishing around the mercy-

seat will not do. We have got to take the kingdom of

heaven by violence. We have got to march on, breaking

down all bridges behind us, making retreat impossible.

Throw away your knapsack if it impedes your march.
Keep your sword-arm free. Strike for Christ and His
kingdom while you may. No people ever had a better mis-

sion than you are sent on. Prove yourselves worthy. If I

am not fit to be your leader, set me aside. The brightest

goal on earth that I can think of is a country parsonage
amid the mountains. But I am not afraid to lead you. I

have a few hundred dollars, they are at your disposal. I

have good physical health, it is yours as long as it lasts.

I have an enthusiasm of soul; I will not keep it back from
your service. I have some faith in God, and I shall direct

it toward the rebuilding of our new spiritual home. Come
on, then! I will lead you. Come on, ye aged men, not yet

passed over Jordan! Give us one more lift before you go
into the promised land. You men in mid-life, harness all

your business faculties to this enterprise. Young men, put

the fire of your soul in this work. Let women consecrate

their persuasiveness and persistence to this cause, and they

will be preparing benedictions for their dying hour and

everlasting rewards; and if Satan really did burn that Tab-
ernacle down, as some people say he did, he will find it the

poorest job he ever undertook.

"Good-bye, Old Tabernacle! your career was short but

blessed; your ashes are precious in our sight. In the last

day may we be able to meet the songs there sung, and the

prayers there offered, and the sei-mons there preached!

Good-bye, old place, where some of us first felt the Gosp-^l
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peace, and others heard the last message ere they fled away

into the skies! Good-bye, Brooklyn Tabernacle of 1S70!

"But welcome our new church (I see it as pliiinly as though

it were already built)! Your walls firmer; your gates

wider; your songs more triumphant; your ingatherings

more glorious. Rise out of the ashes, and greet our wait-

ing vision. Burst on our souls, O day of our church's res-

urrection! By your altars, may we be prepared for the

hour when the fire shall try every man's work of what sort

it is. Welcome, Brooklyn Tabernacle of 1873!
"



CHAPTER VII.

THE KEW TABEENACLE.

Undismayed by the loss, wbile the smoke of the mini

was yet arising, measures were adopted for the erection of

a new Tabernacle, and for raising funds for that purpose.

The sympathy of the surrounding congregations was warm
and hearty. The congregation sought a temporary home
in the Academy of Music, and for fourteen months they

worshiped there. The very first service was preceded by a

prayer-meeting held in the directors' room of the Academy,

followed by a general prayer-meeting at the close of the

sermon. These prayer-meetings were prominent features

of religious worship as conducted by Dr. Talmage during

the time he occupied the Academy of Music, and are still

continued.

Architect John Welsh was called upon to furnish plans

for the new Tabernacle. He emphatically made it a labor

of love, and set himself studiously to the task of evolving

designs, which, while they carried out the main features of

the old Tabernacle, would introduce many improvements.

That he succeeded most admirably is the universal verdict

of all who have visited the new Tabernacle. The corner-

stone of the new edifice was laid June, 1873, in the presence

of a great crowd of jieople. The services were conducted

by the Rev. Dr. Prime, of the Presbyterian Church; Rev.

Dr. Dowling, of the Ba'ptist Church; and the Rev. Dr.

Ward, of the Congregational Church. The erection of the

building was pushed with the utmost dispatch, and the
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building committee received the hearty plaudits of the

congregation for the energy and efficiency displayed by

them in forwarding the work. It was completed and dedi-

cated on February 22, 1874, in the presence of the largest

congregation that ever assembled in the city. The dedica-

tory sermon was preached by the Rev. Byron Sunderland,

D.D., chaplain of the United States Senate, on the text,

" The glory of this latter house shall be greater than that

of the former, saith the Lord of hosts," Haggai ii. 9. The

ministers who assisted at this service were the Rev. Dr.

Duryea, Rev. Dr. Crooks, Rev. Dr. Dowling, Rev. Dr.

French, Rev. Dr. Ball, and Rev. Henry Ward Beecher. As
on the occasion of the dedication of the former Tabernacle,

the Rev. Dr. Ives, of the Methodist Church, made the appeal

for pecuniary aid, and in response to their appeal some forty

thousand dollars were pledged. The Brooklyn Tabernacle

is the largest Protestant church in America. It is in the

form of a Greek cross, with a front on Schermerhorn street

of one hundred and fifty feet, while the length of the trans-

verse section is one hundred and twelve feet. The lower

floor furnishes sitting- accommodation for thirty-one hun-

dred persons, and the gallery for fifteen hundred. About

five hundred persons can be accommodated with camp
chairs and standing-room. The gallery is supported by iron

columns, and is reached by stairways from the front

porches. Three beautiful arched windows, highly ornamen-

ted with stained glass, throw a flood of soft light upon the

auditorium in the daytime. Three magnificent chandeliera

and a series of bracket lights attached to the wall shed a

blaze of brilliant light over the audience assembled in the

evening. All these lights are simultaneously lighted by

means of an electric apparatus. Among the valuable pecu-

liarities of the building is its many entrances. There are
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twentytwo in all, and so ready and convenient that an au-

dience of five thousand persons can pass out of the building in

four minutes. Another remarkable peculiarity is its excellent

ventilation. Perfectly uniform heat can be maintained, and

at the same time complete purity of the atmosphere be pre-

served It is regarded by the best judges m America as

the most perfect audience-chamber on the contment, espe-

- ciallY in regard to accoustic properties, and m afEordmg ad-

vantages to every sitter to seethe speaker, and in its means

to preserve the purity of its internal atmosphere. The organ

is the largest ever built by its makers, Jardme and Sons.

Every conceivable improvement known to organ-builders

at the time of its construction was incorporated into it.

Among its novel features is the "Vox Humana," which is

regarded as a nearer approach to the real human voice than

anything which has been previously invented. Another

novelty is the chime of bells ordered from London. Sti

another is the "song trumpet," whose clear tones have all

the rins of a cornet. Under the touch of that master of har-

monies: Professor George W. Morgan, aided by the voices

Tfive thousand people, the church melodies of the Brook^

lyn Tabernacle have seldom been equaled m any place of

Divine worship. The building, with the ground, cost one

hundred and fifty thousand dollars, and will accommodate

five thousand people.

DE. talmage's sixth anniv?:ksabt.

« Standing before you this morning, preaching my sixth

anniversary sermon as your pastor-a style of sermon m

which the preacher is generally expected to be more than

usually personal-I have to tell you that the burdens of

Hfe are getting to me less and less, and that as the years

pass ou I have fewer and still fewer anxieties. In beautiful
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Belleville, on the banks of the Passaic, where I began

my Christian ministry, it seemed as if all the woi'k came

down on my young shoulders. Going to the West, the

field was larger and the care less. Going to Philadelphia,

the field was still larger and the care still less. And stand-

ing to-day, as I do, among hundreds of warm personal

friends, whose hands and feet and hearts are all willing to

help, I have less anxiety than I ever had. I have taken the

advice of Jethro, and have gathered around me a great many

with whom I expect to divide all the care and the responsi-

bility; and though sometimes, what with tne care of this

church where we have a perpetual religious awakening, and

the conducting of a religious weekly newspaper, and the

conducting of the Lay College, people have often addressed

me in words similar to those of the text :
' Thou wilt surely

wear away; this thing is too heavy for thee,' I am glad to

tell you that I am in perfect health and ready to recount to

you what the Lord has been doing in all these days of our

sojourn together, between 1869 and 1875.

" It is now six years since I preached to you my opening

sermon, on the text, ' God is lo\e.^ I wish I could pour

out my soul this morning in a doxology of praise to God
and of gratitude to this people. The difference between

these years has been that the second was happier to me
than the first, and the third than the second, and the fourth

than the third, and the fifth than the fourth, and the sixth

than the fifth. God has led us through many vicissitudes.

We are in the third church in six years; crowded out of the

first, burned out of the second, by the mercy of God led

into the third. We look back to the solitary service

six years ago in the old chapel, with a congregation that

almost could be accommodated on this jjlatform. For

many y^^*ij the cl\uvcb <i94 been in strife until the three or
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four parties had exterminated each other, leaving an ex-

panse of empty pews, a wheezy organ, a cramped-uj) pulpit,

and a steeple the laughing-stock of the town. My personal

friends applied to me an emphatic word of four letters,

and two letters alike, in expressing my folly in undertaking

this enterprise. Indeed it seemed heavier than to start

entirely new, for there were widespread prejudices in re-

gard to the church. Still we went on. By the blessing of

God in three or four weeks our church was filled, and it is

astonishing how well an old building looks when it is all

occupied, for there is no power in graceful arch, or in carved

pillar, or in exquisite fresco to adorn a place like an audience

of beaming countenances. I had rather preach in a full

barn than in a sparsely-attended cathedral. Empty pews

are non-conductors of Gospel electricity. People came in

from all ranks and conditions, and, in looking over the
'

audience to-day, I cannot see more than four or five families

who were with us six years ago. Some of them have been

advanced into the better society of heaven, while some of

them dropped off because they thought we were going too

fast and they could not keep up. We went on gathering

the people in from all ranks and conditions, until we have

here to-day the rich and the poor, the wise and the ignorant;

those who toil with pen, with printing-press, with yard-

stick, and with hammer. Enough physicians—allopathic,

homoeopathic, hydropathic, and eclectic—to treat us in all

our disorders. Enough lawyers to defend us in all our

legal contests. Enough artists to cover our walls with

pictures. Enough merchants to give us the necessary fabrics,

whether foreign or domestic. Enough mechanics to build

and polish, and make comfortable for us our residences.

And I will say that never did there come together in one

churc?! 0, crowd of more genial, intelligent, sympathetic.
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entliusiastic, and warm-hearted Christian people than those

which assemble here. We are all of one mind and heart.

We cordially greet all who come, and give a God-speed to

those who go. When anybody does not like the music, or

the preaching, or the jjlan on which our church is conducted,

we say 'Good-bye' as cheerfully as when he came we said

' How do you do? ' This church is now so large, that if a

man wants to make trouble, such a small portion hear of it

that he soon gives up the undertaking as a dead failure.

" We are all now together. We tarried long enough in

the old tabernacle to learn how to conduct a larger church.

Then, when it was time for us to graduate from that, we
got our diploma in red scroll of flame, signed, sealed, and

delivered on one cold December day, in 1872. When that

conflagration took place, through inadequate insurance con-

sequent upon the style of material of which the old build-

ing was constructed, we lost everything save our faith in

God and our determination to go ahead. We tarried in

the Academy of Music long enough to gather up hundreds

of the best families of our congregation who are worship-

ing with us to-day, and to get a baptism of the Holy Ghost

such as was never poured out on any church on this conti-

nent. We came into this building with the blessing of

God, and with the blessing of all denominations of Christ-

ians in this land and in Great Britain; and since we have

been here the Lord has mightily blessed us, pouring out

His Spirit from Sabbath to Sabbath, so that I can ask you,

well knowing what your answer will be, whether you have

made any too great sacrifices for Christ and His kingdom ?

During these six years the Lord has sorely tried us; in the

first place, by calling us to build a church with a new con-

gregation that had not at all been consolidated; then by
the demolition of that building; then by taking us a inile
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off from the center of oar congregation, to worship in an-

other building; then by the almost superhuman effort of

putting up this building during a financial depression such

as never before afflicted this country. If God had not

helped the architect, and helped the trustees, and helped

the people, we should have perished in the undei'taking;

and while I wish to-day to recognize the indomitable per-

severance and sacrifices of the congregation, I must say, to

God belongs the glory. He planned this structure, making
it perfect in acoustics; raising money for the building out

of the v«ry jaws of a national panic; filling the house with

worshipers. O, let us praise Him now and let us praise

Him forever. I say you are not sorry for any of the sacri-

fices or toils through which you have gone. We have had

so perpetually the blessing of God in this church that it

excites no remark when from a single service hundreds of

souls step out into the kingdom of Jesus. There are in

almost all the towns and cities of this country those resi-

dents who in this building first woke up to their spiritual

necessities. Letters come from north and south, and east

and west, from the Canadas, and from both sides the sea,

telling me of this fact, O that to-day we might make some
fitting expression to the Lord! Shall it be in carved words
upon the pillars ? Shall it be in wreaths upon the wall ?

Shall it be in the organ's open diapason ? All that is well,

but rather let it be that our hearts shall rise to God in an
intense and all-conquering acclamation of thanksgiving.

We are trying here to maintain a well-balanced church,

and for that reason we have in all departments of Christian

service the old and the young. It is a bad thing for a

church when the old people have all the management, or

when the young people have all the management. In the

one case the church will go on too slow, in the other it will
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go too fast. We want the fast men to keep the slow men
from going too slow, and the slow men to keep the fast
people from going too fast. Here are many of the aged.
They have come down to ns from another day. Not on
their brow the snows of many winters, as people often say,
but the white crocuses of an everlasting spring-time into
which they are about to blossom. And how many of the
young coming to us Sabbath by Sabbath! We want them
all equijaped for God. We want them for flying artillery
in a double-quick march. When there is a storming party
to be made ujd, we want to wheel them into line—old men
for counsel, young men for action.

" We are also trying to maintain a musical church. We
have an inborn antipathy to anything like stilted and
precise song in the house of God. We like orato-
rios, orchestras, concerts, and prima donnas in their
places; but we want vociferous singing in the house of the
Lord. David cries out; 'Sing aloud unto God.' In other
words, do not hum or mumble it. O for an anthem strong
enough to surge the whole audience on the beach of heaven!'
Persuaded that we could not do the work so well by the
use of a choir, we have called into the service of the church
two Bible instruments—the organ and the cornet, and so
the music of the church has been sustained, and led, and
developed. O what grand and glorious singing we have
had during the past years; even people who had bronchitis
forgetting their infirmity, and lifting aloud their voice be-
fore God; people who could not sing a note opening theif
mouth, reckless as to what kind of a sound came out of it;

but the little discord is overwhelmed in the great symphony
—a chirp drowned in the great rush of waters. And yet
we feel this morning that we have not done what we might,
or ought, or will do, in this department of Christian service!
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We want more heart under it, more soul flung into it. "We

want the whole audience roused up to the sound of jubilee.

We want the people to come from their homes on Sabbath

with hymn-books, and after the preacher shall announce

the hymn, we want them to find the right page and clear

their throats, and at the first throb of the cornet on the

air stretch themselves uj) to the magnificence and glory of

this exercise. History tells us of a shout the Persian host

lifted so loud that the eagles that were flying through the

air were stunned, and dropped to the earth. O that there

might, go up such a congregational anthem from this house

of the Lord as shall make all heaven drop in blessing on our

souls! I take partly the words of the Bible, and partly my
own words, and say; ' Why are ye so sla,ck to go -up and

possess the orchards, and the vineyards, and the mountains

of saci'ed song?' O that the music of heaven and earth

might join midway the arches! Rise, O song of earth! De-

scend, O song of heaven!

" Still further : we are trying to maintain in this place a

church aggressive and revolutionary. Why build or main-

tain any other church in this city of churches, where there

are enough to accommodate all the people who are disjsosed

to go to the house of God on the Sabbath, and perhaps more

than enough? If you have nothing ftarticular, nothing

unique, nothing different, then what a waste of bricks, and

brawn, and brain. But we have an idea of a church. We
have built this house of God as a place where we mean to

bombard iniquity. We want to smash sin without any

ajiology for smashing it. We have started in this line and

we mean to keep on, and study to be as well pleased with

curses as blessings from the people. If there are any of you

who do not like to go to a church which is assaulted of many
newspapers, and of the outside world, who cannot understand
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its policies and its principles, stand clear of this church.

We mean until the day of our death, and for a few

days after, to keep society stirred up by the discussion of

themes vital to its interests, and vital to the interests of the

immortal soul. During the past six months theatrical people

have been after us, and the Spiritualists have been after us,

and the Unitarians have been after us, and the Universal-

ists have been after us—one of their prominent men recently

saying that he did not think there would be any hell except

for one man, and that the pastor of the Brooklyn Taber-

nacle! But still we go on, as God gives us strength, and

health, and spirit to do His will. We have only taken, as

it were, the outside casement of this great rampart of in-

iquity. On! on! 'If God be for us, who can be against

us?'

" Still further: we are trying here to maintain a generous

church. We have as a church been able to do but little for

outside charities, for the reason that we have been all the

time building churches or enlarsring them. But we are

trying to maintain an organism on the voluntary principle.

We believe that a church can be educated up to the duty

and the joy of giving. We put no premium on financial

meanness. We believe that people ought to give to the

cause of God every farthing they can possibly give. More-

over, we believe that all can give something, and that the

vast majority of the people could give more in our churches

than they do and be better off. We believe that the grand-

est investment a man ever makes for this world, or the

world to come, is what he gives to the Church of God,

since Christ pays him back five-fold, ten-fold, fifty-fold, a

hundred-fold. In other words, we believe that a man is

better off in this world if he is generous, and well-off just

in proportion as he is generous; and we believe that those
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people "who give the most in proportion to their means will

after a while have the finest houses on earth and the grand-

est mansions in heaven. The stingy people keep poor, the

generous get rich, as a general rule. It is the old principle

of the Bible: ' Cast thy bread upon the waters, and it shall

return to thee after many days,' So I believe if a man
takes the old Bible principle, and gives one-tenth of all his

income to the cause of God, he has an insurance of pros-

perity such as the signature of the Bank of England can-

not give him. I believe our congregation will yet rise up

to the positive rapture of giving. We believe that men

can be so built on a large scale of heart, that they will

look over their property, and then say: 'I will give so

much towards my spiritual culture. I will give so much

towards the spiritual culture of my wife.-^ I will give so

much towards the spiritual culture of my children. I will

give so much towards the spiritual culture of those who

have little or no means. How small it seems, this that I

am giving to Christ who gave everything to me. I wish it

were five hundred thousand times more.' Yes, we believe

that the time will come when people will be so educated in

this matter of Christian generosity, that instead of deciding

by what other people give, or what jDeople give in other

churches, they shall give according to their own apprecia-

tion of the height, and depth, and length, and breadth, and

infinity of their spiritual advantages. Do you not wish you

had given that three thousand dollars to the cause of Christ

that went down in Northern Pacific Bonds ?

