Che

“Your Excellency.” His uncle assisted at lb'at the proprietor was under contract toT
the escape of the empress from Paria, and produce a play entitled ‘Called Back.' Re-
has bored her ever since by intruding on ber| luctantly he msde the change, but ‘Called
retirement at Chiselharst. Young Evans Back’ Jumped into an immediate suocess. |
followed his uncle's craft, got richer, sud| Hawtrey took ‘The Secretary’ to the Globe, |
married s Baltimore girl named Jane Me- an unsuccessful London theater, bearing
Donsid. They e simultaneously, about the same reputation there that the
“John! Jennie! me lucre doean’t mmiNaw Park bears here, and its success con-
to go to the ¢! Bo th hied |tinued and remade the theater. It is still
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GOTHAM GOSSIP.

OUR KUROPEAN LETTER.

‘ought to have, Ob, it is & tremendoos thirg and throw us into the battle. An eternity
'to stand before an andience on S8abbath days, of work—an eternity of work todo in ten
realizing the fact that the majority of them years. Ay, perhaps in one year; perhapsin/
will believe what you say about God and the one month; perhaps 10 one day . perhaps in
soul and the great future. Suppose 8 man one hour, perhaps in one minute; perhaps
‘asked of you the road to a certain place, and in one second, and this the last. Batpo
'yon carelessly and faisely told him, and af- one drops down, and so [ think God s going
‘terward you heard that through lack of right to spare us to wake up out of our indolence
‘direction that man was lost on the moun- and realize the truth that the greatest need

TALMAGE.

|

Christ Kindl in Munich,

—— -

Mayor Gracs, Who Has Brought
Consternation to the Ranks
of New York Oflice-
hold~rs.

Ar Alarmirg State of Lethargic|
Indifference in the Churches
of the Couatry.

An o rtigt’s Home, and How Fands are te
be Ralsed For 1t—An Interesting

Marquis de Leuville and Other Titled
FPeople, Including Seme Ameri-
cans Who Are So by Vir-
tae of Dollars.

Dan Frohman Declares That Nothing is So
Detnsive as Owve’'s Judgmewut
Avout Plays.

(Ploneer Press New York _etter |

There is ac agitation here just sl present
over the policy snnounced by our new
Mayor, W. R. Grace. He threatens, not ex
sactly with a floarish of trumpets, bat with a
good deal of boldness, to revolutionize cur-
rent methods of dealing with city affairs, and
%0 run the office to which ke has been elected

oa strict bumness principles. Heclaimes that
be was not chosen primarily to serve the

Democratic party ; declares that he shall not
obey the commands of either wing of it, and

promises to turn out incompetents without
regard to who appointed them, and to call
men to his aid without regard to anything
except their courage, honesty and efficiency.
His attitude has alr« ady created something
like counsternstivn in some departmenta,
When be had been only a day in office he
sool for Williata Pitt Shearman, snd ap-
painted him commissioner of accounts, with
the sole injaoction, * Find out where the
leakages are, and [ will stop them ap”
Shearman had no politieal intduence behind
oim. he is not & blower and striker, and no
body asked to have him appointed; bat he
was resommen ded by the fact thet he was
recently ejected from office very summarily
by Edson for discovering some big leakages
that Edson dida't want discovered, and by
the companion fact that twenty years ago he
sarved as one of S8almon P, Chase’s most effi-

that, if he is really as much in earnest as bhe
1o be, the measures he willi propose
the things he wil! do within the next
months will raise up for him an army
ds in front aud of enemes in the

Grace is a rich man and has nothin,

for but the public good will; ana

he thiuks that toe read w the

still lies through muunicipal re-

l..

tles. This is another matier that agi-
New York just now, aproposof he

uis de Leuville, and the World's lively

It might have been better if he

bad the decorative handle on com-
H to country and called himself plain
Oliver, which Is name enough for
anybody; as it might be better for Lord
Mandevilie to drop his title and fall back on
family pstronymics, even if that in-
voived bringing f[rom obscurity so unpre-
tentious a designalion as Jones or Jobson.
But this is & matter of taste; and it seems to
me that even a titled maa, if he obeys our
lawe snd scrupulously pays his bills, bas a
right to be let alone. As to the title, [ have
doubt that the marquis has a rght to it,
body has a right to a title; for his an-
have held it ever since 1508. I don’t
it is of any inherent value or conse-

Oaly sterling qualities couat.
is honered and respected rather in
of being » mwarquis than because of it
those preposterous Americans who wish
bad coats of arms, or who go and dig in
Inwber garrets of the past, or give some-
olse §5 10 go and rammage for them,
then bang upon their walls their “‘fam-
crest,” as if it were of some consequence
ce—these rous Ameri-
on tities and regard heraldic ::v-
[y

g

Al
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very
- e It iznot Em:po
that e on America, bnut
mmmbgm them on Zarope. Our
esonstitution expressily forbids citizons of
the United States to accept titles of nobility
from any source; but there are at the pres
ent moment one or two hundred of these
“demeocrats’”’ posing among the aristocracy
ﬂhxovu titled persons. They are from
Maine, Vermont, Rhede Island, New York,
veuis, the COarolines, Ohio (of
uu':,. Wbt:ndn and all along uhor;-. %}
are OM{ aropean country, and 1t
run throug .lldqre-o!ponzty md.ﬂ!n’-
ence. Some of them cut quite s swell,

There is the Duke de Campo-Selice (pro-
nounced “‘Sellechy,’’ soccent on the middle
)of Paris. He was a Yankee named  P2%¢

