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~YERY ABSURD.
A \ of the Stage, but
Prabably True
- R
& 80 you wonder why a
- follow with my tal-
F3 ent should have left

the stage, do youl
Well, Ferd, I'm much
obliged to yon for
your little compli-
ment, so I'll tell you
my true reasom,
which is koown to
but few people, either
in the profession or
out of it.
“The last three
- years of my public
Jife were quite successful. I was lucky in
having a tip-top fellow for manager—Gus
Bailey, un honest, square man, who could
keep his own secrets and other people’s too.
“]ike most actors, 1 was not quite satis-

' fied to piay the parts for which I was best

adapted - my “old men"” pleased tue public
far better than they did me. [/ preferced
the Romeo business, and once in a while
Bailey consented to bill me for such parts.

1y one of these coincidences which really
do cecur cow and then, Murray, our lead-
ing young mun, broke his hip just atthe
time Miie. d’Esterre joined us, and L, having
been longer in the company than any other
man,was cast in his place. This made an
encmy for me of Lawrence, who firmly ex-
pected ihe promotion, but I cared litue for
that.

“Hai the whole company been down on
me I wouid not have known it, for it was
patent to me as well as others that our new
star wus quite well satisfied with the

change in her stage lover. Lawrence was
a capital actor, but hus private life was not
of the best, and that was one reason
wiy he did not get the vacant berth; occa-
sionally he would become too hilarious to
be depended upon and his under-study did
Dol enjoy a sinecure.

s« How much you must enjoy the ‘Pustime
of an Heur, Mr. Osmyn!” said Mile.
d’Esicrre 1o me.

¢ Why so? I said, in surprise.

spoll his situstion, I presume, for he
grasped me by the shoulder and swung me
forcibly into the flies. How the audience
hissed him! Most of them had understood
the unexpected scene and many were
breathless with terror. The orchestra
leader whi to Mile. d’Esterre that it
was *all right,” and she went on with her
Tefusal.

sssComforf, with & craven like you! Boon-
er would I die! Booner, a thousand times
sooner, would I starve with my dear Jack—
and here ho is, to learn bow 1 love him and
detest you,” were her lines.

“And how the audience applauded now!
They did not seem to notice the rather dis-
heveled condition of ‘dear Jack's' wig and
collar and necktie, a8 result of his sudden
and unintentional exit at Lawrence's hagds,
and they certainly did not koow that the
hands of ‘dear Jack,’ so tenderly clasped by
the hervine, were smarting and blistered!

“0Of course she knew the condition of my
paws, and it was when she inristed on
dressing and bandaging them fgr me that 1
found courage enough to tellher how I

loved her. |

“+You say you love me and waant to mar-
ry me,” she said. by and by, n a tone of
surgrise, ‘yet you know nothing of me, not
even my name, for I am not French.!

“:] know that you are & sweet, noble
woman, be your name what it may,” I made
reply. ‘But before 1 insist on an answer to
my question I must tell you my story.’

“Which 1 did, accidentally omitting all
names.

***How very strange! My father, at the
instance of my ambitious step-mother,
turned against e because I would notagres
to marry some one he had sclected for me.
Perhaps I was romantic, for I refused to
even sce the young man. I said I woula be
loved for myself alone and would give my
hand only where my heart went.’

“‘Had you seen the fellow may be you

4+] cou'd not have fancied him! In allthe

“sWhe! 1 cried, excitedly.
“‘Henry Maxwell Did you ever hear of

him in New York?!"

“iWell, rathes,’ I answered, smiling.

pu=

“+f always see you in the wings,when you
are not on the stage, through the whole of
this act,’ she answered.

-1 was flattered; this young and pretty
girl with the fanciful French name was an
Lonest, simpie-hearted American girl with-
out either flighitiness or prudery, and I was
glad that she tock noteof where I was. 1
replicd carelessiy:

“4pe must stand somewhere, and my
watiifhe very short.’

“«po vou know,’ she added, sinking her
Vm'.-"-:; most to awhisper, ‘itis a real com-

WOT LOTE 18 MORE ARDENT THAX FIRE."

fort 1o me to know that youaresoncar. 1
darc say you will thank me very silly, but I
never fecl quite easy until Mr. Lawrence
has stamped on that buening paper; my
dress is very fluffy and-"

¢ “Haveno more uncasiness.’ I said, truth-
Fuliy. ‘L, too, dislike that business and I
watich vourdress as carcfully as if I were
your maid.’

I darud rot say more nor speak in too ten-
der atone, for Lawrence had drawn near
and wvas scowling fiercely at us. I fancied
that he was not quite himsclf.

