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ITERY MORTAL MUST EXDI RE THE 
THRESHING PROCESS. 

Great Trials n SIkii of u Soul's Great 
Value—C'lirlMInn Sorrow Hum a 
Sure 'IVriiilims — Troubles .\»yver 
M»de Too Heavy. 

Brooklyn, Special.—Dr. Tnlmage 
chose as the subject for his senium to
day: "The Threshing Machine," tJte 
text being from Isa. 28:27, 28, "For 
the fitches are not threshed with a 
threshing instrument, neither is a cart 
wheel turned about upon the cummin, 
but the tidies are beaten out with 
a staff and the cummin with a rod. 
Bread corn is bruised, because lie will 
not ever be threshing it." 

There are three kinds of seed men
tioned: Fitches, cummin and com. Of 
the last we all know. But it may be 
well to state that the fitches and the 
cummin were small seeds, like the 
carraway or the thick-pea. When 
these grains or herbs were to by 

threshed they were thrown on the 
floor and the workmen come around 
with staff, or rod, or flail, and beat 
them until the seed would be separ
ated; but when the corn was to be 
threshed that was thrown on the floor, 
aiui the men would fasten horses or 
oxen to a cart with iron-dented wheels; 
that cart wouid be drawn around the 
threshing floor, and so the work would 
be accomplished. Different kinds of 
threshing for different products. "The 
fitches are not threshed with a thresh
ing instrument, uMtiier is a cart-wheel 
turned about upon the cummin; but 
the litches are beaten out with a staff 
and the cummin with a rod. Bread 
corn is bruised, because it will not 
ever be threshing it." 

The great thought that the text 
presses upon our souls is that we all 
go through some kind of threshing 
process. The fact that you may be de
voting your life to honorable and no
ble proposes will not win you any 
escape. Wilberforce, the Christian 
emancipator, was in his day derisively 
called "Dr. Cantwell." Thomas Bab-
higton Macauley, the advocate of all 
that was good before he became the 
most conspicuous historian of his day, 
was caricatured in one of the quarter
ly reviews as "Babbletongue Macau-
ley." Norman McLeo, the great friend ! 
of the Scotch poor, was industriously ! 
maligned in all quarters, although on 
the day when he was carried out to j 
his burial a workman stood and looked 
at the funeral procession and said: 
"If he had done nothing for anybody 
more than he has done for me, he 
should shine as the stars for ever and : 
ever." All the small wits of London I 
had their fling at John Wesley, the j 

father of Methodism. 
If such men could not escape the 

maligning of the world, ueither can 
you expect to get rid of the sharp, 
keen stroke of the tribulumV All who 
will live godly in Christ Jesus must 
suffer persecution. Besides that, there 
are the sicknesses, and the bankrupt- , 
cies, and the irritations, and the dis- ! 
appointments which are ever putting 
a cup of aloes to your lip. Those . 
wrinkles on your face are hieroglyph- ' 
ics, which, if deciphered, would make , 
out a thrilling story of trouble. The 
footstep of the rabbit is seen the next 
morning on the snow, and on the white 
hairs of the aged are the footprni* 
showing where swift trouble alighted. 

Even amid the joys and hilarities of 
life, trouble will sometimes break in. 
As when the people were assembled 
in the Charleston theater, during the 
Revolutionary war, and while they 
were witnessing a farce, and the audi-
ence was in great gratulation, the guns 
of an advancing enemy were heard, 
and the audience broke up in wild 
panic and ran for their lives, so 
oftimes while you are seated amid 
the joys and festivities of this world 
you hear the cannonade of some groat 
disaster. All the fitches and the cum
min and the corn must come on the ; 

threshing floor and be pounded. 
My subject, in the first place, teaches 

as that it is no compliment to us if we 
escape great trial. The litches and the 
cummin on the threshing floor nuglit 
look over to the corn on another floor 
and say: "Look at that poor, misera
ble. bruised, corn. We have only been 
a little pounded, but that has been al
most destroyed." Well, the corn, if it 
had lips, would answer and say: "Do 
you know the reason you have not been 
as much pounded as I have? It is be
cause you are not of so much worth as 
I am; if you were you would be as 
severely run over." Yet there are men 
who suppose they are the Lord's fa
vorites simply because their barns are 
full, and their bank account is flush, 
and there are no funerals in the house. 
It may be because they are fitches and 
cummin; while down at the end of 
the lane the poor widow may be the 
Lord's corn. You are but little pound
ed because you are but little worth, 
and she braised and pounded because 
she is the best part of the harvest. 

