BE CHEERFUL

An Optimistic Discourse By Rev.
T. DeWitt Talmage.

Christians Fhould Wear s Glad Counte
nance—A Cheerful View of the Future
of Nations—Bright Days Coming
—Christisa Saatight.

The Sunday after refurning from his
Western tour Bew. T. DeWitt Talmage
at Brookiya, N. Y., his subject
being “The FEunrise,”” and hin text, “The
day is at hand. Romans xiiL 12 He said:
Beact from the mountains and the sea-
side, and the springs, and the farmhouse,
your cheek bronzed and your spirits
lighted, I hail you bome again with the
wards of Gehasi to the Bbhunamite: “I4 it
well with thee? is it well with thy bas-
band? is it well with thy child?” Om
some fices I see the mark of recent grief,
but all along the track of tears I s the
story of resurrection and reunion when all
tears are done; the deep vlowing of the
keel, followed by the flash « £ the phosphor-
egsenca.

Now that I have asked you in regard to
your welfars, you maturall how
am. Very well, thank you
was the braciag air Colorad
mountains 12,000 feot above the level
the sea, or the fomic atmosphers of
Pacific coast, or & bath in the
Long Island beach, or whether it
joy of standing in this great group
warm-hearted friemds, or whetheritisa
new appreciation of the goodness of God,
Icannottell. 1esimply know lam grand-
ly and gloriously and inexpress:bly bappy.
It is said that Johm Moffatt the great
Methodist preacher, occasiomally got fast
in his sermon, and to extricate bimself
would cry “Hallolujah!” 1 am inno such
predicament to-day, but 1 am full of the
same rhapsodic ejaculation. Btarting out
this morning om a mow ecclesiastical year,
I want to give you the key mote of my
next twelve moaths’ ministry. I wantto
set it to the tume of Antioch. Ariel and
Coronation. Bome time ago we bhad &
new stop put im this organ—a new
trumpet stop—and I waat to put a new
trumpet stop into my sermons.

In all of our Christian work you and I
want more of the element of giadness.
That man bas ne right to say that Christ
mnever laughed. De you suppose that He
was glum at the weddiag In Cana of Gali-
lee? Do you suppose Cbrist was unre-
sponsive when the childrea clambered
over His knee and shoulder at His own in-
vitation? Do you sappose that the evan-
gelist meant nothing when he said of
Christ: “He rejoiced in spirit? Do you
believe that the divine Christ who pours
all the water over the rocks at Vernal
falls, Yosemite, does mot believe in the
sparkie and gallop and tumultwous joy
and rushing raptures of haman life? I
believe not only that the morning laughs,
and that the mountains laugh, and that
the seas laugh, and the cascades laugh,
but that Christ Moreover, take
a laugh and a tear into an alembic and
assay them and test them and analyze
them and you will often fiad as much of
the pure gold of religion in a laugh as in
a tear. Deep spiritaal joy always shows
itself in facial illumination. John Wesley
said he was sure of & good religions im-
pression being produced because of what
he calls the great laughter he saw among
the people. Godless merriment is blas-
phemy anywhere, but expressiom of
Christian joy is sppropriate everywhere

Moreover, the outiook of the world
ought to stir us to giadness. Astrcnomers
recently disturbed many peorle by telling
them that there was danger of stellar
oollision. We have been told through the
Ppapars by these astromomers that there
are worlds coming very mear together,
aud that we shall bava plagues and wars
and tumults and perhaps the world’s de-
struction. Do not be scared. If you have
ever stood at a rallway center where ten
or twenty or thirty rail tracks cross each
other, and seen by the movement of the
switch one or two inches the train shoots
this way and tha witbout colliding, then
you may understand how fifty worlds may
come within an inch of disaster, and that
inch be as good asa million miles. If a
buman switchtemder can shoot the trains
this way and that without harm, cam not
the Hand that for thousands of years has
upheld the universe keep our littie world
out of harm’s way?

