Popular Fallacles,
From Public Opinion. '

A very commonerror is to suppose
thatbirds sleep with head beneath the
wing. No bird ever sleeps so; the
head is turned round and laid upon
the back, where it is often conceal-
ed by feathera.

That dogs are kept in health by
addition of brimstone to their drink-
ing water. Seeing that stone brim.
stone is utterly insoluble in water, 1

fail to perceive what use it can pos-
sibly be to the dog.

That cows are fond of buttercups.

f

Cows, as well as horses. in grazing {

carefully avoid plants, which, like al-
the Ranunoulaccoe, are harsh,astrinl
gent and somewhat poisonous.
That washing the face in morning
dew improves the complexion. Dew
is distilled water; but, being merely
very pure water, it cannot exercise

any special jufluence on the gkin. 1
am unwilling, however, to dispel this
pleasing illusion. and therefore say,
“By all means, young ladies, wash
vour faces in the morning dew, inthe
full belief ofits efficacy. To do so
vou must rise early and breath the
pure morning air; this will benefit
your health, and no doubt yourcom-
plexion at the same time.” This is
undouhtedly the lesson intended to
be incunleated.

That o fire is extinguished by the
sun shining on it. The eftect in this
case is apparent and not real. A
fairly good fire looks little better
than a heap of white ashes under the
powerful licht of the sun’s rays.

That there is economy in putting
firebricks or clay-balls into a fire.
Considering that whatever heat they
xive out is derived from the fire it-
self, and that, being themselves ut-
terly incombustible, they contribute
nothing to the heat of the fire, there
can be no economy in their use. Our
method of using fuel is, however, ter-
ribly wasteful; a very large percent-
age of combustible matter, as well as
heat, woes up the flue and is wasted.

That pipes are burst by a sudden
thaw. That thaw merely finds out
the bursting that has already been
eflected by the frost. Itis the ex-
pansion of water when passing into
the icy state that bursts water-pipes
of whatever material.

That the bones are brittlein frosty
weathier. No doubt more bones are
brolken in winter than in summer,
but this is due to the slippery stage
of the roads at that season, not to
speak ofaccidents on the ice and not

to any abnormal condition of our
bones.

That “thunderbolts’ are tancible
realties that can be handled and pre-
served as curiosities. Theonly thun-
derbolt is the flash of lightning, oft- |
en no  doubt wvery destructive. but |
never accompanicd by any solid. The |

only solid bodies that ever fall tothe
earth from the sky are aerolites or
bodies coming from outer
paceand having nothing to do with
thunderstorms.

Thatmirrors attract lightning and
should be covered or turned to the
wall during a thunderstorm. This is
a pure illusion, arvising from the fact
that mirrors reflect the lichtning
flash and thus add to the terror and
apparent danger of the storm.
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A Somnambnlist’s Performance,

Residing on the south sideis aman
whose physician has strongly advis-
ed him to indulge in a regular exer-
cise. This young man has been trou-
bled with insomnia and is occasion-

ally afflicted with somnambulism.
He belies, however, that he has the
making of an athlete in him, and
when he received his physician’s in-
structions he resolve to bring it out.
~o he had a horizontal bar erected in
the back yard of the house, and up-
on this he practiced daily. His
principal feat was tograb thesmooth
bar with both hands and swing
around with great rapidity. One
night last week the young man’s
mother was awakened by thenosie of
a door closing. She arose and tip-
toed toward the back part of the
house. Looking out of the window
she saw her son, clad in his night-
gown, revolving on the horizontal
bar with lightning rapidity. Amaz-
=d at the spectacle of the gyrat-
mg son and his flapping night  gar-
ment she aroused his father and told
him about it. The old gentleman
arose, donned his pants and went to
the rescue. When he suceeeded in
stopping the revolutions ofthe flying
boy he learned that he was asleep
and that he had posed as asomnam-
bulist athlete. He awoke him with
some difficulty and led him back to
his bed. Now the young man has
his parents lock his doors and win-
dows when he goes to bed. He is
anxious to regnin his bealth, but he
will not go so far as to do a horizon-
tal act ia his nightgown—Chicago
Herald.
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Animal Life in the Gulf Stream,

The surface waters of the Gulf
stream teem with minute life of alj
kinds. There the young of larger ani-
mals exist, microscopic in size; and
adult animals which orow
largeenough to be plainly visible to
the naked eye oceur in immense
quantities. By dragging a fine silk
net behind the vessel, these minute
lorms are easily taken, and when
placed in glass dishes millions un-
counted are seen swimming bark-
ward and forward. When lookedat
through a microscope we see young
jelly fishes, the young of barnacles,
crabs and shrimps, beside the adult
microscopie species, which are very
abundant. The toothless whale finds
in these his only food. Rushing
through the water, with mouth wide
open, by means of whalebone strain-
ers the minute forms are separated
from the water. Swallowing those
obtained after a short period of
straining, he repeats the operation.
The abundance ot this kind of fife
can be judged from the facts that
nearly all kinds of whales exist ex-
clusiveiy upon these an mals, most
of them so small that they are notno-
ticed on the surface.—Rulph 8. Tarr
in Popular Secienece Monthly.
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Deare, draw your chair besideme,
For I love to have you near.

