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TANTALIZING TALK.

{OB'S COMFORTERS THE SUBJECT OF
DR. TALMAGE'S SERMON.

On the Other Side We Shall Learn Why
God Let Sin Come Into the World.
Those Who HMave Not Ksown Trouble
Lack Sympathy-— Preparation For Glory.

[(Copyright, 1858, by American Press Asso-

clation.)

WasumwaroNn, May 22.—The awk-
ward and irritating mode of trying to
comfort people in trouble is here set
forth by Dr. Talmage, and a better
way of dealing with broken hearts is
recommended ; text, Job xvi, 2, *‘Mis-

erable comfortegs are ye all.”’
The man of Uz had a great many

trials—the loss.of his family, the loss !

of his property, the loss of his health—
but the most exasperating thing that
came upon him was the tantalizing talk |
of those who ought to have sympathized
with him And, looking arcund upen
them and weighing what they had said,
he utters the words of my text.

Why did God let sin come into the
world? It is a question I often hear dis-
oussed, but never satisfactorily answer-
od. God made the world fair and bean-
tiful at the start. If our first parents
bad not ginned in Eden, they might
bave gone out of that gnrden and found
50 paradises all around the earth—Eu- |
rope, Asia, Africa, North and South
Ameriga—s0 many flower gardens or
orchargds of fruit, redolent and luscions.
I suppose that when God poured out
the Gihon and the Hiddekel he poured
out at the same time the Hudson and
the Susquehanna. The whole earth was
very fair and beautiful to lock upon.
Why did it not .stay so? God bad the
power to keep back sin and woe. Why
did he not keép them back? Why not
every cloud roseate, and every step a
joy, and every sound mausic, and all the
ages a long jubilee of sinless men and
sinless women? God can make a rose as
casily as he can make a thorn. Why,
then, the predominance of thorns? He
can make good, fair, ripe fruit as well as

and our fruitk. Why so maeh,
then, et i» gnarled and sour? Flo can
make men robust in health. Why, then,
are there so many invalids? Why not
have for our whole race perpetual lei-
sure instead of this tug and toil and
tussla for a livelihood? I will tell you !
why God let gin come into the world—
when I get en the other side of the riv-
er of death. That is the place where
such questions will be answered and |
such mysteries solved. He who this side |
that river attempts to answer the gques- |
tion only illustrates his own ignorance
and incompetency. All I know is one
great fact, and that is that a herd of
woes has come in upon us, trampling
down everything fair and beautiful. A
sword at the gate of Eden and a sword
at every gate.

Comforting the Troubled.

More people under the ground than
an it. The graveyards in vast majority.
The 6,000 winters have made more scars

than the 6,000 sammers can oover up.
Trouble has taken the tender heart of |
this world in its two rough hands and

pinched it until the nations wail with I
If all the mounds of grave-
yards that have been raised “were put!
side by side, yon might step on them |
and nothing else, going all around the |
world and around again and around!
again. These are the facta  And now 1
have to say that, in a world like this, |
the grandest occupation is that of giv-
ing condolence. The holy science of im- |
parting comfort to the troubled we ought |
all of us to study. There are many of
you who counld look around upon some |

of your very best friends, who wish youn |
well, and are very intelligent, and yet |
be able truthfully to say to them in
your days of trounble, ‘*Miserable com-
forters are yo all.”’

I rermaark, in the first place, that very
voluble people are incompetent for the
work of giving comfort. Bildad and
Eliphaz Had the gift of language, and
with thelr words almost bothered Job's
life out. Alas for these voluble people
that go among the houses of the afiiet-
ed, and talk and talk and talk and talk!
They rebearse their own sorrows, and
then they tell the poor sufferers that
they feel badly now, but they will feel
worse after awhile. Silence! Do you ex-
pect with a thin court plaster of words
to heal a wound deep as the soul? Step

