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DIGGING AT POMPEII. 
I , • f- "IS; 
{TOILING FOR TREASURES Bt'RTED 

IN A NIGHT. 
y;v/; . ^.;-i: j 

PrcKcops Come Bright From Ashes 
—1Tourists' Chatter Wakp« tlie 
Echoes In the Classic Gray City 
«( the Dead, 

, 'After a few days on the quays of 
Naples one wishes it were possible to 
pad his senses, not to say bones and 
muscles, thns deadening somewhat 
Impressions and sensations. For the 
eye becomes tired of the intense glare 
of the white houses and streets and 
the ear weary of the screaming of peor 
pie, clatter of wheels, cracking of 
whips, braying of donkeys, indeed 
what not of noise that serves to make 
Naples a pandemonium. 

The sense of smell is shocked in 
many and indescribable ways. One 
suffers, too, at seeing beggary maimed 
for Its purposes, and old age, combined 
with disease and poverty. And one 
suffers from constantly seeing cruelty 
to animals. Bones and muscles ache 
l'rom the drubbings they get through 
driving at break-neck speed over the 
rough paving stones of Naples. Not 
even the Neapolitan gayety, sunshine, 
fruits and flowers soften the impres
sion made. by so much poverty and 
filth. One longs to bo well wadded 
with stupidity in order that sense and 
sensibility may liud repose. 

It is In this state of mind and body 
that we turn to Pompeii, says a cor
respondent of the New York World. 
Not, however, via the tourist offices, 
which means to take a certain train 
from Naples, arrive at a hotel at the 
town entrance in time for luncheon, 
rueh through the streets of Pompeii 
with the typical guide who tells every
thing one does not care to know and 
nothing one longs to hear; after an 
hour of this to be whisked back to 
Naples in time to "do" Virgil's tomb, 
etc., and catch an evening train for 
Itome. 

In Touch With Antiquity. 
I There Is a shabby little hotel just 
outside the walls of Pompeii. And a 
certain chamber, one window of which 
looks out upon the tall pines, another 
<liHolos-.es a lovely country road lead
ing to Sorrento, while a broad door 
©pens upon a terrace from which one 
may touch the very walls of Pompeii. 
On the terrace are table and seats and 
flowers and shade trees from over
hanging tree tops. 

Here we may gather roses ad libi
tum. Here we may have our coffee 
of a morning. Prom our height we 
may see Pompeii as a whole in all its 
gv&y. its ruin, its desolation.- At night 
iwe bar our door with the many me-
Sdaeval bolts and turn a medaeval key 
iwhiCh measure just fourteen inches 
In length and weighs in proportion, 
and feel secure even from any stray 
tloman ghost that might be flitting 
about the Dead City or scaling the 
wall with Intent to alight upon our 
terrace. For sitting late thereon, after 
the familiar sounds of the hostelry 
liave ceased and we hear only the 
sound of the wind among the pine' 
branches, and seeing the May moon 
playing tricks with the shadows of 
the pale columns and arches and ruln-
od walls, we come to turn our key and 
<lraw the bolts with a degree of sat
isfaction. 
t The one luxury of tho hotel lies in 
this lodging. If it were not that the 
coffee, tea, bread, butter, sops, meats 
and other things were absolutely bad, • 
we should be tempted into words of 
praise of our hotel. But one can't 
have everything, and as our waiter 
shines resplendent in black broadcloth 
and white necktie, and the salads and 
fruits are delicious, we let pass the 
failures. At tills hotel the successes 
and failures collectively cost only five 
francs the day. 

* And lies not Pompeii just over the 
wall, close to our terrace? And this 
to -be all our own for three precious 
<lays, and no extras for the blue sky, 
tho pine trees, the country road, the 
terrace and the roses! 

We have the coffee brought early. 
iWe must make sure of the long morn
ing, for by 1 o'clock the tourist agents 
let loose their crowds and the Dead 
City is full of chatter. 