Christian geologists tell us that this
world was millions of years in building.
Well, now, 1do not think God would take
millions of years to build a house which
was 10 last oaly six thousand yeara,
There is nothing in the world or outside
the world, terrestrial or astronomieal, to
excite dismay. I wish that scms stout
Gospel breeze might scatter all the ma-
laria of human foreboding. The sun rose
this morning about half past five, and I
think that is just about the bour im the
world’s history. “The day is at band.”

The first ray of dawa I see in the grad-
ual substitution of diplomatic skill for
buman butchery. Within the last twenty-
five years there have beem imternational
differences which would have a
sbock of arms in any other day, bat which
were peacefully adjusted, the pea taking
the place of the sword

That Alabama question in any other age
of the world would have caused war be-
tween the United Btates and England.
How was it settled? By men-of-war off
the Narrows or off the Mersey? By the
Gulf stream of the ocean crossed by a gulf
stream of buman blood? By the pathway
of nations incarsadined? No. A few
‘wise men go into a quiet room at
talk the matier over and telegraph to
Washington and Loadon: “All settled.”
Peace. Peace. Eagland pays the United
States the amount a ys really
more than she ought to have paid. Bat
still, al! that Alabama broil is setiled—
settled forever. Arbitration instead of
battle.

So the quarrel sight or nine years
about the Canadian fisheries in any other
age would bave cawesed war between the
United States and England Eaglaad
said: *“Pay me for the iavasion of my
Canadian fisheries.™” The United Btates
said: “I will not pay any thing.” Weil,
the two nations say: “I guess we had
better leave the whole matter to a com-

and the commission examines the affair,
and the commission reports, and pay we
ought, :y we must, FJ’.;'“ Hota
pound powder burned, a cartridge
bitten off, no one burt 50 much as by the
scratch of l.'h. Arbitration instead of

8o the Bamoan coatroversy ie any other
age would bave bt Geormany and the
United Btates into

i
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again, I think,
through peccadille of ambassador, bring on
a battle with other mations. BShe sees that
God, In punishment of Sedan, blotted out
the Freach empire, and the ouly aspirant
Jdor that throne whe had erilﬂdu-

would like to tear out of ber history? The
Zalu war. Dowa with the sword and up
with the treaty.

Wen this couniry might better have
settled oursectional difficu.tiss by arbitra-
tion than by

the Bouth: “You sell the slaves and get
1id of this great national comtest aand

A million dead men
and s national debt which might have
ground this Nation to powder.

Why did we not let William H. Seward,

this country, that m:bitration is better
battle.

I may be mistaken, but I hope that the
last war between Christian nations is

victor as well as to vanquished, and tbat
almost any thing bought with blood is
bought at too dear & price. I wish 10 God
this Nation might be a model of willing-
ness for arbitration. No need of killing
another Indiun. No need of sacrificing
any more brave Genersl Custers. Btop
exasperating the red man, and there will
bs no more arrows shot out from the
reservations,

A General of the United Btates army, in
high repute throughout this land, and
who, perhaps, bas been Iln more Indian
wars than any other officer, and who has
been wounded again and again in behalf
of our Government in battle the
Indians, told me that all the wars that
had ever occurred between Indians and
white men had been provoked by white
men, and that there was no exception to
the rule. While we are arbitrating with
Christian Nations, let us toward ba’ bari-
ans carry ourselves in & manner unpro-
vocative of contest. [ inberit & large es-
tate and the waters are rich with fish and
the woods are songful with birds and my
cornflelds are silken and golden. Here is
my eister’s grave. Out vonder, under the
large tree, my father liss. An invader
comes and proposes to drive me off and
take possession of my property. He
crowds me back, be crowds me on and
crowds me into & closer corner until after
awhile I say: “Stand back, don”t crowd
me any more, or I’ll strike. What right
have you to come here and drive me off
my premises? I got this farm from my
father, and he got it from his father.
What right bave you to come bhere
and molest me?” You blind-
ly say: "0, I know more than
youda Ibelong to a higher civilization. I
cut my bair shorter than you do. 1could
put this greund to & great deal better use
than youn da” And you keep crowdmg
me back, and crowding me on intoa
closer corner and closer corner, until one
day I lock arcand upon my suffering
family, and, fired by their hardships, I
bhew you im twain. Forthwiith all the
world comes to your funeral to proncance
eunloginm, comes to my execution to
anathematize me. You are the bero, I am
the culprit Behold the United Btates
Government and the North American In-
dian. The red man bas stood more wrongs
than I would, or youu. We would have
struck sooner, deeper. That which is
right in defense of a Brookiyn home ora
New York home is right in defenssof a
home on top of the Rocky mountains. Be-
fore this dwindling red race dies com-
pletely out, I wish that this
might by common justiceatone for the in-
bumanity of its pred~cessors. In the day
of God’s judgment I would rather bea
blood-smeared Modoc than a swindling
Ubited Btates offic:r on an Indian reser.
vation. One man was a barbarian anda
savage and never pretended to be any
thing but a barbarian and a savage. The
other man pretended to be a representa-
tive ol a Christian Nation.