The heft of the threshing machine 
is according to the value of the grain. 
If you have not been much threshed 
in life, perhaps there Is not much to 
thresh! If you have not been much 
shaken of trouble, perhaps it is because 
there is going to be a very small yield. 
When there are plenty of blackberries 
the gatherers go out with large bas
kets; but when the drought has almost 
consumed the fruit, then a quart meas
ure will do as well. It took the ven
omous snake on Paul's hand and the 
pounding of him with stones until he 
was taken up for dead, and the jam
ming against him of prison gates, and 
the Ephesian vociferation, and the 
skinned ankles of the painfvd stocks, 
and the foundering of the Alexandrian 
corn-ship, and the beheading stroke of 
the Roman Sheriff to bring Paul to his 
proper development. 

it wm not because Robert Moffat 

and Lady Rachel Russell, and Freder
ick Oberllu were worse than other peo
ple that they had to suffer, it was be
cause they were better, and God want
ed to make them best. By the care
fulness of the threshing you may al
ways conclude the value of the grain. 

Next, my text teaches us that God 
proportions our trials to what we can 
bear. The staff for the fitches. The 
rod for the cummin. The iron wheel 
for the corn. Sometimes people in 
great trouble say: "Oh, I can't bear 
it!" But you did bear it. God would 
not have sent it upon you if he did 
not know that you could bear it. You 
trembled and you swooned: but you 
got through. God will not take from 
your eyes one tear too many, nor from 
your lungs one sigh too deep, nor from 
your temples one throb too shall). The 
perplexities of your earthly business 
nave not in them one tangle too intri
cate. 

You sometimes feel as if our world 
were full of bludgeons flying haphaz
ard. Oh. no; they are threshing in
struments that God just suits to your 
case. There is not a dollar of bad 
debts on your ledger, or a disappoint
ment about goods that you expected 
to go up but that have gone down, or 
a swindle of your business partuer, or 
a trick on the part of those who are 
in the same kind of business that you 
are, but God intended to overrule for 
your immortal help. "Oh." you say, 
"there is no need talking that way to 
me- I don't like to be cheated and 
outraged." Neither does the corn like 
the corn-tlireshcr; but after it has 
been threshed and winnowed it has a 
great deal better opinion of winnow
ing mills and corn-threshers. 

"Well," you say, "if I choose my 
troubles I would be willing to be trou
bled." Ah, my brother, then it would 
not be trouble. You would choose 
something that would not hurt, and un
less it hurts it does not get sanctified. 
Your trial, perhaps, may be childless
ness. You are fond of children. You 
say: "Why does God send children to 
that other household where they are 
unwelcome, and are beaten and bang
ed about, when I would have taken 
them into the arms of my affections?" 
You say: "Any other trial but this." 
Your trial, perhaps, may be a disfig
ured countenance, or a face that is 
easily caricatured, and you say: "Oh, 
I could endure anything if only I was 
good-looking." And your trial, per
haps, is a violent temper, and you have 
to drive it like six unbroken horses 
amid the gunpowder explosions of a 
great holiday, and ever-and anon it 
runs away with you. Your trial is the 
asthma. You say: "Oh, if it were 
rheumatism, or neuralgia, or erysipe
las, but is this asthma, and it is such 
an exhausting thing to breathe." Your 
trouble is a husband, short, sharp, 
snappy and cross about the house, and 
raising a small riot because a button is 
off. How could you know the button 
is off? Your trial is a wife ever In con
test with the servants, and she is a 
sloven. Though she was very careful 
about her appearance in your presence 
once, now she is careless because she 
said her fortune is made. Your trial is 
a hard school lesson you can not leam, 
and you have bitten your finger-nails 
until they are a sight to behold. Ev
erybody has some vexation or annoy
ance, or trial, and he or she thinks 
it is the one least adapted. "Anything 
but this." all say. "Anything but this." 