“The second scene in our play was &
backneryed cne. Lawrence, the uosuccess-
ful suitor, flourished before his lady’s gaze
the will hor fatker hud made subsequent to
the only one found at his death; the one he
bad just found rescinding the old man’s be-
quest of great wealth to his daughter, pro-
vided she marry Bir Harry Vaughn (Law-
rence).

“When she firmly and for the third time
refuses 1o marry him or any one but Jack
Leslo (myselt) he gears the paper in his
rage,thrpets the 'two strips into a lighted.
canidle, and, wavingthem before her, cries:

“ <50 vanishes all proof that your father
weakly changed his mind! No oue but you
and me knows that this will was ever made,
and as these flames flicker and spreed you
sce ypur ease, and luxury, and comfort dis-
appear—disappear forever, unless you
morry ng!’

“Then’ be shrows the burning eads of
the paper on the floor, and stamps on them,

cryi :

“mw, let us see what is bofore youl
Cowmfort with me b starvation with your
plebeian suitor.”

“As the days had grown into months I
Bad scen very plaialy that Lawrence and I
spoke our respective lines from our hearts,
it Jlle. d’Esterre! How I loaged to know?
Tawrcnte was a fascinating fellow, I was
mot; ke had § fairly good social position,

“‘I'll warrant you never beard any good .

of him!

“*] have the impression that he once !
risked burnt fingers toextinzuish the flames °

on a young lady's dress—that of a Miss
Anna Gordon, I believe; did you ever hear

of her?’ !hsve no feeling about it

“‘Whoare you!' she asked, abruptly,
open-eyed amuzement,

THE BURNED TEMPLE.

Dr. Talmage on the Destruction of
the Tabernacle.

Lessons Learned From the Late Fire—The
Power of the Lord Acknowledged—Con-
solations of Religion—An Appeal
to All Men.

On the Sunday succeeding the burning
of the Brooklyn Tabernacle, Rev. T. De-
Witt Talmage preached at tue Academy
of Music in that city. his subject being
*The Baptism of Fire,” and be took as his
text Acts xx. 24, "None of these things
move me.” He said:

But, Paul, have you notenough  fll ction
to move you!? Are you not an exile from
your native lana? With the most genial
and loving nature, have you not, in order
to be free for missionary j.urneys, given
yourself to celibacy? Have you not turned
away from the magnificent worldly suc-
cesses that wou!d have crowned your
illustrious genius? Have ycu not endured
the sharp and stinging neuralgias, like a
thorn in the flesh? Have you not been
mobbed on the land and shipwrecked on
the sea; the Banhedrim against you, the
Roman Guvernment against yvcu, all the
world and all bell against you?

“What of that?"” says Paul “XNone of
these things move me!” It was not be-
cause he was a bard nature. Gentlest
woman was never more easily dissclved
into tears. He could not even bear to s=e
t any body cry, for in the miust of his ser-
mon when be saw some one weeping her
sobs aloud: **What mean ye to weep and
{ to break mine beart? for 1 am ready not

would bave liked him, and then I should | to be bound only, Lut also to die at Jeru-
never have met you,' I said, jealously.

salem for the name of the Lord Jesus."
. What then did Paul mean when he said:

country there is not an idler, gayer, more | “None of these things move me?!” He
useless man than that young Menry Mux- | meant:
well! A devotee of tennis—'

*] will not be diverted from the
work to which | have b:en called by any
and all the adversities and calamities.”

l I think this morning I express not my

| oOwn feeling, but that of every man, wom-

. an and little child Lelonging to Brooklyn

Tabernacle, or that was converted there,

when | look toward the blackened ruins

of the dear and consecrated spot and with

- an aroused faith in a loving God ery out:

i **None of these things move me."”

When I say that, | do notl mean that we
Instead of
i standing bere to-day in this brilliant

| auditorium, it would be more consonant

* ‘Henry Osmyn Maxwell, hiiled as Max | iop o,y fee ings to sit down among the

Osmyn, very much at your service. A [fool- |

ish fellow, who angered his grandfather,

Colonel Maxwell, because he refused to |

marry onoe Anna Gordon, sometimes now
known as Mile. d’Esterre.”

“‘How perfectly absurd!” was all she
said.

“It may have been perfectly absurd, but
it was all quite true.

Bailey that spring, and he, who had known
my wile's story, was the only person taken
into our confidence and the only witness a3
our quiet wedding.

“0Of course, our respective families re-
ceived us with open arms; to be sure, they.
laughed at us, butat the same time they
showered gifts upon us and my delighted
grandfather prescnted me with a charming
villa up the Hudson.