I find another ray of the dawn in the
compression «f the worli’s distances
What a slow, snall-like, almost impossible
thing would have been the world’s recti-
fication with fourteen handred millions of
population and no faciie means of commu-
nication? But now. through telegrspbhy
for the eye and telephonic imtimacy for
the ear, and through steamboating and
railroading, the 25,000 miles of the world’s
circumference are shriveling up into in-
significant brevity. Hong Kong is nearer
to New York than a few years ago New
Haven was; Bombay, Moecow, Madras,
Melbourne within speaking distance.
Purchase a tolegraphic chart, and by the
blue lines see the telegraphs of the land,
and by the red lines the cables nnder the
ccean. You see what opportunity this is
going to give for the final movements of
Christianity. A fortress may be months
or years in bumilding. bat after it is con-
structed it may doall its work in tweanty
minutes. Christianity has been planting
its batteries for ninetesn cemturiss, and

ane moon under His feet and all the armies of

tweaty-four bours
e o o o @

I tell you all these things to show you it

A9 | is not among the impossibilities, or even

improbalities, that Christ will conquer the
whole earth, and do it instanter whea the

in your church towers well bung and repe
within reach that you may ring out the
marriage cf the King’s Son. Cleanse all
your court houses, for the Judge of all the
sarth may appear. Let all your legislative
balls be gilded, for the great Lawgiver
may be sbrat to come. Drive off the
thrones of despotism alli the accupants,
for the King of Heaven and earth may be
about to reign. The darkoess of the night
is blooming and whitening into the lilies
of morning clouds, and the lilies redden-
jog into the roses of stronger day—fit

gariands, whether white or red, for Him |

on whose head are many crowns. *“The
day is at hand ”

One more ray of t" e dawn I see in facts
chronological and mathematcal. Come
now, do not let us do another stroke of
work until we bave settled one matter.
What is going to be the fina! issne of this
great contest between sin and righteous-
mess? Which i3 golag to prove bimself
the stronger, God or Diato'us? Is this
world going to bs all garden or all desert?
Now let us have that matter settled. If
we believe Isaieh and Es:kiel and Hosea,
and Micah and Malachi, and John aad
Peter, and Paul and Christ, we belleve
that it is going to be all garden. But let
us bhave it settiod Let us know whether
we are working on toward a dead failure
If there is a child in your house sick and
you are sure he is going to get well you
sympathize with present pains, but all the
foreboding is gone If you are In a
cyclone off the Florida coast and the cap-
tain assures you the vessel is staunch
and the winds are changing for a bet:or
quarter, and be is sure he will bring you
safe into the barbor, you patiently submis
to present distress with the thought of
safearrival. Now Iwant to know whether
we are coming on toward dismay, dark-
ness and defeat, or on toward light and
blessedness. You and I believe the lat-
ter, and if so, every year we spend is one
year subtracted from the world’s woe,
and every event that passes, whether
bright or dark, brings us one event nearer
s bappy consummation, and by all that is
inexorable in chronology and matbemat-
ics I commend you to good cheer and
courage. If there is any thing in arithe
metic, if you subtract two from five and
leave three, then by every rolling sun we
are coming on toward & magnificent ter-
minus. Then every winter passed is 8ne
severity less for our poor world. Thea
every summer passed by brings us nearer
unfading arborescence. Put your algebrs
down on the top of your Bible and rejoica.

