REV. DR. TALMAGE

The Eminent New York Divine's San-
day Sermon.

Subject: “Comfort.”

TEXT: ".‘\nd‘ Cod shall wipa away all |

tears from their eyes.'—Levelation vii., 17,

Riding acrossa Western prairie, wild low-
<r=up to the hub of the ecarriage wheel, and
while a lonz distanes from any shelter, there
eam~ a sudden shower, and while the rain
wis falling in torrents, the sun was shining
as brichtly as I ever saw it shine, and I
thoughit what a beantiful speeteecle this is!
So the tears of the Bible are not midpight
storm, But rain on pansisad prairies in God’s
sweet and goliden sunlicht. You remember
that hottie which David labeled as contain-
ing tears, ard Mary's tears, and Panl’s tears,
and  Christ’s tears, and the harvest of joy
that is to spring fromthe sowing ol tears,
God mixes them. God rounds them. God
ghows them where to fall. God exhales
them, A eensus is taken of them, and there
is a record as to the moment when they are
born and as to the place of their grave,

Tears of bad men are not kept., Alex-
ander in his =orrow had the hair elipped
from his horses and mules and made a ereat
ado about his griefl, but in all the wases of
heaven there is not one of Alexander's tears,
I speak of the tears of God’s children. Alas,
me, they are falling all the time! In sam-
mer you sometimes  hear the growling
thunder, and you see there is 4 storm miles
away. but vou know from the drift of the
elouds tha* it will not come anve
where near vou. Ko though it may bae all
bright around ahout yvou, there ig a shower
of troulile socmewhere all the time, Tears!
Tears!

What is the usa of them anyhow? Why
not substitute lanchier? Why not make this
a world where ail the people are well and
etcrnal strungers to pain and aches? What
ig the ase of an eastern storm when we
micht bave a perpetual nor'wester? Why,
when a family is put .together, not have
them all stay, or ifthey mnst be transplant-
ed to make other homez, then have them all
live—the family reecord telling a storv of
marringes and births, bat of no death? “Why
not have the harvests 2hase each other with-
out fatiening toil? Why ¢he hard pillow,
the hard arnst, the hard struggle? Ttis easy
enouch to exnlain a4 smile, or a suceess, cra
congratulation, but eome now and bring all
vour sietionaries, and all yonr philosophies,
anAd ali your religions,
atear. A will tell wyou that it is
made up of =aii and lime and other compo-
nent parts, hut he missesthe chief ingredients
—the aecid of a soured life, the viperine
sting of a bitter mamory, tha frarmentsof a
braken heart., I will tell vou'what a tear is.
Tt is agony in <olution. Hear, then, while I
diseonirse of the nses of troubic:

First, it i= the desien of trouble to keep
thizs world from heing too attractive, Some-
thing must he -done to make us willing to
quit this existenee,  If it were not for
trouble, this worl! would be a good enouch
heaven for me. " Yoo and T would be willing
to take a lease <0 this life for 100,000,000
vears if there were no trouble,  The earth
enshioned and uniiolstered and pillared and
chandeliered with siich «xpense, no story of
ather worlids eonld enchant us,

We would sayv:  “‘Let well enouzh alon=a,
IT vou want to die and have vour body dis-
integrated in the dust and your soul go out
on a celestinl adventure, then von ean <o,
bt this world is good enougch for me!” You
might as well go to a man who has just en=
tered the Louvre at Paris and tell him to
hasten off {o the nieture galleries of Venice
or Florence.  ““Why,” he would sav, “what
is the use of mv going there? There are
Rembrandts and Rubenses and Raphaels here
that T haven't looked at vet.” No man
wants to go out of this world, or out of any
house, nntil he has a better house. To cure
this wish to stav hera God must somehow
areate n diszust for our surroundings, How
shall He dait? He eannot afford to deface
His horizon, or to tear off a flery panel from
the sunsat, or to subtra*t an anther from the
water lily, orto banish the pungent aroma
from the mignonette, or to drag the robes of
the morning in mire, You ecannot exneet a
Christopher Wren to mar his own 3t. Paul's
Cathedral, or a Michael Angeio to dash out
hig own *"Last Judgment,” or a Handel to
discord his *“Israel in Ezvpt,” and yon ean-
not expeet God to spoil the architeeture and
musie of His own world, How.then, are we
to bhe made willing to leave? - Here is where
trouble comes in. -

After a mman has had a good deal of trouble
he savs: “Well, T nm ready to go. If there
is a house somewherea whose roof doesn’t
teak, I would like to live there, If there is
an atmosphere somewhere that does not dise
tress the lungs, I would like to breathe it.