—a suocessful tailor; then he got the
Earopean -gtn? uf all the sewing machine
companies, and acquired great wealth.
Money palled on the taste at last—it alwaye
Htl:n InC;::p, wh‘ohad been a
quiet enough body at home, said:

Oh, George I'm dying of ennui; let us go
be nobility, you and me, and we will bu
gold coronets and go home wit
our trunks and dazzie the boys sond
Doughnut corners tili they wili iust
die of envy. Then life will be worth

t to Italy, carried a bag of sov-
pope, but told him that he
, and they wanted to

The noiy father

st one of the acolytee,
declared bis Yaukee vis-

, over ail the earth,

might wander, i sickness
in or saushine, the
de . Campo-Saiice.

now 27 Aveuue
snd generous

i

wen
to the

i

£
4

at
a

20we conple, smiable and intelligent, sufi-
ciently accomplished, and they give tremen
and are bangup American
They give real )ouﬁy
germans, abd the menu standing by
iabie
pearl

Duke |

for favors

on fta ducal curonet|the theater to the author for eigbt weeks for

enough to knock ). He thought he had done an excel-
-:l;y it, and it doﬂ': I'fnt :.hing..md h‘h chuckles at his own wis-/

agreed,
them off to Rome, laid a bag of shekels at|
the feet of the wuccessor of Bt. Feter,
sud that old gentleman handed over|
the oorr?ondlng baubles, “Hail, Mar-|
quis and Marquise d'Oyley'! Go, be bhappy, |
and rend me money every now and then,me

children!”

| Then there are the blessed Duke and Duch |
ess di Pomas, of Eogland The Duke's|
mother was the daughter of a humble!
farmer in the Western Reserve. Bat, ob!
like Csosar, she was ambitious! She gradu-
ated at Vassar, and was fond of hiring stroll-
ing fortune-tellers to Jnodlct wealth and
rank for her. She wedded a Cuban pianter,
who waa slighily off color—a left handed
son of Toussaint L.'Overture, or something of
that sort—and who was richer than Crossus
He was considerate, and lived only a couple
of years; when she took his meney to Eng-
land and macried 8 nobleman with brokeu-
down fortnes and a mortal disease—the
Scottish earl of Caithness. She liked being
careless pretty well, but her noble husband’s
mo-tal disease (whisky) carried him off’ ere
twelve moons had blossomed. Death cuts
down all, both great and small, He breathed
his last at the Fifth Avenue botel, in this
city. about two yearsago. He left no
mouey, but the remains of the Cuban had |
made the widow wealthy, and she was al-|
way? able to bury her husbands in style,
':hc Vassar girls of the cisss of '52 envied |
er.
Some years had elapsed between her first
and second marriage, and by this time ber
oldest was grown to be a man, snd bad
an A 1 education, Caithness was badly rat-
tled and down at the heel, and the son said:
“Mother, I shouldn't like earling; it didn't
ag-ee with father-in-law. [ would prefer
duking.” Se off they wposted to Rome—
never-failing resource'—and purchased the
title of Duke di Pomar for him. And bhis
mother, to soothe her wounded feelings at
the loss of the earl of Caithness, called her-
sell the' Duchess di Pomar,”and under that
titie she was recently received by ths Queen.
A new observatory and awell front have
been put upon the ancient castle of Caith-
::lu, and happiness dwells beneath its
es.

The Duke di Pomar is a wan of much tal-
ent, and he is especiaily known as the author
of “Fashion and Passion,” a book thbat has
recently gone through fourteen editions,
and been very much detested and read on
account of its improper revelations conoern-
ing the peers of Great Britaln—particularly
its tattle about Lady Collingford of Straw-
berry Hill, and the meetings at the Arg)le
roon:s in Loncon—oh, dear! The Duchess
di Pomar is still & very beauntiful and at-
tractive woman, and she is the head of ths
spiritualists of the realm, being reghrded, [
believe, as the earthly represeniative of
Marie, Queen of the Beotts,

L
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Ooe of the best known figures in New
York society is that of the Baron de Thomp-
son. He has money, [ believe, 50 his absurd
pretentiovs are tolerated, nné his decratea
pame of **Baron de Thompson™ 1# allowed
to head charitable balls and lists of honora-
ble citizens. It is, of course, a pare bic of
conceit on Lis part, without even aacestral
derivation or the habit of his country to ex-
cuse it. | am ashamed to say that the holder
seems to be thought better of because of
the nffectation.

...

Three or four years an American lady

( Detroit, I think, ) married the Italian Duoke
di Lassafarata. His title bas been the sub-
ject of u savage contest, of whkich I recently
heard the particulars. Some thirty years
ago the duchess was a lively piece and con-

tinually nufaithfnl to her husband. !ndulg:
ing ia some freedom himself, he did notin-

terfere with her smours. As long es girls |
were the result he adopted them as his own,

aud ed to give them their marriaze por-

tion, and settle them in 'ife, "Batl warn

you against boys,” he said; ‘‘there 1 draw
the Jine; for | wish my nephew to inherit
the property.” Alss! She did not obey, She
surprised her husband with a boy. He slew
the [ather and gave the child to the Jesuits,
who bad slready got & cenfession from the
dachess’ dying paramour Ten years ago
the duke died. Then the Jesuits insisted

that their boy was the Jegitimate son, and
that being a mewber of their order, the mil-

lion frances a year income belonged to them.
The court sustaived the claim. The monk
then left the Jesnits and set up a house for
himse!f, the court confirmmed his right lo do
#0. At this the Jesuniis produced the testi-
mony which they possessed of his illegiti-
macy. But the pope’s temporal power hed
by this time been diminished and the
young duke was able to hold hir own. Heis
was who married a Detroiter,

LR
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The title of the great Palace Barcariniand |
Palece Sciarra in Rome bas also recently |
been menaced with a scandal. The old
Prince Berarra was eighty four years o'd
when be died ard left no children. His
wife the P'rincess Seiarra, was a young and
beautiful woman, whose father wasa riob
Gerinan count aud whose mother was an
American A man was born ten months
after the 0o'd duke died, and he was set ap
as the heir. The claim was violently op-
d by the Barbarini famiiy, who wanted
the estate, but san Italian court decided that
a postbumons child might be born under
suck circumstances, snd the young Prince
Sciarra was confirmed in his title.

