A JUBILEE SERMON.

DR. TALMAGE PREACHES OF RE-
TURNED PRODIGALS,

He Bays They Should Not Ne Recolved
Coldly and Looked Upon Askanes, bug
with Open Armas and Cheering Mien,
Bome New Conclusions About Time,

BrookLyN, Feb. 8.—A jubileo ser
mon was preached this morning by
theRoev, T. De Witt Talmage, D. D, at
an especinl communion for the recep-
tion of 240 persons, making the pres-
ent communicant membership of the
Brooklyn Tabernacle 4,508, This is
also moving day in this church. The
annual rental of pews has just oceur
red, and today many of the congregn-
tion occupy new places. The pews
brought higher premiums this year
than ever before and the income of
the church this year will be $33,804
But both plans are observed in this
church, A vast space is kept free
from all expense and only a part of
the building is mapped off for rent.
Dr. Talmage took his text from the
fifteonth chapter of Luke, twenty-
third verse: “‘Bring hither the fatted
calf and kill it."  Dr. Tulmage said;:

Joy! Joy! Joy! We banquet today
over this accession of 240 persons (o
whom | have given the right hand of
fellowship, making our present com-
municant membership four thousand
flve hundred and eight, Is it not ap-
propriate that we spread the lmmmﬂ

In all ages of the world it has been |
customary to celebrate joyful events |
by festivity —the signing of treaties,
the proclamution of pence, the Christ- |
mas, the marriage. However much
on other days of the year our table
may have stinted supply, on Thanks-

iving day there must be something
Eounuumu. And all the comfortable
homes of Christendom have at some
time celebrated joyful events by ban-
quet and festivity.,

Something has happened in the old
homestead greater than anything that
has ever happened before. A favor
ite son whom the world supposed
would become a vagabond and out-
law forever has got tired of sight
seeing and has returned to his father's
house, The world said he never
would come back. The old man al-
ways said his son would come. IHe

been looking for him day after
day and year after year. Ho knew he
would come back. Now, having re-
turned to his father's house, the
father proclaims celebration,
WHEN A LOST SOUL COMES HOME TO

GOoD.

There isa calf in the paddock that
has been kept and fed to utmost capa-
city 8o as to be ready forsome occasion
of joy that mith come along, Ahl
there never will be a grander day on
the old homestead than this day. Let
the butchers do their work, and the
housekeepers bring into the table the
smoking meat. 1 musicinns will
take their places, and the gay groups
will move up and down the lloor.  All
the friends and neighborsare gathered
in, and extra supply is sent out to the
table of the servanis, The father pre-
sides ut the table, and says grace, and
thanks God that his long absent boy
is home again. Oh! how they missed
him; how glad they are to have him
back. Or+ brother indeed stands
pouting «. the back door and
says: “‘This is a great ado about
lmthinpi; this  bad  boy should
have been chastened instead of

peted : venl is oo good for him!"

ut the father says: “Nothing is too

i, nothing 18 good cnough.”

here sits the young man, glad at the
hearty reception, but a shadow of sor-
row Ifiuinu across his brow at the re-
membrance of tho trouble e has seen,
All ready now, et the covers lift,
Music, Ile was dead and he is alive

in! He was lost and he is found!

y such bold imagery does the Biblo
set forth the merry making when a
soul comes home to God,

L First of all there is the new con-
vert’s joy. ILis no tame thing to be-
come n Christian. ‘The most tremen-
dous moment ina mun's life is when
he surrenders himself to God. The
grandest time on the futher's home-
stead is when the boy comes back.
Among the great throng who in the
parlors of this churel professed Christ
one night was a young man who next
morning rang my door bell and said:
*Bir, 1 cannot contain myself with the

1 feel; I eame here this morning
express it, 1 have found move joy
in five minutes in serving God than in
all the years of my prodigality, and 1
came 1o say §0."

You have seen, perhaps, a man run-
ning for his physical liberty and the
officers of the law after him, and you
saw him escape, or afterwanl you
heard the judge had pardoned him
and how great was the gleo of tha
rescued man; but it is a very tame
thing that compered with the running
for one's everlasting life—the lerrors
of the law after him, but Christ com-
ing in to pardon and bless and rescue
and save, You remember John Bun-

an in his great story tells how the

ilgrim put his fingers in his ears and
ran, crying: “Life, life, eternal life!"
A poor car driver in this city
some years ago, after having had
a struggle to support his family,
nudtle'nr_y was informed that a large in-
heritance was his, and there was joy
amounting to bewilderment; but that
is a small ting compared with the ex-

rience of one when he has put in his

ands the title deed to the joys, the
raptures, the splendors of heaven, and
ho can truly say: “lts mansions are
mine, its temples are mine, its songs
are mine, its God 18 mine!”