Oh, my hearer, are you not ashamed 
to be complaining all this time against 
God? Who manages the affairs of this 
world, anyhow? Is it an infinite Mo
doc? OK a Sitting Bull savage? or an 
omnipotent Nana Sahib? No; it is the 
most merciful and glorious and wise 
Being in all the universe. You can not 
teach Omnipotence anything. Yon have 
fretted and worried almost enough. Do 
you not think so? Some of you are 
making yourselves ridiculous in the 
sight of the angels. Here is a naval 
architect, and he draws out the plan 
of a ship of many thousand tons 
Many workmen are engaged on it for 
a long while. The ship is done: and 
some day, with the flags up and the air 
gorgeous with bunting, that vessel is 
launched for Southampton. At that 
time a lad (5 years of age comes run
ning down the dock with a toyboat 
which he has made with his own jack-
knife: and he says: "ITere, my boat 
is better than yours. Just look at this 
Jib-boom and these weather cross jack-
braces;" and he drops his little boat 
beside the great ship, and there is a 
roar of laughter on the docks. Ah, my 
friend, that great ship is your life as 
God planned it—vast, million-tonned. 
ocean-destined, eternity bound. That 
little boat is your life as you are try
ing to hew it out. and fashion it, and 
launch it. Ah. do not try to be a rival 
of the great Jehovah. God is always 
right and iu nine cases out of ten you 
are wrong. He sends just the1 hard
ships, just the bankruptcies, just the 
cross that is best lor you to have. He 
knows what kind of grain you are. 
and he sends the right kind of thresh
ing-machine. It will bo a rod, or staff, 
or iron wheel, just according as you 
are litches, or cummin, or corn. 

Another thing my text teaches us is 
that Christian sorrow is going to have 
a sure terminous. My text says. 

: "Bread corn is bruised, because he will 
not be ever threshing it." Blessed be 

: God for that! Pound away. O flail. 
|Turn on. O wheel! Your work will 
soon be done. "He will not be ever 
threshing it." Now the Christian lias 
almost as much use in the organ for 
the stop tremulant as he has for the 
trumpet. But after awhile he will put 
the last dirge into the portfolio for
ever. So much of us as is wheat will 
be separated from so much as is chaff. 
| and there will be no more need of 

pounding. 
! They never vy to heaven, because 
; they have nothing to cry about. There 
• are no tears of bereavement, for you 
• shall have your friends all round about 
| you. There are no tears of poverty, 
| because each one sits at the king s 

table and has his own chariot of sal
vation and free access to the ward
robe where princes get their array. 
No tears of sickness, for there aire 
H* oneumonias on the air, and no ma

in rl-il exhalations from the rolling river 
of life and no crutch for the lame 
limb and no splint for the broken arm, 
but the pulses throbbing the 
health of the eternal ! 
like our June before the tj" 
or our gorgeous October before 
leaves scatter. „ -

Oh! that I cculd administer some of 
these drops of celestial anodyne to 

nervous and excited «ouK 
you would take enough ot it it \uaiiu 

all the pangs. The thought that cure all the panns. :. 
you are going to get through with tins 
after a while, all this sorrow and all 

We shall hive a great 
heaven, but I 

afte 
this trouble. 
inanv grand days in 
will tell you which will be t^ g'-andest 
dav of all the million ages of luau-n-
You say: "Are you sure you can teU 
me?" Yes. I can. It will he the day 
we get there. Some say heaven is 
growing more glorious. I suppose u 
is: but I do not care much about that. 
Heaven now is good enough for uie. 

Historv has no more cougratul.itoiy 
scene than the breaking in of the Liii.-
lisli army upon Lueknow. India. A 
few weeks before a massacre had oc
curred at Cawnpyre and 200 women 
and children had been put in a room. 
Then five professional butchers went 
in and slew them. Then the bodies of 
the slain were taken out and thrown 
into a well. As the English army went 
into Cawnpore they went into the 
room. and. oh, what a horrid scene. 
Sword strokes on the wall near the 
floor, showing that the poor things had 
crouched when they died; and they 
all saw that the floor was ankle deep 
In blood. The soldiers walked on their 
heels across it, lest their shoes be sub
merged of the carnage. And on that 
floor of blood there were flowing locks 
of hair and fragments of dresses. 