“Here's our address—come and see us on
your way home and teil us whether you, too,
think our conduct was ‘perfectly absurd,’
asourrelativesexpressit.” —Chicago Times.

SOME ODD REMEDIES.

How Ague Was Treated sad Cured in the
* Days of Yore.

Ague was much mere prevalent in the
old days, when 8o many thousand acres of
wiat is now good arable land were lying in
waste marshes, recking with malarial
vapor. Baut the sufferer was not without
choice of other remedies which, if their
efficacy was at all in to their

ruins and weep at the word of David: *If
i 1 forget thee, O Jerusalam, let my right
forget her cunning.” Why, let me say to
the strangers here to-day in explanation
of the deep emotion of my flock, we had
there in that building sixteen years of re-
ligious revival. 1 beiieve thata hundred

Ilbouuml souls were born there. They

e lovol ot on ment with Gus | <*™° from all parts of tne «arth and we

shall never see them agzain until the buoks
are opened. Why, sirs! our children were
there baptised, and at those altars our
young men and maidens took the marriage
vow, and out of those gates we carried our
dead. When from the roof of my house
last Sunday morning at three o’clock I saw
our church in flames, I said: *That is the
last of the building from which we buried
our De Wiit on that cold December day
when itseemed all Brook! yn weptl with my
householdh” And it was just as hard for
you to give up your loved ones as for ms
to giveupours. Why, like the beautiful
vines that still cover some of the fallem
walls, our affections are clambering all
over the ruins, and I could kiss the ashes
that mark the place where it once stood
Why, now ithat I think of it, 1 can not
think of it as an inanimate pile, butasa
soul, a mighty soul, an indestructible
soul. I am sure that majestic organ bad
asoul, for we bave often heard it speak
and sing and shout and wail, and when
the soul of that organ entered Heaven I
think Handel, and Haydn, and Mozart,

simplioity, left little to be desired. If he | and Mendelssohn and Beethoven were at

were unable to obtain the

chips c!n. gib- | the gates to welcoms it. Bo 1 do not use

bet, or objected to them om superstitious | the words of my text in a heartless way,

grounds, many other courses were open to
him. Thus, he is directed to have a cake
baked of salted bran; while the fit is on he
is to break up the cake and give the pieces
toadog. The disease will then leave him
and stick to poor Tray. Another autherity
recommends him to seal up a spider in a
goose-quill and hang the quill round his
neck, allowing it to reach as low as the pit
of the stomach. Aspen leaves were good
against ague. And this reminds me of one
ourious principle which appears to bave
influenced the loech strongly in his choice

‘of remedies—the socalled “Doctrine ot

Bignatures.” To the old physician all
plants seemed to possess such curative
powers as would render him valuable as-

sistance if heonly knew the ailments inm !

which a particular plant, or part of a t,
might be prescribed with .ph;i:
peculiar “method of reading between the
limes in the book of nature ‘soom enabled
him to surmountthis d to hus oivn
satisfaction, if not to the advantage of the
patient. Tho shape of a leaf or flower, its
color and a hundred other trifles were
gladly accepted as indications of tho medic-
inal virtues upon which bhe could most
confideutly rely. Thus, nettle tea was sure
to proye helpful in a case of nettle rash;
the heart-shaped leaves of the ordinary

wood sorrell were remedial in cardiac dis- |

ease; and tyrmeric, on account of its deep
yellow color, was of great reputation in the

and 1 was supposed to have none; ho had | treatmentof jaundice. Is it any wonder,
® good income besides his salary, I had | then, that the quiveringleaves of the aspen

pothing.

“No one in our company knew my his-
fory, but I swill tell you the gist of it now.
Though I was billed as Max Osmyn my law-
ful apreliation was Henry Osmyn Maxwell;
my grandfather, who was very wcalthy,
had announced bis intention of making me
heir to most of his property, but after years
of kinduess and indulgence ho cut me off
without a shilling because I refused fistly
to marry the granddaughter of one of his
cronies, anold reprobate whom I detested.

“QO[ course, Lawrence did not know it,
and the numberless wars in which-the cad
tried to teach me my place, socially, were
wvoryamusing. I scorued the fellow too
pnuch to feel angered at him.

*“This nigi:t when Mlle. d'Esterre had con-

| were esteemed as a cure for ague.—All the
' Year Round.

A Useloss Journey,

My little four-year-old brother was led
into the room to see a new sister. He stood
for a moment in deep thought, and then
asked:

“Mamma, did baby tum from Heaven?"