Oh, it is no tane thing to become a

| Lord, enough!™™

| young man stood,

Christian.  Itis a merry muking. It
is the killing of the fatted calf. It is
jubilee. You know the Dible never
compares it to a funeral, but always
compares it to something bright. 1t |
is moro apt to be compared to a ban
quet than anything else. It is com
ared in the Bible wo the water, bright,
ashing water; to the morning, rose
ate, fireworked, mountain trunsligured
morning. | wish | could tday tale all
the Bille expressions about pardon
and peace and life and comfort and
hope und heaven and twist them into
one garlund, and put it on the brow

' deseription of G

of the humblest child of God in this
assemblago, and cry: “Wear it, wear
it now, wear it forever, son of God,
daughter of the Lond God Almifhg.‘
Oh, the joy of the new convert h,
the gladness of the Christian service!
THE JOYS OF THE CHRISTIAN RELIGION,

You have seen sometimes a man in a
religious mmblf g}e! ur and give his
experionce,  Well, Paul gave his ex-
perienco. Ho arose in the presence
of two churches, the church on
earth and the church in heaven, and
he said: "“"Now, this is my experience:
‘Borrowful, yet always m;oicinfa
poor, yet making many rich—hav ng
nothing, yet possessing all things.'
If the people in this house this morn-
ing knew the joys of the Christian re-
ligion, they would all pass over into
the kingdom of God the next mo-

ment, ‘hen Daniel Bandeman was
dying of cholera his attendant
said: “Have you much paint”

SOl he replied, “since I found the
Lord I have never had any pain ex-
cept sin." Then they said to him:
“Would you like to send a message to
your friendst” “Yes, I would; tell
them that only Iast night the love of
Jesus enme rushing into my soul like
the surges of the sea, and 1 hnd o cry

out: ‘Stop, Lord, it is enough; stop,
Oh, the joys of this |
Christinn religion!

Just pass over from those tame joys

| in which you are indulging—joys of

this world - into the raptures of the
Gospel,  The world cannot  satisfy
you: you have found that out—Alex-
ander longing for other worlds to
conguer, und yet drowned in his own |
bottle: Byron whipped by  disquie-
tudes around the world; Voltaire |
cursing his own soul while all the
strects of PParis were applauding  him;
Henry 11 consuming with hatred
against poor Thomus a Becket—all il-
lustrations of the fact that this world
cannot make n man happy. The very
man who poisoned the pommel of the
saddle on which Queen l‘l!imhﬂth rode,
shouted in the street: “God save the
queen!”  One moment the world ap-
plauds and the next moment the
world anathematizes, Oh, come over
into this greater joy, this sublime
solace, this magnificent beatitude, The
night after the battle of Shiloh, and
there were thousands of wounded on
the field, and the ambulances hud not
come, on Christian soldier lying thero
a-dying under the stariight began to
hitlg:
There I8 a land of pure deilght,
and when he came to the next line
there were scores of voices uniting:
Whero salnta immortal mign.
The song was caught up all through
zhe Gields among the wounded until it
was said there were at least ten thou-
sand wounded men reuniting their
voices us they cameo to the verse:
Thoere everlasting spring abides,
Aud never withering flowens;
Death like m narrow stream divides
That heavenly land of ours.
Oh, it is a great religion to live by,
and it is a great religion to die by,
There is only one heart throb between
3’0:.1 and that religion this moring.
ust look into the face of your par-
doning God, and surrender yourself
for time and for eternity, and hoe is
yours, and heaven is yours, and all
18 yours, BSome of you, like the
young mun of the text, bave
gone far astray. I know not the his
tory, but you know it, you know it,
WI)mn a young man went forth into
life, *the " legend says, his guardian |
angel went forth with him, and get- |
ting him intoa field the guardian angel
swept a cirele clear around where the
It was a cirele of |
virtue and honor, and he must not
step boyond that circle, Armcd foes
camo down, but were obliged to halt |
at the eirclo—they cuultr not pass, |
But one day a temptress with dia-
monded  hand sln:lclhml forth and
crossed  that eircle with the hand
and the tempted soul took it, and
by that one fell grip was brought
beyond the ecirele and died, Some
of you havesteppud beyond that eirele,
Would you not like this day by the
grace of God to step back This, 1 say
to you, is your hour of salvation,
There was in the closing hours of
Queen Anne what is called the clock
sceno,  Flat down on the pillow in