" I believe the time will come in the Church when the pass-

ing of a contribution plate or a subscription paper will kindle

up the faces of the people as by the illumination of a great

satisfaction. But now how many of us begrudge the few

dollars we give to the Lord, and only give when we seem to
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be compelled to give, and so keep ourselves poor at the

store and rob ourselves of eternal dividends. Under the

old dispensation, as I intimated, the people gave one-tenth

of their property to the Lord, but that was a far inferior

disjDensation to the one we have; and yet how few in this day

who receive a thousand dollars a year give a hundred to God,

how few who receive five thousand give five hundred to God,:

how few who receive a hundred thousand give ten thousand

to God. Those Jews, under their dark dispensation, gave

one-tenth for a mere taper of spiritual life and light, while

we do not give as much as that though we have noonday

radiating the atmosphere. I really think that if those old

Jews gave one-tenth for their half-and-half advantages, we
ought to give one-fifth for the glorious privileges which

God in this day has bestowed upon us. We talk a great

deal about the evangelization of this world and the salva-

tion of men; but there is more talk than contribution, and

I do not believe that the prayer of a man for the salvation

of this world ever amounts to anything unless he by his

own generosity shows that he is in earnest in the matter.

I like the style of Elias Van Bendeschatten, the old man
who came into a meeting of the General Synod of the Re-

formed Church in 1814, and after there had been a great

many long and brilliant speeches made about the education

of young men to the ministry, got up and said he would

like to sjieak. The people looked chagrined. They thought

to themselves: 'He can't speak.' 'Mr. President, I will

give eight hundred and forty dollars in cash towards that

object, and thirteen thousand dollars in bonds.' And then

sat down. While the theory is abroad in many of the

churches that men give only as they are compelled to give,

I believe that the people can be educated up to a grand

and glorious voluntary contribution for the support of the
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Gospel of Jesus; but I cannot make the people believe this

without your help. Remember the words of Jethro to his

son-in-lav/. Come, let us all rally in this one respect and

try partly to pay God for our Bibles, for our churches, for

our families, for our hopes of heaven. If we do not carry

out this principle, there will come up after awhile a stronger

generation to execute this commission of Christ, and then

they will look back and say: 'Ah what a shrivelled-up

minister and people that must have been in the Brooklyn

Tabernacle in 1875 ! When the Lord opened before them

an opportunity of carrying out a Gospel principle, they had

not the courage to carry it out.' I do not expect to bother

this world much after I go out of it, but I must start the

suspicion that if ever the auctioneer's hammer cracks on

the back of one of these pews, it will wake me up quicker

than the prophet Samuel was awakened by the Witch of

Endor.
" Still further: we are here trying to build and organize,

and keep up a soul-saving church. I mention this last be-

cause it is first. 'And the first shall be last.' I have by

argument, and illustration, and caricature in these last six

years tried to create in your soul an unutterable disgust for

much of the religion of this day, and to lead you back, so

far as God gave me strength to do it, to the old religion of

Jesus Christ and His apostles. I have tried to show you

that the meanest cant in all the world is the cant of skepti-

cism, and that you ought to stop apologizing for Chris-

tianity since it is the duty of those who do not believe in

Christianity to apologize to jou, and that the biggest

villains in the universe are those who want to rob us of

that grand old Bible, and that there is one idea in a church

that ought to swallow up all other ideas, and that is the

soul-saving idea. *But,' you say, 'are you not going to
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pay any attention to those who have entered into the king-

dom of God and have really become Christians?' My
theory is, the way to develop a man for this world, and for

the world to come, is to throw him chin deep in Christian

work, and if after a man has been drawn out of the mire

of his sin on to the ' Rock of Ages,' he wants to jump back,

then he will have to jump; I am not going to stand and

watch him ! I believe the great work of the Christian

Church is to bring men out of their sin into the hope and

the joys of Christ's salvation, and then if with all the ad-

vantages of this century, with open Bible and the constant

plying of the Holy Ghost, a man cannot grow in grace, he

is not worth a great deal of culture. We want this a

church set apart for the one grand object of bringing men

out of their sin into the hope of the Gospel. There will in

this coming year be two hundred thousand strangers who

will be seated within these gates. How many of them will

you bring to Christ by your prayers and your persona]

solicitations ? Will you bring a score, or will it be a hun-

dred or a thousand ? I must tell you that compared with

this work of saving immortal souls all other work is cold,

and stale, and insipid. To this one work, God helping me,

1 consecrate the remaining days and years of ray life, and I

ask 3^ou to join with me in' this crusade for the redemption

of immortal souls.

" Now can it be possible that six years of my pastorate

have passed away never to return ? How many squandered

days and years—squandered by you and by me. God for-

give us for the past and help us to be more faithful for the

future. Through what a variety of scenes we have gone !

I have stood by you in times of sickness and by the graves

of your dead. When you came back from exhausting sick-

ness that we feared would be fatal, I praised God that the
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color came back to your cheek and the spring to your step.

And some of you in the past six years have passed through

dire bereavements. How few of the families of my con-

gregation have not been invaded ! How many of the old

people have gone iu the lasu two or three years ! They
went away so gently that they had ended the second or

third stanza in eternal glory before you knew they were

gone. And, oh, how many of the bright dear children have

gone! The very darlings of your heart. You tried to hold

on to them with your stout arms, and you said :
' O Lord,

spare them. I can't give them up; I can't give them up.

Let me keep them a little longer.' But they broke away
from your arms into the light of heaven. It seemed as if

Jesus and the angels determined to have them there and
then. But we have tried to make this church a comforting

place for all the broken-hearted. O how many of them
there are! We have tried to fill the song, and the sermon,

and the prayer with the solace of God's promises, and so it

shall be hereafter. It is no mere theory with me. I have

had enough trouble of ray own to know how to comfort

those who are desolate, and it is my ambition to be to you
a son of consolation. Standing as we do at the open por-

tals of another pastoral year, let us to-day make a new vow
of consecration. Let us be faithful to God and faithful to

each other; for soon we must part, and all these pleasant

scenes in which we have mingled will vanish forever. By
the throne of God, our work all done, our sorrows all ended,

may we be permitted to talk over the solemn, delightful,

and disciplinary occurrences of this my pastoral year in

Brooklyn."



CHAPTER Vni,

MIDNIGHT EXPLOEATIO]N"S.

Dk. Talmage's " midnight explorations" in Brooklyn

and New York, and his discourses describing the tempta-

tions and vices of city life, as seen by him in the haunts of

vice, and his scorching cx2:)osure of " leprosy in the highest

places of society," produced the greatest excitement all

over the country. He states the reasons which led him to

take this someAvhat perilous step, as follows :
—" I, as a min-

ister of religion, felt I had a Divine commission to explore

the iniquities of our cities. I did not ask counsel of my
session, or of my presbytery, or of the ncAVspapers, but,

asking the companionship of three prominent police offi-

cials and tAvo of the elders of my church, I unrolled my
commission, and it said :

' Son of man, dig into the wall

;

and when I had digged into the Avail, behold a door; and

he said, Go in and see the Avicked abominations that are

ilone here; and I went in, and saAv, and beheld! ' Brought

up in the country and surrounded by much parental care,

I had not, until this autumn, seen the haunts of ini-.

quity. By the grace of God defended, I had never sowed

any ' wild oats.' I had somehow been able to tell, from

various sources, something about the iniquities of the great

cities, and to jH-each against them; but I saw, in the de-

struction of a great multitude of the people, that there

must be an mfatuation and a temptation that had never

been spoken about, and I said, ' I will explore.' I saAv tens

of thousands of men being ruined, and, if there iiad been
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s spiritual percussion answering to the physical percussion,

the whole air would have been full of the rumble, and roar,

and crack, and thunder, of the demolition, and this moment,

if we should pause in our service, we should hear the crash,

crash! Just as in the sickly season you sometimes hear the

bell at the gate of the cemetery ringing almost incessantly,

so I found that the bell at the gate of the cemetery where

lost souls are buried was tolling by day and tollmg by

nisht I said, ' I will explore.' I went as a physician goes

into a small-pox hospital, or a fever hospital, to see what

practical and useful information I might get. That would

be a foolish doctor who would stand outside the door of an

invalid writing a Latin prescription. When the lecturer m

a medical college is done with his lecture he takes the

students into the dissecting-room, and he shows them the

tealitv I am here this morning to report a plague, and to

teU you how sin destroys the body, and destroys the mind

and destroys the soul. ' Oh! ' say you, ' are you not afraid

that, in consequence of your exploration of the miquities

of the city, other persons may make exploration, and do

themselves damage?' I reply: 'If, in company with the

Commissioner of Police, and the Captain of Police, and

the Inspector of Police, and the company of two Christian

gentlemen, and not with the spirit of curiosity, but that

you may see sin in order the better to combat it, then, m

the name of the eternal God, go! But, if not then stay

away' Wellington, standing in the battle of Waterloo

when the bullets were buzzing around his head, saw a

civilian on the field. He said to him, 'Sir, what are you

doino- here? Be oil.' ' Why,' replied the civilian,
'
thei^e is

no more danger here for me than there is for you. Then

Wellington flushed up, and said, 'God and my country de-

mand that I be here, but you have no errand here. ^ ow
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I, as an officer in the army of Jesus Christ, went on this

exploration, and on this battle-field. If you bear a like

commission, go; if not, stay away. But you say, 'Don't

you think that somehow your description of these places

will induce people to go and see for themselves?' I

answer, ' Yes, just as much as the description of the yellow

fever at Granada would induce people to go down there

and get the pestilence. It was told us there were hardly

enough people alive to bury the dead, and I am going

to tell you a story in these Sabbath morning sermons

of places where they are all dead or dying. And
I shall not gild iniquities. I shall play a dirge and

not an anthem, and while I shall not put faintest blush

on fairest cheek, I will kindle the cheeks of many a

man into a conflagration, and I will make his ears tingle.

But you say, 'Don't you know that the papers are criti-

cising you for the position you take? I say, Yes; and do

you know how I feel about it? There is no man who is

more indebted to the newspaper press than I am. My busi-

ness is to preach the truth, and the wider the audience the

newspaper press gives me, the wider my field is. As the

press of the United States, and the Canadas, and of Eng-

land, and Ireland, and Scotland, and Australia, and New
Zealand, are giving me every week nearly three million

souls for an audience, I say I am indebted to the press, any-

how. Go on! To the day of my death I cannot pay them

what I owe them. So slash away, gentlemen. The more

the better. If there is anything I despise it is a dull time.

Brisk criticism is a coarse Turkish towel, with which every

public man needs every day to be rubbed down, in order to

keep healthful circulation Give my love to all the secular

and religious editors, and full permission to run their pens

clear through my sermons, from introduction to applica-

tiott."
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There can be no doubt that the sermons which Dr. Tal-

mage jjreaohed on " The Night Side of City Life," and
which have been widely circulated, produced not only a deep

and wide sensation, but also strong opposition and enmity

to the preacher. It was impossible that such burning ex-

posures of the sins and sorrows of city life could fail to stir

up some of the bitterest feelings that human nature iscapa^

ble of. So great was the anxiety of the public to hear those

sermons that the church was thronged beyond description,

the streets around blockaded with people, so that carriages

could not pass. Dr. Talmage himself gaining admission

only by the help of the police. The sermons are marvel-

lous exhibitions of the preacher's descrij^tive powers, spark-

ling with graceful images and illustrative anecdotes, terribFe

in their earnestness, and uncompromising in their denun-

ciations of sin and wickedness among high and low, sparing

neither rich nor poor.

AYe think it only right that our readers should have the

opportunity of judging of the character of these sermons,

and therefore we give the substance of one, entitled " The
Lepers of High Life."

" I noticed in my midnight explorations with these high

offifiials that the haunts of sin are chiefly supported by men
of means and wealth. The young men recently come from
the country, of whom I spoke last Sabbath morning, are on
small salary, and they have but little money to spend in

sin, and if they go into luxuriant iniquity the employer finds

it out by the irflari^d eye and the marks of dissipation, and
they are disch&rge-'l The luxuriant places of iniquity are

supported by -men who come down from the fashionable

avenues of l<ew York, and cross over from some of the

finest mansions of Brooklyn. Prominent business men
from Boston, and Philadelphia, and Chicago, and Cincin-
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nati patronize these places of sin. I could call the names

of prominent men in one cluster who patronize these places

of iniquity, and I may call their names before I get through

this course of sennons, though the fabric of New York
and Brooklyn society tumble into wreck. Judges of

courts, distinguished lawyers, officers of the Church,

political orators standing on different platforms talking

about God and good morals until you might suppose them
to be evangelists expecting a thousand converts in one

night. Call the roll of dissipation in the haunts of iniquity

any night, and if the inmates will answer, you will find

there stockbrokers from Wall street, large importers from

Broadway, iron merchants, leather merchants, cotton mer-

chants, hardware merchants, wholesale grocers, representa-.

tives from all the commercial and wealthy classes. Talk

about the heathenism below Canal street! There is a

worse heathenism above Canal street. I prefer that kind

of heathenism which wallows in filth and disgusts the

beholder rather than that heathenism which covers up its

walking putrefaction with camel's-hair shawl and point-

lace, and rides in turn-outs worth three thousand dollars,

liveried driver ahead and resetted flunky behind. We have

been talking so much about the Gospel for the masses, now
let us talk a little about the Gosj)el for the lepers of society,

foi" the millionaire sots, for the portable lazzarettos of up-

per-tendom. It is the iniquity that comes down from the

higher circles of society that supports the haunts of crime,

and is gradually turning our cities into Sodoms and Gomor-
rahs waiting for the fire and brimstone tempest of the Lord

God who whelmed the cities of the plain. We want about

five hundred Anthony Comstocks to go forth and explore and

exjjose the abominations of high life. For eight or ten

years there stood within sight of the most fashionable 'Now
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York drive a Moloch temple, a brown-stone liell on earth,

which neither the mayor, nor the judges, nor the pohce

dared touch, when Anthony Comstock, a Christian man of

less than average physical stature, and with cheek scan-ed

by the knife of a desperado whom he had arrested, walked

into that palace of the devil on Fifth avenue, and m the

name of the eternal God put an end to it, the priestess pre-

siding at the orgies retreating by suicide into the lost world,

her bleeding corpse found in her own bath-tub. May the

eternal God have mercy on our cities. Gilded sm comes

down from these high places in the upper circles of miquity,

and then on gradually down until, in five years, it makes

the whole course, from the marble pillar on the bnliiant

avenue clear down to the cellars of Water street. One of

the officers on that midnight exploration said to me, Look

at them now, and look at them three years from now, yhen

all this glory has departed; they'll be a heap of rags r^ he

station house.' Another of the officers said to me. That

is the daughter of one of the wealthiest families m Madi-

son Square.'
_

" But I have something more amazing to tell you than that

the men of means and wealth support these haunts of ini-

quity and that is that they are chiefly supported by heads

of families-fathers and husbands, with the awful perjury

of broken marriage vows upon them, with a niggardly sti-

pend left at home for the support of their families, going

forth with their thousands for the diamonds and ward-

robe and equipage of iniquity. In the name of Heaven, I

denounce this public iniquity. Let such men be hurled out

of decent circles. Let them be hurled out from business

circles If they will not repent, overboard with them! 1

lift one-half of the burden of malediction from the un-

pitied head of offending woman and hurl it on the
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blasted pate of offending man! Society needs a ne\*

division of its anathema. By what law of justice does

burning excoriation pursue offending woman down the

precii^ices of destruction, while offending man, kid-gloved,

walks in refined circles, invited up if he has money, ad-

vanced into political recognition, while all the doors of

high life open at the first rap of his gold-headed cane ? I

say, if you let one come back, let them both come back.

If one must go down, let both go down. I give you as my
opinion that the eternal perdition of all other sinners will

be a heaven compared with the jDunishment everlasting of

that man who, turning his back upon her whom he swore

to protect and defend until death, and upon his children,

whose destiny may be decided by his example, goes forth

to seek affectional alliances elsewhere. For such a man the

portin will be fire, and hail, and tempest, and darkness,

and ; iguish, and despair forever, forever, forever! My
friends, there has got to be a reform in this matter or

American society will go to pieces. Under the head of

' incompatibility of temper,' nine-tenths of the abomination

goes on. What did you get married for if your disposi-

tions are incompatible? 'Oh!' you say, 'I rushed into it

without thought.' Then you ought to be willing.to suffer

the punishment for making a fool of yourself! Incompati-

bility of temper! You are responsible for at least a half

of the incompatibility. Why are you not honest and will-

ing to admit either that you did not control your temper,

or that you had already broken your marriage oath ? In

nine hundred and ninety-nine cases out of the thousand,

incompatibility is a phrase to cover up wickedness already

enacted. I declare in the presence of the world that heads

of families are supporting these haunts of iniquity. I wish

there might be a police raid lasting a great while, that they
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would just go down through all these places of sin and
gather up all the prominent business men of the city, and
march them down through the street followed by about

twenty reporters to take their names and put them in full

cajjitals in the next day's paper! Let such a course be

undertaken in our cities, and in six months there would be
eighty per cent off your public vice. It is not now the

young men that need so much looking after; it is their

fathers and mothers. Let heads of families cease to patron

ize places of iniquity, and in a short time they would
crumble to ruin."

We request the attention of our readers to the following

extract from an American journal published at the time the

sermons were being delivered:

" The religious and secular newspapers, with great una-

nimity, ridicule and condemn Dr. Talmage's lectures on the

haunts of sin in New York. To this the doctor made re-

ply in his last sermon, and spoke of the 'sublime fury

with which the clergymen mount their war-horses and
charge down upon century-old sins or sinners. They hurl

sulphur at Sodom, and fire at Gromori'ah, but when they

come to handle modern sins, they take out dainty handker-

chiefs, wipe gold-rimmed spectacles, and put kid gloves on
their hands.' 'Now we should like to know what objections

our religious contemporaries have to the preacher's course

in investigating the facts, verifying Solomon's assertion

that such paths take hold on hell, and most earnestly warn-
ing the unwary agp,inst them. We would not advise

another exploration of the gilded hells, but let the minister

ask his medical friend to show him the end of such paths,

in the hospitals and asylums, slums and cellars, and, our

word for it, it will touch his tongue with a live coal of zeal.

He will try to save young men as he never beforetried,"



CHAPTER IX.

i-lITOBIOGKAPHICAIi SEKMOlSr, OR HOW MINISTERS ARE LIED

ABOUT.

[Our readers will see by this sermon something of what Dr. Tal-

inage has had to contend with in the course of his remarkable career

as a Christian minister, and it will also help to prepare for a more

righteous judgment upon the merits of the Trial which has just

taken place, and of which an account is given farther on.

—

Ed.]

" You may not know that this is a double anniversary.

It is nearly ten years since I became pastor of this church.