“Yﬂ»" .

“Did I tum from Heaven ™

“Yes, dear.”

“Did "oo tum from Heaven?™

“Why, yes.”

“Is we alldoing back to Heaven?”

ui hﬂpﬂ .o_ﬂ

“Den I'd dess as leave have stayed dare

and saved tar fare.”"—N. Y. World.

fidedd her suxiety to me 1 was evea more |

wawbful than before I imagined that - ":'-‘n-:n-p-.

Larwrence was unusually excited (I learned ! o“d" 0::-1 “J'ld: mbwﬂt'll manager,
frerward that she really had rejected him |  bey don'talways gs in New York

h ' style. We played ata littie theater in Ba-

in carncst that alternoon) and threw much |
en:phasis mio his lines. ‘_ r;mmm ago, and wheli:lkul
~He braudished the burning papers in a eyt with mmtl;:e' Was
wi:d uagucr and then cast them to the fioor ““‘“ml abou mw'
jn & rociless way. Just what I feared h.'m"‘“'. they usually rang up the curtain,
wouid happen some time now took place. | m‘:‘:"‘;}iml tdqnid of tobacco in bis
«: A breath of wind, caused, perhaps, bys “R&W“hm?‘;mmth:.m“{x
sudden movement of Mile. d°Esterre’s tral- | gin g cucd s, B -
robe, flicizod one of the papers close to P- we wail until our
ing , audicnece got there and ‘stomped,’ which

-: the dying flume gave one last flicker, | ;
‘E:n fcrw:rd.gand scized & dupmmstrﬂi R about nine o’clock.—8t. Louis Republic.
{ An Innvrstion.

orﬂmnmorsumcthingnhummf

into new life, and was fain to claspmy dar- |  RBaoier_ 8o sy, oL

Jing in its fiery embrace. I leaf in regard to drink, eh? He k
«3ut love is more ardent than fire. l:un,..‘m.’.l 1 never dran

fnstont | daried forward and crushed Ott| Peterby—No; but he does mow.

ghe face with my hands, where the new leaf comes in.—Judge.

P ace, who had mot seen the fire,
] something t0 | Tus Irish question—“Phat'll ye taket”

' but in the sense that we must not and will
not be diverted from our woik by the ap-
palling disasters which have befallen us
We will not turn  aside one inch from our
determination todo all we can for the
present and everlasting bappiness of all
the peopie whom we may be able to meet.
“None of these things move me. None of
these things move you.”

When I looked out through the dismal
rain from the roof of my house and saw
the church crumbling brick by brick, and
timber by timber, 1said to myself: “Does
this mean that my work in Brooklyn is
ended? Does this terminate my associa-
tion with this city, where I have been
more than 'wenty years giad in all its
prosperities and sad in all its misfor-
tunex?’ And a still small voice came to
me, & voice that is no longer still orsmall,
but most emphatic and commanding,
thrgugh pressure of hand and newspaper
column, and telegram and letter contribu-
tions, saying, “Go forward!”

1 bave made and I now make an appesl
to all Christendom to helpus. We want
| all Christendom to help. and I will ac-
‘ knowledge the receipt of every contribu-
‘ tion, great or small, with my own hand
| We want to build larger and better. We
want it a National church, in which peo-
: ple of all creeds and all nations find a

bhome. The contributions already sent in
make a smaill-hearted church forever im-
possible. Would not 1 be a sorry specia-
‘cle for angels and men if, in a church
built by lsraelites and Catholics, as well
as all the styles of people commonly called
| evangelical, I should in<trad of tbe ban-
"ner of the Lord God Almighty, raise a
fluttering rag of small sectarianism? I
we had 390,000 we would put them all in
one great monument to the mercy of God
People ask on all sides about what we
shall build. I answer, it all depends oa
the contributions sent in from here and
{rom the ends of the earth. 1say now to
ali the Baptists that we shall baveinita
baptistry. 1say to all Episcopalians, we
shall bave in our services as heretofore at
our communion table portions of the Lit-
‘urgy. I say to the Catholics we shall
i bave a cross over the palpit and probably
on the tower. 1 say to the Methodists, we
!m to sing like the vo'ces of mighty
! thunderings. I say to all denominations,
we mean to preach religion as wide as
. Heaven and as good as God. We have
said we had a total loss. But there was
; one exception. The ouly things we saved
| were the silver communion chalices, for
' they bappened to be in anotver building.
' and I take that fact as typical that we are
‘ to be in communion with ail Christendom.
{ *1 belisve in the communion of saints!”

i 1think if ail the Brocklyn firemen and
| all the insurance companies should search
among those ruins on Behermerhorn sirees
: they would not find a rplinter largs as the
| tip end of the little finger marked with
{ bigotry. And as it is said that the ex-
! bumed bricks cf the walls of Babylon
' have on them the letter N, standing for
'!hhdndnmr. 1 declare 1o you that if

we ever got a new church tbe letter we
should like to bave on every stome snd

" every timber wounld be tha letter C for

eatholicity. The last 'wo words I uttered
in the o!d church on Friday night, some
of you may remember, Were u“..“.lﬂj..!
Amen!”