helpless sickness, shie could not move
Ler head or move hier hand.  Bhe was |
waiting for the hour when the minis-
tersof stuteshould gatherinangry con
test, und, worried and worn out by the
coming hour, and in momentary ab-
sence of the nurse, in the power, the
strunge power which delimum some-
times gives oue, she arose and stood in |
front of the clock, und stood there
watching the clock when the nurse
returned. The nurse said: Do
you see anything peculiar about that
clock?" Bhe mude no answer, but |
soon died, There isa clock seene in
every history. If some of you would
rise (rom the bed of lethargy and come
out from your delirium of sin and
look on the clock of your destiny this
morning, you would see and hear
something you have not seen or heard l
before, and every tick of the minute
and every stroke of the hour, and
every swing of the pendulum would
say : "Now, now, now, now " Oh, come
home to your Father's house. Come
home, oh, prodigal, from the wilder
ness,  Come home, come home!

THE RETURNED PRODIGAL I8 XEVER

COLDLY UOREETED.

I1. But I notice that when the prodi
gul came there was the futhor's joy.
He did not grect hiim with any formal
“How do you do”  He did not come
out and say: “"You are uniit to enter;
go out and wash in the trough by the
well, and then you can come in; we
have had cnough trguble with you.”
Aht! no. When the proprictor of that
estate proclacimed festival, it was an
outburt of n father's love and a
fnther's joy, God i your Father, |
have not much syvmpathy with that
I somctimes Licar,
as though e were o Turkish sultan,
hard aod unsympathete, sed listoning
not Lo the ey ol his subjects. A tn
told e e saw tone of the castern
lands o Bimge viding wlong, cnd two
men were e eltereation, end  one
charped the other wath baving eaten
hig viee; ond the e osoids “Then
slay the man, and by past mortem ex
amination lind whether e has enten
the ree.”  And hie was slain. Al

t!nerml;rdr a sosne like that. Our
is not a sultan, not a_crar, not &
, but & Father—kind loving,
forgiving, and he mnakes all heaven
rln‘ agnin  when a prodical comes
back. I have no pleasure,” he says,
“in tho death of him that dieth.”

If a man does not get to heaven it is
because he will not go there, No dif-
forence the color, no difference the
history, no difference the antecedents,
no ditfference the surroundings, no
differonce the sin.  When the white
horses of Christ's victory are brought
out to celebrato the eternal triumph
o muy ride one of them, and as

od is greater than all, his joy is

tor, and when a soul comes back
there is in his heart the surging of an
infinite ocean of gladn and 1o ox-
press that gladness it takes all the
rivers of pleasure, and all the thrones
of pomp, and all the ages of eternity.
It is a joy deeper than all depth, and
higher than all height, and wider
than all width, and vaster than all
immensity. [t overtops, it under
girds, it outweighs all the united
spiendor and joy of the universe
\k"lm oan tell w{mt God's joy ist

You remeniber reading  the story of
a king, who on some great day of
fostivity scattered silver and gold
among the people, and sent valuable
presents to his courtiers; but methinks
when n soul comes back, God 18 so
glnd that to express his joy ho Hings
out new worlds into spuce, nnd kindles
up new suns, and rolls among the
white robed anthems of the redecmed
a greator hallelujah, while with a
voice that reverberates among the
mountains of  frankincense and is
echoed buck  from the everlusting
;{nlvn, he eries: *This, my son, was
dead, and he is alive again.”

At the opening of the exposition in
New Orleans I[saw a Mexican fudist,
and he played the solo, and thea after
ward the eight or ten bands of musie,
accompanied by the great organ, eamo
in; but the sound of that one flute us
compured with all the orchestra was

reater than all the combined joy of
the universe when compared with the
resounding heart of Almighty God.

For ten years a father went threo
times a day to the depot. His son
wont off 1n  aggravating cireum-
stances, but the father said: *““He will
come back.” The struin was too much
and his mind parted, and three times
a day the father went. In the early
morning he watched the train, its ar
rival, the stepping out of the passen-
gers and then tﬁu departure of the
train. At noon he was there again
watching the advance of the train,
watching the departure. Al night
there again; watching the coming,
walching the going for ten years, He
was sure his son would come back.
God has been wnlclniugnnd waiting
for some of you, my brothers, ten
f'ennt. twenty years, thirty years,

orty ycars, ]mrlmrn fifty years— wait-
ing, waiting, watching, watching; and
if this morning the prodi?'nl should
come home what a scene of gladness
and festivity, and how the great
Father's heart would rejoico at your
coming home. You will come, some
of i'nu. will you not? You will, you
willl

MINISTERS OF RIGHT REJOICE WHEN

THE PRODIGAL COMES HOMI.