Besides, on Tuesday, January 7, of this year (1879) I was

forty-seven years of age. This being a double anniversary,

you will not be surprised if my sermon this morning is

autobiographical. I started life in an old-fashioned Chris-

tian family, where they had prayers morning and night,

and always asked a blessing on meals; and there was no

exception to the rule, for, if my father was sick or away,

my mother led, and while sometimes, w^hen my father led,

we found it hard to repress childish restlessness, there was

something in the tones of my mother, and there was some-

tliing in the tears which always choked her utterance before

she got through with the prayer, that was irresistible. The

fact is that mothers get their hearts so wound around their

cliildren l^hat when they think of their future, and the trials

and temptations to which they may be subjected, they can-

not control their emotions as easily as men do. While he

had a very sympathetic nature, I never saw my father cry

but once, and that was when they put the lid over my
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mother. Her hair was white as the snow, and her face was

very much wrinkled, for she had worked very hard for ns

all, and had had many sicknesses and bereavements, I do

not know how she appeared to the world, nor what artists

may have thought of her features, but to us she was per-

fectly beautiful. There were twelve of us children, but

six of them are in heaven. I started for the legal profes-

sion with an admiration for it which was never cooled, for

I cannot now walk along by a court-house, or hear an attor-

ney address a jury without having all my pulses accelerated

and my enthusiasm arroused. I cannot express my admi-

ration for a profession adorned with the names of Marshall,

and Story, and Kent, and Rufus Choate, and John McLean.

But God converted my soul, and put me into the ministry

by a variety of circumstances, shutting me up to that

glorious profession. And what a work it is! I thank God

every day for the honor of being associated with what I

consider the most elevated, educated, refined, and conse-

crated band of men on this planet—the Christian ministry.

I know, I think, about five thousand of them personally,

and they are as near perfection as human nature ever gets

to be. Some of them on starvation salaries, and with worn

health, and amid ten thousand disadvantages, trying to

bring comfort and pardon to the race. I am proud to have

my name on the roll with them, though my name be at the

very bottom, and am willing to be their servant for Jesus'

sake. But we all have work. ' To every man his work.'

I will not hide the fact that it has been the chief ambition

of my ministry to apply a religion six thousand years old

to the present day—a religion of four thousand years B. C.

to 1869 and 1870 A. D. So I went to work to find the old-

est religion I could see. I sought for it in my Bible, and I

found it in the Garden of Eden, where the serpent's head
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is promised a bruising by the heel of Christ. I said, ' That

is the religion,' and I went to work to see what kind of

men that religion made, and I found Joshua, and Moses,

und Paul, and John the Evangelist, and John Bunyan, and

John Wesley, and John Summerfield, and five hundred

other Johns as good or approximate. I said: 'Ah! that is

the religion I want to preach—the Edenic religion that

bruises the serpent's head.' That is what I have been try-

ing to do. The serpent's head must be bruised. I hate

him. I never see his head but I throw something at it.

That is what I have been trying to do during these courses

of sermons, to bruise the serpent's head, and every time I

bruised him he hissed, and the harder I bruised him the

harder he hissed. You never trod on a serpent but he

hissed. But I trod on him with only one foot. Before

I get through I shall tread on him with both feet.

If God will help me I shall bruise the oppres-

gion, and the fraud, and the impurity coiled up amid our

great cities. Come now, God helping me, I declare a war
of twenty-five years against iniquity and for Christ, if God
will let me live so long. To this conflict I bring every

muscle of my body, every faculty of my mind, every pas-

sion of my soul. Between here and my grave there shall

not be an inch of retreat, of indifference, or of compro-

mise. After I am dead, I ask of the world and of the

church only one thing—not for a marble slab, not for a

draped chaii*, not for a long funeral procession, not for a

flattering ovation. A plain box in a plain wagon will be

enough, if the elders of the church will stand here and say

that I never compromised with evil, and always presented

Christ to the people. Then let Father Pearson, if he be

Btill alive, pronounce the benediction, and the mourners go

home. I do not forget that my style of preaching and my
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i\rork in general have beeiv sometimes severely criticised by

some of my clerical brethren. It has come to be under>

stood that at installations and at dedications I shall be

assailed. I have sometimes said to prominent men in my
church, ' Go down to such and such an installation, and.

hear them excoriate Talmage.' And they go, and they ara

always gratified! I have heard that sometimes in Brooklyn,

when an audience gets dull through lack of ventilation in

the church, the pastor will look over towards Brooklyn

Tabernacle, and say something that will wake all the people

up, and they will elbow each other, and say, ' That's Tal-

mage!' You see, there are some ministers who want me
to work just the way they do; and, as I cannot see my
duty in their direction, they sometimes call me all sorts of

names. Some of them call me one thing, and some call

me another; but I think the three words that are most

glibly used in this connection are ' mountebank,' ' sensation-

alism,' 'buffoonery,' and a variety of phrases showing that

some of my dear clerical brethren are not happy. Now, I

have the advantage of all such critical brethren in the fact

that I never assault them though they assault me. The
dear souls! I wish them all the good I can think of—large

audiences, large salaries, and houses full of children, and

heaven to boot! I rub my hands all over their heads in

benediction. You never heard me say one word against

any Christian worker, and you never will. The fact is,

that I am so busy in assaulting the powers of darkness

that I have no time to stop and stab any of my own regi-

ment in the back. Now, there are two ways in which

I might answer some of the critical clergy. I might

answer them by the same bitterness and acrimony and

caricature with which some of them have assaulted me;

but would that advance our holy religion? Do you
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not know that there is nothing that so prejudices people

against Christianity as to see ministers fighting? It

takes tvro to make a battle, so I will let them go

on. It relieves them, and does not hurt me! I suppose

that in the war of Avords I might ^Jbe their equal, for

nobody has ever charged me with lack of vocabulary!

But then, you plainly see that if I assaulted them with

the same bitterness with which they assaulted me, no

good cause would be advanced. There is another way, and

that is by giving them kindly, loving, and brotherly advice.

*Ah!' you say, * that's the way; that's a Christian way.'

Then I advise my critical brethren of the clergy to remem-

ber what every layman knows, whether in the church or

in the world, that you never build yourself up by trying to

pull anybody else down. You see, my dear critical breth-

ren—and I hope the audience will make no response to

what I am saying—you see, my dear critical brethren, you

fail in two respects when you try to do that. First, you

do not build yourselves up; and secondly, you do not pull

anybody else down. Show me the case in five hundred

years where any pulpit; or any church, has been built up by
bombarding some other pulpit. The fact is, we have an

immense membership in this church, and they are all my
personal friends. Then, we have a great many regular at»

tendants who are not church members, and a great many
occasional attendants, from all parts of the land, and those

people know that I never give any bad advice in this place,

and that I always give good advice, and that God by con-

version saves as many souls in this church every year as

He saves in any other church. Now, my dear critical breth-

ren of the clergy, why assault all these homes throughout the

world ? When you assault me, you assault them. Besides

that, ° To every man his work.' I wish you all prosperity,
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critical brethren. You, for instance, are metaphysical.

May you succeed in driving people into heaven by raising

a great fog on earth. You are severely logical. Hook the

people into glory by the horns of a dilemma. You are an-

ecdotal. Charm the j^eople to truth by capital stories well

told. You are illustrative. Twist all the flowers of the

field and all the stars of heaven into your sermons. You
are classical. Wield the club of Hercules for the truth, and

make Pai'nassus bow to Calvary. Your work is not so

much in the pulpit as from house to house, by pastoral vis-

itation. The Lord go with you as you go to take tea with

the old ladies, and hold the children in your lap and tell

them how much they look like their father and mother! Stay

all the afternoon and evening, and if it is a damp night, stay

all night! All prosperity to you in this pastoral work, and

may you by that means get the whole family into the king-

dom of God. You will reach people I never will reach,

and I will reach jDeople you never will reach. Go ahead.

In every possible way, my dear critical brethren of the

clergy, I will helj) you. If you have anything going on in

your church—lecture, concert, religious meeting—send me
the notice and I will read it here with complimentary re-

marks, and when you call me a hard name I will call you

a blessed fellow, and when you throw a brickbat at me

—

an ecclesiastical brickbat—then I will pour holy oil on your

head until it runs down on your coat collar! There is nothing

so invigorates and inspires me as the opportimity to say

pleasant things about my clerical brethren. God prosper you,

my critical brethren of the ministry, and jDut a blessing on

your head, and a blessing in your shoe, and a blessing in

your gown—if you wear one—and a blessing before you,

and a blessing behind you, and a blessing under you, and a

blessing on the top of you, so that you cannot get out untiJ
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you mount into heaven, where I appoint a meeting with

you on the north side of the river, under the tree of life, to

talk over the honor we had on earth of working each one

in his own way. ' To every man his work.' TVe ought to

be an example, my critical brethren, to other occupations.

How often we hear lawyers talking against lawyers, and

doctors talking against doctors, and merchants talking

against merchants. You would hardly go into a store on

one side of the street to get a merchant's opinion of a mer-

chant on the other side of the street in the same line of

business. We ought, in the ministry, to be examples to

all other occupations. If we have spites and jealousies, let

us hide them forever. If we have not enough divine grace

to do it, let common worldly jDrudence dictate.

" But during these ten years in which I have preached to

you, I have not only received the criticism of the world,

but I have often received its misrepresentation, and I do

not suppose any man of any age escapes if he be trying to

do a particular work for God and the Church. It was said

that Rowland Hill advertised he would on the following

Babbath make a pair of shoes in his pulpit, in the presence

of his audience, and that he came into the pulpit with a

pair of boots and a knife, and having shaved off the top of

the boots, presented a pair of shoes. It was said that

Whitefield was preaching one summer day, when a fly

buzzed around his head, and that he said, ' The sinner will

be destroyed as certainly as I catch that fly.' He clutched

at the fly and missed it. The story goes that then he said

that after all j^erhaps the sinner might escape through sal-

vation ! Twenty years ago the pictorials of London were
full of pictures of Charles Spurgeon astride the rail of a

pulpit, riding down in the presence of the audience to show

how easy it was to go into sin; and then the pictorials
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represented him as climbing up the railing of the pulpit to

shoAV how hard it was to get to heaven. Mr. Beecher was
said to have entered his pulpit one warm day, and, wiping
the perspiration from his forehead, to have said, 'It's hot !

'

with an expletive more emphatic than devotional ! Lies !

Lies ! All of them lies. No minister of the Gospel

escapes. Certainly I have not escaped ! A few years ago,

when I was living in PhiladeljDhia, I came to unite in holy

marriage Dr. Boynton, the eloquent geological lecturer,

with a lady of New York. I solemnized the marriage

ceremony in the parlors of the Fifth Avenue Hotel. The
couple made their wedding excursion in a balloon that

left Central Park within the presence of five thousand

people. When I got back to Philadelphia I saw in the

papers, that I had disgraced the holy ordinance of mar-

riage by performing it a mile high, above the earth, in a

balloon ! And there are thousands of people to this

day who believe that I solemnized that marriage above

the clouds. About eight or nine years ago, in our chapel,

at a Christmas festival one week night, amid six or eight

hundred children roaring happy, with candies and oranges

and corn-balls, and with the representation of a star in

Christmas-greens right before me, I said, ' Boys, I feel like

a morning-star.' It so happened that that phrase is to be

found in a negro song, and two days afterward it appeared

over the name of a man who said he was ' a member of a
neighboring church;' that I had the previous Sunday night,

in my pulpit, quoted two or three verses from ' Shoo Fly!'

And, moreover, it went on to say that we sang that every

Sunday in our Sunday school! And as it was supposed

that ' a member of a neighboring church ' would not lie,

grave editorials appeared in prominent newspapers deplor-

ing the fact that the pulpit should be so desecrated, an(|
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that the Sabbath schools of this country seemed to be going

to ruin. Some years ago, in the New York ' Independent,'

I wrote an article denouncing the exclusiveness of churches,

and making a plea for the working classes. In the midst

of that article there were two ironical sentences, in which

I expressed the disgust which some people have for anybody

that works for a living. Some enemy took these two ironi-

cal sentences and sent them all around the world as my sen-

timents of disgust with the working classes, and a popular

magazine of the country, taking these two ironical sentences

as a text, went on to say that I preached every Sunday with

kid gloves and swallow-tail coat (!), and that I ought to re-

member that if ever I got to heaven I should have to be

associated with the working classes, and be with the fisher-

men apostles, and Paul, the tent-maker. To this very day

I get letters from all parts of the earth, containing little

newspaper scraps, saying; 'Did you really say that? How
is it possible you can so hate the working classes? How
can you make that accord with the words of sympathy you

have recently been uttering in behalf of their sorrows?' A
few years ago I preached a series of sermons here on good

and bad amusements. There appeared a sermon as mine

denouncing all amusements, representing that all actors,

play-actors and actresses were dissolute without exception,

and that all theatrical jjlaces were indecent, and that every

man who went to a theatre lost his soul, and that it was

wrong even to go to a zoological garden, and a sin to look

at a zebra. I never preached one word of the sermor,

Every word of that sermon was written in a printing-office

by a man who had never seen me, or seen Brooklyn Taber-

nacle—every word of it except the text; that he got b

sending to another printing-office. In the State of Main^

a religious paper has a letter from a clergyman, who say
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that I came into this pulpit on Sabbath morning with Indian

dress, feathers on my head, and scalping-knife in my hand,

and that the pulpit was appropriately adorned with

arrows, and Indian blankets, and buffalo-skins; and

the clergyman in that letter goes on, with tears, to

ask, 'What is the world coming to?' and asks if eccle^

siastical authority somehow cannot be evoked to

stop such an outrage. Why do I state these things ? To

stop them ? Oh, no. But for public information. I do

not want to stop them. They make things spicy ! Be
sides that, my enemies do more for me than my friends can.

I long ago learned to harness the falsehood and abuse of

the world for Christian service. I thought it would be a

great privilege if I could preach the gospel through the

secular press beyond these two cities. The secular press of

these two cities, as a matter of good neighborhood and of

home news, have more than done me justice; and I thank

them for it. If they put the Gospel as I preach it in their

reportorial columns, I should be very mean and ungrateful

if I objected to anything in the editorial columns. I have

felt if this world is ever brought to God, it will be by Jie

printing press; and w])ile I have for many years been allowed

the privilege of preaching the Gospel through the religious

press all around the world, I wanted to preach the Gospel

through the secular press beyond these cities, to people who
do not go to church and who dislike churches. My enemies

have given me the chance. They have told such mon-

strous lies about this pulpit and about this church that they

have made all the world curious to know what really is said

here. They have opened the way before me everywhere in

all the cities of this land, so that now the very best,

the most conscientious, and the most leading papers

of the country allow me, week by week, to preach
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repentance and Christ to the people. And first of all, now,

I thank the secular press of these two cities for their kind-

ness, and after that I publicly thank—for I shall never have

any opportunity of doing so save this—the Boston ' Her-

ald,' the Cincinnati 'Enquirer,' the Philadelphia ' Press/

the ' Times' of Philadelphia, the Albany ' Argus,' the

* Inter-Ocean' of Chicago, the ' Advance' of Chicago, the

* Courier-Journal' of Louisville, the * Times-Journal' of

St. Louis, the ' Dispatch,' of Pittsburg, the Reading Eagle,'

Pennsylvania; the Henrietta 'Journal' of Texas, the 'Evan-

gel' of San Francisco, the 'Telegraph' of St. John,

Canada, the ' Guardian ' of Toronto, Canada, the

' Christian Age,' the 'Christian Herald,' and the 'Chris-

tian Globe,' of London, the 'Southern Cross' of Melbourne,

Australia, 'Town and Country' of Sidney, Australia; the

' Words of Grace' of Sydney, Australia, and many others

all around the world. And I want to tell you that when I

was called here to this place, while I received the call from

nineteen people, my enemies now give me the opportunity

every week of preaching the Gospel to between seven and

eight million souls. They have excited the curiosity to see

and hear what I would say, and then the leading, the hon-

orable newspapers of the country have gratified that curios-

ity. Go on, mine enemies ! If you can afford it in your

soul I can. So God makes the wrath of men to praise Him,

and while I thank my friends I thank my enemies.

" But, while the falsehoods to which I have referred may
somewhat have stirred your humor, there is a falsehood

which strikes a different key, for it invades the sanctity

of my home; and, when I tell the story, the fair-minded

men and women and children of the land will be indignant.

I will read it, so that if any one may want to copy it they

can after, (Reading froni Tnanuscript). It has been statec]
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over and over again in private circles, and in newspapers

hinted, until tens of thousands of people have heard the

report, that sixteen or seventeen years ago I went sailing

on the Schuylkill River with my wife and her sister (who

was my sister-in-law); that the boat capsized, and that

having the opportunity of saving either my wife or her

sister, I let my wife drown and saved her sister, I marrying

her in sixty days! I propose to nail that infamous lie on

the forehead of every villain, man or woman, who shall

utter it again, and to invoke the law to help me. One

beautiful morning, my own sister by blood relation, Sarah

Talmage Whiteknack, and her daughter, Mary, being on a

visit to us in Philadelphia, I proposed that we go to Fair-

mount Park and make it pleasant for them. With my wife

and my only daughter—she being a little child—and my
sister, Sarah, and her daughter, I started for Fairmount.

Having just moved to Philadelphia I was ignorant of the

topography of the suburbs. Passing along by the river I

saw a boat and proposed a row. I hired the boat and we

got in, and not knowing anything of the dam across the

river, and unwarned by the keeper of the boat of any

danger, I pulled straight for the brink, suspecting nothing

until we saw some one wildly waving on the shore as

though there were danger. I looked back, and lo! we were

already in the current of the dam. With a terror that you

cannot imagine I tried to back the boat, but in vain. We
went over. The boat capsized. My wife instantly disap-

peared and was drawn under the dam, from which her body
was not brought until days after; I, not able to swim a

stroke, hanging on the bottom of the boat, my niece hang-
ing on to me, my sister, Sarah, clinging to the other side of

the boat. A boat from shore rescued us. After an hour of

effort to resuscitate my child, avIio wfis nirie-tenths dead—-
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and I can see iier biacKeued body yet, rolling over the

barrel, such as is used for restoring the drowned—she

breathed again. A carriage came up, and leaving my wife

in the bottom of the Schuylkill River, and with my little

girl in semi-unconsciousness, and blood issuing from her

nostril and lip, wrapped in a shawl on my laj), and with my
sister, Sarah, and her child in the carriage, we rode to our

desolate home. Since the world was created a more ghastly

and agonizing calamity never happened. And that is the

scene over which some ministers of the Gospel, and men
and women pretending to be decent, have made sport. My
present wife was not within a hundred miles of the place.