And 1 have rome words to tell you,
That you soon or late must hearl

Closer. dearie, for the darkness
Seems t0o me to come apace,

And, altho' the daylight lingers;
1 can scarcely see your face.

Dearie, we have one together
Liv'd. and been lor fi ty years;
Faoc'd the world, and fought its battles
Thro’ its hopes amd thro’ its fears;
Now for one the fight is ending
I am first ordain'd to fall,
Leaving you alone, my dearie,
You, who are my all in all!

Dearie, stay those tears, I pray yon,
Hard it is stout heart to keep!
But to me 'tis, in this mement,
Hanrder still to see you weep!
We are only parting, dearie,
For awhile; therel take my hand!
Kiss me, for my soul is pluming
For the bright Eternal Land!
—Edward Oxen’ord in Young Lady’s
nal.
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A STRANGE COMPACT-

It was a dreary night in the Win-
ter of 17—. Outside a heavy fog
filled the narrow, unsavory streets
of the metropolis and the lungs and
eyes of such unfortunates as chanced
to be abroad. Iteven invaded the
small wooden sanctums of the night.
watchman, interfering with slumbers
to which the inmates were both by
age and office entitled. Across the
river, in the dingy, ill-paved lanes of
the borough, the fog seemed at its
worst, a light warmish haze being
the only indication of the presence
of those shops which still remained
open, and round which small, ill-clad
urchins, with the most unmistakable
intentions, persistently hovered.

“A  sweet night for footpads,”
muttered young Dr. Mostyn, as he
disengaged himself from a chance
recontre with a post, and felt his
way along by tapping with his stout
stick at the house walls, a proceed-
ing by which he had already severely
damaged the legs of three of his suf-
fering fellow-creatures, and poked a
larze hole in the kitchen window of a
fourth. “And now,” he continued,
talking to himself for the sake of
company, “for home and supper and
a fire. Ah, and a patient or two,
perhaps. Who knows?”’

At thischering prospect Lis spirits
rose, and he banged mightily at the
wall with his stick in consequence,
until at length, coming to a small
atreet on his richt, he turned smart-
ly down, and having made sure o
his own door, knocked brirkly at it.

“Who's there?” eried a shrill female

| voire in response,

“jt's I, Bet,” said her master.
“Open the door, my good girl.””

“Not it I knows it,” was the cheer-
ing reply. “Yon take yourself off,
voung man, whoever vou are.
There's two bulldoes and three men
with londed guns standing by me, to
gay nothing™

“Open the door, Bet!” roared her
master through the keyhole. **Don’t
you know me?”

“Is it 9 o'clock or 11?” propound-
ed the damsel; “because; ifit's 11
o'clock, my eves deceive me; and if
it's 9 o'clock, your voice deceives me;
for the doctor said he’d be home at
11 and not before; and considering
the foz, I should say a good deal
arter.”

“Open the door!” said the surgeorn
sharply. “I'm baeck already because
my patient’'s dead. Come; oven at

once!”

There was a creakine and
shooting of the bolts as he
finished speaking, and the
door Dbelng cautiously opened,

discoved an angular woman of some
35 vears, whose nervous face cleared
directly she saw her master.

“I'm asking you pardon for keep-
ing you so long, sir,” said she; “but
one never knows who’s who:; and
judging by the noises and runnings,
there's been rare doings round the
corner to-night.”

“Anybody been, Bet?” asked the
surgeon, as, ten minutes later, he sat
down to a carefully grilled chop.

“’Not, a soul, replied his hand-
maiden.

**And a nice person you would be
to open the door, if an accident had
arrived.”

“Oh, I should have opened it at
once.” said Bet with decision. *'Direct-
lv they used the word “accident,” I
should have opened it and chancel
it.”

Her master, smiling at her devo-
tion, drew his chair to the fire and
having carefully filled a long clay
pipe, tell to smoking with an air ol
great enjoyment and content. Then,
thinking it extremely unlikelv that
he woutd be disturbed at that late
hour, he dismissed his retainer to
her quarters in a neighboring house,
and being left to himself. lapsed into
a brown study.

It might have been the fog. or it
might havébeen the unexpected death
oi his patient; whatever the cause,
his thoughts took a very gloomy
direction indeed, and he shook his
head despondingly as he thought of
future prospects. His mood was not
made more cheerful by the room,
which was large and dark: and pan-
eled with eak, and ornamented with
battered oil-portraits ot dead "and
zone worthies, with whom he claimed
some kinship more or less remote,
who seemed to stare at him to-nicht
in a particularly ghostly not to say
wooden manner. Besides all this, he
was in love; and he had no sooner
built a maghificent castle—in the air
—and placed her in it, than an any-
thing but airy landlord called tor the
rent. and the dream was spoiled.

He had been sitting thus for some
time, nursing his woes and sipping
a glass of hot coghae which he had
prepared, when he was disturbed
by a loud imperative knocking
at the front door, whereat he
snatched up omne of the guttering
candles and marched down the nar-
row stairs to open it. The feeble
licht of the eandle, when he had
done so, showed him a tall, strong-
ly built man of middle age, whose
naturally fine propertions were in-
creased by the foz, which elung to
them and exaggerated them. The
surgeon noted that he was richly
elad, and also that the embossed

hilt of a sword protruded from the
gkirts of his coat, while hiaface, from
some powerful emotion, was pale
and drawn.