It it is mearer morming atthree o’clock

than it is at two, il it is nearer morning at |
four o’clock tham it is at three, then we |
are nearer the worfd’s deliverance. God’s |
clock seems to go-very slowly, but the |
pendulum swings and the bands move, |

BURT'S VISION.

How Jack Turner Got His Thumb

ACK TURNER was
| the story-teller of our
company, and we
always loved to listen
to his wellepun

. level; but Jack be-
gan to reveal his penchant for the voluble

The war-cloud seemed afar off tous some-
bow, laying around im the horizon, coming
up sometimes lLike dry weather showers,
only to elude us until we felt that we were
actually “spoiling for a fight.”

In the few days’ stop at Lexington, before
reaching our winter quarters, Jack had
time to brush up the old yarns and even
manufacture some new oues if necessary.
And we imagwned he did, for during the
monotonous meiancholy which settled down
on us from about the middle of November
like a mightmare until we left Daaville,
there was no break in our routine like the
sound of Turner’s musical voice.

But there came a time when even Jack
grew disgusted with trymng to kill theenaui
of nothing to do, and his hair-breadth es-
capes and blood-curdiing incidents grev. to
be few and far between.

There was no chance of fighting, and the
Northern mettle was getting rusty and
“cranky” because of no orders to march to
the front. The boys grumbled and growled
and found fault, and some of them began to
discuss the matter as to whether there was
realiy any war or not.

8o things waggea on in the Daunville
quarters until one day the whole regiment
was thrown into excitemeat by the receipt
of adispatch from Louisville. It was sup-
posed 10 have been sent by the commander
in post, General Thomas, who was com-
mander of the whole western division,
and it said we were to march to Crab Or-
chard and intercept Rebel General Bragg’s
men, who wanted to get by or through Dan-
ville on their way to Louisville,

We must start at onceand head them off

JIM-JAM VALLEY,
The Remarkable Sights Allegod to Bo Sosn
in That Regioa.

*In the secluded Jim-Jam Valley of
the San Bernardino Mountains,” re-
marked Joe Joachinson, the pioneer of
Sap Bernardino, the other day to a re-
porter at the Palace Hotel, “there are
the most marvelous mirages known in
the world. The wouderful mirages of
the Mojave Desert have been talked
about a good deal, and they are entitied
to all the prominence they have had.
But those of the Jim-Jaum Valley are
far more wonderful than these. It is
called the Jim-Jam Valley because of
the strange things seen there, and 1}
defy any man, however sound of mind
he may be, to go in there, and not
think he has got'em before he gets
out. The wvalley is about twenty-tive
miles long by fifteen miles wida Itis
uninhabited. It is bordered by the
main San Bernardino range on the east
and by a spur of the Sierra Magdalenas
on the west. There is no well-defined
trail through the heart of it. The valley
is a desert. The surrounding moun-
tains are terribly serrated and cut up.
The peaks are jagged. Altogether the
surroundings are very weird and for-
bidding. Leaving Fisk’'s ranch on the
trail at the foot of the Sierra Mag-
dalenas, you climb an easy grade to
Dead Man's Pass, the entrance to the
valley. Go on in and pretty soon you
see lakes and running rivers, and green
borders, and flying water fowl. Wil-
lows spring up here and there, and in
the distance you see water-lilies. What
you behold contrasts finely with the
rugged mountains, and you are charmed
with it and go ou thinking you have
struck an earthly paradise. Indian
camps appear in view, and lithe oars-
men propel fantastic crafts upon the
waters. Advancing still farther, you sev
dim outlined forms, things whose out-
lines you can hardly express in words.
Somber countenances gleam at you from
the air above. The lakes and rivers
| and the pallid faces shift and change
| before your eyes. Sometimes a dozen
of the more or less dimly outlined
forms may be seen. and the pantomime

reminds you of a strange hobgoblin
| dance. Sometimes a storm brews in

| Heaven :
' deadly thing descending youder
| Bragg’s army is '.m‘gj’u them; it's

i

| my expense

' the boys all
, ment
{ om hus heel.
, Well, we weat
that we were the victims of a practical Joke
. or some strategic performance
; by some unknown party.