The two words that I uwiter now as most
expressive of my feelings in ti'is our first
service after the baptism of fire, are Hal-
lelujah! Amen! *“None of these things
move me.”

We are kept in this mood by two or
three considerations. The first is, that
God ruies. In what way the church took
fire I donot know. It has been charged
on the lightnings. Well, the Lord con-
trols the lighinings. He managed them
several thousand years before our elec-
triciaus were born. The Bible indicates
that, though they flash down the sky
recklessly, God bunilds for them a road to
travel

In the Psalms it is said: “He madea
way for the lightning and the thunder.”
Ever since the time of Benjamin Franklin
the worid has been trying to tame the
lizhtnings, and they seem to be quite wel
barnessed, but they occasionally kick over
the traces. But though we can not master
great uatural forces, God can and does
and that is our Father and bast friend,
and this thought gives us confidence

We are also reinforced by *he increased
consolation that comes from confraternity
of sorrow. The people who, during the
iast sixteen years, sat on the other side
of the aisle, whoae facea were familiar to
yvou, but to whom you had never spoken—
you greetod them this week with smiles
and tears as yon said: “Well, the old
place is gone.” You did not want to seem
to cry, and 30 you swept the sleeve near
the corner of the eye, and pretended it
was the tharp wind maide your eyes weak
Ah! there was nothing the matter with
your eyes; it was your soul bubbling over.

I tell you that it is jmpossible 1o sit for
yesrs around the samechurch fireside and
not have sympathy in common. Someshow
you feel that you would like these peopls
on the other side of the aisle, ahout whom
you know but little, prospered and par-
doned and blessed and saved. You fee!
ss if yon are in the same boat. and you
want to glide up the same barbor and
want to disembark at the same wharf. If
you put gold and iron and lead and gine
in suffic ent heat they will melt into a con-
glomerate mass; and 1 really feel that last
Sabbatk’s tire has fused usall, grosserand
finer natures, into one. It seems as if we
all bad cur hands on a wire counectwd
with an electric batterv; and when this
chureh sorrow started it thrilled through
the waole circle, and wea!l felt thes shock.
The oldest man and the youngest child
could join bands in this misfortune
Grandiather said: *I expected from these
altars to be buried;” and one of the chil-
dren last Sahbath eried: ‘Graudpa, that
piace was mnext to our house” Yua, we
are supported and confidsnt in this tim>
by the cross of Christ. That 1s used to
the firaa On the dark day when Jesus
died, the lighining struek it from abyve,
and the flames of bell dashed up

against it from beneath. That
teariul, painful, tender, blessed cross
still stands. On it we bang

all our ho:es; beneath it we put down all
cur sins; in the light of it we expect to
make the rest of our pilgrimage. Within
sight of such a sacrifice, who can feel he
has it hard? In the sight of such a sym-
bol who can be discouraged, however
great the darkness that may come down
vpon him! Jesuslives! The loving,patient,
sympath-zing, mighty Jesus! It shall not
be told on earth, or in heil, or in Heaven,
that three Hebrew ciildrem had not
the Son of God beside them in the fire, and
that a who!e church was forsaken by the
Lord when they went through a furnace
about two hundred feet wide.
O Lord Jesus! shall we tak» out of Thy
band ths flowers and the fruits, and the
brightness and the jovs, and them turmn
away because Thou do:t give us one cup
of bitterness to drink? O ne, Jesus, we
will drink it dry. But how it is changed!
Blessed Jesus, what hast Thou put inte
the cup to sweeten it? Why. it bas be-
come the wine of Heaven, and our souls
grow strong.
I come now, and plres Leoth of my feet
deep down into the blackened ashes of our
consumed cturch, and 1l ey out with an
exhilaration that 1 never folt since the
day ol my soul’s emancipation. “Victory!
victory ! through our Lord Jesus Christ®”

Your harps, ye wrembling saints,

Down from the: wiilows take,
Loud to the praise of love divine
Bidevery siring awake.