Titles, like deeds to property, are often
contested in Earop: —always, in fact if any-
body can profit by contesting them. There
is a chronie state of dispute abou* estates to
which titles are attached—a claim that the
baptisin was erooked, or the birth at the
wrgng time. or that some other impediment
exists.

|

LR |
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The present condition of the New York
stege proves that dramatic prophecy s im-
ible. *“Nothing ia so delomive as one's
odgment about plays,” ssid Dan Frohman
to me yesterday. ‘‘Robert Buchanan, a poet
and distinguished literateur, produces his
tenth piay, ‘Counstance,’ and it falis dead:
Guay Carleton, wbho has never before written
a p'ay. has made the greatest success that
auy original play ever scored at Wallack's
The origin of ‘The BSBecretary’ was equally
remarkable.

Colonel’ ran three years, When that was
torn down Bruce pot all bis money in the
Prince's Theater and lost it. He refused to
roduce The Private Secretary’ wheo young
s wirey brought it to him, butfinally leased

Rdgar Brace was proprietor of |
out. There are s nand-!the Princess Theater in London when ‘The

run to biz houses. The American managers
for both plays, Palmer, Mallory & Co., and
the E:Pglilh suthors, are faring exceedingly
well. -

The success of that farrago of nonsense,
“We, Us & Co.,”” might be quoted as another
shining example of uncertainty. It is one
of those phenomenal successes that can be
neither predicted nor expiained. Itisthe
surprise of the town—the first big success
that the Fifth avenue has known since the
Langtry managements, It took in $% 300
last week. Herman, who makes the big hit,
makes it by the dudish way 1n whi he
takes oT and puts on his hat. He smirks,
and the audience scream. He is sitting in a
chair, and a spring pitches him ontof the
window, when the andience goes into con-
vulsions of delight. It isone of those things
thst are very —but so difficnit. There
is, however, taste and good sense yet
lingering in New York, for the Philhar-
monic and S8ymphony concerts have been
successful beyond parallel, and the German
opers has scored a uniform victory without
any clap-trap or adventitions aidsof auy
sort.
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THE MYSTICAL GROVE OF MY CHILD-
HOOD.

BY E L. STAKNTON.

Thoey told me the grove was enchanted;
Chat its streams and (s grasses and towern
1ts (rees that past agas haa planted,
Were gifted with magical powers
They sald, in the twilight, when roaming
Alone in {ia shades, | might see
‘l’hg maiden whose face, in the gloawmlng,
Was dearest and sweetost to me,

A still spot in the stream was expecled —
By those who believed in the tale —

To throw out the image reflected
From far-away mountain or vale,

And full often I sought 1ts recesses,
And slways I saw in the pool

A brighe little face and brown tresses,
As we passed on the road W the school,

Sald the fable: ‘‘Alone you must view [l—-
Taoe mystical lace of your bride."

But it surely was shown, and [ knew it,
When my darling was there by my side.

And [ think that the school never taught us
such lore as in nature we foand

When the morning bell rang out and canght

us
Aloue on the magical ground,

Hand in hand we explored it, and whether
The enchantment that hung round the dell
Brought out our two childish fsces together
I know not, but this | know well—
That for eyes that met mine with a laughter
That changed to a tenderer beam,
And to glances more lovimg, therealler,
1 had not 10 question the stream.

I must own that the grove's greal magician
Led me on through its taugles to bliss;
But he rules hearts In avery position,
And pever one [alrer thau inis
And now, as we stand ia the wildwood,
Grown older ana sager, | wee
That the mystical grove of my childhood
Was a place ol enchantment 1o me.
- ——— - ——

LITTLE FOLKHS.

Lcd‘g‘uo a small boy with adog:) "“Johny,
does that dog bark at night?”’ Johny (who
is a connoisseur in doge:) *“‘No, ma'am; he
barks at cats and other dogs.”

“Why don’t you come and kiss me, John-

ny?’ said an ancient maiden aunt to her

m

thful nephew. ‘“'‘Because,” said Jobhnny,
ging his head, *'I'm afraid of powder.”
“*Mary,” said a mother «u her little girl,
“if I was a little girl like you, I should pick
ap all these chips.” “Well mamma " aus-
wered Mary, “‘sin’'t you glad youare not s
little girl?”

“1 say, uncle,” says a child, “‘shall I al-
ways be cinuu' pephew?’ “Wbhy, of course,
my child; you'd be my nephew even if you
lived to be a hundred.” “Bat you wouldn’'t
be my uncle then,” “Oh, yes, I would"
‘““Naw, youn wouldn’t—you’'d be dead!"
Harry and Charlle, aged five and three re
spectively, have just been seated at the
nursery table for dinner. Harry sees there
19 bat one orange on the table, and immedi-
ately sets up a wall that brings his mother
to Jhe scene. ‘‘“Why. Harry, what are you
crying tor?’ ‘‘Because there ain’t any or
auge for Charlie."”