gently around about a broken heart.
ez very softly around those whom
(id has bereft. Then go your way.
Deep sympathy has not much to say. A
firm grasp of the hand, a compassionate
look, just one word that means as much
as & whole dictionary, and you have
given, perhaps, all the comfort that a
soul nceds. A man has a terrible wound
in his arm. The surgeon comes and
binds ¢ up. ‘'Now,’’ he says, ‘‘carry
that arm in a sling and be very careful
of it. Let no one touch it.’’ But the
neighbors have heard of the accident,
and they come in and they say, ‘‘Let us
And the bandage is pulied off,
and this eno and that ome must fesl it
and ses how much it s swollen, and
there are irritation and inflammation and
exasperation where there ought to be
healing and cooling. The surgeon comes
in and says: ‘**What does all this mean?
You bave no business to touch those
bandages. That wound will never heal
unless you let it” alone:”” So there are
souls broken down in sorrow. What
they most want is rest, or very careful
and gentle treatment, but the neighbors
have heard of bereavement of
the loss, and they come in to R pa-
thize, and they say: ‘‘Show us now
wound. What were his last words? Re-
hearse now the whole scene. How did
you feel when you found yom were an
orphan?'’ Tearing off the bandages here
and pulling them off there, leaving a
Mlijmd that the balm of God's
gwo already begun toﬂl:eal. Oh,

no logquacious people, with ever rat-
tling tongues, go into the homes of the
distressed |

Weakness of Philosophy. -
Agsin, I remark that all those per-
tncompetent to give any kind

oomﬁan who act merely as worldly
philcnoﬂ:eﬂ. They come in and say:
“Why, this is what you ought to have
expected The laws of nature must have
their way.’’ And then they get eloquent
over something they have seen in post
mortem examinations. Now, away with
all bhuman philoscphy at such a time!
What difference does it make to that fa-
ther and mother what their son
died of? He is dead, azd it makes no
difference whether the trouble was in
the epigtstric or hypeguétric region. If
the philesopher be of the stoical school,

' he will coine and say: ‘“Yon ought to

control your feelings. You must not cry
so. You.must caltivate a cooler temper-
ament. ‘You must have self reliance,
self government, self control’’—an ice-

! perg reptoving a hyacinth for having a

drop of gdew in its eye. A violinjst has
his instrament, and he sweeps his fin-
gers across the strings, now evoking
strains of joy and now strains of sad-
ness. He cannot play all the tunes on
one string. The human soul is an in-
strumené of a thonsand strings, and all
sorts of emotions were made to play on
it; nmow an anthem, now a dirge. It is
no evidence of weakness when one is
overcome of sorrow. Edmund Burke
was found in the pasture fleld with his
arms around a horse’s neck, caressing
him, and some one said, ‘‘Why, the
great man has lost his mind.’’ No, the
horse belonged to his son who had re-
cently died, and his great heart broke
over the grief. It isno sign of weakness
that men are overcome of their sorrows.
Thank God for the relief of tears! Have
you nevér been in trouble when you
could not weep and you would have
given anything for a cry? David did
well whén he -mourned for Absalom,
‘Abraham did well when he bemoaned
Sarah, Christ wept for Lazarus, and the
last man that I want to sce come any-
where néar me when I have any kind
of trouble is a worldly philosopher.

Again, I remark that those persons
are inconmipetent for the work of comfort
bearing who bave nothing but cant to
offer. There are those who have the
idea that yon must grean over the dis-
tressed and afflicted There are times in
griel whon omne cheerful feeq dawning
upen » man's soul, is werth §1,000 t»
him. Do not whine over the afflioted
Take the promises of the gospel and ut-
ter themi in a manly tone. Do not be
afraid to smile if you feel like it. Do
not drive any more hearses through that
poor soul. Do not tell him the trouble
was forcordained. It will not be any
comfort to know it was 1,000,000 years
coming. If you want to find splints for
a broken bone, do not take cast iron.
Do not tell them it is God’s justice that
weighs out grief. They want to hear of
God's tender mercy. In other words, do
not give them aquafortis when they
need valerian.

God's Ministers.