**A~a you the surgeon?”” asked the
new-comer, nbruptly.
“At your service,” was the reply.
“Come in.”
The stranger obeyed, and waiting
until the surgeon had secured the
door, followed him up-stairs.
“Examine me!” said he, taking off
his laced coat and standing pale and
upright before him. )
“Unfasten vour shirt,”” said the
other., falling in with his strange
humor and commencing a careful ex-
amination.

“Well?” inquired the
when he had finished.

“Sound as a bell and as hard as
oak.”

*‘Not likely to die suddenly?” sug-
gested hls visitor.

“No. I should think that that
would be the last thing to happen to
you,” replied the puzzled surgeon.
*“Why, what is the matter with you?
Do you feel ill?”’

“No. I feel hale and strong, capable
of enjoying life with the best. I've
never had an illness in my life. But
for all that I shall die at midnight.”

“Ofecourse,” said the surgeon, some-
what provoked at all this mystery,
“if you are going to kill yourself, you
can speak with more authority as to
the time than anyvbody else.”

“In have no intention of commit-
ting suicide,” was thesternrejoinder.
“Nevertheless, at midnight my time
expires. The manner of my death is
unknown to me; but I shall never see
the lifting of this dreadful blackness,
which, on my last night upon earth,
has fitly interposed itself between me
and the heaven I have renounced.”

The surgeon, listening to this
strange outburst, turned to the ta-
ble, and filling & glass with brandy,
handed it to his extraordinary pa-
tient. **’Twill put heart into you,”
said he.

“‘But not a soui,” said the other;
and shuddering convulsively, drank
it at adraught; then placing theglass
upon the table, e drew a purse from
his pocket and looked at the surgeon.
“Your fee?”’

“Nothing. I know not what your
trouble is, but I wish much that
I could help you.”

“I'm past all help,” said the other,
sadly, moving toward thedoor; then
pausing. as the surgeon took up one
of the candles to licht him down, he
said, in irresolute tones: *“As you
shall judge, if you care to hear?”

“By all means,” said Mortyn heart-
ily, as, replacing the candle, he poked
the fire and drew up a chair for his
visgitor.

“Twenty vears azo,” said the lat-
ter, accepting the profiered seat and
leanine toward the surceon, “*my cir-
cumstances wsre very difterent from
what they are now. Young and
strong, I had at the death of iny pa-
rents rejected the bread ofdependence
offered me by relatives, and, full of
hope I came to London to make
my fortune. It proved to be harder
work than I had anticipated: and in
very short while I was reduced to the
verge of starvation. One dreadiul
night, of which this is the twentieth
anniversary, ] was half crazed with

overty and despair. For two days
had not tasted food, nor did I see
the slightest prospect of obtaining
any. Added to this, I was deeply in
love, though unhappily the interfer-
ence of those who should have been

stranger

?

our best friends kept us apart. Asl
crouched shivering in the garret

which served me for a lodging, I
think I must have gone a little bit

mad.” He broke off suddenly, as
though unwilling to continue, and

stared gloomily at the fire.

“Well?”? gaid the surwreon, who had
been listening with much interest.

“Have you ever heard of compacts
with the Evil One?” demanded the
stranger.

“[ have heard ot such things?"" re-
plied the surgeon, on whaose spirits
the occasion and the stranger were
beginning to tell.

“l made one,” said the other,
hoarsely. “Crouched by the empty
grate, which mocked me with itscold
bars and white ashes, my thoughts
turned, as though directed by some
unseen power, to all that I hadheard
and read of such compacts. As mv
mind dwelt upon it, the subject lost
much of its horror, until a gentle
rustling in the neighborhood of the
fire drove me with quaking heart to
my feet. My fears, however, were
but momentary, and with fierce de-
termination I called upon my unseen
visitor to lend me his awful aid. As
I spoke, the sounds suddenly ceased.
and a voice seemed to cry in my ear:
“Write, write!” Idragted a small

y

table into the wmoonlight, which
struggled through the begrimed

panes of the window, and with
my own blood and the miserable
stump of a pen. wrote out the terms
of an agreement, with the Prince of
Darkness, possessed, as 1did so, with
the horrible consciousness of some-
thing in the room watching me. 1
vowed that if for twenty years .«
gave me wealth and the possession
of her whom 1 loved better than my
own life, my soul shou!d Le the for-
feit. If the next morning brought
change of fortune, I should take it
for a sign that he had accepted my
conditions. I sizhned it and swoon-
ed. When I awoze from the sleep in-
to which the stupor had merged, the
sun was shining brightly into my
foul iodging, and below was a mes-
senger who brought me news of a
large fortune which had fallen to me
through the death of an unele. God
forbid that my rash vow should have
had aunght to do with it. Since then,
everything has prospered with me.
I married the woman I loved. We
have a large {amily. I have kept my
secret to myself. To-night at 12my
time expires.”’

“The change in yvour fortunes was
a mere coincidence for you, then,”
said his visitor, whose fice was now
livid. “In the morning,when I awoke,
the agreeement which T had left on
the table had disag peared.”

“Mostyn rose nad, taking great
care not to extinruish the flames,
snuffed the candles.