“If there is a society somewhere where

ehiamiat

there. If there iz a home ecircle somewhere
where I can find myv lost friends, I would
like to go there.” He used to read the first

rt of the Bibie chiefly, now he reads the
ast part of the Bible chiefly. Why has he
changed Genesis for Revelation? Ah, he
ased to be anxious chiefly to know how this

world was made, and all about.its geolowical |

ronstruction, Now he is chiefly anxious to
tnow how the next world was made, and
1ow it looks, and who live there. and how
hey dress,. He reads Revelation ten times
10w where he rends Genesis once. The old
story, “In the beginning God created the
1eavens and the earth,"” does not thrill him
wlf as much as the other storv, “Isawa
1w heaven and a new earth.” The old
nan’s hand trembles as he turns over this
ipocalyptic leaf, and he has to take out his
wndkerchief to wipe his spectacles, That
2ok of Revelation is a prospectus now of

and help me explain |

| ‘he country into which he is soon t immi- | we like plenty of oid folks around. Why? ‘

rrate: the country in which he has lots al-
ready laid out, and avenues opened, and
mansions built,

Yet there are people here to whom this
world is brighter than heaven. Well, dear
souls, I do not biame you. It is natural
But after awhile yon will be ready to go, It
was not until Job had been worn out with
pereavements that he wanted to see God. It
| was not until the prodigal got tired of living
| among the hogs that he wanted *o go to ns
futher's house. It is the ministry of trouble
to make this worid worth less and heaven
worth more.

Agein, it is the use of trouble to make us
fuel Gur dependence upon God. Men think
that they can do anything until God shows
them they can do nothing at all. We lay out
our great plans and we like to execute them.
It looks big. God comes and takes us down,
As Prometheus was assaulted by his enemy,
when the lance struck him it opened a great
swelling that ha! threatened his death, and
he got well. 8o it is the arrow of trouble
‘1aat lets out great sweliings of pride. We
never feel our dependence upon God until
we get trouble, I was riding with my little
+aild along the road, and she asked if she
| might drive, I said, “Certainly.” I handed
|' over the rpins to her, and 1 had to admire

the glee with which she drove. But after
team and we had

awhile we met a
' to tarn out. The road was narrow,
and it was sheer down on both sides.
She handed the reins over to me and
said, “1 think you had better take charge of
the horse.” So we are all children, and on
this road of life we like to drive. It gives
one such an appearance of superiority and
power. [t looks big. But after swhile we
meet some obstacleand we have to turn out,
and the road is narrow, and it is sheer down
on both sides; and then we are willing that
God should take the reins and drive. Ah,
my friends, we get upset so often becanse we
do not hand over the reins soon enough,
Affer a man has had trouble, prayer is
with him a taking hold of the arm of God
and eryving cut for help. I have heard earnest
prayers on two or three occasions that I re-
| member. Onee, on the Cincinnati express
train, going at forty milesthe hour, thetrain
jumned the track, and we were neara chasm
eightyv feet deep, and the men who,n few
minutes before, had been swearing and blas-
pheming God, began to pull and jerk at the
beli rope and got un on the backs of the
seats, and eried out, “0O God, save us!”

There was another time, about 800 miles
ont at sea, on a foundering steamer, after
the last lifeboat had been split flner than
kindling wood. They prayedthen. Why is
it vou so often hear people, in reeiting the
last experience of some friend say, “He
muade the most beautiful prayer. I ever
[ heard?” What makes it beautiful? It is the
sarnestness of it. Oh! I tell you, a man is
in earnest when his stripped and naked soul
wades out in the soundless, shoreless, bot-
tomless ocean of eternity.

It is trouble, my friends, that makes us
feel our dependence npon God. We do not
know our own weakness or God’s strength
antil the last plank breaks, It is contempti-
ble in us when there is nothing else to take
hold of that we eatch hold of God only.

| Why, vou do not know who the Lord is! He

is not an autocrat seaged far up in a palace,
from which He emerges once a year,preceded

bv heralds swinging swords to elear the way.
No. But a Father willine, at our eall, to
stand by us in every erisis and predicament
of life, I tell you what some of you busi-
ness men make me think of. A young man
goes off from home to earn his fortune. He
zoas with his mother’s consent and benedie-
tion. She has large wealth, but he wants to
make his own fortune, He goes far awav,
falls siek, gets out of money, He sends for
the hotel keeper whera he is staving, asking
for lenience, an:d the answer he gets is, “If
vou don’t pav up Saturiay night, you'll be
removeil to the hospital.™

The voung man sends to a eomrade in the
same building. No heip. He writes to a
banker who was a friend of his deceased
father. No reiief, He writes to an old
schoolmate, but gets no help. Saturday
night comes, and he is moved tothe hospital.