Again, I remark that those personsare
poor comforters who have never had any
trouble themselves. A larkspur cannot
lecture on the nature of a snowflake. It
never saw a snowflake, and those peo-
ple who have always lived in the sum-
mer of prosperity cannot talk to those
who are frozen in disaster. God keeps
aged people in the world, I think, for
this very work of sympathy. They have
been through all these trials. They
know all that which irritates and all
that which soothes. If there are men
and women here who have old people
| in the house or mnear at hand so that
they can easily reach them, I congratu-

| late you. Some of us have had trials in

life, and although we have had many

| friends around about us we have wish-

ed that father and mother were still
alive that we might go and tell them.
Perhaps they could not say much, bnt

it wounld have been such a comfort to

bave them around. These aged ones
who have been all through the trials of
life know how to give condolence. Cher-
ish them, let them lean on your arm,
these aged people. If when you speak
to them théy cannot hear just what you
say the first time and you have to say
it a second time, when you say it a sec-
ond time do not say it sharply. If you
do, you will be sorry for it on the da
when you take the last look and bmﬁﬂ
back the silvery locks from the wrinkled
brow just before they screw the lid on.
Blessed be God for the old people! They
may not have much strength to go
around, but they are God’'s appointed
ministers of comfort to a broken heart.
People who have not had trial them-
selves cannot give comfort to others.
They may talk very beautifully and they
may give you a great deal of poetic sen-
timent, but while poetry is perfume
that smells sweet, it makes a very poor
galve. If yon have a grave in a pathway
and somebody comes and covers it all

over with flowers it is a grave yet

Those who have not had grief them-
selves know not the mystery of a broken
heart. They know not the meaning of
childlessness, and the having no one to
put to bed at night or the standing in a
room where every book and picture and
door are full of memories—the doormat
where she sat; the cup out of which she
drack, the place whese she stood a4 the
door and clapped her bands the odd
figures thats she scribbled, the blocks
she built mto a house. Ah, no, you
must have tronble yourself before you
can comfort tronble in others. But come
all ye who have been bereft, and yo who
bave been comforted in™ your sorrows,
and stand around these afflicted souls
and say to them, *‘I had that very sor-
row myself; God comforted me and he
will comfort youn,’’ and that will go
right to the spot. In other words, to
comfort others we must have faith in
God, practical experiénce and good,
sound common sense.
" For the Sorrowfual.

Baut there are three or folir considera-
tions that I will bring to those who are
sorrowful and distressed and that we
can always bring to them, knowing that
they will effect a cure. And the first
consideration is that God sends our
troubles in love. I often hear people in
their troubles say, ““Why, I wonder
what God has against me?’’ They seem
to think God has some grudge against
them because trouble and misfortune

have come. Oh, no! Do you not m-
ber that passage of Scripture, *

the Lord loveth he chasteneth?’ A ohild
comes in with a very bad splinter in its
hand, and you try to extract it. Itisa
very painful operation. The child draws
back from you, but you persist. Yom
are going to take that splinter out, so
you take the child with a gentle but
firm grasp, for, although there may be
pain in it, the splinter must comée out
And it is love that dictates it and makes
you persist. My friends, I really think
that nearly all our sorrows in this world
are only the hand of our Father ex-
tracting some thorn. If all these sor-
rows were sent by enemies, I wounld
say, Arm yourselves against them, and
as in tropical climes when a tiger comes
down from the mountains and carries
off a child from the village the neigh-
bors band together and go into the for-
est and hunt the mounster so I would
have you, if I thought these misfortunes
were sent by an enemy, go out and bat-
tle against them. But, no, they come
from a Father so kind, so loving, so
gentle, that the prophet, speakb:lq of his
tenderness and mercy, drops the idea of
a father and says, ‘“*As one whom his
mother comforteth so w111 I comfort
yol L3

Again, I remark there ia comfort in
the thonght that God by all this process
is going to make you useful. Do you
know that those who accomplish the
most for God and heaven have all been
under the harrow? Show me a man that
has done anything for Christ in this
day in a public or private place who
has bad no trouble and whose path has
been smooth. Ah, no.

I once went through an ax factory,
and I saw them take the bars of iron
and thrust them into the terrible fur-
naces. Then besweated workmen with
long tongs stirred the blaze. Then they
brought out a bar of iron and put it in
a crushing machine, and then they put
it between jaws that bit it in twain.
Then they put it on an auvil, and there
were great hammers swung by machin-
ery—each one half a ton in welight—
that went thump, thump, thump! If
that iron could have spoken, it would
havesnid: ‘““Why ol this beating? Why
must I be pousded any meve than any
other iron?”’ The workmen would have
said: ‘“We want to make axes out of
you, keen, sharp axes—axes with which
to hew down the forest, and build the
ship, and erect houses, 'and carry on a
thousand enterprises of civilization.
That is the reason we pound you.”
Now, God puts a soul into the furnace
of trial, and then it is brought out and
run through the crushing machine, and
then it comes down on the anvil, and
upon it, blow after blow, ‘blow after
blow, until~the soul cries out, ““‘Oh,