We are also reinforced by the catholicity
that I bave already referred to. We are
in the academy to-day. not b cause we
bave no other place togo. Last Sabbath
morning at nine o’clock we had but ome
church; now we bave sbout thirty, all at
our disposal. Their pastors and their
irustees sav: “You may take our main
audience rooms, you may take our lecture
rooms, vou may take our church pariors,
you may baptise in owr bantistries, and
sit in our anxious seats.”™ O! if there be
any larger hearted ministers or larger
hearted churches anywhere thas in Broek-
lym, tell me where they are, that I may go
and see them before I dia The millenium
has come. People ksep 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 shemld
like to have seen two of the old
time bigots, with their swords, fighting
through that great fire on Schermerborn
street last Sabbath. I am sure the swords
would bave melted and they who wielded
them would have learned war no more. 1
can never say a word against any other
denomination of Christians, I thank God
Inever have been tempted todo it. Iecan
not be a sectarian. 1 bave beem told |
ought to be and | have tried to be butl
bave not enough material in me to make
such a structure. Every time I get the
things most don® thefe comesa fire or
something else and all is gone. The angels
of God shake out om this air “Glory to
God in the highest and on earth peace,
good will toward men.” [do mot know
but I see on the horizon the first gleam of
the morning which shall unite all denom-
inatious in one organization, distinguished
oaly by the locality as in apostolic times.
It was then the Church of Thyatirs, and
the Church of Tbhessalonica, and the
Cburch of Antioch, and the Church of
Lacdicea. So Il donot know but that ia
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 Brosklyn, the Church
of Boston, the Chureh of Charleston, the
Chuich of Madras, the Church of Con-
stantinople, the Church of America.

My dear brethren, we can not afford to
be severely divided. Btanding in fromt of
the great foes of onr common Christianity,
we want to put on the whole armer of God
and marca down im solid column shoulder
to shoulder! ome commander! ome tri-
amph!

The trumpet gives & martial strain
O Jsruel® gind thee for the fight;

Arise, the combat to maigtain:
Arise and put thy foes to fiimht.

We aiso tesl reinforced the thought
that we are on the way to a Heaven that
can never Lurn down. Fires may sweep

through other cities—bat I am

e Two Frime Requiremeonts of the Gold-
heater's Trade.

Gold-beating isa trade of musele and
judgment. There is judgment in know-

of fire. O, my dear brotber and sister! i | 105 NOW Lo strike the little packag: on
this short lane of lile comes up o the stone. muscle in the hammer's
soon to that blessed place, what is the ; elock-like rise and fall. The motion
use of cur worrying? I bave feit a good ; is one of the wrist. The workmas's
many times this last week like Father | oihow Jjuint <tiffens, the hammer falis
Taylor, the sailor preacher. He got ina ' 0 o, rs---t-:' g e .'_"‘
long sentence while he was preachingone | . whis Bhary o its starting
day and lost himself and could mot find ' POInt  Sou. it is not the
his way out of the sentence. Hba stopped | physical effort, it seems, even though
and said: *“Brethrem, I have km_thol. the hammers, one for each Drocess,
nomimstive of thia sentenes and things weich eighteen, twelve, and seven

that would stamd both for Cbrist and | know that the New Jerusalem is fireproof MUSCLE AND ‘UDG'ER:' :

There will be no engines rushing through
those sireets; there will be no temples
consumed in that city. Coming to the
doors of that Church, we will find them

resonant with songs, and not,cries

2

actunlly,

-

are generally mixed up, but 1am bound pounda.
for the kingdom anyhow.” | Each Beilew tovvites fite
And dering this last week, when feaw =~ "V ater pecelves filly  penny-