IT1. 1 notice also that when a prodi-
gal comes home there is the joy of the
ministersof religion, Oh, it isa grand
thing to preach this gospel. I know
there hias been a great deal said about
the trinls and the hardships of the
Christian ministry, I wish somebody
would write a good, rousing boo
about tho joys of the Christian minis-
try. Since | entered the profession 1
have seen more of the goodness of
God than 1 will be able to celebrate in
all eternity. 1 know some boast about
their equilibrium, and they do not
rise into enthusizsm, and they do not
break down with emotion; but I con-
fess to you plainly that when 1
see 4 man coming to God and
riving up  his sin 1 feel in
wdy, mind and soul s transport,
When I seo a man who is bound hand
and foot in evil habit emancipated,
I rejoice over it as though it woere my
own emancipation.  When today in
our communion services such throngs
of young and old stand at these
altars, and inthe presence of heaven
und carth and Lell attest their allegi-
unce to Jesus Christ, 1 feel n joy some-
thing ukin to that which the apostle
deseribes when he says: “"Whether in
tho body 1 eannot tell, or out of the
body | cannol tell; God knoweth.”

f.l 1. huve not ministersa right to re-
joice when a prodigal comes homoe?

hey blew the trumpet, and ought
Hmy not to be glud of the guthering of
the hostt They pointed to the tull
supply. and ought they not to rejoice
when souls pant as the bart for the
water brooks!  They came forth say-
ing: “All things are now ﬂ‘ﬂd}‘.;"

| ought they not to rejoice when the

prodigal sits down at the banquet?
Life insurance men will all tell you
that ministers of religion as o class
live longer than any other. It is con-
firmed T._\- the statisties of all those
who caleulate upon human longevity,
Why is itt  There is more dml}{“ulmn
the nervous system than in any other
wofession, and their toil is more ex-
Luu:\lm;_: I have seen ministers kept
on mserable stipends by parsimonious
congregutions who wondered at the

| dulluess of their sermons, when the

men of God were ]u'l'plvm*ll almost to
death by questions of livelihood, and
bad wot enough nutritious food to
keep any fire 1n their temiperament.
No fuel, no fire. 1 have sometimes
seen  the inside of  the hfe of
many of the American clergymen—
never anccepting their hospitality, be-
cause they eannot atford it; but [ have
seen thom stragele on with salaries of
five nndd six hundred dollars o year—
the average less than that — their
struggle well depieted by the western
missionury  who says in o letter:
“Thank you for your lust remitéance;
until it came we Ll ot anygzneat in
our house for one vear, angd all last
winter, ulthough 1t was o ghvere win
ter, our children wore (1@fir summer
clothes.” And these mgh of God 1
find in ditferent partaghf the land,
struggling  agninst agfioyances and
exusperations innumgable; some of
them week after wek entertaining
sgents who have gfaps o sell, an
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submitting themselves to all siyles of
annoyance, and yet without comphint,
and cheerful of soul, How do you
nccount for the fact that these life in
surance men tell us that ministers ns
a class live longer than any others!
It is beenuso of the joy of their work
the joy of the harvest fleld, the joy of

fﬂmtjng prodigals home to ~ their
ather's house,

Oh, we are in nyma:lhy with all in.
nocent hilaritios, We ean enjoy a
hearty song, and we can bo merry with
thoe merriest; but those of us who have
toiled in the servies nre ready to testify
that all thess joys are tame compared
with the satisfaction of seeing men
enter the kingdom of God.  Tho great
aras of every minister are the outpour
ings of the Holy Ghost, and [ thank
God 1T have seen eighteen of them,
Thank God, thank God!

CINISTIANS REUEIVE A CONVERTED

ROUL WITH OPEN ARMA

IV, 1 notice, also, when the prodi-
gal comes back all earnest Christians
rojoice.  If you stood on Montauk
Point and thero wos 0 hurricano at
son, and it was blowing toward the
shore, nnd a vessel erashed into the
rocks and you saw people get ashors
in the lifehonts and the very lost man
got on the rocks in safety, you could
not eontrol your joy. And it is a
glad time when l{m church of God
sees men who are tossed on the ocenn
of their sins plant their feet on the |
rock Clirist Josus, |

Oh, when prodigals come homo just |
hear those Christinns sing.  Just hoar
those Christions pray. It is not n
stereotly |1u-|l supplication we havo heard
aver and over ngain for twenly years, |
but a putting of the ease in the immin
of God with an importunate pleading.
No long prayers.  Men never pray ot
great length unless they have nothin
to say nnd their hearts are hanl Illll‘i
cold. All the prayers in the Bible
that were answered were short prayers:
“Giod be merciful to me a sinner,”
“Lowrd, that I may receive my  sight,”
“Lowl, save me or 1 perish.” The
longest prayer, Solomon’s prayer at
tho dedieation of the temple, less than
eight minutes in length, according to
the ordinary rate of enuneiation.