Johnny was told he might bhave half the
grapes, When his mother went to the cup
board she founud he had taken all, and left
none for his sister. When spoken to by his
mother. he replied: “Mamma, I'll tell you
just bow it was, When | had eaten half the
grapés | happened to think that I'd eaten up
Gracie's balf instead of my own., 1 was real
sorry, bat then I couldn't belp it. I'd given
ber part of my balf, only they were so good
that they wese all gone before I knew it

How It Struck Little Johuny.

A little boy asked his lather the other day
alter some Boston people had lefs, ''if Boston
people were born grown up.”

The Nickel-Plated Man,

Babby stubbed his toe and came crying to
bis mother,

“There, there, Bubby, she said after she
had ascertained that the injury was trifling,
you are too big a boy to cry overa little thing
like that.”

“B-but what aam I to do mamma?’ he
assked sobbingly, 'l ain’t b-big enough to
swear.”

His Pa Had a Cloven Tongue.

“Who preached to the disciples on the day
of Pentecost?"’ asked aSunday schoo! teacher
of her class.

*-Peter,” shouted the class in chorua.

“*And whatappeared unto them?’

“Cloven tongues," said the class,

* Whnat is & cloven tongue?’

The class remained silent, and the teacher
was about to exp'ain when the smallest boy
exclamed :

“My pa's got one.”

“You sre mistaken,” said the teacher.
**This was a miracle, and miracles do not ec-
cur now.”

*“Yes, he hasa cloven tengue,” sald the boy,
“for I saw him put a clove in bis tongue this
morning as soon as he took a drink out of a
jug!”

st e
The Phantom Ship,

We touch life’'s shore as swimmers from & wreck
Who shudder at the cheerless Jand they reach,
And find their comrades gathered on the beaoh

Watching & fading sail, a smali white speck—

The phantom ship, u whose ample deck
There seemed swhile & homeward place for

each.
The crowd still wring their bands and still be

Stlr Yourselves, Ye People of God;
Loiter Not by the Way-

side.

Be Up and Doing While it Is Day,|

for the Night Oometh, When
No Man Can Work.

Waste Not the Time in Wantonness eor
Idle Dreaming Over Life's
Pleasures.

Broox1vs, Jan., 11, —A series of revival-
istic services is now In progress in the Brook-
lyn Tabernacle, and is exciting great inter-
est in the public mind. The opening hymn
wWas:

“Come Holy Spirit, Heavenly Dove,
With all thy quickening powers.”

Aflter expounding appropriate passages of
Bcrirture, Dr. Talmage preached on the sub
ject, “*Awakening,” taking his text from
Malachi, iii 1

Behold | will #2nd my messenger, and he shall
prejare the way before me; and the Lord, whom
ye soek, shall suddenly come to this tempie, even
the messenger of the covenant whom ye delight
to behold, he shalijcome, saith the Lord of hostis

Sometimes, said Dr. Talma.e, & minister’s
subject is suggested by his artistic tastes:
sometimes by the occurrences of the previous
week, sometimes by a hearer who desired
sowe particalar religious subject discussed.
My subject comes In no such way. It drops
stra ght from God into my heart. Give me
your prayerfal and intense listening. I
want to show this mornicg, so far as God
may help me, that the gre stest need of the
Church universal is a mighty awakening.
The ox in the pastare field looks aroand and
parhape comes to the conclusion that all the
world is a clover field. So we, standing in

the midst of luxuriant religious advantages,
might think, perhaps, that the earth is cov
ered with the knowledge of God; butso far
fromn that, if this platiorm were the world,
so mnceh of it as I now cover with my right
fuot would represent all that is conquered
for Emanuel Or if this whole Tabernacle
were the world, then one pew would repre-
sent so much of it as the grace of God has
already conquered. Oh, there is need of s
radical chancze! Bomething must be done,
and [ shall show this morning that the great-
est need of the Church is a great awakening.
I learn this need in the first place from
the
COLDNESS IN THE MAJORITY
BERS,
If & relizious soclety have 1000 members,
500 of them are sound asleep. If it have
590 members, 400 hundred are lethargic, It
the Christians can rallyv—that is, the pro-
fessed Christians—for communion day, and
sucosed in not dropping the wine-cup, how
many of them are satisfied? If it be a choice
between Christ and the world, the world
hasit. You know it a8 wellasIdo. If a
religious meeting be on a certain night and
on that same night there be an extraordi-
nary operatic entertainment, or social gath-
ering, or literary club, or a political meeting,
or a Free Mason Society, or an Odd Fellows
Association, you know which they go to.
God there fairly demonstrating that while
such professed Christians pretend to be opn
His side, they are really on the other side;
for there iz & point-blank issune hetween
Ohrist and the world, and the world has it.
You know yery well whether you are a pro-
fsssed Christian or not; you kuow very well
that the dividing line between the Church
and the world to day is—like the equator or
deltic or antarctic circle—an imaginary line,
and that there are men and women sworn of
God who sit discussing infinitesimal ques-
tions; “sball we dance” shall we play cards?
shall we go to the theater” shall we atrend
the opera?”’ while there are 500,000,000 of
the race going down to darkness unwarned,
These sham Christians will go, occasionally
taking a little religion with the tip end of
their fingers, ssuntaring on lazily toward
the bar of Christ, uantil they come in front
of God's swilt revolving mill and find them
selves to be ‘‘the chaff which the wind
driveth away "’