So far from being sisters, the two were entire strangers.

They never heard of each other, and not until nine

months after that tragedy on the Schuylkill did I even

know of the existence of my present wife. Nine

months after that calamity on the Schuylkill, she was in-

troduced to me by my brother, her pastor, Eev. Goyn
Talmage, now of Port Jervis, New York. My first wife's

name was Mary E. Avery, a member of the Reformed
Church, Harrison street. South Brooklyn, where there are

many hundreds of people who could tell the story. My
present wife, I say, was not within a hundred miles of the

spot. Her name was Susie "Whittemore, and she was a

member of the Reformed Church in Greenpoint, Brooklyn,

where multitudes could tell the story. With multitudes of

j^eople on the bank of the Schuylkill who witnessed my
landing on that awful day of calamity, and hundreds of

people within half an hour's walk of this place who knew
Mary Avery, and hundreds of people in Greenijoint, Brook-

lyn, who knew my present wife, Susie Whittemore—^^what

do you think, husbands and wives, fathers and mothers,

editors and reporters, of a lie like that manufactured out of
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tfee whole cloth? I never have spoken of this subject be-

fore, and I never shall again; but I give fair notice that, if

any two responsible witnesses will give me the name of any

responsible person after this affirming this slander, I will

pay the informant one hundred dollars, and I will put upon

the criminal, the loathsome wretch who utters it, the full

force of the law.

" But while I have thus referred to falsehoods and criti-

cisms, I want to tell you that in the upturned faces of my
congregation, and in the sympathy of a church always in-

dulgent, and in the perpetual blessing of God, my ten

years' experience in Brooklyn have been very happy. Now,
as to the future—for I am preaching my anniversary ser-

mon—as to the future, I want to be of more service. Mj^

ideas of a sermon have all changed. My entire theology

has condensed into one word, and that a word of four let-

ters, and that woi'd is 'help.' Before I select my text,

when I come to this pulj)it, when I rise to preach, the one

thought is. How shall I help the people? And this coming
year I mean, if God will give me His Spirit, to help young
men. They have an awful struggle, and I want to put my
arm through their arm with a tight grip, such as an older

brother has the right to give to a younger brother, and I

want to help them through. Many of them have magnifi-

cent promise and hope, I am going to cheer them on up

the steps of usefulness and honor. God help the young

men! I get letters every week from somebody in the coun-

try, saying, 'My son has gone to the city; he is in such a

bank, or store, or shop. Will you look after him? He was

a good boy at home but there are many temptations in the

city. Pray for him, and counsel him.' I want to help the

old. They begin to feel in the way; they begin to feel

neglected, perhaps. I want at the edge of the snow-bank
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of old age to show them the crocus. I want to put in their

hands the staff and the rod of the Gospel. God bless your

gray hairs. I want to help these wives and mothers in the

struggle of housekeeping, and the training of their children

for God and for Heaven. I want to preach a Gospel as ap-

propriate to Martha as to Mary. God helj) the martyrs of the

kitchen, and the martyrs of the drawing-room, and the mar-

tyrs of the nursery, and the martyrs of the sewing-machine.

I want to help merchants; whether the times are good or

bad, they have a struggle. I want to preach a sermon

that will last them all the week; when they have notes to

pay, and no money to pay them with; when they are abused

and assaulted. I want to give them a Gospel as appro-

priate for Wall street, and Broadway, and Chestnut street,

and State street, as for the communion table. I want to

help dissipated men who are trying to reform. Instead of

coming to them with a patronizing air that seems to say,

'How high I am up, and how low you are down,' I want to

come to them with a manner which seems to say, ' If I had

been in the same kind of temptation, I might have done

worse.' I have more interest in the lost sheep that bleats

on the mountain than in the ninety-nine sheejj asleep in

the fold. I want to helj? the bereft. Oh! they are all

around us. It seems as if the cry of orjDhanage and child-

lessness and widowhood would never end. Only last

Wednesday we carried out a beautiful girl of twenty years.

Fond parents could not cure her. Doctors could not cure

her. Oceanic voyage to Europe could not cure her. She

went out over that road over Avhich so many of your loved

ones have gone. Oh! we want comfort. This is a world

of graves. God make me the sun of consolation to the

troubled. Help for one. Help for all. Help noAv. While
this moment the sun rides mid heaven, may the eternal

UQoii of God's pardon a^d comfort flood your soul,"



CHAPTER X.

THE TEIAL,

We now come to what we doubt not is the most painful
event in Dr. Talmage's life. To be the subject of gossip
and tittle-tattle, to have one's sayings and doings criticised

and sometimes misrepresented, is the lot of all public men;
but, we regret to say, Dr. Talmage has been called to pass
thi-ough a much severer trial than any that could have arisen
from such causes as these. We will not attribute unworthy
motives to those who have been the chief actors in this

movement directed against Dr. Talmage, we will hope that
they believe they were discharging a great public duty in

the course which they have been pursuing. Indeed, we feel

assured that neither party can look back upon the scenes
which were reported as taking place during the trial, without
deep sorrow for the scandal brought upon the Christian min-
istry and the Christian name itself. A private conference
of the brethren with Dr. Talmage would have been enough
to answer every purpose, when the " common fame " charges
against Talmage might have been inquired into, and a

right decision arrived at in the interests of truth and
charity. But unhappily this was not done, and the world
now rings with the Brooklyn Presbytery Scandal. From
the first of this painful matter it has seemed to us that to

proceed against a Christian minister merely on the ground
of " common fame " was unworthy a body of men such as

the Brooklyn Presbytery. TTas there ever a zealous serv-

ant of God, since the world began, that "common fame"
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has not more or less calumniated ? Has it not been the lot

of God's servants in all ages to be reviled and slandered by
" common fame ? " Yea, was it not thus that the life of

the Master Himself was taken away? The "common
fame " of the Scribes and Pharisees, the priests and the

rulers of Jerusalem, alleged that Jesus was " a wine-bibber

and a friend of publicans and sinners;" that He had " a

devil and was mad;" that He said He would destroy the

temple; that He was seditious, and stirred up the people to

rebellion against Csesar; that He was a blasphemer, &c.

It was upon " common fame " that He was apjDrehended

and cnicified. We candidly confess that the manner in

which the prosecuting party jDroceeded against Talmage

has never ceased to appear to us as cowardly and mean;

that under the assumption of " common fame " was con-

cealed a dislike to the man, and a desire to strike him down,

which dared not show itself in a fair and honest and manly

encounter. We say this without any reference whatever

to the merits of the case, and without the slightest wish to

create prejudice. Tlie Brooklyn Presbytery has decided

by a majority of five that Talmage is innocent of the

charges made against him, and the same majority have

passed a resolution expressing confidence in his character,

and esteem and regard for him and his work; and so far

these are weighty testimonies in his favor, which ought at

the least to procure for him such treatment as an acquitted
man deserves; but the case is not thereby terminated. The
minority in the Presbytery have appealed to the higher
court in the Presbyterian Church, the Synod, and in conse-

quence of that appeal the whole case must be gone into

again before the larger court; and therefore respect for that

court as well as for Talmage himself precludes our saying
more at present. It is evident from Talmage's declaration
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before tlie Presbytery that he was not unprepared for hos-

tile action. He said, " We have been ready for trial for

nine years in the Brooklyn Tabernacle. The air has been

full of the threats of the Presbytery towards us. We have

been committed and committed, and not to be ready for

trial at this time would be a very strange thing. One
month ago I stood up here and demanded investigation and

trial. I said, ' I am here now prepared to answer any and

every question put to me, and I want an investigation. An
investigation for forty-seven years.' But I was not

heard. I want an investigation—not for one year, but

for forty-seven years. All the facts concerning my life

—^between God and my soul there are ten thousand sins

and imperfections—but between myself and my church, and

between myself and my brethren, I challenge investigation.

I waive the ten days which I have a right to demand to pre-

pare for trial. I am ready now, with the documents in my
pocket, and with witnesses here to prove that atrocious

crimes have been committed against me as a minister of the

Lord Jesus Christ." These do not read like the words of a

man who had anything to conceal or fear. The charge

against Dr. Talmage consisted of the following specifica-

tions:

Specification I.—In that he acted deceitfully, and made
statements which he knew to be false, in the matter of his

withdrawal from the editorshijD of the " Christian at Work,"

in the month of October, 1876.

Sjyecification II.—In that, at various times, he published,

or allowed to be published by those closely associated with

him, without contradicting them, statements which he

knew to be false, or calculated to give a false impression,

in defense of his action and statements referred to in the

first specification.
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Specification III.—In that he repeatedly made public

declarations, in various and emphatic forms of speech, from
his pulpit, that the church of which he was pastor was a

free church, and that the sittings were assigned without

reference to the dollar question, although he knew such de-

clarations to be false.

Specification IV.—In that, in the winter of 1876-7, he

falsely accused J. W. Hathaway of dishonest practices, and
afterwards denied that he had done so.

Specification V.—In that, in the early part of the year

1878, he endeavored to obtain false subscriptions towards

the payment of the debt of the church, to be deceitfully

used for the purpose of inducing others to subscribe.

Specification VI.—In that, in the year 1878, he acted

and spoke deceitfully in reference to the matter of the re-

engagement of the organist of the Tabernacle Presbyterian

Church.

Specification VII.—In that he publicly declared, on Sun-

day, February 2, 1879, that all the newspapers said he was

to be arraigned for heterodoxy, and used other expressions

calculated to give the impression that he expected to be

arraigned on that charge, although he knew that he would

be arraigned, if at all, on the charge of falsehood, thereby

deceiving the people.

The prosecution was conducted by the Rev. Arthur

Crosby and Rev. Archibald McCullough. The defense w;is

committed to the Rev. Dr. Spear, a venerable minister of

the new school, who certainly had not been prejudiced in

Talmage's favor. Dr. Spear said:

"I have heard of him and talked about him, and said

some things adverse to him which, if I had known him

as well as I now do, I would not have said. I find

that I was mistaken in some very important respects
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He is not in all particulars the man that I supposed

he was, and not the man that the common
fame I heard said he was. I took him to be odd,

strange, startling and sensational by design, study and art;

but I now see, as I did not then see, that Nature has given

him such forms of thought and modes of expression as

must carry along with them much of what very sober

people call indiscretion and imprudence. I looked iipon

him as a man whom it would be well to chisel, and

straighten, and put into a more comely shape; but I did

not then see, as I do now, that he has an emotional and
intellectual organization remarkably unique; his own, and

not another's, and that he cannot be trimmed, cramped or

frozen without undermining the foundation of his great

powei-s. I did not then see, as I do now, that he is and
must be himself, however much the critics may snarl at

him; and that when and where he is himself there is in him
an immense amount of that which is good and strong. I

regarded him as a genius of his own type; but I did not see

the peculiarities and infirmities, just as natural as the

genius, which sometimes shade the clear luster of the lat-

ter. I did not see, as I now do, the fervor and rush of his

emotional nature that necessarily involve some imprudence,

that will not permit the tongue to measure its own words

with the most perfect exactitude, and that Avill not wait for

the cool and careful analysis of deliberate judgment. He
is one of those men who often make the air tremble with

vibrations too rapid for their own counting. And as to his

heart, I was greatly mistaken. I did not then see, as I now
do, its natural simplicity, its generous overflow, its unsus-

pecting artlessness, and, unless I am now mistaken, its

honest zeal for God and man. My affections have been

drawn towards him in this hour of his trouble, and this is

the reason why I am before you to plead his cause."
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Subsequently the sixth and seventh specifications were

withdrawn. The trial lasted six weeks and attracted gen-

eral attention and much comment, not only because of the

eminence of the accused minister and the nature of the

charges preferred against him, but on account of the man-

ner in which the whole affair was conducted. It ended, as

we have already stated, in a verdict of acquittal by a

majority of five. At the close of the trial Dr. Talmage
delivered the following address:

"Me. Moderator—'1 think myself happy because I

shall be permitted to answer for myself this day before

thee, touching all the things whereof I have been accused,

because I know thee to be expert in all customs and queS'

tions.' Conscious as I have been of my thorough integrity,

I am glad that the Presbytery have come to the same mind.

You will all, as Christian brethren, want to know how I

feel now. Fii-st, a sense of gratitude." (Here Dr. Talmage
extended thanks to the Moderator, to his counsel and to

the press).

"How do I feel towards my severe opponents in this

Presbytery? I feel well. I would, if need be, go any

distance to serve them. By the blessing of God I shall

come out of this trial without the slightest grudge. I

feel that these opj)onents have done me no harm. They
have opened for me wider fields of usefulness. They have

marshaled all Christian people and the world on my side.

Whatever they meant God has turned it for good. Every

blow struck has somehow passed my head and knocked

open a new door of work. How do I feel towards Brothers

Van Dyke and Crosby and Greene and Dr. Sherwood ? I

feel as though I would like to meet them all in heaven,

although I am not very anxious to meet them the first two

or three days ! It is only through the help of God that I
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have not lost my temper. I have had no surprise in the

final vote. Three newspaper gentlemen, before one word
of evidence was taken on this trial, gave me the names of

those who would finally vote against me, and they made
but one mistake, and that in the case of a clergyman who
came to my side. My only surprise was that after raking

over my entire life of forty-seven years they have been able

to establish nothing against me. I am not as good as that

would seem to make me out. I could have given my prose-

cutors material for fifty specifications against myself, to

all of which I would have pleaded guilty. I shall go out

of this trial with an increased hatred for everything like

sectarianism.

"^ISTot only have I had the sympathy of the entire Presby-

terian Church—a handful of this Presbytery excejDted—but

I have had the sympathy of the Methodist, the Baptist, the

Congregational, the Reformed, the Ejiiscopalian, and the

Catholic Churches. I never had any sectarianism in my
soul, but I have less now. Indeed, though I am a Protest-

ant, in one respect I prefer the Catholic Church, They
have only one pope, while in our Protestant denominations

there are a hundred, and I think at least one for each pres-

bytery and classis and consociation. Never have I had
such full appreciation of the fact that God has His children

in all denominations. ' I believe in God the Father Al-

mighty, Maker of Heaven and Earth, and in Jesus Christ,

and in the Communion of Saints.'

" Never have I had siich opportunity of cultivating pa-

tience as during these six weeks. A few summers ago I

lay down in the woods and fell asleep. When I woke up I

found a caterpillar on my foot, an ant crawling up my
sleeve, and spiders weaving their webs across my body—
one web across my boot, one across my knee, one across my
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waist, one across my chin, one across my nose, one across

my forehead—just seven specifications ! But I got up and

shook myself, and took a good wash, and felt well, I call

you to witness that I have for six weeks lain quietly and

allowed all sorts of spiders to crawl over me, and said

nothing; but I think it is about time for me to get up and

shake myself. I got no harm from my experience in the

woods. I expect to get no harm from my experience in the

Presbytery. I pi-onounce my benediction upon all this

body. I have no complaint to make. There are two or

three regrets I might mention. I regret that when, years

ago, I offered to leave this whole matter to a committee,

that committee was refused. I regret also that when, two

months ago, a committee of five was appointed, they heard

my enemies but would not hear one of my friends. I

offered in one afternoon to show them the falsity of all the

charges, but they would not give me one second to the

hearing of one of my friends, while they silent two weeks

in gathering up the venom of my enemies. That is a regret

in which all fair-minded men will share.

" The actions of that committee have made more infidels

than all of them will ever be able to make Christians. At
some of the committee I was not much surprised, but I

would have thought that the senior member of it would

have been very careful about making the scandal of this

trial, because of his own past ex^^erience. There has been

much discussion as to whether my church and its pastor

would leave the Presbyterian denomination on account of

the atrocity attempted on me. I was born in the Presby-

terian Church, the Reformed Church being one branch of

the great Presbyterian family. I shall go with my people

wherever they go. I believe in them as much as they be-

lieve in me. A more highly-educated, refined and con*
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servative group of men and women is not to be found on

this planet. I hope for the present they will stay in this

denomination (Van Dyke's). The power that was the bane

of this Presbytery is now broken, and there is going to be

more room for free action. The thumbscrews are going out

of modern ecclesiasticism. A great many things have trans-

pired in the Presbytery that are no more Presbyterianism

than they are South Sea cannibalism. More liberty of

thought and deed hereafter in the Brooklyn Presbytery.

We cannot all work the same way. Some of the brethren

have said that they do not like my way of preaching. I

just as much dislike theirs. They do not sanction mine. I

could not endure theirs. It is certain that as many people

like mine as theirs. My way of preaching is poor enough;

but I know theirs will never save the world! God seems

to have blessed my work as much as He has theirs; but I will

tnake a bargain with them. I will let them have their

way if they will let me have mine. It has been said on this

trial that I have eccentricities. If so, they are natural. I

have never cultured but one eccentricity, and that is, never

to pursue any one engaged in Christian work! It makes
but little difference to me whether a fisherman uses Conroy
tackle with fly of golden pheasant, or a crooked stick which

he cut out of the woods with his own jack-knife, if he only

catches the fish. Get men into the Kingdom of God. Who
cares about the way you get them in? Six years ago I went
to the Adirondacks with a hunting and fishing apparatus

loaned me by a friend. The apparatus was worth about

five hundred dollars. If the trout and the deer of Saranao

Lake and John Brown's Tract could have understood my
baggage, they would have been very apprehensive. Such
reels! Such bait boxes! Such cartridges! Such Bradford

•flies! Such pocket flasks for soda water and lemonade!
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Suffice it to say I did not interfere with the happiness of the

piscatory or zoological world. While I was laboriously

getting ready, a mountaineer with an old blunderbuss shot

three deer. I found that splendid apparatus did not imply

great execution. What is true in the woods is true in the

Church. All our elaborate and costly theological apparatus

is a failure if we cannot catch souls.

" On this trial my methods have been criticised because

some of you do not understand what my theory of preach

ing is. When I go into the pulpit I say, 'During this one

hour and a half I am going to see how many people I can

help, and help right away.' We all want help. Our chil-

dren are dead, and we want to know whether there is any

place this side or the other of the sun where we can get

them into our arms again. To most of us life is a struggle,

and we want a Christ to sympathize with us in the struggle.

Five hundred thousand people in Brooklyn who want help.

Twelve hundred millions of a race wanting hel^). Eternal

God help us to help them. Brethren, I preach the best I

can. You could not stand it to hear me preach, and I

would not for a salary of five thousand dollars a year sit

and hear some of you preach. If you want me different

you will have to make me over again; but if you do under-

take the job of making me over again, like unto which of

these presbyters will you make me? Do let me have a

choice of models.