*As Isupposed my death wonld be
a striclynaturai one,” continusd the
stranger, I thonzht 1 would
consult & SUPrEen, in __or-
der to sce whether my
was gound, ar.waether I was to dic

as [ have Sili'..', ina i]l'}':‘e{_ii." naturs!
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manner owing to its disease. A
watcnman whom I met directed me
to vour door.”

“Do yon iivein theneighborhood?”

“No—at Westminster,” was the re-
ply. “Buat having put all my affairs
In order. and wishing that my dear
ones should be no witnesses of my
death, I have been roaminz about
the streets ve meet it there.”

“Alone?’ queried the wondering
surgeon.

I—hope so0,” taid the other shud-
dering.

‘““‘Be guided by me,” said the surgeon
earnestly. “Returnto your home, and
forget all about this mysterious
compact you fancy you have made.”

His companion shook his head cnd
turned to the door.

“Are you going to roam about in
the foz again?”’ asked Mostyn.

“Unless you will let me stay here,”
said the other, glancing at him wist-
fully. *“You are mnot nervous?—
you do not think Ishall die?”

“You will die of fright if vou die at
all, said the surgeon sturdily. “But
stay, and welcome, ifyouwill.” And
to avoid the thanks of his guest, he

oked the‘fire until the resulting
laze almost caused the candles to
snuff themselves out with envy.

For some time theysat silent. The
streets werenow entirely deserted, and
no sound save the flickering of the
fire disturbed the silence of the room.
Then the surgeon arose and, upon
hospitable thoughts intent, busied
himself with the little spirit-case
which stooa on the sideboard; and
after sundry most musical gurglings
from the bottle as it confided itscon-
tents to the glasses, appeared in his
place again with two steaming pota-
tions and a sugar-bowl. *“Cognae,”
said he, “with all his fiery nature sub-
dued, now in its tranqui! old age.”

“Thanks,” said his visitor, taking

the proffered glass. ““The last
toast I shall drink: Long
life to you.” He tossed off

the contents, and again lasped into
silence, while the surgeon slowly
smoked his long pipe, removing it at
intervals in favor of the spirit he had
so highly commended.

Half an hour passed, and a neigh-
boring church clock slowly boomed
the hour ot 11. One hour more.
The surgeon glancing at his com-
panion to see what effect the sound
had upon him saw that his eyes were
closed and that he breathed heavily.
Raising cavtiously to his feet, he felt
the pulse of the strong sinewy wrist
which hung over theside of the chair.
and then, returning to his seat, -sat
closely regarding him, not without
casting certain uneasy glances into
the dark corners of the room. His
pipe went out; thefire burnt low, and
seen through the haze ot fog
and smoke, the motionless figure in
the chair seemed suddenly to leom
large in iront of him and then to be

almost obsecured by darknes.
- - L

- *

For a few seconds it seemed his
eves closed. When he opened them
the fire was out, and the figure in
front of him still sat in the chair,
though its head had now (allen on
its beast. Ifull ot horrible icar, he
glanced hurriedly at the clock and
saw that it was just upon the stroke
ot 4, then he sprang to theside of his
guest and seized the wrist nearest to
him. As he did so, he started back
with a wild ery of horror. for some
siippery thing, darting swiftly be-
tween his feet, vanished in the gloom
of a neighboring corner.

Ere he could recover himself, the

the man in front of him
stirred uneasily, and rising
unsteadily so  his feet, gazed

stupidly at him. “What’s the mat-
ter?” he asked at length in dazed
tones.

“Matter!” shouted the still trem-
bling surgeon. ‘“Why, it’s four hours
past midnight, and you are alive and
well.”

With a violent start, as he remem-
bered his positiom, the stranger
glanced at the mantle shelf. “Four
o’clock!” said he—"four o’clock!
Thank God. there was no compuct!”
Then another fear possessed him:
“Is it—is the clock right?”

“To the minute,” said the surgeon,
standing gravely by with averted
head, as his visitor, heedless of his
presence, fell upon his knees and
buried his face in his bands.

As he rose to hisfeet, the old church
clock slowly struck the hour of four,
appearing to both the listeners to do
so with an emphasis as unusal as it
was welcome. As the last stroke
sounded, the stranger who could
even now herdly realize his posi-
tion, threw up the window and
extended his head. The fog had dis-
appeared, the air was crisp and clear,
and the distant rumbling oftheearly
market-carts betokened the begin-
ning of another day.

“How came I to sleep?”’ he inquir-
ed, closing the window and turning
to the surgeon.

“I drugged your drink. It wasthe
only thing I could do. You were in
such a strang2 state of alarm _that
vou would either have died or gone
mad if [ had not done se.”

The stranger extended his hand
and eaught the young sergeon’s in a
mighty grasp. ‘“You ran a fearful
risk! Suppose that I had" died.
death would have been attributed to
the drug, and you would have been
accused of my murder.”

“I chunced it,” said Mostyn simply.
“There was no time for considera-
tion.”

“It has beer a strange business,”
gaid the other. *“Whatcould it have
been that was in my garrec. that
night, and what could have taken
the agreement?”’

“Rats,” said Mostyn, smiling.
“One of them frightened me terrible
just now, but it wouid not havedone
so if I had not been in a very excited
condttion. The same state of mind,
perhaps, though in a milder form,
that you were in on the night you
wrote your agreement.”