Ohb how miuch dead wood we have in all
our churches
THE DAY OF JUDGMENT

will make a fearful thinning out among
professed Christiane, I supposs it will be
found on that day that there are hundreds
of thousands of men who have the:r names
on the church books who really made relig-
fon a second-rate or a third rate thing; liv

ing for themselves, unmindfal of God and
the salvation of the race, and then tumbled
over the embankment where Judas went
and Ashan went, and where all those shall
%o who do not make religlon the primordial
thing—the first and the last matter of ths
goul. Oh worldly professor of réligion, vacil-
lating worldly professor. idle professor,
tremble before God to-day. Do you not know
that if you die as you are, all the commun-
ion tables at which you have ever sat will
lift ap hands of blood, crying for your con-
demnation” And your neglected Bible and

your prayerless pillow will cry: 'Go down!
go down! You pretended to have religion.

but you had none. Out of the seven days of
the week you gave not five hours to Christ

You broke your sacramental oath. Go down!
go down'” And the fieriest and mightiest
thunderbolt of God’s indignation that is ever
forged will sruite you into darkness. Oh! |
wounld rather be the man in the last day
who has never seen a church shan you who
profess to be #0 much and to do so much and
yet do nothing. You shall perish in the way
when God's wrath is kindled bat a little. ¢)
worldly professor of religlon—and there are
hundreds of them here to day, | am siming
at the mark—if youn could to-day realize your
true condition and your true position
before God, you would bite
your lip uotil the blood came: you would
wring your bands until the bores cracked;
you would utter a cry that would seud this
| whole andience to their feet with a horror
'May God wake you up, worldly professor of
‘religion, before yon wake up In the bar
ill'ld flaming dapgeons ol & destroyed eter

pity. When you look abroad and see leth-
!n y among the professsrs of religion almost
|all the world over, do you not see that there
isa need that the bugles and the :ﬂmbols
and the drums and the trunmpets of earth
and Heaven call upon thechurch to wake up

OF CHURCH MEM-

| taing, fell over the rocks and lost his life.
| Yoa could not forgive voursell. Yon wonld
say: “l wish I bad taken more time with
|that man.
|specific directions that he wonld not have
been lost. How sorry [ feel abont iv! DBat
oh, to misairect the eternal interests
of a large congregation! How cold and
stolid we stand in our pul-
! pits, actually sometimes priding
jourselves on our deliberation, when we have
|no right to be cold and ought to be almosi
frantic with the perils that threaten our
hearers. S0 much =0 that some ol us give no
warning st all, and we stand Sabbath aflter
Sabbsth, talking sabout “human develop-
ment,” and we pat men on the back and we
please them. and wesing them all down
through the rapids to the last plunge. Or,
as the poet has it

smooth down the stubborn text to ear polile

And snugly keep damnpation out of s'ght! .

O 1y brethren in the ministry—for I see|
them always in the audience—my brethren |
in the miwistry, we can not afford to do that |
way. If you prophesy good things, smooth |
'things to your people, without regard to
their character, what chance will there be
for you in the day when you meet them at|
the bar of God? You had better stand clear |
of them then. They will tear you to pisces
They will say: *“1 heard you presch 300
times, and | admired your philosophic dis-
quisition and your graceful gestures and
your nicely-molded sentences, curvilinear|
and stelliform, and | thought you were the
prince of proprieties; but you didn't help
me prepare for this day. Cuarsed be your
rhetoric; cursed be vonrart. | am going
down, and I'll take you with me. It is yoar
fanlt; witness all

THE HOETE OF HEAVEN
and all the bosts of darkness. *'[t is your
fauit, sir"” And the chorus will come up
from sll the world: “His'fault! His faul!”
All of ops who preach this gospel peed tol
speak as though the pulpit quaked with the|
tramp of eternal realities; as though benesth
ns were the bursting graves of the resurrec
tion morn; as though, rising above ns, tier
above tier, were the myriads of Heaven look-
ing down, ready to applaud our fidelity or
hiss at our stolidity, while coming through
the SBabbath air were the long, deep, harrow-
ing groans of the dying nations that are
never dead. May God with a toreh [rom
Heaven set all ihe pulpits of England, Fcit-
lend, Ireland and the United States on fire
As for myself, standing bere in His presecce
this morning, | feel as if I bad never begun
to preach. If God will torgive me for the
past, I will do better for the future.
'Tis not a canse of small import
The pastor's care demands:
But what might fill an angel s heart—
it filled a Savier's handa,
They watch for souls for which the Lord
Did heavenly bliss forezo;
For souls that must forever live
In rapture or In woe.

8till farther: I see a need foi a grea’
awakening in the fact that the kingdom of
God is making such slow progress. [simoly
state a fact when [ say that in many places
the church is surrendering and the world is
conquering. Where thexe is one man brought
into the kingdom of God through Christian
instrumentality, there are ten men dragged
down by dissipations. Filty grog shops built
to onechurch established. Literary journals
in different parts of the country filled with
scum and dandruff and slang, controlled by
the very scullions of society, depraving
everything they put their hands on. Three
hundred and ten newspapers and journals
and magazines in New York, and more than
two hundred of them depraving to the pub-
lic taste, if not inimical to our hely Chris-
tianity. Lookabroad and see the surrender,
even on the part of those who pretend to be
Christian churches, te spiritualism and hu-
manitarianism and all the forms of devilism.
If a man stand in his pulpit and say that
unless you be born again you will be lost, do
not the tight kid gloves of the Christian, dia-
monds bursting through, go up to their fore-
heads in humiliating shame” It is not ele-
gant. A mighty host in theChristian church,
positively professing Christianity, do not be-
lieve in the Bible, cut and out, in and in,
from the first word of the first verse of the
first chapter of Genesis down to the last word
of the last verse of the last chapter ot the
Book of Revelation. Oh, we have

MAGNIFICANT CHURCH MACHINERY

in this counntry., We have sixty thousand
Awmerican ministers; we have costly music;|
we have gteat Sundayschools: and yet |
give the fact that while the great cause of
God is marching on there are many regi
ments falling back, and if the armv does not
come to complete route—aye, to ghastly Ball
Run defeat—it will be because some indi-
vidual churches hurl themselves to the front,
and ministers of Christ trampling on the fa-
vor of this werld and sacrificing ever,thing,
uhall snatch up the torn and shattered ban-
per of Emanuel and rash ahead, crying:
“On! on! Thisisno time to run; this is the
time to advance.”