Getting there, he is frenzied with grief,
and he borrows a sheet of paper and a post-
age stamp, and he sits down, and he writes
home, saying- *“Dear mother, [ am sick un-
to death. Come.” It is ten minutes of 10
o'¢lock when she gets tha lefter, At 10
o'eloek the train starts. She is five minuies
from tha depot, Sha gets there in time to

| me?

have five minutes to spare. She wonders
why a train that ean go thirey miles an hour
eannot go <ixty miies an hour. She riashes
into the hospital, Shesays, “Myson, what
does all this mean? Why didre’t vou send for
You sent to evervbody but me. You
knew I conld and would help you. Is this
the reward I get for my kindness to vou al-
ways?"  She bundles him up, takes him
home and gets him well very soon. Now.
some of yon treat God just as that young
man treated his mother. When vou get into

| & financial perplexity, vyou eail on fhe ban-
there isno tittle tattle, I would like to live |

ker, vou call on the broker, you ecall on your
ereditor’s, you eall on vour lawver for lezal
counsel; you call upon everybody, and when
von cannot getany help, then yon go to God,
You sav: **0, Lord, I come to Thes. Heln
me now out of my perplexity.” AndtheLord
comes, though it is the eleventh hour. He
says: ““Why did you not send for Me before?
As one whom his mother comforteth, so will
I comfort you.” Itis to throw us back upon
God that we have this ministry of tears,
Again, it is the use of trouble to capa-i-
tate us for the office of sympathy. The
priests, under the old dispensation, were sot
apact by having water sprinkled upon their
hands, feet and head, and by the sprinkling
of teurs people are now set apart to the offie
of sympathy. When we are in prosperity we
like to have a great many youang people
around us, and we Jaugh when they laugh,

and we romp when they romp, and we sing
aden they sing; but woen we have trouble

| it is here!

They know how to talk.

Take an aged mother, seventy vears of age,
and she is almost omnipotent in comfort.
Why/ She has been through it all. At
7 o'eclock in the morning she goes over
to comfort a young mother who has just lost
her babe. Grandmother knows all about
that trouble. Fifty years ago she felt it. At
12 o'eclock of that day she goes over to com-
fort a widowed =oul. She knows all about
that.
valley twenty years. At 4 o'clock in the
afternoon some one knocks at the door,
wanting bread.
Two or threetimesin her life she came to
her last loaf. At 10 o'eloek that night she
goes over to sit up with some cne severely
gick. She knows all about it. She knows
all about fevers and pleurisies and broken
bones. She has been doectorinz all her life,

spreading plasters and pouring out bitter |

drops and shaking up hot pillows and con-
triving things to tempt u poor appetite,
Drs. Abernethy and Rush and Hosack and

Harvey were great doctors, but the greatest |

doetor the world ever saw is an old Christian
woman. Dear me! Do we not remember
her about the room when we were sick in
our boyhood? Wae there any one who
could ever so touch a sore without hurting
it?

Where did Paul get this ink with which to
to write his comforting epistle? Where did
David get the ink to write his comforting
Psalms? Where did John get the ink to

write his comforting Revelations? They got |

it out of their own tears,. When a man has
gone through the curriculum ‘and has taken
a course of dungeons and imprisonments
and shipwrecks, he is qualified for the work
of sympathy.

When I began to preach, my sermons on
the subject of trouble were all poetic and in
semi blank verse, but God knocked the blank
verse out of me long ago and I have ‘fouad
out that I cannot comfort people execept as I
myself have been troubled. God make me
the son of consolation to the people! I
would rather be the means of soothing ono
perturbed spirit to-day than to play a tuno
that would setall the sons of mirth reeling
in the dance.