i
’M Danville!

aad it will yet strike noon. The sum and ' and hold position st the Orchard, and force
the moon stood still once; they will never ' them to retreat if possible.
stand still again until they stop forever. Whoop! Hurrah! Here was a splendid
If you believe arithmetic, as well as your | chance 10 thrust that miserable enemy
Bible, you must believe we are nearer the : through and through, snd the boys in-
dawn. “The day Is at band.” | tended to make the best of the opportu-
There is a class of phenomena which = nity.
makes me think that the spiritual and the | Willirg feet and nimbile fingers busied
beavenly world may, after awhile, make ' themselves making preparations for to-
a demonstration in this world which will | morrow’s march. It seemed more like
bring all moral and spiritual things to & getting ready for a picnic than any thing
climax. Now, I am no spiritualist, but eise.
every intslligent man bas noticed that ; Jack Turner put away his story-telling
there are strange and mysterious things ' Propensity willingly and let his volubility
which indicate to him that perhaps the branchoutin boasting of what to-morrow
spiritual world is not so far off as some- | Would bring forth, as it, of course, should
times we conjecture, and tbat after . fairiy smother in well-earved laarels.
awhile, from the spiritual and mun|y| “We'll surprise them completeiy,” he
world there may be a demoastration upon | chuckled, “-and put our loyal thumbs down
our world for its betterment. We call it ' 00 them, 30 to speak; then we'll bragover
magnetism, or we call it mesmerism, or | Bragz. Um-m™
we call it electricity because we mtl The next morning by four o’clock we
some term to cover up our igmorance. I wereall ready and in line of march. Oh,
do not know what that is. Inever heard | such effervescence of loyal vim! We fair-
an audible voice from the other world. I : ly grew nervous with the excitement and
am persuaded of this, however, that the ' Champed our bits in expectation; a jollier,
vail between this and the next is getting | more eager set of blue-coats never kept
thinner and thinner, and that perhape , 5Uepon the classic grounds of “Ole Kain-
after awhile at the call of God—not at the | tuck™ than our regiment as we left Dan-
call of the Davenport brothers or Andrew | ¥ille, sleepy Danville, behind us om that

the valley. and then the scene is all the
more terrible. Forked lightning blazes

about, and strange, uncouth animals,
differing from any you have ever read
about, are to be seen there. These

the General to carry tele | middle of the valley principally, and

graphic instruments with him wherever he

They can not under-

such it may be called, are so much

8o, of course, when we obeyed orders it | more

left the way

rejoicing. :
Ever after that when any thing disap
pointed, or some plan prove abortive, we
christened it “another Crab Orchard tight.”
But Burt's vision bad come to stay; and

for aa Object Lossen.
James N. Atwood, of Livermore
ter, has in his possession the veritable
“leg irons” worn by John Brown dur-

Jackson Davis—some of the old scriptural ;
warriors, some of the spirits of other days !
mighty for God—a Joshua, or a Caleb, or
a David, or a Paul—may come down and
help us in this battle against unrighteous-

winter's morning before daybreak.

Jack Turner fairly stood on his head in
the ranks, figuratively speaking, so elated
was he over the prospect of shaking bayo-
nets over the long silent chasm and of put-

ness. O, how I would like to have them i ting his thumb on the Crab Orchard “rebs.”