I see still further the need of a great awak-
en ing in the multitndinous going down of
unforgiven souls. 8Since many of you came
on the stage of action a whole geuern'lion
has gone into the gates of eternity. Your
opportunity to act upon them is gone. They
have disappeared from the churches, from
the steres, the shops. the streets, from the
homes. You, O Christian man, had an op-
poriunity of meeting them; you did meet|
them. You talked with them on other sub
jects. You had an opportunity of sayiog
the saving word, and you did not say that
saving werd. Just think of that. Oh, where
is the fountain where, with sleeves rolled
up, we may wash eur hands from the
blood of sculs? The only guestion is whether, |
as Christian men and women, we can nDow
interrupt the other processon that is march- |
ing down and will after awhile, «f unar-
rested by God's grace fall off. There are go-
ing out from our stores hundreds of thou-
sands of clerks; golnﬁ out from our factories|
bundreds of thousands of operatives; there|
are going out of our colleges hundreds oi
thousands of students; there are going out
of our fields hundreds of thousands of hus-
bandmen, to join the ranks of death. They
are fighting their way down. They storm|
and take eyery impediment in their way, |
and who will throw himse.f in the way of |
this stampede of dying men and women --l
who? crying, “halt, hait'"” |

Is it not time for something desperate?)
Inanimate solicitation will not do. They
will not stop for that, You need a momen-

|

red | tum gathered by a whole souled wrestle with [, "

the omnipotent God. Oh, these dying soulaf'l
these dy'ng souls! Whatshall we say

them? What shall we do for them? Cateh |
them before they make the last spring. Put|
down everything else and rup for the res |
cue, To morrow may be too lste. Three
|o'clock this afternoon may be too late. Now |

I wish | had given him such |

| Utrecht, and from New Uwrecht to Long

{fact that God hears prayer, mor telling you|committee,

| 'Id.

fcruse of oil and

ready to hear.
charch of great rpsponsibility. We set our|compsarison.
baads to the work of evangelization.
are doing nothing else here. We donot want |and gennine costumes oriental, and antique,
to do anything else here but this work of|in the most happy combinations, reveal to
evangelization,
men and women to Christ and bring them |keenest expectati ns were surpassed in the
now.
brethren, but my heart is breaking
louging that [ have for the redemption of
this people. If God does not give me m
prayer I can not endure it. I offer myself,
offer my life to this work. Take it, O Lord
Jesus, and slay me if that be beat. Whether
oy my life or by my death, may agreot mul-
titude of souls here be born to
the mound of my graue more can step
the Kingdom of God than through my life,
let me now lie down to the last sleep. But
only let the peo

18 sweet to live f

eonic wars six million fell, if in the wars of

any worldly ambition, but sacrifice al

lof the church to-day is Affarr.

| A GREAT AWAKEAING,
I need not rehearse in this presence what
(God has done for usasan individual church.
You have heard with your own ears the
cries for mercy, and you have seen the rain-
ing tears of repentance. | do not belleve
that there is any chureh in this land that
owes God more gmatitnde than this church
jowes Him to-day. Buat who can count the
number of our permanent congregation who
are not Christians? And what about the
50,000 or 100,000 souls of strangers that, dar-
ing the last year, floated in and out our as-
‘semblages; and what about the eternity of
'those who are now and will be this year In
jour permanent congregation; and the 5C,000
or 100000 souls that during this coming
|twelve months will float in? If Jobhn Liy-
ingston in a small church in one service had
5 souls brought te God, why may you not,
in a larger church, have 3 000 souls as easil
a9 he had 5007 It is the same Gospel. John
Livingston did not save them. It is the same
Holy Ghost. It is the sawme t Jehovah.
if John Knox could put the lever of prayer
under SBcotland until he moved it from end
to end, shall you not by the lever of impor-
tunate petition move this whole city of
Brooklyn from the East river to New

2preial <entinel Letter |

Muxicr Dee 24.—To morrow is Obe lstmas

Day, which in Germany mesns
more than in ALy other
country on the globe. It is celebraied oy
young and old, in every bousehold, and to-
night Corwstmess eve, there is scarcely »
windew in the waole city through which the
burning tagers of the Christmuas iree are not
to be retlected.

Every little todd ier in the land, and there
are uci a few, has been busy with wriling
his Christnuas Jetter to the dearChrist Kiodl,
telling bim of his wauts, and ; raj ing not to
be forgotten as he makes his tonr in his little
golden chariot.