the rushisg to and 1o and the excitement, | weight af gold, roiled from the bar into
Isaid to myself: *“1 do mot know fust the form el a erinkly ribhon seven
where we -hlll_-tlrt again, but | am yards long and aw inch in width, Cut
boond for the kingdom anybow.” I do | ., 15) pieves  these 2o inte  the
not want to go just yet. 1 want to be .l “cutch.” This consisis of detaehed
pastor of this people until I am aboot' "~ ™ R R s
eighty-nine years of age, but b have h-afeﬂ.of a vegetable fibvy, hetween
sometimes thooght that there are such  €ach ol whichis placod a picev of coldl
glories ahead that I may be persuzded to ; Slipped intoa tightly-fitting poed, the
go little earlier—for instance at eighty- | packave is Muid ou the stone. arnd  the
iwo or eighty-three—bat 1 r-.-al_ly‘ L — falls awninm and arain. the i
that if we could have am appreciatiom of | | . i o < i
what God bas in reserve for us we wonld | P*inZ to drive the weizht towand the
want 1o go, mh‘ ﬁ‘ht ovut of e l."l},’l'&. From she “¢uterh™ the shects,
Academy »f Music iste tioglunesollh.l thea leaves, are picked oul with
skies. | eurious boxwosd pince L alling
Ab! that s a good lanl Whay, they | ... o0 ﬁ:.-r.-:-:l - P ml:;', : :: y :";'
teil me that in that land they never have | ’ IR _SHEPSTTR A ST o,
a beartache. They tell me that a man | [®F Stages, wnm,‘.l. bee most likely tor
might walk Sve bundred years in that | dreak the leaf. Fach leal is then guar-
land and never see a tear or hear a sigh. ' tervd by a section of humboo cane on »
;n;:-y t-ll;vu th:honr 'l.l::}ll :ho h.l‘;. ! listle implement keown as a ~wagoa,’™
eft us and gone there, eet are radi- CISES RS §
ant as the sun, and that they take bold but-in reality a u.:_.. 1{“" -
of the band of Jesus familiarly, and that |  Fhe second pad isthe “shoder™ M

that thkey never get hungry er cold, and
that the sewing girl never wades through
the snownbank to ber daily toil, and that
the clock never strikes twelve for the
night, but only twelve for the day.

See that light in the wnidow. I wonder
who set it there. *“O!” you say.
father that went into glory must bave set |
that lizht in the window.” No; guess |
again. *“My mother who died fifteen
years ago in Jesus, I think, must bave
set that lizht there.” No; guwews again
You sav: **My dariing little child, that
iast summer I put away for the resurrec-
tion, I think she mu t have sot that light
there in the window.” No; guess again.
Jesus set it there; and He will keep it
burning until the day we put our fimger
on the latch of the door and go in toLeat
bome lorever. U, when my sight gets
black in death pat on my eyvelids that
sweet cintment. When in the last weari-
ness | can not take another step, just help
me put my foot on that doorsilk. When
my ear catches no more the voice of wife
and child let me go right in to have my
deafness cured by the stroke of the harp-
ers whose lingers fly over the strings wilh |
the anthems of the free. |

Heaven mever burns down! The fires
of the last day, that are already kindisd
in the heart of the earth, but are hidden
because God keeps down the Earches—
those internal fires will after awhile break
threugh the erust, and the plains, and the
mountains and the seas will be consumed,
and the flames will flir g their long arms
into the skies; but the terrorsof &
burning worlid will do no more harm te
that beavenly temple than the fires of the
setling sun which kindle up the windaw
glass of the bouse on yonder hill tops
O, blessed land! But I do not want to
go theve until 1 see the Brooklyn Taber-
nacle rbuilt. You say: “Will it beX™
You might as well ask me if the sun will
rise to-mosrow morning, or if the next
spring will put garlands on its head. You
and | may not do it—you and 1 may not
live to see it; bat the Cuurch of Gud does
not stand ou two legs nor on a thousand

lees

How dil the Irselites get through the
Red sea? 1 sappose somebody may bave
come and said: “There is mo need of
trying, you will get your feet wei,
you will spoil your clothe:, yom wiil
drown yourselves. Whiever heard of
getting through such a sea as that?” How
did thev get through it? Did they go
hack? No Did they go to the right? Ka
Did they ge to the left? Koo They weat
forward in the strength of the Lord Al-
mighty and that i+ the way we mean to
get through the Red sea. By going for-
wand. Bat says some one: “If we shouid
build a larger church would you be able
with your voeies te fill it?* Why, I Ml
been wearing myself out for the last six-
teen years in trying to keep my vuice im
Give me yoom whera I can presch the
glories of Christ and the grandeurs of
Heaven.

Forward! We have to march on. breal-
ing down all bridges behind us, making '
retreat impossble Throw away your;
knapsack if it impedes your march. |
Keep your sword arm free. Strike for
Christ and His kingdom while you may.
No peop e ever bad a better mission than
you are sent on. Pruve yourselves woriby.
It I am not fit to be yuur leader, set me
a-ide. The brightest goal on earth that
Ican think of is a country parsonage
amidst the mountains. Bat I am not
afraid to lead you. 1 bave s )me dolimrs;
they are all at your disposal Ibavegeod
pbysical health; it is yours as long as it
lasta. 1 bave enthusiasm of soul; 1 will
not keep it back from your serviea 1
have some faith in God and I shall diree:
it toward the rebailding of cur new spirit-
ual housa Come on, theén; I will lead
you. .