Out in Lueknow they had heard of 
the massacre' and the women wei\> 
waiting for the same awful death; 
waiting amid anguish untold; waiting 
in pain and starvation, but waiting 
heroically—when, one day, Havelock 
and Outram and Norman and Sir Da
vid Beard and Peel, the heroes of the 
English army -huzza for them'.—broke 
in on that horried scene, and while yet 
the guns were sounding and while 
cheers were issuing from the starving, 
dying people on the one side and from 
the travel-worn and powder-blackened 
soldiers on the other—right there, in 
front of the king's palace, there was 
such a sceue of handshaking and em
bracing and boisterous joy as would 
utterly confound the pen of the poet 
and the pencil of the painter. And 
no wonder, when these emaciated 
women, who had suffered so heroically 
for Christ's sake, marched out from 
their incarceration, one wounded Eng
lish soldier got up in his fatigue and 
wounds and leaned against the wall 
and threw his cap up and shouted, 
"Three cheers, my boys, for the brave 
women!" 

Oh! that was an exciting scene. But 
a gladder and more triumphant scene 
will it be when you come up into heav
en from the conflicts and incarcera
tions of this world, streaming with the 
wounds of battle and wan with hun
ger; and while the hosts of God are 
cheering their great hosanna you will 
strike hands of congratulation and eter
nal deliverance iu the presence of the 
throne. On that mght there will be 
bonlires on every hill of heaven, and 
there will be 'Humiliation ill every 
palace, and there will be a candle in 
every window -ah! no; 1 forget, l 
forget; they will have no need of the 
candle or of the sun, for the Lord 
God giveth them light, and they shall 
reign forever and ever. Hail! hail! 
sous and daughters of the Lord God 
Almighty. 

THE CAPTAIN'S DAUGHTER 

Capt. Kirk's daughter was the pret
tiest, girl I ever saw. 

I'm an old man now, and you must 
excuse me for saying that I have never 
seen anything like her since. 

She was introduced to me by the cap

tain thus: . , 
• sly daughter Kate, Mr. W1U Victor. 

I knew all your ptupte when I van a 
boy. and I'm «la<l to seo on.- of the 
family on board the ltoarlM Uusher. 

That was the name of the sU.uner, 
a Mississippi boat of the sort that ran 
then You wouldn't take a load of 

and, oh, how bpmitlfni 
me. As I sat down 
ward her, but in my r 
see her still. 

It was u shock to me \u 
we were to play for 

games of chance at h y'* 
played for beans 1 

•.Pi 

but 
"ISfc, 
Hf 

Iss' 

ers-

Invlttnf? an Invitation. 

A minister had travelled some dis
tance to preach, and at the conclusion 
of the morning service waited for some
one to invite him to dine; but the con
gregation dispersed without noticing 
him. 

When the church was nearly empty 
the minister stepped up to a gentleman 
and said:—% 

"Brother, will you go home to dinner 
with me to-day ?" 

"Where do you live?" 
"About eighteen miles from here." 
"No. but you must dine with me," 

answered the brother, with a flushed 
face, which invitation the clergyman 
gravely accepted. 

ootatoes down on her now, but there 
she was. crammed with cotton, ham 
and passengers, and considered a very 
line boat indeed. ,., 

And the saloon was very showy, with 
a big flowered Brussel carpet, looking 
classes wherever they could be put, 
sofas and hosts of rocker*, and a big 
black stewardess to wait on the ladies. 

Miss Kate was not in the saloon, 
however, she preferred the deck. 

"Whenever 1 go up and down with 
pa," she said, "I lu>ep outside all 1 
can; and if you don't mind walking 
about, -Mr. Victor, why I like it." 

Mind! I would have ridden the 
boiler if she desired it, and it was per
fect bliss to be at her side. Never 
before had 1 known what a girl could 
be. She was a well-shaped creature, 
with a neat waist. Her black hair 
curled like a baby's and was cut close 
to her head, after a fashion Western 
girls had adopted that year. She wore 
a wine-colored dress and snow-white 
cuffs and collar, and at her belt a little, 
silver mounted pistol. 