By the way, this Christ Kindl is a most
lovely illusion, for it means nothing less
than the child Christ himself; it is ocer-
tainly more beautiful than our pussy old
Kris Kriugle (in all probability a corruption
of Corist Kindl), with his long, white beard
Island City. and shagegy robes. What could be more de-

God can do it He will do it,

Iif you mightily and relentlessly ask Him to|lightful than the Littie German chlld’s ides

do it. Oh, fing body, mind, soul, and eter- Yhri < inlar as floating
nal déstiny into this one thing. Bwing out 0",3“ \hurm :*l;:dl o m;:': ::; :nt of the
and enlarge in your prayerful expectations, |#0'UY through the sir, and =
You asked God for hundreds of souls, and| windows, carried in his golden wagon, filled
He gave them to you, and I sometimes|with all mauner of good thiogs for all the
neard you ask for thousands; and I am very | other little ones in the land?
certain that if you had asked for thousands| About two weeks ago, oid Nikolsus made
with the same faith that you asked for hun-|his nsual rounds, srmed with sticks and
dreds, God would have given you thousands. | provided with a huse bag, for be is & chas-
There is no need, in this presence, of bring- |tiser, and & most dreaded personsge by the
ing the old stereotyped illustrations of the ||ittle folks. He is a sort of investigsting
and reporis all toose
about Hezekiah's restored health, and| who are to be remembered
about Elijah and the great rain and|by the Christ Kinol I'be oDaughty
about  the post-mortems  examina-|ones are threatened with the most Jdire oa-
tion of the Apostie James, which found that|lamities, sach as being beaten with his sticka,
his knees had become callous by much pray- |or carried off in his big sack, the only esCApe
ing; nor of Richard Baxter, who stained the | being immediate reformation. Now every
walls of his study with the breath of prayer;|little heart is beating high with expectation,
nor of John Weich and the midnight piaid; [for the foreshadowiugs of the Ubrist Kindl's
nor of George Whaitfield flat on hisface before | coming sre to be seen everywhere. In
l. No need of my telling you of these|many of the broad streets and parks booths
thiogs. Iturn in on your own conscious- have been erected and Christiuas trees fill
ness and | review the memory of that time|ths opeu space (every family buys a Christ-
when your own soul was sinking and God|mas tree) until the whole city seems like
heard your cry; and of that time when |one big market place.
your child was dying and God heard your| Bat Munich never cesases to be an art city,
petition; and of that time when your fortune | and her artists are untiring in giving exhin-
failed and God set in your empty pantry theé | fticns of their ski.l and cgeative genius. Not
e measure of meal. I |even does the dear Chirist Kindl come with-
want no illustration at all. out being heraided by them in their own
I just take a ladder with three rungs and|oririnal way.
set it down at your feet. On that you can| There is an effurt on foot to build & Kuns-
mount up, and, if you will look off, see the|ther Haus & sort of artists’ home,in Munich,
salgation of ten thousand of your fellow-|and amoog the verions mesns of raising
citizens: “‘Ask and itshall be given you; fands for this porpose, it was decided to
seck and ye shall find; knock and it will be|hold a Christ Kind! maerket in the old
opsened unto you." Pat your righi foolt on | Academy buildiug. whico has just been va-
the lower rung of that ladder and your left|cated for the elegant new one, This huns-

on the second rang of it, and that will bring| ther Haus is to be provided with stadiosand

your right foot on the top rung, Then lexhibition rooms, where artists’ work can be

ho!d fast and iook out and see the wave eof [exhibited and sold direct from theirr easels

the divine blessing dashing higher than the|without the intervention 5f an art dealer.

top ga'lants of your ship Obh, yes; God ir| To this market then we were eajoined to
I think the Lord puton usa|‘‘go and see,” for it was said to be without
Here gorgeous colors, brilliant
We |and safasedflights great pavoramic canvasses

That is, we want to briog|us the Jand of the true artist slone. Ouar

1 do not know how you [eel, my scenes and pictures of real life here repre-
with a|sented.

Before eatering the market itgall, we first
passed through a dimly lighted apartment
in which was a representation of the infant
Jesns in the manger at Bethlehens. The
hilly landscape, bathed in a flood of moon-
light, was presented in & most realistic
manner, while over all was a subdued, even
solemn air, Leaving this idyllic scene, we
were st once ushered into a chaos ot oriental
splendor Fantastic bui'dings, with their
gilded domes and cupalos, luxuriant planty
and foliage. the gay colors of the tradesmen
in their national dress, as well ns those of
the'r wares, assured us at onces that we ware
in the midst of eastern wonders, sarrounded
by the glare and glitter of the bazars of
Cairo. At every step, a genuine Tark, gen-
uine at least as to dress and manners, several
in fact as to nstiopality, pressed upon os
his tempting wares, or in his own peculisr
monotonous tones offered us his “good
Mocha, genuine Mocha,” served in tiny
caps. Bolemn visaged Tarks, seated cross-
legged upon their cushions, surrounded b
‘the rich hangings of their booths. and
covered by their silken goods, seemed more
like a picture than reality. Sabtle combi-
nations of color, gilding, painting ctnv:
together with a substantial frame work, &
then peopled with real live men in their
own garb, busied with their own occaps-
tions, left nothing wanting to carry eut the
idea of an oriental city, teeming with life.
But the crowd pushes us on through this
brilliant Em out into an open market
square. ¢re the steep tile roofs, corner
windows, and 6dd turrets tell us that we
are in an old German city of the Middle
Ages, while among the friendly, jolly groaps
gathered hers and there are to {n seen the
gay and original costumes of the lands
knecht, or country vas:al.

Further on we seem 10 step out into the
cold winter night, where the moonshine re-
veals to us old Manich as it was a few hun-
dred years ago. The pointed roofs and gables
are coyered with snow, and icicles bang
from the public fountain, Around the mar-
ket place the bootts are lighted with the
old-time oil lamps, and everythiug is in
keeping with a dream of bygone days.