“There were rats in the room, I re-
member,” said the stranger, “but I
never once thought of them. You
have saved my “ason,ifnotmylife,”
and he again _ him by the
hand. “Youshall not find me wun-
grateful.”

Nor did he; for, aided by his in-
fluence, the young sergeon rose rapid-
lv to fame and fortune, which he
shared in the most liberal manner
with the girl for whom his poverty
had long kept him waiting.
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NOT MOVED BY FIRE.

Dr. Talmage on the Burning of BErooklyn
Tabernacle.

The Destruction d'm Great Church Does
Not Mean that His Work in Saving Souls
uma——mwmopmgnrm

The burning of Brooklyn Ta acle left
the vast congregation of Rev. T. De Witt
Talmage without a house for the moment,
tut the Academy of Music was thrown
open for them on Sunday, and the pastor
spoke to an audience of vast size, Hissub-
iect was “The Baptism of Fire,” and he
took as his text Acts xx, 24, “*None of thesa
things move me.” He said:

But, Paul, have you not enough affliction
to move you! Are you not an exile from
yvour native land! With the most genial
ana loving nature, have you not, in order to
be free for missionary journeys, given
yvourself to celibacy! Have you not turned
away from the maznificent worldly sue-
cesses 1that would have crowned your illus-
trious genius! Have you 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 sanhedrim aguinst you, the Homan
government against yoa, all the world and
all hell against you!

“\what of that{” says Paul. *‘‘None of
these things move me!” It was not because
he was a hard nature. Gentlest woman
was never more easily dissolved into tears.
He could not even bear to see anybody ery,
for in the midst of his sermon when he saw
some one weeping her sobs aloud, ““W hat
mean ye to weep and to break mine heart!
for I am ready not to be bound cnly, but
also to die at Jerusalem for the name of the
[Lord Jesus.” What then did Paul mean
when he said, ‘*None of these things move
me!” He meant, *1 will not be diverted
from the work to which I have been called
by any and all the adversities znd calami-
ties,™

I think this morning I express not my own
feelings but that of every man, woman and
little child bLelonging to Brooklyn Taber-
nacle, or that was converted thore, when 1
look toward the blackened ruins of the dear
and consecrated spot and with an arous2l
faith in a loving God, ery out: ‘*None of
these things move me,”

s hen I say that, [ do not mean that we
have no fecling about it. Instead of stand.
ing here to day in this brilliant auditorium,
it would be more consonant with my feal-
ings vo sit down among the ruins and ween
at the words of David: *“If 1 forget thee,
O Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her
cunning.” Why, let me say to the strangers
here to-day in explanation of the deep emo-
tion of my flock, we had there in that build
ing sixteen years of religious revival. 1 be-
lieve that a hundred thousard souls were
born there. They came from aill parts
of the earth and we shall never see them
again until the books are opened. Why,
sirs! our children were there baptised, and
at those altars our young men and maidens
took vhe marriaze vow, and out of those
gates we carried our dead. When from the
roof of my house last Sunday morning at
3 o’clock I saw our church in flames, I said:
“That is the last of the building from
which we buried our De Witt on that cold

December day when it scemed all
Brooklym wept with my household.”
And it was just as hard for you to

give up youi loeved ones as for us to give up
ours. hy, like the beautiful vings that
still cover some of the fallen walls, our
ailiections are clambering all over .the
ruins, and I could kiss the ashes that mark
ti:e place where it onee stood. Why, now
that 1 think of it, I capnot think of it as un
inanimate pi e, but as a soul, a mighty soul,
an indestructible soul, 1 am sure that
majestic organ had a soul, for we have
often heard iv speak and sing and shout
and wail, and when the soul of that orzan
entercd heaven 1 think Handel, and
i aydn, aud Mozart, and Mendelssohn, and
Beethoven were at the gates to welcoma it
S0 1 do not use the words of my text in a
bheartless way, but in the sense that we
must not and will not be diverted from our
work by the appalling disasters which nave
belallen us, Ve will not turn aside one
inch from our determination to do all we
can for the present and everlasting happi-
ness of ail the people whom we may be
ubl: to meet. “None of these things move
e, INone of these thinzs move yvou.”

When I Joozed out through the dismal
rain from the roof of my house and saw the
church crumbling br ¢k by brick and tim-
ber by timber, I said to myself: Doecs this
mean that my work in Brooklyn is ended?
Does this terminate my association with
this city, where I have been more than
twenty years glad in all its vrosperities,and
sad in all its misfortunes? And a still small
voice came to me, a voice that is no longer
slill or small but must emphatiec and com-
manding, through pressure of hand, and
vewspaper column, and telegram and letter
and contributions sayng: **Go forward !V

1 have made and I now make uppeal to
all Clristendom to helpus. Ve want all
Christendom to hoip, and I will acknow!-
edre thie receipt of every contribution, great
or small, with my own hand, We want to
build larger and better. \\e want it a na-
tional church, in which people of all creeds
and all nations find 4 home. The contribu-
tions already sent in malre a smwall hearted
church forever impossible. Would not 1 be
a sorry spectacle for angels and men if, in
a chureh built by Israelites and Catholies,
as well as all the styles of peoole com-
moenly called evangelical, I shouid in-
stead of the banner of the Lord God
Almighty, raise a flutlering rag of
small sectarianism? If we had three hun-
dred thousand doHars we wouid 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 on
the contributions sent in from here and
from the ends of the earth, I say now to
all the Baptists, that we shall have in it a
baptistry. I[say to all Episcopalians, we
shall have in our services as heretofore at
our communion table portions of the
Liturgy. 1 say to the Catholics we
shall have a cross over the pulpit and
probably on the tower. 1 say to the
Methodists, we mean to sing there like
the voices of mighty thunderings. 1 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 only
things we saved were the silver communion
chalices, for they happened to be in another
building. and I take that fact as typical that
we ave to be in eoxmmunion with all Chris-
tenniom. *1 believe in the communion of
sgints !