Come on, yo aged men, not yet passed
overJordan! Give us one more lift before
you go into the promised land. Yow men
in middle life, barness all your business
faculties io this eaterprisa Young man,
pat the fire of your soul into this werk.

nacle down,as some say he did, he wiil
find it the poorest jobhe ever undertook.

peace and others beard the last
era they fled away into the skies!
Goed-bye, Brookiyn tabermacie of 1873!
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your altars may we Qe prepared
bour when the fire shall
work of whatsortit is
iyn Tabernacie of 189)?
—

they open that band and see in the pelm | has 720 teaves and is L] inches s jnare.
of it a healed wound that must Bave been | The foree of the blows ber: is oreater
very cruel before it was healed. And .' The leaves are beatesoeat to the Very
they tell me there is no winter there, and edge. as they were not before, and e

gold sozes out.  Thew particles are
- earelclly brushed off fxwsan apron at-
' tached %o the stoue, for the workman
| must aceount jor every sne of his titty

] pennyweizht=,

In th> thind procesa thisre are three
*molds” of M0 loaves each and five
Cinches square.  Each mold  reguires
some four hours” work. The leaves
are now =o thin that the siightest mis-
judgmentt will produce disastrons re-
suits.  In spite of the Lheat generated
by the blows dampuess crasps in be-
tween the edres. DPryness s positively
essential here: so, whenever secessary,
the mold is pliced in a press—not un-

like an ordinary ecopying press
taken from an oven.
liberates the moisture.
When sutficicotiy beaten (% molds
go to giris. who with piseers amd
swagon' mwakeup books of twentyv-live
leaves each, three and threecichth
inches square. Each workmuan, from
his beatingr of three molds s to 6ll
eighty books. That is ealled »-t4il.”
For it he receives 25 The me ids show
a total number of 2,500 leaves.  Eighty
books need but 2, (#%). For every other
boolk he ean £l perfect leaves mly
being used, 6} cents is paid. Thus, if

just
A shorn pressure

every leal was perfect, he would m.v".
$1.75 extra. = f’t '*
¢

As the *wagna™ ecuts the lezv. "
inches square there is a continual
waste. This, with the imperfect
leaves, is put in with the shoder waste.
Itis all melted into a *“button” amd
weighed. This numst come to 33 penny-
weights. For the 30 books 17 penny-
weights is allowsd, but they may weigh
whatever the workman can make them.
The thinner the leal, so long as perfect,
the better. What:ver the waste waighs
over 33 pennyweights $#1 a penny-
weight is paid the workman. Fie evw-
ery pennyweight under $1, is dedarted.
Thaus, aithough the gold is used: ever
again, it takes Sihpenny weights tsturn
out 17. And. again. a man, even
though he turns out an over number of
books, may have such shortages in his
wastes as to brizge his balance cw the
wrong way.

Three beatingsa week is the aerage
number. The skilled workmair can
make $20, and perhaps a little more.
The actual number of men empleved is
small, there being enly 175 in this city.
Most are Englishmen. Gold-beating
is done principally in the East, Foston
and Philadelpkia furnishing nest of
the other workmen. It is in the latter
city that the lasgest shop in the Wnited
States is located. A union regulates
wares and matters of the trade The
fitingoutof a guld-beaters’ shop . where
anumber of men are employed isa
rather expensive matter. Each man’s
personal outfit is worth seme §250, the
molds alone costing $3) apiece. -N. Y.

Do you ravollect what your feeling
were immediately after you had spoken
the first unkied word to your husband?
Did you nct feel ashamed and grieved,
and yet too.proud to admi tit? That
was. is, azd ever will be. your evil
genius! lois the temper which labors
incessantly to destroy yonr peace,
which cheats you with an evil delusion
that your husband deserved your an-
ger, whea he really most reguired your
love, 1f your husband is hasty, your
example of patience will chide as well
as teach.him. Your violence may alien-
ate his heart. and your reglect impel
him to desperation. Your soothing
will redeemm him—your softness subduse
him; and the good natured twinkle of
those eves, pow filling with tears. will
make him all your own.—Catholie
Standard. 4

—~The phonograph has reached amech
a degree of perfection that gapes and
yawns are reproduced by it with great
distinetness. At a recent trial given
at Mr. Edisons laboratory a raeeting
between two lovers was recorded, and
pessous of experience say that the
kisses were reproduced with tantaliz-
ing accuracy and fervor.

—A hired man struck because he
had worked thirty days for a farmer
and had been served with ninety meals
of griddle-caires during that time.