Lord, what does all this mean?’’ God;

says: “I want to make something very
useful out of you. You shall be some-
thing to hew with and something to
build with. It is a praotical process
through which I am putting you.’’ Yes,
my Christian friends, we want more
tools in the church of God, not more
wedges to split with. We have enough
of these. Not more bores with which to
drill. We have too many bores. What
we really want is keen, sharp, well tem-
pered axes, and if there be any other
way of making them than in the hot
furnace, and on the hard anvil, and un-
der the heavy hammer, I do not know
what i$ is. Remember that if God
brings any kind of chastisement npon
you it is only to make you useful. Do
not sit down discouraged and say: *‘1
have no more reason for living. I wish
I were dead.’’ Oh, there never was so
much reason for your living as now.
By this ordeal you have been conseorat-
ed a priest of the most high Ged. Go
out and do your whole work for the

Master.

'

The Rebellious Heart.

Again, ‘there is comfort in the thought
that all our troubles are a revelation.
Have you ever thought of it in that con-
nection? The man who has never been
through chastisement is ignorant about
a thousand things in his soul he ought
to know. For instance, here is a man
who prides himself on his cheerfulness
of character. He has no patience with
anybody who is depressed in spirits
Oh, it is easy for him to be cheerful,
with his fine bouse, his filled wardrobe
and well strung instruments of music
and tapestried parlor and plenty of
money in the bank walting for some
permanent investment!. It is easy for
him to be cheerful. But suppose his
fortune goes to pieces, and his house
goes down under the sheriff’s hammer,
and the banks will not have anything
to do with his paper. Suppose those
people who were once elegantly enter-
tained at his table get so shortsighted
that they cannot recognize him upon
the street. How then? Is it so easy to
be cheerful? It is easy to be cheerful in
the home, after the day’s work is done,
and the gas is turned on, and the house
is full of romping little ones. But sup-
pose the piano is shut because the fin-
gers that played on it wxll no more

sinful and rebellious heart we have and
how much God has to put up with and
how much we need pardon. It is only
in the light of a flaming furnace that
we can learn our own weakness and our
own lack of moral resource.
Family Meetings. ;

There is also a great deal of - oomtm't
in the fact that there will be a family
reconstruction in a better place. From
Scotland or England or Ireland a child
emigrates to America. It is very hard
parting, but he comes, after awhile
writing home as to what a good land it
is. Another brother comes, 8 sister
comes, and another, and after awhile
the mother comes, and after awhile the
father comes, and now they ave all here,
and they have a time of great congrat-
ulation and a very pleasant reunion.

] e
-1 -
- Freame

-panionship!

Well, it is just aoﬂthowfnmﬂi-.f
They are emigrating toward a better
land. Now one goes ont ‘Oh, how hard

it is to part with him. Another goes. |

Oh, how hard it is to “part with her.
And snother and another, and we our-
selves will after awhile go over, and
then we will be together. Oh, 'what a
reunion! Do you believe that? **Yes, "
you say. Oh, you do not. You do nok
believe it as you believe other things
If you do, and with the same eniphasis,
why it would take nine-tenths bf your
trouble off your heart. The fact is
heaven to many of us isa greatifog. It

is away off somewhere, filled with an |.

uncertain and indefinite population
That is the kind of heaven that many
of us dream about, but it is the most
tremendous fact in all this unfverse—
this heaven of the gospel. Our departed
friends are not afloat. The residence in
which you live is not o real as the res

idence in which they stay. You are

afloat-—yon who do not know!in the
morning what will happen before night.
They are housed and safe forever. Do
not, therefore, pity your departed
friends who have died in Chrigg. They
do not need any of your pity. You
might as well send a letter of ' condo-
lence to Queen Victoria on her oliscurity