I am an herb doetor. I put into the ecal-

dron the root out of dry ground, without |

form or comeliness. Then I put in the ros»
of Sharon and the lily of tha valley. Thea
I put into the caldron some of the leaves
1irom the tree of life and the branch that was
thrown into the wilderness Marah. Then I

pour in the tears of Bethany and Golgotha; !

then I stir them up, Then I kindle under

| the caldron & flre made out of the wood of !

the cross, and one drop of ‘that portion will

; eure the worst sickness that ever afflietad a |
Mary and Martha suall receive |
The damsels |

human soul.
their Lazarus from the tomb,
shall rise. And on the darkness shall break
the morning and God will wipe all tears
irom their eyes.

Jesus had enough irial to make Him svm-
pathetic with all trial. The shoriest verse
in the Bible tells the story, “‘Jesus wept,”

The scar on the back of His either hand, thoe |

sear on the arch oI either foot, the row of
sears along the line of the hair, will kecp all
heaven thinking. Obh, that Great Weeper is
lust the one to silence all earthly trouble
wipe out all stains of earthly griel. Gentle!
Why, His step is softerthan the step of the
dew, 1t will not be a tyrant bidding you to
hush up your erying. It will be & father
who will take you on His left arm, His face
oeaming into yours, while with the soft tips
of the fingers of the right hand He shall wipe
away all tears from your eyes,

Friends, if we could get any appreciation
of what God has in reserve for ue, it would
make us so homesick we would be unfit for
our evervday work. Professor Leonard,
formerly of Iowa University, put in my hand
a meteoric stone thrown off from some oth-
er world to this. How
to me!
resentations we have of heaven are only
aerolites
rolls on bearing the multitudes of the re-
deemed. We analyze these aerolites and
find them erystallizations of tears. No won-
der, flung off from heaven! *“*God shall
wije away all tears from their eyes.*

Have you any appreciation of the good and
glorious times your friends are having in
heaven? How different it is when they get
news there of a Christian’s death from what
It is the differenca between em-
barkation and eoming into port,

stand when you hear of a Christian’s death.
If youn stand on this side of the river, you
mourn that they go.

eome, On the difference between a funeral
on earth and a jubiles in heaven—between

| requiem here and trinmph there—parting

here and reunion there! Together! Have
you thought of it? They are together. Not
one of your departed friends in one land and
another in another land, but together, in dif-
ferent rooms of the same house—the house
of many mansions, Together!

I never more appreciated that thought
tha « when we laid away in her last slamber
my sister Sarah, Standing there in the vil-
lags cemetery, I looked around and said,
“There is father, there is mother, there is
grandfather, there is grandmother, there are
whole eireles of kindred,” and I thouzht to
myself, **Together in the grave—toge her
in glory.”
thought that I do not think it is anv fanati-
eism when some one is goiug from this
world to the next if yon make them the
bearer of dispatehes to your friends who are
goue, saying, “"Give my love to my parents,
¥ive my love to my children, give my
love to my old ecomrades who are in glory,
and tell them 1 am trying to fight the goc:d
fight of faith and I will join them after
awhile.” I believe the message will be de-
livered, and I believe it will inerease the
gladness of those who are before the throne.
'.l'«;:e:'per are they, all their tears gone.

Ay frienls, take this gosl ch2er home

| a consummation—what is the ysw of

She has been walking in that dark |

She knows all about that, |

. never take liquor at wayside hotels.

suggestive it was |
And I have to tell you the best rep- |

flung off from that world which |

Everyvthing
- depends upon which side of the river vou |

_ It you stand on the |
- other side of the river, you rejoice that they

I am so impressed with the |

——._.,_____:
with you. These tears of -IJel‘-'?:l.'.‘:“_*rnam
course your cheek, and of pe.rs-e-:unc;-,
of trial, are not always 19 boe thars ' ;-;1
motherly hand of God will wipe thug o
away. What is the use, on the wavy ;:::!
s I i
about anything? Oh, what an exj i
it ought to ba in Christian work! S.g 4,
the pinnacles against the sky? It js 1yl
of our God, and we areapproachiny i, ﬂ?
let us be busy in the days that remuin for u
I put this balsam on the wounds of '.., S 2
heart. ~Ti2joiee at the thought of what \"-
departed friends have got rid of, :sn-i';nt
you have a prospeet of soon making Voup
own escape. Bearcheeriully the ministry
tears, and exult at the thought t
is to be ended.