" This is certain : I will hereafter be more intense in my
way. I have been stupid long enough in sermonizing; I

am hereafter going to be interesting, if such a thing is pos-

sible. The brethren say I am orthodox, and I admit that

they are orthodox; but I give them notice that I am here-

after going to be orthodox in a more interesting way. No
more humdrum for me. I have learned this from the news-
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papers of the country. Why do all the people read the

newspapers? Because the newspapers are interesting. How
are we to get our churches thronged with worshipers? By
making our religious services interesting. Hereafter count

me out of the old way of doing things, I have been asked

whether I intend to withdraw from this Presbytery. I

might, perhaps, but for brother Yan Dyke's assertion that

he should withdraw in case of my acquittal. What would

become of the Presbyterian Church if we should both

leave it? I think perhaps I had better stay and watch the

wreck. But I must adjourn most of what I have to say to

my own puliDit, where I feel more at home and have larger

audiences. Meanwhile I pray for you and your families all

happiness and prosperity, I commend you to God and to

the Word of His grace, which is able to build you up and

give you an inheritance among all them that are sancti-

fied,"

On this extraordinary trial the Rev, Henry Ward Beecher

commented as follows in his paper, the " Christian Union"

:

" With the majority the verdict seems to have been a

matter of calm and deliberate conviction, while the minority,

if we may judge from their arguments, were not wholly

free from passion and vindictive sentiment,

" In truth, however, the Brooklyn Presbytery, rather than

Dr. Talmage, has been on trial, and ecclesiasticism more
than either. The unbelieving world has looked on, at first

with curiosity, and then with anything but reverence or even

respect, at the proceedings of this 'Court of Jesus Christ.'

It has wondered what example of charity, mutual forbear-

ance, mutual consideration, and, above all, of disinterested

and dispassionate love of truth and equal justice, the Church

had to show to the world, and it has been amazed at the

extraordinary example actually presented. How, it hag
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asked, do the disciples of the Lord Jesus Christ proceed in

order to learn the truth concerning a disciple accused of un-

christian conduct? To the answer given it has listened

either with sorrowful silence or with open derision.

" It is simply astonishing that in this nineteenth century

a body of Christian ministers can devise no method morq

in accord with the sjDirit and jDrinciples inculcated by Jesua

Christ for the determination of the truth of 'common

fame' respecting a brother, than this modified form of

Anglo-Saxon paganism. Imagine the question of Paul'a

orthodoxy, or John Mark's consistency, left to be determ-

ined by appointing Peter to stretch every nerve to prove

him guilty, John to emplo}'' every stratagem to prove him

innocent, and the rest of the apostles to decide between

them after the sacred sparring-match was over!

"What method could we propose? In the absence of

any better suggestion, we think it might be well for the

disciples of Christ to try the method which Christ recom-

mended. If any brother felt himself personally injured by

Dr. Talmage, or felt that a more serious injury had been

inflicted on the Churches of Christ by his conduct, he might

go to him alone to remonstrate; if that did no good, he

might take one or two discreet brethren, and make, with

their aid, a more vigorous attempt to rectify the wrong;

and, if that also failed, he might then leave Dr. Talmage

alone, and if necessary make a public statement why he

chose to do so. This is not a method very much in vogue

in any Christian .denomination as yet. It affords no field

for forensic displays, and no opportunity for newspaper

notoriety. We will not say that even some better method

of dealing with Christian ministers accused by that ' devil's

advocate' of modern society, 'common fame,' may not be

discovered or invented in the future. But we think we are
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quite prepared to say that trial by wager of battle in a
* Court of Jesus Christ ' is not such an invention as will

commend itself to the average iinbeliever as any improve-

ment on Christ's forgotten plan."

In the " Christian \Yorld " of London, under date June

6, 1879, an article appeared from the pen of the Rev, Dr.

Parker of the City Temple, Holborn, which was generally

regarded as a kind of " summing up " against Dr. Talmage.

But since then Dr. Parker has published a sort of recanta-

tion of that judgment, and as the change in his mind
was wrought by a visit from the Rev. Charles Wood,
of Buffalo, United States, a Presbyterian minister, and

now in England as one of the representatives of the Ameri-

can Presbyterians to theGeneral Assembly of the Church of

Scotland, we think it only fair to Dr. Parker and Dr. Tal-

mage to give the article referred to: "My readers will

unanimously bear me witness that from first to last I have

had only kind words for Dr. Talmage. Some time since it

was rumored that he had acted a very singular part in

the matter of a fatal accident on an American river. He
made a complete and triumphant reply, which I repro-

duced, adding a few words of most hearty sympathy and

interest. When I was in Brooklyn six years ago. Dr. Tal-

mage received me most kindly; he asked me to preach to

his peojDle; he said kind things in his paper; and, in short,

he showed all possible friendliness. These are things which

I do not easily forget, so when this trial business came up
my whole heart went out after Talmage and my confidence

in him was unreserved. I had made up my mind to ask

him to preach in the City Temple, and to show him all

hospitality and affection. Whilst in this state of mind
the ' New York Evangelist ' came into my hands, and it con-

tained the first and only connected and apparently complete
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statement of the trial I had seen, and I perused it with

eager interest. Being ahnost wholly ignorant of Presby^

terian methods of procedure, I supposed that Dr. Van
Dyke was making the formal accusation, and that Dr. Tal-

mage said about all he had to say in self-explanation and

defence. Van Dyke's statement was so clear, so moderate,

and so detailed, and Dr. Talmage's speech was so off-handed

and so jocular, that I began to fear that there was more

substance in the accusation than I at first supposed. But

on Saturday night last the Rev. Charles Wood called upon

me, and gave me a copy of the speech which had been

used by Dr, Talmage's counsel, that I might see exactly

how the defense stood. I have learned that Dr. Van Dyke
is a near neighbor of Dr. Talmage's, that he is a good and

able man, but that his congregation is small. I do not

know the effect of this upon an American Presb}''terian,

but I do know exactly what it would be in the case of

some English Congi-egationalists. The effect would be a

most virulent and unreasoning prejudice against the suc-

cessful man, and all sorts of snarling criticisms would be

passed upon him. If ' John Strong,' for example, were in

Van Dyke's jjosition, nothing would be too venomous or

cruel for him to say; as for a few perversions here and

there, they would be of very small account if the object

in view, namely, the torment of the successful man, re-

quired their aid. It has come to pass that Van Dyke
has done exactly what 'John Strong' has done; that

is to say, he has, under a feigned name, written a letter

to a Philadelphia newspaper respecting Talmage, which

letter is, in ray opinion, shamefully disgraceful. The
man who could write such a letter, under an assumed

name, about a brother minister and a near neighbor, is

capable of making any accusation, and ought not to be
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listened to for one moment. I hate cowardice. I have

suffered so much from it myself, and have seen so fre-

quently the damnable treatment of one minister by another,

envy and jealousy of the vilest kind being in common
use, that I am determined to denounce it by speech and pen

wherever I find it. Had I read Van Dyke's letter first I

should certainly never have read his speech. He wrote to

Philadelphia, signed himself ' Augustin,' and said the

meanest things of his nearest neighbor. Turning from this,

let me ask, 'Who was Dr. Talmage's counsel ? ' The answer

is, ' Dr. Spear, of Brooklyn.' Dr. Spear is an old-school

Presbyterian, who had no particular liking either for Tal-

mage or his methods; a venerable, quiet, cautious man, who
has lived an obscurely public life, honored and beloved by
his own people. Dr. Spear comes out of this trial with a

real love for Dr. Talmage, thinking him far enough from a

perfect man, but still giving him his affection and confi-

dence. I no sooner got hold of Dr. Spear's speech than I

went at once to the charge about leaving ' The Christian at

Work' dishonorably. That was the principal charge in

toy opinion. I have read the defense, and it now appears

(1) that the newspaper was very far from being a financial

success; (2) that Dr. Talmage had given notice to leave it;

(3) that the paper was sold without Dr. Talmage's knowl-

edge; (4) that Dr. Talmage was not told to whom it was

sold; (5) that on hearing of the sale he went down to the

office after the paper was made up and took out an article

to make room for a very short valedictory, saying that he

was going over to another paper, and leaving his address.

Of course, it was very singular that on the very day of this

being done, there was to have been an advertisement in the

' Christian at Work,' referring to the paper to which Tal-

mage was going, of which advertisement, however, Tal-
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mage says lie knew nothing, and no proof has been given

that he did know of it. Now all this puts a very different

complexion upon the matter from that which it was made
at first to bear. If I was asked to sit down and find all the

fault I could with the case, even as Dr. Spear puts it, I could

find a good deal of very serious fault; on the other hand,

Talmage had suffered (so he said) a good deal of provo-

cation, the paper was not a success in his hands, he had given

notice to leave it, and he was forced by others into very

sudden action. I dare not say that I should be a better

man under the circumstances, and therefore I cannot con-

demn Talmage. What the other defenses may be I cannot

say, for I have not yet read them. I instinctively go over

to the side of the man who is accused. I have always done

this, and I hope always to do so. I hate the accusatory

sj)irit; it is devil-born, and infinitely detestable. At the

same time I like to get at the reality of the case, and have

the full consent of my own mind in giving any man my sup-

port. Possibly I may return to the subject next week;

meanwhile, I vote that the first charge is not sufficiehtly

sustained.
" Joseph Paekeb.

" City Temple."

With this we must now take leave of this remarkable

trial. Of one thing we have no doubt, that whatever errors

of judgment Dr. Talmage may have committed—and we
neither believe in his infallibility nor that of his accusers—

•

public confidence in the general integi'ity of his heart and

life will remain undisturbed. And we are perfectly sure we
express the wishes of tens of thousands of Christians of all

denominations and in all lands, when we pray that this trial,

sharp and painful as it has been to Dr. Talmage, may be

sanctified to prepare him for far greater, wider, and higher

usefulness, to the glory of God.



CHAPTER XI.

DR. TALMAGe's visit TO EUROPE IN 1879 DEPATUEE FROM
AMERICA, MAY 28, 1879.

The intense excitement created in Brooklyn by the an-

nouncement that Dr. Talmage, Mrs. Talmage, and Miss

Jessie Talmage would visit England, found its outlet in the

following manner. Arrangements were made to freight

the palatial steamer, " Grand Republic," to convey over

three thousand people, members and other friends, so far as

Sandy Hook, to bid them good-bye. The vessel was gaily

decked with flags from stem to stern. Among the friends

on board the " Grand Republic " were Revs. E. S. Porter,

J. W. Williamson, C. N. Sims, B. G. Benedict, J. S. Davi-

son, B. B. Brake, O. S. St. John, A. Taylor, T. Evans, J.

A. Baldwin, G. C. Lucas, L. Parker, and L. Gilbert. In

attendance also, were Mayor Howell, Aldermen French and

Aitken, ex-Mayor Hunter, City Treasurer Mr. Little, Jus-

tice Bloom, Assessor Norton, Police Commissioner Jourdan,

the United States District Attorney, A. W. Tenney, Messi'S.

Selmes, Low, Hendris, Britton, Skidmore, McNeil, Powell,

Beeke, Fairfield, Lane, Voorhees, Martin, Brockarday,

Quimby, Pierson, Van Benchoston, Jones, Smith,Winslow,

Jardine, Masters, Miles, Temple, Quackenboss, Adams;

Professors West, Dutcher, Arbuckle, Crittenden, &c. Music

by Wernig's 23d Regiment Band, was played in stirring

airs from the Tabernacle " collection." Under the pilot-

age of Major Corwin, Dr. Talmage passed through crowds

of people to Jewell's dock, and punctually at 9 A. M. found
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himself in the midst of over three thousand friends and

members of his church. A large number of the Presby-

terian clergy, and of other denominations, were on board to

express their best wishes for Dr. Talmage and family. The
" Grand Republic " then swung off into the stream, amid a

chorus of music and steam-whistles, followed by a volley of

cheers which rang over the water in the steamer's wake.

A rapid run was made to the Battery, Pier 40, North
River, where the magnificent " Gallia," of the Cunard line

lay swarming with passengers and their friends. Here an-

other volley of cheers went up, as Dr. Talmage and his

family stepped upon the deck. They immediately took

their station on the quarter-deck of the "Gallia," and waved
their farewells. Cheer after cheer was given by the Taber-

nacle people, as their boat hauled out into the stream, the

band playing "Sweet By-and-By." About 11 A. M. the

Cunarder steamed rapidly seaward, followed sharply by the

" Grand Republic." Soon both vessels were off Staten

Island, when the " Grand Republic " steered alongside the

" Gallia," and the band played another lively air. This

brought Dr. Talmage and family again on deck, who waved
their hankerchiefs, as the great vessel swept out to sea. Both

vessels having j^assed the ISTarrows, and out into the lower

bay, the passengers of the "Gallia" were thrilled by the pro-

longed cheers of " the Tabernacle excursionists," and were

themselves promj^ted to throng the port gunwale, and re-

turn the cheers. From the "Grand Rejiublic" Mr. Ar-

buckle, of the Tabernacle, with his silver trumjjet, sent the

strains of the Doxology after the Doctor, the regimental

band furnished the accompaniment, and then the company
of three thousand lifted their voices, and gave the last

"Farewell!" This was overwhelming to the Doctor; but

q^uickly putting his hands to his mouth, he shouted a last
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"Good-bye, God bless you! " Several hundred yards sepa-

rated these vessels, yet his words fell upon all ears with a

startling distinctness. The " Grand Republic " then headed

for New York, and the magnificent " Gallia " made a

rapid and splendid voyage to England.

THE " GALLIA " OFF QUEENSTOWN.

On May 15 we received a cable telegram announcing Dr.

Talmage's intended visit to England, and immediately made

arrangements to meet and welcome him off Queenstown. By
the courtesy of the famous Gunard Company's agents,Messrs.

D. & C. Mclver, the necessary documents were completed

for our transit by the steam-tender, which would be

sent out to receive the mails from the " Gallia " in mid-

ocean. After a stormy passage of several hours, the steam-

tender bravely accomplished her task, and we were duly

landed on board. The Doctor and his family had retired

to rest, having given up all hope of the steam-tender reach-

ing the " Gallia," The surprise was great when we were

announced, and a cordial greeting followed. Arriving safely

in Liverpool, we accompanied the distinguished visitors to

London, where the journey was safely completed on Satur-

day, June 7, at 2:30 P. M.

IN ENGLAND.

On Sunday, June 8, Dr. Talmage twice attended the

services at Westminster Abbey to hear Canon Farrar (author

of the "Life of Christ") and the famous Dean Stanley.

In the evening he worshiped with the largest regular con-

gregation in England at Mr. Spurgeon's Metropolitan Taber-

nacle, and had the gratification of shaking hands with the

pastor at the close of the service.

We have pleasure in reprinting an article which appeared
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in the " Liverpool Protestant Standard," under date June

14, 1879:

LANDING OF THE KEV. DR. TALMAGE.

" The great Talmage of America landed in Liverpool on

last Saturday, and after a brief stay journeyed on to Lon-

don. This eminent divine and Christian warrior has of

late months been made thetargetfor abuse and vituperation

from men whose chief characteristics are comjDosed of envy,

jealousy, and wind. The accusations which these men

brought against Dr. Talmage were almost too silly and

absurd to command attention at all; but as the wisest of

men suggested that there are times when even fools should be

answered according to their folly lest they be wise in their

own conceit, we suppose that it was considered necessary

that the accusers of Dr. Talmage should have a grand and

unrestricted opj^ortunity of making their folly known to

all men. And in this not very enviable particular they

have been most eminently successful; and so it ha^^pens

that Dr. Talmage instead of being crushed by his des-

picable persecutors has risen higher and higher in the

estimation of all good, true and noble men, while his

traducers are sinking lower and lower into the pit of un-

utterable yet well-merited contempt. For our part we
have never at any time considered that Dr. Talmage or

his character needed one word of defense from the pen

of any writer. The mighty work which he has accom-

plished through his heart-stirring sermons proclaims him
to be a man sent of God. No one puli:)it orator of modern
times, that we know of, has more vigorously, bravely,

and valiantly attacked sin and evil in every shape and
form than Dr. Talmage, of Brooklyn. Under his scathing

denunciations of vice and iniquity he has caused the devil
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to roar with rage and his satellites to gnash their teeth
with pain. No wonder was it that the spirits of demonism
both in and out of the flesh combined together in order to
try to accomplish the ruin of so great and such an uncom-
promising enemy of the kingdom of darkness. To blast

the reputation of Talmage meant Satanic triumphs at which
all hell would rejoice. Did not Dr. Talmage fearlessly

attack official corruption in high quarters? Did he not
stand up as the champion of the Bible in the public schools
when its enemies tried to shut it out from the educational
department? Did he not openly expose the vices of wealthy
profligates who reveled in lust and unholy pleasures in the
gilded palaces of debauchery of Brooklyn and New York
cities? Did he not proclaim with apostolic earnestness and
zeal a free and full salvation for every repentant sinner
who sought pardon and forgiveness through the all-suffi-

cient merits of the blood of Christ? Has he not charmed
tens of thousands of young men and young women throuo-h-

out the length and breadth of America, and also in the
fatherland, by his sermons, and won them over from the
follies of low, grovelling pursuits to the higher platform of
noble thoughts and actions? Having done then so many
things to ameliorate the condition of humanity and to make

. the world wiser and better, brighter and happier, it becomes
a matter of no wonder that a special legion of unclean and
calumniating spirits were let loose against him—for surely
the Prince of the power of the air which now worketh in

the children of disobedience saw that his kingdom and his

craft for the destruction of souls was becoming seriously

endangered through the merciless onslaughts made upon it

by the brave and valiant Talmage. To destroy the repu-
tation of such a man was an object worth struggling for on
the part of such a master mind in the realms and literature
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of iniquity as that of Beelzebub. But the old serpent, with
all his subtility, has again been foiled; and so it has come
to i^ass that Talniage, like Shadrach, Meshach, and Abed-
nego of old, having abided for awhile in the sevenfold-

heated furnace into which his enemies cast him, has come
out from thence without a single hair of his head singed,

nor is there the slightest scorch of the fire to be seen upon
him. Well and truly saith the Scripture to all those who
fight the Lord's battles: ' Greater is He that is for you than
he that is against you.'"

welcome to eev. de. talmage by eev. de. davidson, of
islingtojSt, and his eldees and deacons.