- or to the Rothschilds on their poverty

as to pity those wha have won the palm,
Do not say of those who are departed:
““Poor child!"" ‘““Poor father!"''! ‘“‘Poor
mother!"”’ They are not poor. You are
poor—you whose homes have been shat-
tered, not they. You do not dwell much
with your families in this world. All
day long you are off to business. Will
it not be pleasant when you can be to:
gether all the while? If yon hfive had
four children and oné is gone, and any-

body asks how many children yon have,
do not be so infidel as to say thrée. Say
four—one in bheaven. Donot thmk that
the grave i3 unfriendly. You go into
your room and dress for some grand en-
tertainment, and you come forth beaun-
tifully hppareled, and the gravelis only
the place where we go to dress for the
glorious resurrection, and we will come
out radiant, mortality having become
immortality. Oh, how much condolence
thero is m this thought I ewpesd %0 see
my Miadeed fn heaven. I expect to see
them just as certainly as I expegt to go
home today. Aye, I shall more certain-
ly see them. Eight or ten will come up
from the graveyard back of Somexgille,
and one will come from the mo aing
back of Amoy, China, and another will
come up from the sea off Cape Hatterns,
and 80 will eome up from Greeawood,
and I shall know them better than I ev:
er knew them here.

Morning of the Resurrection.

And your friends—they may bé across
the sea, but the trumpet that sounds
here will sound there. You will came
up on just the same day, Some morning
you have overslept yourself and you
open your eyes and see that the sun is
high in the heavens and you say, ‘'l
have overslept and I must be np and
away.’' 8o you will open your gyes on
the morning of the resurrection,}in the
full blaze of God’s light, and y¢u will
gay, “I'must be up and away.{ Oh,
yes, you will come up, and there will
be 4 reunion, -a reconstruction of your
family! 1 like what Haliburton (I
think it was)—good old Mr. Haliburton
—sgaid in his last moments: ‘‘I thank
God that I ever lived and that I have &
father in heaven and a mother in heaven
ahd brothers in heaven and sisters in
heaven, and I am now going up; : to see
them.’

I remark once more, owr tmublos in
this world are preparame for glory.
What a transition it was for Paul—
from the slippery deck of a foundt,rmg
ghip to 'the calm presence of Jumu'
What a transition it was for Latimer—
from the stake to a throne! What a
transition it was for Robert Hall--from
insanity to glory! What a transition it
was for Richard Baxter—from the
dropsy to the ‘'Baint’'s Everlasting
Rest!” And what a transition it will
be for you—from a world of sorrow to
a world of joy! John Holland, when he
was «dying, said: ““What means this
brightness in the room? Have you light-
ed the candles?”” *‘‘No,”” they réplied,
‘““we have mnot lighted any candles.”
Then said he, ‘“Welcoms, heaven!!’’ the
light already beaming upon his pillow.
Oh, ye 'who are persecuted in this world,
your enemies will get off the track after
awhile and all will speak well 'of you
among the thrones! Ho, ye'who are sick
now! No medicines to take there. One
breath of the eternal hills will' thrill
you.with immortal vigor. And g who
are lonesome now, there will bea
gpirits to welcome you into thefr com-
Oh, ye bereft
will be no gravedigger’s spade that will
cleave the side of that hill, and there
will be no dirge wailing from that tem-

ple! The ri.er of God, deep as the joy
of heayer:. i1l roll on between banks
odorous v ':» balm and over depths
bright vi.: jewels and under skies
roseate wi'  gladness, argosies of light
going dov.  the stfeam to the stroke of
lissaring - r znd the samg of mugelel

ot ome - ia the wind; hot one tear
mingling with the waters. : |

. The Spanish Language. ,' !
Habla V. Espanol? Perhaps nét. It
is a very tongue, however. There
is Latin in-it of course. Then there are
Punic, Gothic and Arabic. In these ele-
ments reside its construction and its his-
tory. Spain means ‘‘hidden.”’ /A lohg
time .ago the Cnrt-hnslnnmdieoowmd
the country. Whmthemsmmv
ered it, too, they threw a hglm
The Visigoths ~stuck their
there. The](ombnughtthe:l:ﬂligm‘:
and arabesques. Latin was beaten

with the hilt of the sword, Gothic with'

a trowel and Arabic with a mimita-.-
From Mf-hmﬂmﬂmih’

of today is the result. —Edgar Sal
GolliersWeekly b

p—

. Comparing Notes.
*“And youn have seen Naples! I shall
hevertm-getmyﬂntviewof t.holovely

Lay. ‘See Naples and diel” -
25 | ¢t Isbould diewhm{ml,l-
odit."—chimcom : -

, there [

: tudel;yﬂled in his American and S

A lano that leads (o some far view
Of forest snd of fallow land,
Bloomed o'er with rose sod meadow ree,
Each with & bee in its hot hand,

Is all I ask for me and you.