In leaving this gunaint Chrs ian market,
we took with us the old conviction strength-
ened anew, that Munich and her artisis are
unsurpassed in any city or coautry for origi
nal conceptions and faithfnl representa-
tions. Success be to their notiring ei@ﬂl-

1

If from
into

le be saved. Lord Jesns, it
or Thee: methinks it wouald
be sweeter to die for Thee. If in the Napol-
the Roman Empire one hundred and eighty
millions fell, sbhall there not e a great many
in our day who are willing to sacrefice, not

i for
Christ.

—e—al——

Babjy's Letter,

“I wis I conld wite a letter!™
Said the baby wiih a sigh,

**But the pencil don't go wight & bit,
'Tisn't any use to tu?-:

But,”” thoughtiully, “{ know one sing-—
I can make one, two, fee,

Would 'at be & letter, mamma?
I should sink at 'it would be.**

“1 should think so. dear,” sald mamma,
0 he madea ‘'17g."

“You see,” he said, *'I love Aunt S8ue,
and I want to write to she,”

And iunt Soe wrote (the baby's eyes
(ilowed with triumphant glee):

“The nicest letler | ever saw
Was the baby's ‘1z’ "™

~Kate Upson Clark.
- — % A—
English New Year Superstitions.
[Notles and Queriesa, ]

At Christmas parties in the country the
young men have the privilege of kissing an
of the opro-ite sex they can get hold of.
When Sir Roger De Coverley is danced the
chief gnests are expedted to dance with the
cook and butler. All peacock feathers must
be thrown out before New Year's Day, or
else you will bave ill luck. On New Year's
Eve you must take pieces of money, bread,
wood avd coal, and & litile salt, tie them up
ina bundle, and lay on the doorstep afier
12. Some one will then come, and you
must ask his name. If he says “'John Smith”
he miust not be admit ed, because the initial
letters of his name are curved:; but if he
!ays “Edwerd Thompson” admit him at
once, as his initial letters are made up of
siraight lines; bat he mast bring the ban-
dle in with bim that vas laid on the step
He must then wish you a bhappy New
Year, and. after ncafring 8 gift, pass
out by the back door. Then be
hoid. good Inek is yours for
an0213er year. On both Christmas and New
Year's Eves, when the clock begins to strike
12, the door=—especially the tront and bsck
—Hare opened, that the bad spirits way pase
out snd the good ones pass in, and immedi-
ately the clock has struck 12 the doore are
sbut, 8s it is said, ‘to keep the good spirits
" The first person to enter the hounse on |
A New Year's morning must be s was, |
Many Hoidernees folks teil some little chap |
o be ready to come in so soon ns the old
year is dead, and so secure good :uck to the
household. When the master enters his
nouse for the first time in the new year be
must id not

s i

The Luzry Skates,

Bkates like this pair of Johnny's
Are such mysterious things,

A boy can fly with them almost
As well as if he d wings,

Give them an ley sldewalk,
Or frozen bit of pond,

[ think they'd go 1o Halilax,
Or possibiy beyond,

And yet when [ asked Johnny,
An hour o 4go, or more,
As he upon his seveo-league sboes
Wentskimming past the door,
If he would do an erraud
aomerlrcrw the town,
—e lines avove his pleasant ¢yes
Gathered 1nw a lm:n. -

And he began explaining

|

take something in which he It was 80 far to 20;

"Twould take s0 long: 1t was so cold;
He<'d have 10 go s0 slow’
I think I've learned one secretl;
That skatesareswift apd true
At play: but jazy, lax and losth
ben errapnds are wo do.

—Youib's Companion.

suybody in the world; and there hasn’t|dvio were redoubled when the piece waa de-

s King of arms in France since 1830, |clared by the first night's audience to bs a
shere is novody to say ‘‘you mustn't.” fartuare. It was a failure,
.

reach over the pew and se'ts that soul be-
fore it flashes out of your sight forever,
Their house is on fire and no ladder to the

window, Their ship is going down and no

lifeboat. O, men and womesn of God. awake!
A GREAT AWARENING awake! Ob, thatall rewards and punish

in the fact that those of us who preach the | ments, all joys snd sorrows, and he agoniz

3
Must plant and stint; must sow and reap and Gospel have so little enthusissm and zeal| ing and rapturous vociferations of three and clock strikes beron
siore com with what we t to have 'uldlm.l':lt arouss you to-day! O, God, |ig, ?-ﬁo:;;:; Mkm’ 2;: hdo‘::

:
e lakes root though all seems bare and| Now you see the gun kicks, fuy we who|flame upon us these overwhelmiog realities! in the country! You m
: ust never go out on
— .)mhhﬂmmhlnloumoadmdn- Kill oar stolidity ; knock from under us our New Year
A and Marsyras and Other l'uno—lu:ul T utth what wo! sonshes oF ; mdiﬁnnco,lh.' c.in until some one has come in

‘all those dormant professors of reiigion’
|**Awake. thou that sleepest, awake, and
Christ shall give thee life "’

Btill further I see s need for

‘take out. A Haull friend told we he always.
eroptied his pockets before he left home on |
New Year's morning snd pot in some mone

and bread, which he procnred at his moth-
ers, and =o reached his home armed with the
necessariea of lile. Some people place a six-
pence on the doorstep on New Year's Eve,

But see, it t;d.. in spite ol prayer and beck.

Let those who hope lor brighter shores no more

Not mourn, but turning inland bravely seek
What hiadden wealth redeems the shapeless shore.
The strong must build stout cabins for the

At the World's Fair, New Orleans, aa la-
teresting souveuir isdistributed by the Amer-
jcan Bible Society. Itis s pamphlet con-
tafning verses in the 242 m;nluﬂ into

Which the Soriptares have been traualsted,