"1 always travel with one," she said, 
as she exhibited it, "and I'm a good 
shot." 

In fact, she was "good" at every
thing. She could shoot and ride and 
dance and sing, was well read and a 
'tine housewife, and could, at a pinch, 
have taken her father's place on board 
the Uoaring Rusher, for she under
stood navigation pretty well. All this 
I did not know until afterward, but I 
saw her beauty ami cleverness and 
succumbed to it on the spot, as 1 have 
told you. 

She was a girl to confide in, to; lis
tened to what you said and took an 
interest in it. and I told her how 1 
had lived until now with my good 
grandmother and aunts, not far above 
St. Louis, and how at twenty-one I 
had come into a certain sum of money, 
and was now on my way to buy a 
junior partnership in the business of 
some distant relatives who were grow
ing old, and had given me an oppor
tunity such as few young men had at 
the outset. And I told her how rich I 
meant to be, and how I intended to 
repay my grandmother and aunts for 
all they had done for me. 

"Those are the right sentiments, Mr. 
Will." she said, "and mind you remem
ber them. New Orleans is a good place 
to forget in. It's bright and lively, and 
there are jolly people there, but you' 
must watch yourself. You will watch 
yourself, won t you? I ask you us if 
I was your sister." 

"I shall never forget a word you say 
to me. Miss Kate," I replhnl, and her 
kind smile made me as happy as a 
king. 

Oli! I had never seen such a pretty 
girl before in all my life, or such a 
nice one, or such a jolly, independent 
one. 

My fancy went wandering off into the 
future, and 1 saw myself rich, pros
perous, polished and improved, offer
ing my hand and fortune to Capt. 
Kirks daughter, and. of course, being 
accepted. Presumptuous thoughts! 
which I trembled lest she should de
tect as we walked arm-in-arm about 
the boat together. 

Oh! if this could have but lasted all 
day! But at the next stopping place 
several ladies came on board—friends 
of Miss Kate's—ami she disappeared 
with them and I saw her no more. 

A little later, as I stood watching the 
river, three men sauntered up to me. 
Iliey were showily dressed and wore 
diamonds in abundance'. They were 
smoking, and one offered me his cigar 
case. 1 accepted tlie courtesy. 

They fell to talking. One spoke of Ills 
horses, another of a hotel he intended 
to buy, the other of real estate in his 
possession. It was all to draw me 
out, I know now, and 1 allowed myself 
to < rnvvti * 

y 

j An ArtlMt'M Pen. 

i Several years ago a London Hebrew, 
Abraham Solomon, painted a stirring 
picture, "Waiting for the Verdict," Its 
exhibition at the Royal Academy ex
cited great enthusiam among lovers 
of art, and was the occasion of a nota
ble pun: 

The artist, not being a Royal Aca
demician, entitled to annex It. A. to 
his name, had his painting "skied" 
All the pictures contributed by that au
gust fraternity were as nsua'l hung on 

line. Thomas Landseer was in ec-the 
stasies as he beheld the thrillinu scene 
depicted on the canvas, and exclaimed: 
"There is Solomon in all his glory, but 
not Ii. A.'d like one of these!" 

Averagpe Life Expectaapy, 

The average life expectancy In the 
! United States is now i»r> years; in Eng 
| land, among the urban population, it 
is 50, and among the rnralists, 54 

| years. Russians have a life expectan-
j cy of but 28 years, approximately. 
; and Chileaus the same; while in Ello-
! bed, in the Soudan, 2.'i years Is a gen

eration. The average life in the Rome 
of the Caesars was 18 vears; now it 

I Is 40 years. Within lifty years the 
a\ orage in I' ranee has increased from 
128 to 45 1-2 years, and in the davs of 

• Queen Elizabeth the English av'»air* 
j was but 20 years. 

to be drawn. 
I told them what I had inherited and 

what 1 was going to do with mv monev. 
and that. 1 had it all about me in bank 
notes, and 1 made the most perfect 
young idiot of myself in doing so. 