At morn a pathway deep with dow
And birds to vary time and tune,
At eve a sunsol avenue

And whippoorwills that haunt mm
Is all I msk for me and you.

Dear heart, with wants so small and few,
And faith, that's better far than gold,
A lowly friend, a ohild or two I,
To care for us when we are old,
Is all I ask for me and you.
—Madison Cawelin lnmrpu-m

A Busy New York Cormer.

At that busy corner, Grand street
and the Bowery, there may be seen
cars propelled by five different
methods of propulsion—by steam,
by cable, by undeérground trolley,
by storage battery and by horses,
Overhead, running up and dowa
the Bowery, are the cars of the ele-
vated railroad, drawn by steam lo-
comotives. Bunning up and down
the Bowery on the surface are the
cars of the Third Avenue railroad,
drawn by cable. The Madison ave-
nwe cars, which turn into the Bow-
ery at this point, coming along
Grand street from the west, are run
by the underground trolley system,
The cars on the Becond Avenue rail-
road, which come up the Bowery
and turn into Grand street going
west, returning around the same
corner going down, are still drawn
by horses, as are alao noarly all the
carsg of the Grand street crosstown
line, which crosses the Bowery go-
ing east and west. But there are
four cars now running on the eross-
town line that are run by power

from a Btorage hattery —New York
[ S Prpes

+

The Star Was Lost,

The story is told of a green hand
on board a cohsting vessel who
oould not learn to steer by the
mariner's compass. It was a clear,
starlight night, and the captain told
him to head the vessel toward a
particular bright star which he
pointed out.

This was done, and for a lhort
time all was right. But before long
she was veering wildly from her.
true course and rushing rapidly be-
fore the wind.

‘““Ahoy there at the wheel I’ mrea
the exocited captain. “Port your
helm! What do you meant Where's
the stari” ’

“It's awl right, captain,” tlmildy
replied the nervous helmsman. ‘1
lost the star, but  found another
brighter and' better than the ¢ne
you showed me.” — London An-
BWErs. : ‘ L

Appreciative.

“What a beautiful specimen of jn-
laying,' exclaimed the guest.

“Yes," replied Mr. Cumrox as he
put his hands behind and tiptoed
complacently. ‘‘But thatisn't any-.
thing. You ought to have seen the'
outlay it represents.’’ — Pitteburg:

Dispatch. ' "

THE WOVDER% OF SCIENCE *

LUNG TROWBLES AND CONSUMP::
TION CAN BE CURED.

An Eminent New* York Chemiist and
Scientist Makes a Free Offer -
to Our Readers, .

The distinguished New York chems
ist, 'C. A, Slocum, demonstrating his
du-covery of a reliable and absolute
cure for Consumption (Pual
Tuberculosis) and all bronehial, throaf,
lung and chest diseases, ltnbbonn 8
ecoughs, catarrhal -affections, - 1
deeli neg,ind we:'knul. loss of flesh,
all conditions wasting awa
send THREE FREE Bg'.l'rLﬂ
different) of his New Dhoovoﬁu b
any afflicted reader of the Econom
writing for them.

His “New Scientific Treatment” has

cured tbousands permanentl its N
timely use, and hoggnlidan!t’lz*"- A

rofessional duty to sufferin
Fyto donate a trial of wm
Beience daily developl ner m

and this great chemist, patien ex-
perimenting fm‘ hu
results as cial to umnltp
as ean chlmed \-bJ ¥n

on that luﬂ‘

genius,
troubles md consumption are
curable in any climate is prov-

hm“e t Mtﬂ d ¥ 4« el

pean laboratories in thousands from
those cured in all parts of the world,
Medieal experts concede ﬂ'fm
chial, chest and luang tmb
Consumption, whieh. uninterrupted,

means speedy and
Simply write to T. A. SBlocom, . 0.. <

Pine street, New York, givi =
e e T

office and “, o g
medicine mz =
n;r;rt: should h:;w ﬂou ldl'm

. lease tell the Doctor that you 88 .