In announcing at the morning service in Colebrooke Row
that Dr. Talmage was to occupy his pulpit in the evening.
Dr. Thain Davidson said: "De Witt Talmage is certainly

a remarkable man, endowed with gifts of an exceptional

order. Of his sermons Mr. Spurgeon has said: 'They lay
hold of my inmost soul; certainly the Lord is with this

mighty man of valor.' I am quite aware that cruel and
unkind things have been said of him; eminent men rarely

escape the tongue of slander; but, personally, I have entire

confidence in Dr. Talmage, and, with the majority of his

presbytery, believe him to be innocent of the charges laid

against him, and to be a guileless and greatly gifted ser-

vant of the Lord,"

At a full meeting of the elders and deacons, it was unani-

mously resolved that Dr. Davidson be requested to assure
Dr. Talmage that they heartily united with their pastor in

the expression of confidence and regard.

DE. TALMAGE AT THE PEESBTTEEIAN CHUECH, ISLINGTON.

Dr. Talmage, having been announced to preach his first

sermon at Dr. Thain Davidson's church, Colebrooke Row,
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Islington, large numbers of people assembled in front of

the church at about 5:30 P. M., but the members of the

congregation and their friends, who had obtained tickets of

admission, entered at the side door. The church rapidly

filled, and at 6 o'clock was almost inconveniently crowded.

At. 6:15, notwithstanding the crowded state of the church,

the front doors, at which considerable clamor had for some

time been heard, were thrown open, and part of the large

crowd, which had by that time assembled, rushed in. Not

many minutes elapsed before the edifice was full to over-

flowing, but the crowd continued to press forward into the

aisles and the gallery. Immediately began a scene of con-

fusion and uproar, which we think it is safe to assert has

never been seen in this church before; and amidst cries of

" No room," " No room," " Crush, crush," " We cannot move

here," Dr. Davidson ascended the pulpit and appealed to

the people to remember that they were in the house of

prayer, and begged them to abstain from unseemly exclama-

tions. The hubbub ceased for a few minutes, but presently

recommenced and with the same cries repeated. A gentle-

man in the gallery was heard to remind the people that

they were not in the pit of a theater, but in the house of

God.

Dr. Davidson then announced the well-known hymn,

commencing "Jesus shall reign where'er the sun," and said:

" Before we sing these words I want to say a word or two

in the way of giving a cordial welcome to the distinguished

stranger beside me in this pulpit. I have not had the

privilege of being a hearer in my own church since the day

when my late dear and beloved friend. Dr. Guthrie, of

Edinburgh, preached that noble sermon of his which some

of you will remember, upon ' walking by faith and not by

sight.' I had chanced to remark last Sunday evening that
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I had often longed to be a hearer instead of a preacher

here, but I had no idea then that I was so soon to have the

privilege and the joy of listening to one who, by his inex-

haustible originality, his fearless plainness of speech, and

his unmatched pictorial power, has not only got around him
the largest congregation in America, but has secured in all

parts of the world, from week to week, through the press,

his hundreds of thousands of interested and profited hearers.

Well, speaking for myself, I welcome Dr. Talmage with my
whole heart, and feel honored that his first sermon in Eng-

land should be preached in this pulpit, and not only so, but

I may mention to him a gratifying circumstance which oc-

curred to-day. My elders and deacons, at an improvised

meeting, unanimously requested me to convey to Dr.

Talmage, in their name as well as my own, a cordial and

loving welcome. Well, my friends; this is not the largest,

hut it is one of the oldest of our Presbyterian churches in

London. When Dr. Talmage kindly offered to give me
the benefit of his first sermon here, I thought it would be

selfish to have him here. I pressed upon him and his

friends the duty of his going to the Agricultural Hall; but

for reasons which I can quite understand. Dr. Talmage

desired to spend a quiet evening in London. I am afraid

that is a luxury he will hardly have here to-night. Let me
say, however, for the consolation of those who are disap-

pointed, that Dr. Talmage has kindly promised me that

before he returns to America he will hold an afternoon

service at the Agricultural Hall. I may say, in conclusion,

that I have very often read his graphic sermons Avith a

feeling of wonder; for, unless it be Dr. Guthrie, I regard

my friend beside me as the greatest word-painter the age

has produced; and I pray God that, iinharmed by the lip of

flattery or the tongue of slander, this splendid gift may
long be consecrated to the service of his Master."
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The text which Dr. Talmage selected on this occasion is

found in Rev. vii. 17: " And God shall wipe away all tears

from their eyes." The late Rev. John Angell James, of

Birmingham, was accustomed to say that he never cared to

hear an " unbruised minister," for that it was only those

who had passed under the bruising Hand of God that could

speak so as to comfort and help troubled minds. We think

we could see in the deep and exquisite tenderness, and the

far-extending sympathies which, like precious odors, per-

fumed the sermon on the " tearless world," the benefit and

blessing with which God is already sanctifying His serv-

ant's troubles to make him not only a Boanerges, " a son of

thunder," but a Barnabas also, "a son of consolation."

May it be so !

THE TE8TIM0NT OF AN AMERICAN" JOUKNAL.

The following remarks concerning Dr. Talmage recently

appeared in a first-class American journal:

" No other preacher addresses so many constantly. The
words of no other preacher were ever before carried by so

many types, or carried so far. Types give him three con-

tinents for a church, and the English-speaking world for a

congregation. The judgment of his generation will, of

course, be divided upon him, just as that of the next

will not. That he is a topic in every newspaper, is much
more significant than the fact of what treatment it gives

him. Only men of genius are universally commented

on. The universality of the comment makes friends and

foes alike prove the fact of the genius. That is what

is impressive. As for the quality of the comment, it

will, in nine cases out of ten, be much more a revela-

tion of the character behind the pen which writes it than

a true view or review of the man. This is necessarily so.
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The press and the pulpit in the main are defective judges

of one another. The former rarely enters the inside of the

latter's woi'k. There is acquaintanceship, but not intimacy

between them. Journals find out the fact of a preacher's

power in time. Then they go looking for the causes. Long
before, however, the masses have felt the causes and have

realized, not merely discovered, the fact. The penalty of

being the leader of great masses has, from Whitfield and

Wesley to Spurgeon and Talmage, been to serve as the

target for small wits. Their attacks confirms a man's right

to respect and reputation, and are a i^roof of his influence

and greatness. It can be truly said that while secular

criticisms in the United States favorably regards our sub-

ject in proportion to its intelligence and uj)rightness, the

judgment of foreigners on him has long been an index to

the judgment of posterity here. No other American is

read so much and so constantly abroad. His extraordinary

imagination, earnestness, descriptive powers and humor,

his great art in grouping and arrangement, his wonderful

mastery of words to illumine and alleviate human condi-

tions, and to interpret and inspire the harmonies of the bet-

ter nature, are appreciated by all who can put themselves

in sympathy with his originality of methods and his high

consecration of purjiose. His manner mates with his na-

ture. It is each sermon in action. He presses the eyes,

hands, his entire body, into the service of the illustrative

truth. Gestures are the accompaniment of what he says.

As he stands out before the immense throng, without a

scrap of notes or manuscript before him, the effect pro-

duced cannot be understood by those who have never seeR

it. The solemnity, the tears, the awful hush, as though

the audience could not breathe again, are oftentimes paif

ful.
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"His voice is peculiar, not musical, but productive of

startling, strong effects, such as characterize no preache.

on either side of the Atlantic. His power to grapple an

audience and master it from text to peroration has no

equal No man was ever less self-conscious m his work.

He feels a mission of evangelization on him as by the im-

position of the Supreme. That mission he responds to by

doing the duty that is nearest to him with all his might-

as confident that he is under the care and order of a Divme

Master as those who hear him are that they -- "-^er the

spell of the greatest prose-poet that ever made the Gospel

his song and the redemption of the race the passion of his

^An English correspondent, who recently heard Dr. Tal-

mage in the Brooklyn Tabernacle, writes ^s follows:

''I worshiped in the Tabernacle on the Sabbath. It was

only by sending my card to an
-^l^f^-^^l n'otTbta^n

tained seats. Hundreds went away who could not obtain

rdtg room: The throng packed into the great church

was estimated at about 6,000. The singing was congrega-

Zr nd as good as any heard in the Moody Tabernacle

rChicago. Ihe Scripture reading, the praise, the sermon

were S delightful. Every utterance of the preacher i

rvangelical, the pure old Gospel, comforting to saints, full

orwfrningto sinners. Ko effort was made to touch the^sen-

sibilities, and yet I sawtears on --y strong ac- This

-

the Gospel of our fathers. It is the Gospel of our Churcn

it irthe Gospel of our Blessed God. Why should not

Satan seek the^estruction of such a far-reaching instru^

mentality of the truth as it is m Jesus?



CHAPTER Xn.

THE WELCOME HOME,

Brooklyn's welcome to Di*. Talmage was tendered on the

evening of October third, 1879, at the Brooklyn Tabernacle.

It was a great demonstration and showed the high estima-

tion and love in which the celebrated preacher is held, not

only by his own flock, but by the people generally. The Tab-

ernacle never contained a more magnificent audience. There

were between five and six thousand persons present, fully

one-half of whom were ladies. It was an assemblage repre-

senting the wealth, the culture and the best people of Brook-

lyn. The professions were largely represented. In j)oint

of enthusiasm, the occasion has had but few equals in this

city; the audience appeared to be fairly carried away by
their feelings, and applauded the sentiments of the preacher,

and the various other speakers, to the echo.

Skillful hands had decorated the interior of the Taber-

nacle with flowers and bunting. A floral bulwark had been

erected about the platform, and from it depended curling

vines. Fronting the great organ pipes was a crayon por-

trait of Dr. Talmage, executed and presented by Mr. E. H.

Hart, of Philadelphia, and directly under it was the floral

legend " Welcome. " The same word aj)peared on numer-

ous pillows of flowers about the platform.

Surmounting the frame work of the organ a star of gas

jets blazed forth, and about half way down the front of the

instrument, in letters of fire, shone the words " Glory to

God. " American and British flags, intertwined, helped also
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to set off the organ front. Facing the gallery, all around,

were Sunday-school banners and flowers in great profusion,

and the atmosphere of the room was redolent with the per-

fume of the choicest products of the conservatory.

Excellent arrangements had been made to receive the

people. Long before seven o'clock a great crowd assem-

bled on Schermerhorn street, near the church, awaiting aq

opportunity to enter. Only those who had tickets were

admitted up to half-past seven o'clock, and at that hour

nearly every seat in the house was occupied. At a quarter

to eight o'clock the doors were opened to all, and within

five minutes every inch of standing room was filled, while

the street was thronged by those unable to get inside.

On the platform were United States District Attorney A.

W. Tenney, the Chairman of the evening. Mayor Plowell sat

at his left and Rev. Dr. Farley on his right. Sitting on either

side of them were ex-Mayors Hunter and Schroeder, Judge

Neilson, of the City Court; Rev. Dr. Ingersoll, Rev. Dr. J.

O. Peck, of the St. John's M. E. Church; Rev. Dr. Lans-

ing, Rev. Hugh Smith Carpenter, Bernard Peters, ex-Dis-

trict Attorney Winslow, Commodore Nicholson, Captain

Andrews, of the steamship Erin; John Williams and

others. Scattered thi'ough the house were noticed numer-

ous well known citizens, including Hon. Henry C. Murphy,

Dr. Joseph C. Hutchinson, Rev. Dr. Spear, Superintendent

Police Campbell, ex-Superintendent Folk, Dr. H. A. Tuck-

er, Frederick Baker, J. B. Hutchinson, Isaac Hall, N. L,

Munro, Major Culyer and many others.

Mr. Powell, the assistant organist, played a voluntary

and filled in the time till eight o'clock, when Mr. George

W. Morgan took his seat at the big organ and began to

play " Home, Sweet Home," Professor Peter Ali, cornetist,

accompaBying him.
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At that moment there was a movement in the back part

of the house, and Dr. Talmage was observed making his

way down the aisle leading to the platform. He was es-

corted by Dr. Tucker on his right and Mr. O. H. Franken-

bergh on his left.

The audience arose, and amid a storm of applause Dr. Tal-

mage passed down the aisle, ascended the platform, shook

hands with each gentleman there and then took a seat on

the right of Mr. Tenney. The applause was renewed and

the enthusiasm increased. The ladies waved their hand-

kerchiefs and clapped their gloved and jeweled hands, and

the gentlemen stamped and caned the floor, until it seemed

as if the building shook. Dr. Talmage looked on with evi-

dent pleasure.

THE PROCEEDIlSrGS.

Quiet having at length been restored, the Chairman

opened the proceedings. At his request the audience united

in singing the song of welcome to the pastor, and they sang

it with a will, Mr. Morgan playing the accompaniment,

and Professor Ali leading with his cornet.

Rev. Dr. Farley offered up a fervent prayer and Mrs. Eve-

lyn Lyon Hegeman sang in her usual artistic style, " Thy

People Shall be My Peoj)le," from Ruth and Naomi. She

responded to an encore with " The Dearest Spot on Earth

to Me is Home, Sweet Home." The applause was great

a«nd Mr. Talmage joined in it heartily.

The Chairman announced that letters had been received

from a large number of gentlemen, who had been invited to

be present, regretting their inability to attend and con-

gratulating Dr. Talmage upon his success and his safe re-

turn. Among those who sent letters were: Rev. Dr. Rock-

well, Rev. George E. Read, Rev. C. C. Hall, Rev. J. M.
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Buckley, D.D., Rev. F. N. Zabriski, S.O., Rev. O. S. St.

John, Rev. Joseph Demarest, D.D., J. J. Henry, Hon. S. B.

Chittenden, Rev. U. D. Gulick, Rev. W. A. Leonard, Rev.

F. Peck, and many others.

The Chairman introduced as the first speaker of the even-

ing, Mr. Bernard Peters, editor of the " Brooklyn Times."

Mr. Peters was received with applause, and in the course of

his speech said that Dr. Talmage was the Caesar of the oc-

casion, but he differed from the Roman in that his enemies

had stabbed but could not kill him.

Rev. Dr. Lansing, Rev. J. O. Peck, ex-District Attorney

Winslow, and Rev. Dr. Ingersoll, each delivered brief, ap-

propriate addresses assuring the Doctor of the high place

he held in the estimation of good people.

Miss Gracie Wattles, one of the scholars of the Sunday-

school, then delivered the following welcome poem:

Oft before our Heavenly Fatlier

Have Thy people bowed in prayer;

Prayed that He would guide and guard thee.

Keep thee safe, with tenderest care.

God has answered—we behold thee.

Perils threatened thee in vain.

Now our hearts and arms enfold thee;

Welcome to thy home again.

Welcome to thy holy calling,

To the path thou long hast trod,

Welcome, teacher, friend and pastor;

Welcome, messenger of God.

And when o'er death's swollen river

All thy flock have safely passed.

May we all, with joy forever,

Welcomed be in Heaven at last.

A. W. Tenney, United States District Attorney, then

spoke as follows:
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SPEECH OF A. W. TENNET.

^''Ladies and Gentlemen—The Committee of Arrange

ments have announced ui3on the programme that at this

stage of the proceedings an address of welcome would be

delivered by the Chairman. You can hardly expect any

extended remarks from me after the interesting addresses

which have already been made, the songs that have been

sung and the sweet poem of welcome which has just been

so exquisitely rendered by the little girl orator of the Sun-

day-school of this church. Indeed, no words of mine are

necessary to fittingly welcome Dr. Talmage and his hon-

ored wife 'home again.'

"It is this magnificent audience of five thousand and

more; it is the thronged streets around and about this

church; it is the Christian households and family altars of

this great city that welcome them back to Brooklyn and to

the holy services of this church. Yea, more, it is the

Christian men and women of this entire land who bid them

welcome to-night, and with their welcome they mingle

their thanksgivings to Almighty God, who held the wind

and the waves in His hands, who stayed calamity and

stopi^ed disaster, and made it possible for them and theirs

to journey the land and the sea unharmed, and after many
days to return with renewed vigor and health to the scenes

of their labors and the kindly greeting of friends and the

loved ones at home.

"And the question naturally arises, why is it that this

royal welcome is tendered to Dr. Talmage to-night ? Why
do we welcome him back to this church where he has

preached so long and with such signal success, and to this

platform, where, by divine appointment, he has a better

right to stand than you or I ?

" It is not because he is a citizen of Brooklyn merely.
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It is not because of his magnificent and unprecedented re-

ception by all classes of people in England, in Ireland, in

Scotland and Wales. It is not because bis recent visit to

European shores had added new lustre to the American
name. But it is because we with whom he lives, his neish-

bors and his friends, who have watched his coming in and

going out among us for these many years, know full well

what manner of man he is. It is because we, who have felt

the sunshine of his life upon our own, know what a faithful

and sincere minister of Christ he is, and we come here to-

night in these mighty numbers to say to him, ' Welcome,'

and ' Well done.'

"We know, better than strangers know, how he has

wrought for good in our midst. We know better than

they what has been the work of his hand and brain for the

last ten years. We know what battles he has fought and

what victories he has won. We know, too, that other

sublime fact, that Dr. Talmage is one of those ministers

who believes in something, and who is brave enough and

man enough to preach what he believes without first asking

permission of the presbyteries or cons®eiations. Yea,

more, and what is even better, we know that he vitalizes,

day by day, his j)recept« md belief into generous acts and
friendly deeds.

" The Brooklyn Tabernacle has long been famed as a sort

of ecclesiastical shooting gallery, where sin, with all its

armor on, has been pierced to its very center, no matter

whether it was the gilded sin of the palace or the wretched

sin of the hovel. In such a conflict as this, and with such

such an experienced archer as he, is it any wonder that

somebody has been hit ? And is it any wonder, too, that

the wounded and the routed «hould sting and snarl and

bite the dust.



W2 LIFE OF REV. T. DE WITT TALMAGE, D.D.

" Said one of the most gifted men of our times, ' If you
would knoNV Low grand a blow you liave struck for any

course, mark its rebound.' If you would know, my coun-

trymen, what kind of blows Dr. Talmage has struck foi

God and man, for truth and the right, for law and order,

for good government and good society, mark the rebound

of his critics and defamers.

" Dr. Talmage, however cordial may have been your wel-

come in foreign lands, for which we, your friends, are

justly proud, and to those who tendered you the same we
here and now give them grateful thanks. Nevertheless, let

me assure you that none of these welcomes were more gen-

erous and sincere than the one which it is our high privilege

to tender you to-night. And let me assure you, further-

more, that this greeting is not tendered you by your church

and congregation alone.