There we shall march up the heavenly
And ground our arms at Jesus's feet,
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THE|BICYCLE AND THE DRINKING fam

“If the wheel never doés any other goog
thing in its history, and if.no other hegess
comes from its use, it would for oye -"l""‘"‘;I
reason destrve the commendation and i
dorsement of every thinking person in em.
ation,” said an eminent physician vho g
made the bicyele and its use the study o
years. ‘‘My attention was first called 1,
one phase of the wheel by the experience gof
a young man who had been for som= tima,
patient of mine. He had been in the hgkg
of taking a glass of liquor oceasionally, ani
I had warned him aguainst allowing tha
habit to grow, but whatever I said seemeq
to make very little impression on his mind ]
Finally. I advised him to buya wheel. 1 hag
an objeet in view, but gave him no hint o
it. He learned to ride one, and one day ]
asked him to go out with me for a little
in the country. When we got near one of
the hotels in the suburbs he proposed 4
drink, and T assented. I took mineral water,
acd he indulged in what he called u good,
stiff drink to brace his nerves,

**{ said nothing, but made up my mind 1y
keep my eye on him rather sharply, We
rode for a mile or two, and although he
complained of feeling somewhat rceky, he
ot on tolerably well until we came to a-
other tavern. He said he was all out of geg
and wanted to stop azain. I went withhim,
and the same order was repeated. Halfan
hour later, while riding along a level road,
I observud that his wheel had taken on soms
ececntric motions, and was going almost
aryway but the one he desired. He hecame
angry and fractious, and ended up by run.
ning into a stump by the roadside, and get-
ting a bad fall. His injuries wera =o serions
that he had to be taken home in & curriage,
and was kept indoors for some time,

“When he got out again he came overto
see me, and the conversation turned oo the
hest way to become an expert wheelman,
It was not a little gratifying to me to have
bim, of his own aecord. muake the remark

nat as long as he rode a wheel he should

Peonle
who have given some attention to the sub-
ject say that there is far less intoxicating
drink taken by voung. men after they bezin
to ride the wheel, They find that itis naot
conducive to elearness of head or stedadiness
of hand. They ecannot go out in hilarious
crowds and overindulde with any comfort
to themselves while wheeling.,. There is too
much risk of life and limb about it. The
bicyele and the grog shop are not good
friends, and as I have said before, il the
wheel never does anything lelse, it is worthy
of all praise because it is « check on the
drinking habit.”
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STHAT MAX CANNOT BE ELECTED.”

Out in the great Western'State »f Wyom
ing where the women have enjoyed political
equality for twenty-six years, a man was
nominated for office, who was known to itr
dulge quite freely in the flowing bowl., The
day and evening following his nomination
he took & number of boon companions out
and indulged in a great bibulous jollitice
tion. One of the men on ! returning home
from the caueus was asked by his wife, who
had Dbeen unavoidably detained at. home,
who had been nominated. .On learning bis
name she promptly said: *‘Thal man cab
not be elected.” Holding no further parley
with her husband she kept her own council
for the time being, but on the next daysh®
put on her sun bonnet and went and hada
good talk over the back fenge with her next
door neighbor. The neighhor in her turm.
put on her sun bonnet and held a eaucus %
iwo with her neighbor, and before the W
men of that town got thréugh with these
star chamber sessions of two, every bads
fence in the community was the recipient 0!
confidential political “information.  Tim®
went on and eleetion day came. This cas
didate was everwhelmingly defeated. Koow
ing that he had aot offended his parth. ,h"'
could not understand it. Six weeks later B¢
found out when a little woman of hisas
quaintance said to nim: **We could no =t
you be elected, Mr. B., because you WO ild
get a bal example to our hoys.”

TREATING.

One of the most pernicious and fooli=h €%
toms is that of treating. Itis a habl 1
men in this country to buy drinks for “47
other until in many cases they are unave e
stand, and this is one of the ecauses O 5/
much wretchedness and misery amoud ‘;;
people. Many men take drink after '“: ;
that they do not want, and spend tbe :"'"‘f;j
to pay for the same that they can illy arﬂ' 4
to do, and as a result their people ho
often stiffer from want of thé commou ‘1""&'
saries of life. The way it is now don® };ﬂu
visit a saloon with a friend to take & 500
and perhaps, meeting others in the DA77
they are invited to take a drink also. 1"'“:,,
after round of drinks follow until easi “C
has treated, and they consider the¥ ha‘.t
done their duty as Ameriean eitizens. “7,
by the time the last one has treated t5° “°
effects of the liquor is beginning 1 *° 4
and at last itis only a question of ho® = 1,
more each one can take and be able tv =
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