1 think if all the Brooklyn firemen and
all insurance comparies should search
among those ruins on Schermerhorn street,
they woula not find a splinter large as the
tip end of the little finger marked with
bigotry. And as it is said that the exhum-
ed bricks of the walls of Babylon have on
them the letter N, standingz for Nebuchad-
nezzar, I declare to you that if we ever get
a new church the letter we should like to
have on every stone and every timber
wonld be the letter C, for that would stand
both for Christ and for Catholicity. The
last two words I uttered in the old church
on Friday night, some of you may remem-
bea., were ‘‘Hailelujah! Amen!?

The two words that I utter now as most
expressive of my feelings in this our first
service alter 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 rules,
In what way the church took fire I do not
know. It has been chargzed on the light-
nings. Well, the Lord controls the lijtht-
nings. He managed them several thous-
and years before our electricians were
born. The Bible indicates that, thongh
they flash down the sky recklessly, God
builds for them a road to wravel.

In the Psaims it is said: “He made a
way for the lightning and the thunder, ™
Ever since the time of Benjamin Franklin
the world has bean trying % tame the
lightnings, and they seem to be quite well
harnessed, but .they occasinally kick over
the traces. But though we caanot master

great natural forces, God can and does,
and that God 1s our Father and best k'riend,
and this thought zives us confidence.

We are also reinforced by the jncreased
consolation that comes from confratermty
of sorrow. Tho peoplo who, luriog the
last sixtoen yeurs, sat on tho other side of
the aisle, whose faces were familiar to you,
tut to whom you had never spoken—you
greeted 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 so you swept the slecove near the corner
of the eye, and pretended it was the sharp
wind made your eves weak. Ah! there
was nothing the mattor with your eyes: it
was your soul bubbling over. 1 tell you
that it is impossible to sit for years around
the same church fireside and not have sym-
pathies in common. Somehow you feel
that you would like theso p2ople on the
other side of the aisle, about whom you
know but little, prospered and pardouned
and blessed and suved. You feel as if yon
are 1 the same boat, and you want to glide
up the same harbor and want to disembark
at the same wharf.

if you put gold and iron and lead and zine
in sufficient heat, they will melt into a con-
glomerate mass; and I really feel that last
Sabbath’s tire has fused us all, grosser and
finer natures, into one. It seems as il we
all had our hands on a wire connected with
an electrie battery: and when this church
sorrow started it thrilled through the whole
circie, and we all feit 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,
“Grandpa,that place was next to our house."
Yea, we are supported and confidentin this
time by the cross of Christ.

That is used to the fire. On the dark day
when 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 ull our sins; in the light of it
we expect to make the rest of our pil-
grimage. Within sight of such a sac-
rifice, who ean feel he has it hard!{ In
the sight of such a symbol, who can
be discouraged, however great the dark-
ness that may come down upon him! Jesus
lives! The loving, patient, sympathizing,
mighty Jesus! It shall nov be told on
earth, or in hell, or in heaven, that three
Hebrew children had the Son of God be-
side them in the fira, and that a whole
church was forsaken by the Lord when
they went through a furnace about two
hundred feet wide.

O Lord Jesus! shall we talke out of tny
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! Hlessed Jesus, what has thou
put into the cup to sweeten it! Why, it has
become the wine of hdaven, and our souls
grow strong. 1 come now, and place both
of my feet deep down into the blackened
ashes df our consumed church, and I cry
out with an exhilaration that I never felt
since the day of my soul's emancipation,
“YVictory! victory! through our Lord Jesus
Chnrst!”

Yonrparss, ye trembling saints,
Down irom the willows take,
Loud to the pralse of love diviae