" It is true they are here in goodly numbers, anxiously

waiting to greet you one by one. But this is Brooklyn's

welcome, and I pray you receive it as such. Here are

assembled the men and women of this great city, without

regard to creed, sect or church affiliations. Here are the

Presbyterians and the Congregationalists, the Baptists and

the Unitarians, the Mothodists and the Episcopalians, each

mingling their congratulations with the other as they

unitedly welcome you back to the land of your birth and

the city of your choice.

" In the name, then, of your church and congregation, in

the name of all the people of all the city, I congratulate

you upon your auspicious journey and happy return, and I

now welcome you, with all the enthusiasm this hour inspires,

to our hearts and to our homes, to our friendship and to

our love; but above all, I welcome you to the sacred service

of our Lord and Master, whom you have so faithfully served
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in the years that are gone. And may this greeting, so gener-

ous, so hearty and so sincere, arch the future of your life

with courage, with hope and with cheer, as you go forth

battling for the welfare of the race.

" And now, ladies and gentlemen, recognizing how expect-

ant you are, and not desiring to detain you any longer, I

Lave the extreme delight of introducing to you the guest

of the evening, the pastor of the Brooklyn Tabernacle,

the servant of God and the friend of mankind, the Rev.

Dr. Talmage.

"

As Doctor Talmage came forward, the audience rose at

once, men and women clapping their hands and waving their

handkerchiefs and fans. He was visibly affected by the

demonstration. The af)plause continued for fully a minute,

and when quiet had been restored, the doctor spoke as

follows

:

EBMAEKS OF ME. TALMAGE.

" My good friends, you have made this the happiest hour

of my life. To my dying day I shall not forget this scene.

The shout of farewell at Sandy Hook on May 28th, as our

ships parted, has its echo in this magnificent reception. I

feel altogether unworthy. It is only by extreme effort that

I have come to the mastery of my emotion. I do not so

much give you my thanks as give you myself, to be your

servant for Jesus' sake.

" When I see on this platform and around it the leading

men in the legal, the medical, the literary, the clerical pro-

fessions, men mighty in church and State; our Mayor,

whom I thank God has been so far restored unto health as

to be present to-night; our ex-Mayors Hunter and Schroe-

der, each one of them having lifted one layer in the wall of

our municipal prosperity; our Judge Neilson, honored on
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both sides for the manner in which he has worn the ermine*,

this great array of Christian clergj^men, as kind and genial

and talented and consecrated as any men who ever adorned

the American pulpit, and this great throng of men and

women, through whose prayers to Almighty God we safely

crossed the stormy sea—when I consider all this, I feel that

any attempt to make adequate expression of my gratitude

must be a failure.

"Oh, this occasion ought to make me an humbler and bet-

ter man. If ever in some weak moment of my life I should

try to build on this platform a sectarian wall to shut out

those who do not haj^pen to think as I do, the memory of

this great catholic scene would stop the erection of that wall

and the Calvinists would push it roughly on one side, and

the Armenians would push it roughly on the other side, and

the Episcopacy would rock it one way, and the non-Episco-

pacy would rock it the other way, while the Baptist breth-

ren would pull away the floor which covers the baptistry

under this pulpit, and tumble the whole thing into the

water.

" The sentiment which has been growing in my heart for

many years has climacterated to-night in the feeling that

any man's theology is good enough for me, if he loves

God and does his level best; and if ever in any weak
moment of my life I should bethink myself the servant of

only this individual church, then the memory of this con-

gregation, made up from all denominations, and from all

reforms, and from all charitable institutions which are in

our city—eyes to the blind and feet to the lame and mothers

to the orphans—the memory of this scene would send me
out rebuked to say, ' Wherever I can be of any help, with

voice, or hand, or pen, I must be busy; by the memory of

that scene in October, 1879, I must be the servant of the

city.'
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" Well, my friends, how have you been this summer ? I

feel almost like saying, as that monarch of Irish orators,

Daniel O'Connell, said when he arose to address an audience

in Dublin, ' How are you boys, and how are the women

who own you?

'

" It would not be in good taste for me to rehearse the

scenes of welcome through which I have passed. When I

look into your faces to-night, I remember that the most of

you are the descendants of ancestors on the other side the

sea, and I bring you the greeting of your English, Scotch

and Irish cousins and brothers. Yea, I bring a flower from

the graves of your dead, oh ye descendants of the English

Reformers, and of the Scotch Covenanters, and of the

Irishmen who fought for Catholic emancipation. The land

of Robert Emmet and Edmund Burke and Tom Moore!

Beautiful Ireland! Beautiful Ireland! Adorned with silver

necklace of Killarney Lakes, her brow crowned with the

Giant's Causeway. May the blood, the martyr blood of two

hundred years move the heart of God for the quick deliver-

ance of Ireland, and then the poetic prophecy shall be ful-

filled in regard to her:

" ' Great glorious and free.

First flower of the earth and first gem of the sea.

'

" I brought a great many messages. One of the first

citizens of Belfast said to me: 'My name is Patrick Camp-

bell; when you see Patrick Campbell in Brooklyn give him

my love.' There he is. (Mr. Talmage pointed directly at

Superintendent of Police Patrick Campbell, who sat in the

audience, while the people laughed and applauded.) He

said he wanted you to write to him sometimes. Well,

then, there is Scotland, glorious Scotland. Other lands

squeeze out now and then a poet, or a painter, or an orator,

or a preacher; but Scotland, without any effort, turns out
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Hugh Miller and Christopher North and James Simpson

and Sir William Hamilton and John Knox, without half

trying. Why, if you turn over a stone among the high-

lands of Scotland, you almost exjDect to see a Roderick

Dhu bound out from under it.

" And then you ought to feel how a Scotchman, a genu-

ine Scotchman, shakes hands. He just takes jonr hand

and lays it across the palm of his hand, and then closes the

fingers from one way, and then closes the thumb from the

other way and puts on your hand the pressure of a great

heart until your knuckles fairly crack, and then he gives

you the up and down motion with the force of a steam-

boat walking beam. When a Scotchman shakes hands

with you in Glasgow or Edinburgh, you know he wants to

see you and is glad to see you. There is England! the

great factory of the world! Smoke stacks, the organ pipes

through which roll forth the grand march of the world's

industries, while innumerable hammers beat time. And
you run up to Nottingham and see the witchery of the lace

they make there. And you run up to Henley and see the

wonderful pottery, the brightest pictures of the world in-

wrought into the plate and the vase and the mantels. And
you go to Sheffield and see the poetry of steel, Mr. Rod-

gers' great establishment, where he turns the trunks of four

hundred elejihants, every year, into the handles of knives, so

that if you hapj^en to lose your baggage on the way to

Sheffield, you are very much in sympathy with those ele-

phants that lose their trunks. And then you go over to

Luton and see them making straw hats. And then you go

to Birmingham and see the exquisite toys they manu-

facture.

" And then you go to Brighton, that wonderful English

watering place, from which our coming queen of Ameri«
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can watering places has borrowed its name. And then yon

go to Torquay, where the princely and lordly men of

England go to bathe off their rheumatism. And then you

go to Rochdale to see the best friend of America in Eng-

land—friend in war as well as friend in peace—gray-headed,

big-hearted, trumpet-tongued John Bright.

" But I don't care whei-e you go in England, you get a

message for America, a message of kindness. In the

cities where I had the honor to speak, the presiding

officer always sent his love to America, and I am here to-

night to deliver that message, and in this, my first public

utterance, and with my head still dizzy from the tossing of

the sea, put your hand in their hand, and in the name of

God declare the bans of an eternal marriage between Eng-

land and the United States.

"
' What God hath joined together let no man put asun-

der. ' There can be no division between England and

America until we can successfully divide Shakspeare's trage-

dies, and Milton's 'Paradise Lost,' and John Wesley's

grave, and Wickcliffe's Bible, and the archangel's robe of a

Christian resun-ection. By all that is sacred in the cause

of God and suffering humanity these two nations must go

shoulder to shoulder, the two flags hang side by side, as

to-night in this Tabernnc'e, marching on, no flag higher

than those two flags, save the blood-stained banner of the

cross over all, and let that wave over all other ensigns.

Well, though I have gone through a great many of the

cities, the city that lies nearest my heart is a city, which if

I should write it on paper, I should have to begin with the

letter B.

" I can hardly tell you how I felt last Tuesday night

when the ' Bothnia ' came up through the Narrows, and on

one side of us w« had the Sandy Hook Lighthouse and on
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the other side we had the rows of lamps of the Brighton

and Manhattan Beach, and then my imagination looked

further, and I saw the bright homes of Brooklyn, where

there were so many fi'iends waiting for us—fi'icnds with

whom we hope to live and hope to die. And then on the

right of us there lay beautiful Greenwood in the soft moon-

light, the place where you and I expect to lie down for cool

and refreshing slumber when the hard work of all our occu-

pations and professions is ended foi'ever. And then when

the 'Bothnia' dropped anchor at quarantine and we were

waiting for the morning, two boats came, one bearing a

jolly committee from this church, to take me off and bring

me ashore; the other steamer bringing the Government

officers to take the European mails, and bringing to us the

dear reporters.

" What a stupid world this would be without reporters.

Some of my friends are as afraid as death of reporters. I

don't know why they should be afraid of them. They hover

over us by day, and they watch our steps by night. There

is no enterprise in all the earth among the newspaper press

like the enterprise of the American press. On Monday
morning you open the papers in London, and though the

day before there were five hundred powerful sermons

preached, you will not see a sketch of any of them. And
then, the much criticised art of interviewing is purely Ameri-

can. The Scotch and Irish and English reporter never gets

much nearer a speaker than the reporters' desk, and has no

opportunity to ask questions, while the American reporter

comes up and surrounds him, covers him with affability,

and cuts him off where he is too long, and stretches him

out where he is too short, and sticks him with a pin if he is

too windy. Oh, blessed be the i-eporters! When, on Tues-

day night, eight or ten of them came on the * Bothnia,' I
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folded my hands and said, ' Home at last.' Oh, how good

it is, my friends, to look into your faces. I heard it was

said on this side of the water that I was having so good a time

abroad I would not come back. Why, that would be as

absurd as to think that because a man went to an evening

party and had a good time with creams and almond nuts

and pickled oysters, that therefore, at the close of the enter-

tainment, he should go u^) to the host and say: 'My dear

sir, I have enjoyed myself so much to-night I think I shall

spend the rest of my life with you!

'

"While there are many things on the other side

of the water I like better than on this side of the

Avater, there are more things on this side of the water I like

better than on the other side of the water; and I hope

I have come home in the highest style, in what might

be called the highest style—a democrat. By that I don't

mean I am always going to vote the Democratic ticket.

It will always depend upon which are the best men that

the parties put up who we will vote for.

" I received many messages from the other side of the

water I was to bring here. I have not time now to deliver

them. I will simply say I invited all the English people to

come to America and see us, and I told them all to come to

my house, but I warned them not to come all at once. Oh,

my friends, we want to swing wide open the gates of this

continent. Whether emigration to this country is helpful

or damaging, all depends upon the kind of men and women
that come.

" The more good men and women you can get from Eng-

land, L'eland and SclDtland to come to this country, the

better, and I have just now to tell you in my closing re-

marks that there are tens of thousands of the best of Eng-

lishmen who are ready to embark for America, and they are
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coming. We liad a large number of them on the ' Bothnia.'

Let them come. Let us swing wider open the gates of our

continent. Let us remember that the coming American is

is to be an admixture of all foreign bloods,

" In about twenty-five or fifty years the model American

will step forth. He will have the strong brain of the Ger-

man, the polished manners of the French, he artistic taste

of the Italian, the staunch heart of the English, the high-

toned piety of the Scotch, the lightning wit of the Irish,

and when he steps forth, bone, muscle, nei've, brain inter-

twined with the fibers of all nationalities, heaven and earth

wall break out in the cry, ' Behold the man ! behold the

American !'

"

The Chairman then announced that the proceedings

would be brought to a close with the benediction by Rev.

Hugh Smith Carpenter. Dr. Carpenter pronounced the

benediction, and the vast audience began to disperse. Dr.

Talmage took up a position in the centre aisle, and shook

hands with hundreds of the people as they passed out. It

w^as nearly eleven o'clock before all had departed, and the

memorable reception was at an end.



CHAPTER XIII.

PHEEKOLOGICAL DESCKIPTION OF THE KEY. DB. TALMAGE,

BY PROF. L, K. FOWLER.

Professor Fowler, the eminent phrenologist, has just

furnished us with the following delineation of Dr. Talmage's

character, which will, we doubt not, greatly interest the

readers of his life. Based upon most careful examination

and scientific induction, it supplies a key to the mental and

moral constitution of the great preacher, and throws much

light upon his ministry and life.

" The organization of Dr. Talmage is most marked, men-

tally and physically. Physiologically he is tall, spare and

angular, having a predominance of the muscular, osseous

and nervous systems. Though he has good lung-power and

fair circulation, yet his ability to generate vitality is not

equal to his inclination to work it off.

" He is indebted to a powerful hereditary constitution for

his ability to endure so much labor; all his vital forces are

very active, hence he recruits quickly when exhausted and

recovers speedily when ill, especially if he can secure plenty

of fresh air. He has all the machinery for working, and is

never more in his element than when his hands are full of

work. When he can have his own way and follow his own

plans, he labors with great ease and without friction.

" His brain is somewhat above the average in size, which

gives strength and comprehensiveness of mind, but is not

so large as to be cumbersome or unwieldy. Having an

abundance of both nerve and muscle, he is vigorous and
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positive in all his mental and physical operations. His

head is peculiar in shape, being unusually high and very

largely developed in the crown and top portions. It is

rather long and quite narrow.

" The executive forces of his mind are Combativeness,

Self-esteem and Firmness, all of which are very large. He
is never more in his element than when difficulties are to be

overcome. Opposition is only so much fuel to the fire and

keeps him going. He has great power in debate, criticism

and sarcasm. He has perfect self-reliance, independence,

consciousness of his own ability and willingness to take all

the responsibilities of his own life and actions on himself.

He has perfect presence of mind in times of danger, and

can control himself better than most men. He is very de-

termined in his mental operations, and it is next to impossi-

ble for him to give up any course of life he has resolved to

pursue. This power of will is so great as to influence his

entire life. He has a very warm, social nature; all the

loves amply developed, can enjoy married life highly, and

takes a deep interest in children. He is almost extrava-

gant in his affections, and will stand by his friends or prin-

ciples to the last.

" Few are prepared to make so many sacrifices for the sake

of friends or objects of attachment as he is. He is re-

markably domestic, and finds it difficult to change his homes,

habits or uniform ways of doing things.

" Continuity is unusually large, giving connectedness to

thought and disposing him to carry out' his ideas to the

ultimate and to make the most of them. He is in danger

of being absent-minded. The motional part of his nature

comes from Hope, Spirituality and Veneration, which are

all large. He is extravagant in his expectations, delights

to dwell OP. ^e future^ has no desire to look back, but i^
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always looking forward, planning ahead, and has an amount

of enterprise equal to the largest operations. He is liable

to project too large plans, and to be too sanguine and to

expect too much. He never is so thoroughly disappointed

as to give up. If he should fail, he would only start again

with more zeal and vigor than he had at first. Spirituality

is large, which helps to expand his thoughts and feelings.

He has, as it were, a third eye, and that a spiritual one. He
possesses uncommon ability to represent his thoughts in a

peculiarly spiritual style, and to enlarge upon his thoughts

and feelings, and present his subject in all its bearings.

Frequently when it is time to stop speaking or writing he

has more to say than when he commenced.
" He has much to think of and entertain himself with

when all alone.

"His faith in a spiritiial life and existence is very great;

and this, joined to his large Veneration, gives an elevated

tone to his mind, which carries him far above the ordinary

range of mental action.

" With such a cast of mind, devoted to the subject of

religion, he would be as familiar with all spiritual sub-

jects and with thoughts about the Deity, and a future

life, as another man would be with common affairs in active

business.

" Benevolence and Conscientiousness are both large. He
has a desire to dwell on the right and wrong of subjects,

and bears down hard on all forms of injustice; yet Benevo-

lence gives a mellow and gentle tone to his mind, inclining

him to sympathize with all kinds of misery, want, and in-

firmity. It is no effort for him to make personal sacrifices,

to relieve the needy, and his sympathies will be extended

to all classes who deserve them. Ideality and Sublimity

a,re both large, giving expansiveness to his mind, and m-
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abling him to magnify and embellish, and even to use the

most extravagant language to present his thoughts and

feelings. Sublimity is specially large, which leads him to

contemplate manifestations of power, and disposes him to

dwell with delight on the Divine attributes. He would
en oyseeing an active volcano or an earthquake, or any
awful phenomena of nature. Constructiveness being large,

enables him to present his ideas in a varied form, and to

show skill and ingenuity in making new arrangements and

turning all his forces to the best account.

" Imitation helps him to adapt himself to any condition in

which he may be placed. Mirthfulness is large, giving him
a keen perception of the witty. He can present his ideas

in the most concentrated, mirthful and ludicrous form, or

reason in such a way as to present the subject in the most

absurd light.

"All his perceptive faculties are large, and hence he

quickly observes all that is taking place around him. He
recognizes forms, faces, proportions and the fitness and

adaptation of parts, and has a good mechanical and archi-

tectural eye.

" He loves color in flowers, scenery, dress, decoration, and

admires physical and artistic beauty.

" Order and Calculation are large. He works by rule,

and must have everything done according to some plan;

hence he can do more work than many, because his plans

ai"e all laid down before he commences operations. He re-

members places accurately, and can describe them cor-

rectly; has a good general memory of events, historical

facts, stories and illustrations, but memory of these things

is greatly aided by his very large Comparison. He has

quite an accurate sense of punctuality, and knows how to

use every minute of time and how to make the most of it.
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" He is disposed to keep time in music and step in walk-

ing.

" Language is rather large, but is scarcely equal to his

mental conceptions. When fairly roused up to a subject,

he may show no want of language, but usually he has much
more thought and feeling than command of language. This

faculty, however, is greatly aided by his having but little

restraining j^ower and a great amount of expansiveness of

mind, Avhich gives liberty both of thought and expression.

" Casualty is fully and definitely developed, enabling him
to comprehend principles and lay foundations for argument;

but his great intellectual power is Comparison, giving dis-

crimination and capacity to contrast one thing with anothei-.

This faculty, joined to Ideality and Spirituality, enables

him to fully present a subject, and to render it clear and

distinct to his hearers.