However, 1 had never met any but 
respectaole people before, and 'these 
men had had no fear in conliding in 

It was in open day on a crowded boat, 
and in my ignorance. I believed them 
all rich and fashionable. I had never 
before seen a specimen of the Mississ
ippi gambler of that period. He was 
XS, ,UlI1i,s,)lne- wo11 mannered and 
dashing. He was alwavs subtle Tito 
young gentleman from the countrv who 
had boon brought up by a pious, 'elder-
hlri V T tAVO gPntle spinsters, had no chan«\-» against him. 

"A little tedious, this." said 
these gentlemen, after awhile. 
do you say to a game of cards'' 

The other gentlemen hailed the idea 

them.300 °ne' End lnvlted me to Join 

1 was a man and must „ 
The game began. ] j ' .  

of It as 1 did of asiro] ' 
At first a few dollars-

expenses passed out of • 
1 won a few, then 11<*> 
to encourage me, 1 
on and on. 

At last I found that i n 
on my money belt-. ;, •, 
apart for the partu^i-!" 
an effort to leave the '<• 
ner whispered me that I ^ 
tago now, and could win aM 
the next round. Again ]. 
Horror of horrors! ! .; 
lost! But my preten ! ,'i 
whispered that the otiiy u 
my losses was to kef,-], cm 
iu fact, I now saw tlii r i 
permitted to leave th>. 
was high talk of tin- n 
with gentlemen when j ; 

and now and then luck 
and I began to hope a.: 
idiot that I was! 1 \w 
in those men's hands. 

In fact, the moment rame 
last crisp bill, so lately lirmi 
Bank of St. Louis, \\;is lost, 
hand of the man m\; me 
upon it like the claw of a 

For my part 1 was cold 
trembled; I felt as though I 
and I had resolved that w] 
that table. It would be to junq 
Btearner's side into the rapid 
the Mississippi, there to 
shame forever. 

1 think even those men m 
frightened, but remorse it 
them, and what the oud w 
been I feel pretty sure; out? 
stant a small, brown hand c 
upon my shoulder. I lookf-
captain's daughter sto«vl b 
In lier right hand she oeli 
mounied pistol, with which 
ereel" the gambler who had a 
session of my sum 11 fortune. 

"I'm Miss Kirk," she said, 
of the captain of this bor 
tlced your game from the1 

with my glass; it has not 1 
one; I know the game as * 
man on board; I've seen yor. 
boy. and I can give all in 
points; on those grounds I 
to hand back what you rob 
—to hand it back intact 
lar. I know how much it * 
what he had with hlru. lean 
charges, and you know tb ' 
my voice nud tell my story 
are not worth a bulrush, 
blimr goes on on this boat,. 
to say, but 0he man who ii 
cheating pays for it. I dm.: 
do the thing by violence if/ 
quietly, but I'm interested 
young man, so count, it ou' 
* The men looked at each 
word the captain's daujihte. • 
true, and at last one of tb' • 

"Anything to oblige a buy 
Ami the money lay in a ; 

me again. .. 
"All right," said Miss l-

counted it and folded it hi 
kerchief. "And now, Mr. * 
way if you please." 

And she walked away, r 
before her with one small. 

"L»a," she said, as she i 
into the captain's presence 
money and put it away in.I 
for Mr. Will Victor unt> 
New Orleans. He doesu' > 
to take care of it; and a -
wine will not hurt him. •» 
he'd better lie down a 
ask him any questions, p:/ 

, know the Mississippi wea 
»U" * M 

I I've no doubt she told 
; afterwards; but as for w 
! onlv obey her as I would 
'angel. Without her my 
: have been blasted at us o <• 

have no doubt I should 
it as I proposed. ., 

The captain and his dau^ 
lost sight of me from tlial , 
til 1 had been placed in uie 
my relatives. . 

But they need have no 
had my lesson. 

The best part of It w-i-
did not scorn me for to 
that vvheii»l called on her < * 
home In New Orleans, "•' . 
me heartily. The good l',r, 
did me .1 cannot say. 1 

from the first, and madti 
to hide it. For her sake ^ 
to be what a man slioum. 
prospered and improved, 
one goal in view, her k 
he\irt. At last one day 1 

"If you can ever foi'g^ 
idiot 1 was when you inter! 
me," I siiid, "if you ca? 
just a little after that. 

"You silly boy, if 1 
Just a little from the f'^ 
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