here—him of the Red sea, him of the val.
ley of Ajalon, him of Mars hill. History
says that Robert Clayton, of the Eanglish
cavairy,at the close of the war, bought up
all the old cavalry horses lest they be
turned out to drudgery and hard work
and bought a piece of ground at Navers-
mire heath and turned 'hese old war horses |
into the thickest and richest pasture to |
spend the rest of their days for what they
bad done in other days. One day &
thunder storm came up, and these
war horses mistook the thunder of the
skies for the thunder of battle, and they
wheeled intoline—no riders on their backs
—they wheeled into line ready for the
fray. And 1 doubt me whetber, when the
last thunder of this battle for God and
truth goes booming through the heavens,
the old scriptaral warriors can keep their
places on the thrones. Methinks they will
spriog into the fight and exchange crown
for helmet, and palm branches for weapons,
and come down out of the King’s gallery
into the arens, crying. “Make room! I
must fight in this great Armageddon.”
My beloved peopls, 1 this sermon
because I want you to toil with the sun-
I'ght in your face. I want you old men to
understand before you die that all the
work you did for God while yet your ear
was alert and your foot fleet is going to be
counted up in the final victories. 1 want
all these younger people to understind
that when they toil for God they always
win the day; that all yors are an-
swered and all Christian work is in some
way effectual, and that all Heaven is on
our side—saintly, cherublc, saraphie,
arch-angelic, omnipotent. chariet amd
thromne, doxology and proces:icm, princi-
palities and dominion, He who bath the

Heaven on white horses.

Brotbher! brother! all I am afraid of is,
not that Christ will lose the battle, but
that you and I will not get into it quick
enough to do something worthy of our

0O, Churist!

“I've got the notion that they aren’t look-

! Ing for alot o’ frisky ‘Yanks’ at midnight

to-night down there,” said he, “and some
' them will go beyond this dark and bloody
ground.”™

Away we went, never dreaming what a
“fool's errand’ we were in for, or that we
should return on the morrow to our quar-
ters akin to the proverbial fisherman, only
a great deal more disgusted.

Night found us several miles from the
supposed battle ground; but we pressed on
jetermined as ever to tngle somebody's
2ars before next day if possible. At about
sleven o'clock at night we halted at Crad
Orchard and cast about for those Bragg fel-

lows.
What did it mean; this stillness of the
midnight watches hanging over this empty

now, isa’. it? A dosen French duels sim

down *till there isn't oven the coffes
amounts to more thaa this.”

*]1'd hke to bayoaet the dumbed idiot that

in time, when Turner’s wounded pride had | I0¢ his imprisonment previous to being
healed, he laughed as heartily as say one | hanged at Harper's Ferry.

over getting his “thumb on the enenly.” H. Atwood, Jr., (Company I, First

Maxpa L. Crocxxk. | Maine Volunteers) was at the jail

WON LAST. shortly after John Brown's death.

sl I8 : The officers in charge of the buildings

A Brief But Thrilllsg Ecmance of Wast- vouched for the identity of the ironsat

i the time and Mr. Atwood was thor-

They stood by the crest hill over-
houaglhodzt.mdl::.aﬂh“ oughly satisfied with the proof. He

nificent stream beneath whose placid breast | also formed the acquaintance of the
the bones of noble De Sote for cemturies | old negro and his wife who had the
have rested. “She had cheeks like cher- | care of the cell where Brown was con-
ries red. He was taller 'most & head.”
?:;m.m.anuunt:‘: On the day of the execution the old
unwilling winds. Fleecy vaporous abysms | man. being afraid that he should forget
of beauty, like coquettish hands, were | which pair of irons it was, tore a strip
raised, waved before the face of the from the quilt on Joha Brown's cot
mﬁ:mw and tied it intothe key of the shackles,
& s but the old negress, his wife, said:
“Law! 1 didn't forgit nuttin, for is
was de oaly pair o' irons in de whole
jail where de key turn de wrong way.”
(It was a left-handed key.)

spoke:

“Wilhelmina, we have beem in
for seven years. Like Jacob of oid, I
toiled and spun for youand you
left the Fatherland with your
love and faithfulness imprinted
lips. Your father, your mother,
whole village witnessed our plighted troth
upon the green. You bade me good-bye,
and wept upon my bosom. No ome
norant of our love. You have

:u sccumulated 'ult:. Weo ought

ve been married when I met at Cas-

tle Garden, but you refused hh’::dom new pair be found 8
less bride. Why do you longer say me nay, | place there be any investiga-
and refuse to name a day for our wedding? | tion?* They answered him, “prob-
m-.m:rmm shall en- | ahly not.”

tembme forever. He then paid eight dollars for & new

afterward is the great Portland fire.
For a few years previous to the death

of H. Atwood, Jr., the shackles have

been on exhibitioa in the museum in

{g!i!!l[i
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