Bllevery string awake,

We are alsore-enfor-ed by the catholicity
that 1 have already referred to. We arve in
the Academy to-day, not baeause we have
no other place to go, Last Sabbath morn-
ing at 9 o'cloclt we had but one church;
now wa have about thirty, all at cur dis-
posal. The r pastors and their trustees say :
*Youmaytakeour mainaundience rooms, you
may take our lecture rooms, yo1 may take
our church pariors, you may baptise in oar
baptistaries, amd sit on our anxious
saats.” Oh!if thera be auy lavgyr heartel
ministers or larger hearted churches any-
where than in Brooklyn, t2ll ma where they
are, that 1 may go and s22 them before 1
dia. Th2 millennium has come. People
keep wondering when it is coming., [t has
come. The lion and the lamb lie down to-
gothor, and the tizer eats straw |ik» an ox,
I should like to have seea two ol ths old
time Dbigots, with 1their sworls, fight-
ing through thai great fire on Schor-
merhorn stre:t lasv Sabbath. I am
sure the swords would hive m:lted, and
they who weilded them woull have learned
war no more, [ can never say ua word
against any other denomination ol Chr.st-
jans, I thank God I never have be:n
tempted to do it. I eaanot by a s2etarian. |
have been told [ ouzht to be, and I have
tried to be, but [ have not enough material
in m2 to make such a stracture. Every
time I get the thing most done, there comaoes
a Hre, or something else, ana all is gone.
The angels of Gol shalcy out o1 this air,
“Glory to God in the highest, und on earth
peace, good wili toward man.” Ido not
know but [ sce on the horizon the first
glecam of the moning which shall
unite all denominations in ona oviranization,
distinguished only by the locality as ip
apostlic times, 1t was then the Church
of Thyatira, and thz Chuar:h of Thessaloni-
ea, and the Church of Antioeh, and tne
Church of Laodicea. o [ do not know but
that in the future history, and not far off
eitheg, it may b2 simp'y a distinction of lo-
cality, and not of creed, as the Church of
New York, the Church of Brooklyn, the
Church of Boston, th? Church of Charies-
ton, the Church of Madras, the Church of
Constantinople, the Church of America.

My dear brethren, we canuot afford to be
severely divided. 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 triumph!

The trampet glves s mart'al steain
O larael: gird th=e for che fisht;
Arige. the eombat to maintaln;
A inracd ju thy fies to f'ght.

We also feel reinforced by the thought
that we are on the way (o a beaven that
can never burn down, Fires may sweep
through other cities—but [ am glad to know
that the New Jerusalem is fireproof. 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, resonant with songs, aund mnoy
cries of fire. Oh, my dear brother
and sister! If this short lane of life

comes up 80 soon to that blessed place, what
is the use of our worrying! [ have felt a
good many times this last week like Father
Taylor, the sailor preacher. He got ina
long sentence while he was preaching one
day, and lost himself, and could not find his
way out of the sentence, He stopped and
said: *“Brethren, I have lost the nomina
tive of this sentencse, and things are gener

ally mixed up, but I am bound for the king-
dom anyhow.” !

And during this last week, when [ saw
the rushiong to und fro and the excitement,
I sald to myself, “I do not know just where
we shall start again, but I am bound for the
kingdom anyhow.” I donot want to go just
vet. I want to bé o pastor of this peopls
until I am about eighty-nine years of age,
but I have sometimeos thought that there are
such glories ahead that I may be persuaded
to go a little earlier—for instance, at eighty-
two or eighty-three; but [ really think that,
if we could have an appreciation of what
God has in reserve for us, we would want
to go, stepping right out of the Academy of
Music into the glories of the skies,

Ah! that is a good iond. \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 or hear a sigh. They tell
me that our friends who have left us and
gone there, their feet are radient ac the
sum, and that they take hold of “he hand of
Jesus familiarly, and that they open
that hand and see in the palm of it a
healed wound that must have been very
cruel before it was healed. ‘And they tell
me there is no winter there, and that they
never get hungry or cold, and that the sew-
ing girl never wades through the snow
bank to her daily toil, and that the clock
never strilies twelve for the night, bat only
twelve for the day.

See that light 1n the window. 1 wonder
who set it there. *“Oh!” you say, ‘‘my

father that went into glory must have set
thay light in the window.” No; guess

"
i

again. “My mother who died fiftecn years
ago in Jesus, 1 think must have set that
light there.” No; guess sgain. You say,
“My dariing little child, that last summer I
it away for the vesurrection, 1 think
she must have set that light there in
the window.” No: guess again, Jesus
sot it there; and he wvill: keep it burn-
ing until the day we put our fluger
on the latch of the door and go In t be at
home forever. Oh! when my sight gelas
bluck in death, put on my eyalids that sweet
ointment. When in the last weariness I
cannot tuke another step, just help me put
my foot on that doorsill, When my car
eatches no more the voices of wife and
child, let me go right in, 0 have my deaf-
ness cured by the siroke of the harpers
whose fingers fly over the strings with thoe
anthems of the free.

Heaven never burns down! The fires of
the last day, that are aiready kindled in the
heart of the earth, but are hidden because
God keeps down the hatches —those inter-
nal fires will after a while break through
the erust, and the plains, and the moun-
tains and the seas will be consumed, and
the flames will fling their long arms into
the skies; but all the terrors of a burn-
ing world will do no more harm to
that heavenly temple “than 1the fires
of the setting sun which Windie up the win-
dow giass of the house on yonder hill top.
Oh, blessed land! But 1 do not want to go
there until I see the Brooklyn ‘Tabernacle
rebuilt. You say, “Will it bet” You might
as well ask me if the sun will rise to-mor-
row morning, or if the next spring wiil put
garlands on its head. You and I may not
do it—you and 1 may not live to see it; but
the Church of God doos not stand on two
iegs nor on a thousand le

How did the lsraelites get through the
Red sea? 1 suppos2 somebody muay have
come and said - ‘“I'here is no need of trying;
you will get your feet wott you will spotl
your clothes; you will drown yourselves,
Whoewver heard of getting through such a
sea as that!” How did they get through

it? Did they go back! No. Did they go
to tho right! No. Did they go 1o
the left! No. They went forward in

the strength of the Lord Almighty: and
that is the way we mean 10 got through the
Red sea., By going forward, Bul =ays
some one: “1f we should build a larger
church, would you be able with vour voiee
to fill it?’ Why, 1 bave béen wearing my-
sell out for the last sixteen years in tryiog
to keep my voice in, Give me room where
1 can preach the glories of Christ und the
grandeurs of heaven.