And just hear them pray now that
the prodigals are coming home.  Just
see them shake hands. No putting
forth of the four tips of the lingers in
a formal way, but a hearty grasp,
where the museles of the lieart secm
to clench the fngers of one hand
around the other hand.  And then see
those Christian faces, how illumined
they are.  And see that old man get
up and, with the same voico that he
sang lifly years ago in the old courtr
meeting house, say: 'Now, Lord,
lettest thou thy servant depart in
pence, for mino eyes have seen
thy salvation." There was a man of
Keith who was hurled into prison in
time of persceution, and one day he
got off his shackles and he eamoe and
stood by the prison door, and when
the juiler was opening the door, with
ono stroke he struck down the man
who had incarcerated him, Poassing
along the strects of London he won-
dered where his family was,  He did
not dare to nsk lest he exeite suspicion,
but, passing along a little way from
the prison, ho saw a Keith tankard, a
cup that belonged to the family from
generntion to generation— hesaw itina
window. His family, hoping that some
day he would get clear, cameand lived
ns near as they could to the prison
house, and they set that Keith tankard
in the window, hoping he would sce
it; and he came along and saw it and
knocked ut the door, and went in, and
the long absent family were all to
goether again,  Oh, if you would start
for the kingdom of God today, 1 think
somoe of you would find nearly all
your friends and nearly all your fami
ies around the holy tankard of the
holy  communion—fathers, mothe
brothers, sisters around  that swers
tankard which cormmemorates the love
of Jesus Clirist our Lord, Ol it will
be a great communion day when your
“]Itll!‘ f:n:ﬂ.I_\' sits around the ﬁm‘n'tl
tankard. One on earth, one in heaven,
FOR THE RETURN OF PFRODIGALS LET

EVERY ONE PRAY.

V. Ounee more | remark, that
when the prodigal gets back the in-
habitants of heaven keep festival, 1
am very certuin of it If you have
never seen n I--i--;_'l'.||-||lt' chart, -!.'ml‘
have no idea how many eities are con-
nected toscther und Low many lands, ‘
Nearly all the neighborhoods of the
earth seom prtieulated, and news flies
from city 1o ey, and from continent
to continent. But more rapidly go
the tidings Drom carth (o heaven, and
when a prodigal returmsit s announced
bofore l||||' throne of God. Andif these |
souls this moming should cnter the
kingdom there would be some one in |
the heavenly kingdom tosay - *That's
my father,” “That's my mother,” |
“That's my son,” “That's my daugh- |
ter,” “That's my friend,” *That's the
one I used to pray for,” "That's the
ono for whom R\\v it 50 many tears,”
and one soul would say, “Hosanna!”
and another would say, “Hallelujah 1"

Pleased with the news the salnts below
Io songs their tongues employ ;

Boyond Lhe skies the thdings go, |
And beaven bs (lled with joy

Nor aogzels can thelr joy contain,
But kindle with pew fire;
The siuper lost s f6umd, they sing,
And strike the pounding lyre

At the banguet of Lueullus sat
Clieero the orpfor, ut the Macedonian
festal sat PWilip the conqueror, at the |
Grecian - banguet st Socrates  the
|1hilum;,|n|u-r'; but at our Father's table
sit al)” the returncd prodigals, more
than, conquerors. The wble is so wide
Caves reach across seas and neross
ds.  Its guests aro the redeomed of
egrrth and the glorified of heaven
The ring of God's Torgiveness on every
hand, the robe of a Saviour's righteous
ness sdroop from every shoulder, The |
wine that glows in the cups is from
the bowls of ten thousand saeraments
Lot all the redecmied of cavtl wnd all
the gloritied of heaven rise nud with
gleaming ehalice drink o the veturn |
of a thousand prodigrels,  $nore! sing!
singl “Worthy s the Lanb thot was
sluin o receive blessing vl riches
and honor ond glory v power,
world without end ™
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