" He delights to have everything fitted to its place, every-

thing handy and convenient, and he has great availability

of intellect.

"He can use his knowledge to the best advantage. Intui-

tion is very large; he has great penetration, correctly un-

derstands the workings of the mind, and loves to study

simple truth. He is continually looking forward to the

future, to know what is true connected with the Divine

mind.
" He has the jDcculiar power of expanding thought and

feeling, or concentrating and condensing, so that the same

idea can be enlai'ged into a long discourse or condensed into

a short one. Cautiousness is large, giving a due degree of

forethought, general prudence, and power to keep out of

real difficulty, but it is not large enough to give timidity

or irresolution. He may seem to be severe under the influ-

ence of Combativeness and Destructiveness, or to be too
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dictatorial and determined under the influence of Self-esteem

and Firmness. Yet Destructiveness is not large; he is not

cruel or revengeful, does not harbor hard feelings, and

would scarcely punish an enemy if he had him in his hands.

" He is greatly opposed to shedding blood, going to war,

or causing unnecessary pain. Acquisitiveness and Secret-

iveness are small; hence he is wanting in worldly wisdom.

He needs money and property to carry out his large opera-

tions, and that need may be a i^owerful stimulant fur him

to acquire property; but he is not naturally a good financier

or manager of money. Secretiveness being rather small,

he is inclined to great ojDenness and frankness, and there-

fore liable tQ expose himself to unnecessary criticism. He
is perfectly frank, candid, and open-hearted, and the oppo-

site to a hypocrite or deceiver. More Acquisitiveness and

Secretiveness would help to give a kind of wisdom which

would be much to his advantage.

" He has not much of the qualities of Approbativeness and

Agreeableness, is no flatterer, and cannot cater or say and

do things simply to please. He cares very little about the

fashions. He is anxious to have power, and prefers to be

respected rather than to be treated with familiarity. More

Approbativeness would be of great service by way of

giving ease and grace of manner, and a desire to suit him-

self more to the ways and customs of society.

" As he is now organized, he prefers to stand out alone by

himself, and to be unlike anybody else. He has a most re-

markable development of brain, and the indications of

character are unique and peculiar to himself."



CHAPTEE XIV.

EN" THE TABERKACLE'S RUIN'S—A GRAPHIC STORY OF THE

BURNING OF REV. DR. TALMAGE'S CHURCH.

For the second time in its history the Brooklyn Taber-

nacle was destroyed by fire, on Sunday morning, October

13, 1889, and Rev. Dr. Talmage's vast congregation was

again without a place of worship. Notwithstanding this

calamity, Dr. Talmage has begun work again and appeals

to the people of Christendom to help him build a church

still larger and grander than the old Tabernacle.

It was during a heavy rain and wind that the flames

swept through the famous structure with a force and head-

way which not only bade defiance to the best efforts of the

valiant firemen, but caused damage to a score of dwellings

in the path of the wind. Against great odds and almost

insurmountable difficulties, the firemen saved a dozen

houses that were blistered by the heat and were the target

of giant firebrands and an avalanche of sparks. The oc-

cupants of these homes were rudely awakened from their

slumbers and forced to flee for safety in the dead of night,

in many cases without their clothing. When the dawn lit

up the scene only two trembling and tottering walls, that

might fall at any moment, and a great heap of charred and

smoking ruins remained of what had been one of the most

famous churches in the United States.

The fire was discovered soon after 2:30 o'clock in the

morning by Policeman Jacob Van Wagoner, who, from his

post on Flatbush avenue, saw clouds of smoke and occa-
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sional jets of flame breaking through, the great cathedral

window on the eastern side of the church, near the Third

avenue entrance. He ran to the engine-house on State

street and gave the alarm ; the dents of his club on the

heavy door will remain there as long as the engine-house

stands. Three minutes later the fire company was laying a

line of hose from the nearest hydrant to the burning church.

Foreman Dooley saw at a glance that its interior was al-

most a solid mass of flame, and that the chances of saving

it were slim indeed. He ordered Assistant Foreman Frank
Duffy to sound a third alarm, and soon fire-engines and

hose-carts were clattering into Schermcrhorn street from

every direction. The rain was pouring down heavily and

the work of the firemen was cold and cheerless. Chief

Nevins was one of the first to arrive and directed the move-

ments of the men, who soon had a dozen streams of water

playing upon the flames.

HAKD WORK POR THE FIREMEN".

The Tabernacle stood on the south side of Schermerhorn

street, near Third avenue. A stiff breeze blew from the

east, driving the intense heat full into the firemen's faces,

greatly impeding their work, and rendering their positions

in front of the burning structure almost intolerable. Op-

posite the Third avenue entrance, in front of a newly-

finished dwelling, was a large pile of mortar, and the fire-

men stationed there were only able to hold their ground

by standing knee-deep in the mortar, packing it closely

about their rubber boots. Meanwhile the fire, the heat of

which appeared at that time to be to the right of the nave

and around the platform, progressed with great rapidity,

until it embraced the library on the right and the lecture-
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room on the left. Great tongues of flame leaped upward
from the slated roof on all sides^ lighting up the dull sky

and attracting attention in all parts of Brooklyn. Neither the

heavy rain nor the torrents of water from the lines of hose

availed to stay the conflagration^ and the roof fell in soon

after 3 o'clock. It was soon followed by the eastern wall.

Almost from the start the burning Tabernacle was a

menace to the homes and safety of the citizens livmg on

either side and across the street. Such of those as were not

already aroused were speedily apprised of the impending

danger and warned to vacate their houses. The writer,

who was on the scene immediately after the alarm was

given and before the arrival of the firemen, assisted in the

work of awakening the people. In several of the homes

there was a short-lived panic. Escape from the front was

impossible. Such of the residents as had the temerity to

open their front doors were met by a shower of sparks and

a heat like that when the door of a red-hot furnace is

opened. The exposed woodwork of their homes was

scorched and blistered, and nearly everywindowwas broken.

In some cases the glass was not knocked out, but shattered

and cracked in a thousand closely intersected veins, and

almost fused by the terrible heat.

:E1KE IK THE ^NEIGHBORING HOUSES.

About 3:30 o'clock the houses on each side of the church

were also in flames. Those on the opposite side were saved

from extensive damage. The firemen diverted their atten-

tion from the church, when it became evident that no

power could save it from destruction, to the surrounding

residences. About 4:30 o'clock the fire was under control

and all danger to a great extent over. Streams were kept
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inlaying upon the ruins, however, during the greater part ol

the day.

The house adjoining the church on the east. No. 353

Schermerhorn street, is a three-story and basement frame

structure, owned and occupied by J. M. Crouch. His

family consists of five persons, including a servant. The

house was completely gutted, and all its occupants had a

narrow escape.

"I was sleeping with my wife on the first floor," said

Mr. Crouch, ''^ when I was awakened by some one pounding

on my door. I smelled the smoke and at once aroused my
family. We only got out with extreme difficulty. The roof

was the first part to catch fire, and luckily no one occupied

the top floor. We did not have time to finish dressing be-

fore we had to fly for our lives.

"

The house west of the church. No. 337, is a three-story

brick. Its owner is Mr. Ames, who had not yet returned

from Connecticut, where he passed the Summer with his

family ; last week, however, his aged mother, ninety years

old, returned with two servants to Brooklyn, and were in

the house Saturday night. This house was ruined from

cellar to roof. Old Mrs. Ames was carried out by firemen

in a chair, and taken to a house on Livingston street. The

next house, of similar construction, is owned by Mrs. Mon-

roe, and occupied by Dr. Halleck. About $1,200 damage,

the doctor states, has been done there. To reach the burn-

ing church the firemen placed two lines of hose through his

basement, from the front door through a rear window.

Dr. Halleck said he was awakened from his sleep and saw

through his bedroom window what appeared like the in-

terior of a fiery furnace. His room was so brilliantly

lighted that he could see to pick up a pin from the floor.

Before he had time to dress the window sash caught fire,
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and soon the bedding followed suit. The room rapidly

filled with smoke. He took his whole family, none of them
fully dressed, to the residence of Dr, Wackerhagen, on the

same street. The two upper floors'of his home were flooded,

and the carpets and furniture and two fine microscopes,

worth 1450, ruined.

BUT FEW PEOPLE PEESEN'T.

Not a very large crowd witnessed the destruction of the

church. The time of its occurrence and the bad weather

both had the effect of keeping the people away. There
were not more than a few hundred spectators in the sur-

rounding streets at any time. Police Captain Earle was

early at the scene with a platoon of men, but their work
was more to assist the firemen than to restrain the crowd.

About 4 o'clock Dr. Talmage, who had been notified of the

fire by messenger, arrived in a cab, and remained until the

church was in ruins.

The rear wall of the edifice, fell about 7 o'clock. The fire

in the body of the church had been practically extinguished

at that time, and a score of firemen were working within

its walls. The fallmg pile of brick and stone missed six

of them by barely three feet. All day vast crowds visited

the place. Policemen kept the street in front of the church

closed, for the remaining walls were liable to fall at any

moment. Hundreds of the congregation first learned of

the fire when they started for their customary Sunday
morning worship and were prevented by the police from

entering Schermerhorn street. The firemen were also

present all day. The great cathedral window in front, 23

by 40 feet, with the brick arch around it, was all that re-

mained of the ornate and pillared front. The small entrance
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to the west was also staniling. It led into the lecture-room,

which was the least damaged part of the church, and the

only portion over which a roof yet remains. Some china-

ware packed in this room was found unbroken, and a

piano in one corner, although now incapable of producing

sound, appears externally but little damaged. Piles of

blackened ruins and brick cover the platform. Not a ves-

tige remains of the magnificent thirty-five thousand dollar

organ. Scattered through the smoking embers were the re-

mains of half-burned hymnals and church books. The
library, which consisted of many hundred volumes, is en-

tirely wiped out.

WAS IT CAUSED BY ELECTRICITY ?

The fire apparently raged fiercest in tlie northern end of

the church, in that part of the nave nearest the altar. It

is on this side that the electric wires enter the church,

which was lighted by 600 incandescent Edison lamps.

The dynamo which operates them is at the headquarters of

the Edison Company on Pearl street. These had only

been placed in position recently, and the work was not com-

pleted until Saturday, when Foreman Clark, of the Edison

Company, worked with a number of men in the church all

day. They finished their labors about 3 o'clock.

What was the cause of the fire ? Was it, as before, caused

by a defective flue, or did an electric wire or a bolt of

lightning start the flames ? These were questions in every-

body's mouth. The last man in the church Saturday

night was Sexton James E. Dey.

*a left the church," said Mr. Dey, "about 6:30 o'clock

Saturday night. I went through the entire building, as

was my custom, seeing that all the lights were out and that

everything was all right. Not a single gas jet was burning
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when I left. I rxever keep a liglit in the church over

night.

"

" Were tiie furnaces burning ?"

'' There were six furnaces in the cellar, and all were out

except the one under the lecture-room, in which I had
started a small fire to take the chill off the church. I did

not put in over a peck of coal. This furnace heats only the

lecture-room, which is the part of the church that suifered

least. That shows a defective flue could not have been the

origin, or anything else connected with the furnaces. At
G o'clock I went around with Mr. Clark, the electric-light

man, while he closed all the switches and shut off all the

electric currents fi'om the building.

''I saw the fire almost as soon as it started. The light

of the flames shone directly in my bedroom window, and I

was on the ground before 3 o'clock. Soon after that the

roof fell in, but before then there were frequent crashes

when sections of slate fell from the sloping sides of the

roof. One fireman was hit by a piece of slate, but luckily

escaped with a mere scratch. After the roof fell in, but

before the rafters fell, the burning church presented one

of the most magnificent sights I ever saw. Through the

darkness and the falling rain it looked as though the roof

were still there, illuminated by thousands of lanterns. The
contrast between the streaks of bright light and the black

sky was something wonderful. Only the right side of the

church was burning when I arrived, although then the roof

was burned through.

" I am positive that there was no fire or light anjrwhere

but m the furnace I spoke of under the lecture-room. I am
also positive that the electric currents were all shut off.

Shortly after 2 o'clock there was a tremendous flash of

lightning, according to a dozen people with whom 1 talked
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this morning. That may have struck the church, although

no crash of thunder accompanied that particular flash.''

THE HISTOKT OF THE TABERNACLE. .

The Brooklyn Tabernacle was probably the most famous

Protestant church in America, next to Trinity in this city.

It was built in 1873 and cost over $175,000. The organ

was one of the largest and best in the world, built by

George Jardine & Son. Its cost, §35,000, was borne by the

ladies of the congregation. It included a chime of bells,

trumpet and various other novel appliances.

The corner-stone of the church was laid June 7, 1873,

the ceremony being performed by the late Dr. S. Irenseus

Prime. Dr. Talmage also delivered an address, declaring

that the structure would ever be a stronghold against

rationalism. The corner-stone bore the inscription :

" Brooklyn Tabernacle, built 1870 ; destroyed by fire

December 22, 1872 ; rebuilt 1873,"

The customary box containing the Bible, secular and re-

ligious journals and coins, was deposited under the stone.

The buildir.g was completed in March, 1874, and was

dedicated March 22. It was the largest Protestant church

building in the country, capable of seating 2,600 people..

It was built on the site of the old Tabernacle, and covered

150 by 112 feet. The organ was in a recess in the rear of

the church, 60 feet in width. . Prior to the recent intro-

duction of the Edison lamps the church was lighted by a

thousand gas jets, A deep gallery extended around three

sides of the church. The edifice was constructed of brick

and stone. It Avas of the Gothic stj^le of architecture, and

generally conceded to be one of the most elegant and at-

tractive churches m the country. A notable event in its
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history was the gi-and jubilee concert of March 31^ 1874,

when Mme. Pauline Lucca, Gilmore's band and Cornetist

Arbuckle appeared.

The old Brooklyn Tabernacle was dedicated Sept. 24,

1870, and destroyed by fire Dec. 22, 18T2. The cause was

a defective flue. It was a much smaller structure than the

edifice just burned, circular in form, with five main en-

trances, a small tower and a parapet. Several of the fire-

men who worked on the burning building were also on duty

at the previous fire. Curiously enough, Policeman John
Baird, a veteran Brooklyn officer, who was on duty at the

fire, acted in the same capacity when the old church was

burned.

" I remember the occasion well," said he. " It was a cold,

raw day, and the firem-en labored against tremendous diffi-

culties. The water froze in the hydrants and actually hung
in icicles from the windows and walls of the burning church.

That fire also occurred on a Sunday morning, about 10

o'clock."

DR. TALMAGE GETS TO WORK.

Dr. Talmage was not present during the afternoon, but

was at his home, No. 1 South Oxford street, in earnest con-

sultation with his church lieutenants, evolving plans for im-

mediate and future action. The following resolutions were

adopted:

"We the trustees of the BrookhTi Tabernacle, assembled
Sabbath, Oct. 13, at the house of our pastor, adopt the

following:

Resolved, That we bow in humble submission to the

Providence which this morning removed our beloved
church, and while Ave cannot fully understand the meaning
of that Providence we have faith that there is kindness as

well as severity in the stroke.
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Resolved, That if God and the people will help us we pro-
ceed immediately to rebuild, and that we rear a structure
large enough to meet the demands of our congregation,
locality and style of building to be indicated by the amount
of contributions made.

Resolved, That our hearty thanks be rendered to the
owners of public buildings who have offered their audi-
toriums for the use of our congregation, and to all those
who have given us their sympathy'in this time of trial.

Resolved, That Alexander McLean, E. H. Branch, Jno.
Wood, _F. M. Lawrence be appointed a committee to secure
a building for Sabbath morning and evening services.

Many were the offers received from sister churches and
theatre managers proffering the use of their auditoriums
for service, or, as Dr. Talmage said himself :

'" The kindness shown us in our hour of need is most
manifest. Nearly every auditorium within a radius of three
miles has been tendered us, but the committee has finally

decided to take the Academy of Music, and we shall hold
service there at the usual hours on Sunday next."
Among the many offers was one from the Eev. Lyman

Abbott, Plymouth Church, a former classmate of Dr. Tal-
mage. It was couched as follows :

Plymouth Chuech, Brooklyn, Oct. 13.

My Dear Dr. Talmage : The Board of Deacons of Ply-
mouth Church authorize me to tender to your people the
use of our church edifice on Sunday evenings until your
permanent arrangements for your future church have been
made. It is quite at your service and theirs for as long a
period as you may desire. I am sure that I need not add
that 1 cordially unite with them and that I am sure that
their action represents the sentiment and feeling that Ply-
mouth Church bears to the Tabernacle m this calamity
which has befallen them. Your old friend,

Lyman Abbott.
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AN APPEAL TO CHRISTENDOM.

Dr. Talmage next dictated the following appeal

:

To the P602ile—
By a sudden calamity we are without a church. The

building associated with so much that is dear to us is in

ashes. In behalf of my stricken congregation I make
appeal for help, as our church has never confined its work
to this locality. Our church has never been sufficient

either in size or appointments for the people Avho come.
We want to build something worthy of our city and worthy
of the cause of God. We want $100,000, which, added to

the insurance will build what is needed. I make appeal
to all our friends throughout Christendom, to all denom-
inations, to all creeds and those of no creed at all, to come
to our assistance.

I ask all readers of my sermons the world over to con-

tribute as far as their means will allow. What we do as a

Church depends upon the immediate response made to this

call. I was on the eve of my departure for a brief visit to

the Holy Land, that I might be better prepared for my work
here but that visit must be postponed. I cannot leave

until something is done to decide our future. May the

God who has our destiny as individuals and churches in his

hand appear for our deliverance.

Eesponse to this appeal to the people may be sent to me,
"Brooklyn, N. Y.," and I will with my own hands, ac-

knowledge the receipt thereof.

T. De Witt Talmage.

HISTORY repeating ITSELF.

'^ History has almost repeated itself," said the reverend

doctor sadly, " for it was Just seventeen years ago, and

upon a Sabbath morning, that we had a similar visitation

of fire. Myself and family, who had been alarmed, stood

in the glass cupola surmounting the house, and saw our

beloved Sabbath home moulder away. We could distin-
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guisli every arch, beam and rafter, and see them crumble

beneath the cruel flames. Shortly after I visited the

scene myself, and it made my heart sad. The subject of

my sermon was to have been, ' Looking unto Jesus, the

Author of Our Faith.'
"

Within two weeks a new site bad been purchased for a

new building, plans had been adopted, and Dr. Talmage

started on his proposed trip for the Holy Land to procure

material for his new work, " The Life of Christ."

THE END.