Forward! We huve to march en, broalk.
ing down all bridges behind us, making re-
treat impossible, ‘I'hrow away your lkknup-
sack if it impedes yvour muarch. Keon your
sword arm free, Strike for Christ and His
kingdom while you may. No people ever
had a betler mission than you are sent
on. Prove yourselves worthy, Iif I am
not it to be your leader, sot me aside. The
brightest goal on earth that I can think
of is a country parsonago amidst the moun-
tains, But I am not afraid to lead you I
have some dollars; they are at your dispos
al. 1 have good physieal health; it is vours
us long as it lasts. 1 have enthusissm of
soul; [ will not keep 1t back from your
service. 1 have some faith in God, and 1
shall direet it toward the rebuilding of cur

new @piritoal house. Come on, then. L
will lead you.
Coma on, ye aged men, not vet passed

over Jordan! Give us one mora hft beforo
you go into the promised land, You men in
middle iife, harncss all your business fae

ulties vo th's euterpriss. Young man, pub
the fire of yvouar soul Into this woe L.t
women consecrate Loen  porsuasivenoss
und persistence to this cause, and they will
be preaparing benedictions for their dying
hour aond everlasting rewards: and il SHSatun
roally did burn that Tabernwcie down, ns
gsome suy hedid, he wil find it the poorest
Job he ever undertool,

Good by, old Tabernasle, 1 put my fin
gers 10 my liv and throw o lilss to tha de

parted church. In the lust day, way we be
able to mect the songs there sung, and the

prayers there olfered, and Lhe sermons Liere
preached, Good-by, old place, whe e some
of us first felt the CGospel peacs, and

others heard the last messnge ore thov flod
awny into the skies! Goo by, BErookivo
Tuabernacle of 1873! DBut welrome our new
church. (I seeit as pleinly as though it
ware already built!) Your gates wider,
your songs move irinmpihnat, your ingather-
ings more glorious. Rise oul of 1the ashes
and greot our waliting vision! Liurst on our
souls, oh day of our chureh's resurrection!
By your altars may we be prepared for the
hour when the fire shall try ¢very man's
work of what sortit is. Welcome, Brooklyn
Tabernacle of 1800!
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He Never Got Used to Batiles,

Col. James M. Thompson guve his
opinion as follows: *““Fhe quulity of
courage in baltle 1 regard as being to
a large extent a physical attribute, I
have heard a good deul of talk about
the nonchalence of men in action, and
their ease and composure after tho first

gun wus fired, bat | never took much
stock init. I wont throurh the war in
the army, and it was my fortuse o bhe

in n portion of the servies in Virginia

where there was o gool deal of hard
fighting to do, and thers wasn't any
creditable way to gel out of it, either.
I saw sorvice in twenty-cight batiles,
and I can freely saw that 1 for one
never got *used to it.' 1 never went

into u fight without an all-prevaling
sense of danger, und always glad when
it was cver. Of coarse moral conrage,
high patriotism, and the military spirvis
kept the majority of men right up to
the mark, but there were notable in-
stances of men whose physical naturea
simply failed to respond when called on.
They could not possibly go into » fight.
A clear head and o [ull conception of
the enormous consequences of coward-
ice to themselves failed W spur them
to the staving point, and on the [rst
whiz of abullet theirsignals of distress
were visible to all in sight.

“A well-known New York colonel, a
periect gentleman asd scholar, 0 pa-
triot, and a really noblo feliow. was so
wenlk in point of courage, and his hu-
millation so great at really being afraid

to fuce dunger, that e was lorced to
retire lrom the armay, went to Washe
ington pinod nway, aod died in a few
weeks, | keew another prominent of-
ficer whose friends, out of emsidera-
tion for his well-known [ailing, used
to manage, on one pretext or anowhor

to keop him out of engagements, and
thus shield him from exposure. Men
like that are to be pitied, not blamed.
They want to fight, but their bodies
actually refuse to do their wilL"—
(:lobe Democrat.

AL S :

The Smoking Campartiment.

A erusads against the smoking coms-
partment of sleeping cars has, it is
asserted, been inaugurated by Mrs
Frances Willurd, the elojuent temper-
ance reformer. In an interview with
Mr. George M. Pullman, this encrgotio
lady argued that the smoking rooma
should be abolished and special cara

rovided for users of the weed, declur-
ng that under the present urrangement
the smoke is blowhn into the body of the
cars, to the disgust of the female odov-
pants. It is to be admitted that il the
odor of stale tobacco smoke invaded
sleeping car it would not be agrecable
o most poople, but the smooking rooms
of the modern sleopers are so thorough-
ly divided off that it takes a very criti-
eal nose in any other part of the car to
know that the combustion of tobueco is
golng on, »nd it is rare that the most
fastidious traveler has any complaint to
make on that scotes~=Railway Age,
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Marriago is a feost where the grace is

sometlmes better than the Jdianer,—Colion,
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