We find our way inside the gates In 
proper fashion, although a mucn sim
pler way would be to scale the wall 
from our terrace. And we go through 
Pompeii as chance leads, since it 
pleases better so. pgg 

. Reflections Fro n Stout*. |§gg| 
• Here are the same stepping-stones-
three in a row—across the street, as of 
old. And here the larger stones block
ing the way instead of a placard, "no 
charioiB allowed on this street." Here 
and there a fountain v here three 
streets meet, no two alike In the sculp
tured designs which orrameut and. 
distinguish them. 

We come to the ruins of a temple. 
Arclieologists have their uses. They 
tell us that this Is what remains of a 
temple of Venus, that of Mercury aiid 
another of Jupiter. The forum pro-

toga than one of those Doric columns? 
Within these walls gathered alike 

the busy and tho idle, pleblan and pa
trician, bustling and animated or 
grave and stately. To-day the green 
lizard is the sole occupant of the 
place. From under the columns and 
deserted fountains he glides out Into 
the sunshine which floods the area. 

It needed the archeologist to tell us 
that at a certain corner stood a tem
ple of Isls. A black cat with a coun
tenance full of mystery sat on the 
threshold of the temple. A subterra
nean way leading from a side passage 
behind the sacred shrine accounts for 
much that was Impressive In the ora
cles and divinations of this cult, at 
one time followed by many Pom-
peilans. 

We recognize the theater when we 
come to It. And the baths explain 
themselves. We realize what the life 

n 

Temple of A;>olIo, 
of the aristocratic Pompelian was— 
the forum, the bath, the amphitheater, 
the dinner, the theater. 

Shade* of Classic: Home*. '  
We like best the houses of Glaucus 

and of Sallust, and of Pausa the edile. 
And passing outside on of the old 
gates and along the Street of Tombs— 
the Applan Way of Pompeii—we climb 
the short, steep hill to the villa of 
Cicero. We approve of his taste in 
choosing so lovely a spot for Ills coun
try life, and forgive him certain hard 
lines written centuries ago, over which 
school girls must needs puzzle them
selves in the nineteenth century. The 
guardian of the villa is reading. We 
note the little volume. It is a copy of 
Virgil's "Eneid." 

"One must do something to pass the 
time," lie explains simply. And it 
seems quite the proper finishing touch 
to the place that tlie"guardian should 
thus amuse himself. Why must every
body rend Trilby? 

At the end of the Street of the 
Tombs wo come to Diomtd's house. 

We retrace our stepB as far as the 

the entombment of seventeen cen
turies. 

The frescoes are fresh and rich in 
that red which has come to be named 
Pompelian. Laying the popples gath
ered in Pausa's garden against the 
frescoes we find the color identical. 

And looming over the unearthed citj 
against the sky is Vesuvius, always 
overshadowing the place as it did in 
its gay, luxurious, bustling days of 
long ago. In the afternoon sun it 
takes on a velvety purple. It becomes 
a thing of beauty instead of a danger. 
It is hard to point out that mass of 
soft color as the author of the gray 
ruins and desolation surrounding us. 
Only the softly curling pinkish waves 
that ascend from the apex suggest 
such possibilities. 

Not until the hour for closing tho 
gates of Pompeii arrives do we return 
to our terrace and to cur dinner that 
is too bad to be eaten. And as one 
day goes, so go the three, and then we 
turn our faces towards Naples, aud 
then Parisward. 

A SCARCITY IN CAMPHOR. 

Modi* May Benefit l>y the Chinese 
War if This I)ruK Disappears. 

One hitherto unappreciated effect of 
the war bet ween China aud Japan is 
that there is bound to be .a dearth of 
camphor in the world for some months 
or perhaps even years to come. In 
England the imports of that odorous 
drug have fallen off to less than five 
thousand packages for the first four 
months of this year, as against 18,000 
packages received from Jan. 1 to April 
30, 1804. From Japan and China a 
goodly proportion of the camphor used 
by the medical world aud in domestic 
economy comes, though the camphor 
tree, or camphor laurel, Is cultivated 
to some extent in Formosa, Java and 
the West Indies. 

The dearth of this popular drug 
means considerable, as its uses are 
far-recching aud its importance Is 
great. That skilful chemist of France, 
Itaspll, recommended camphor as one 
of the chief specifics for the cure of 
many ailments. For fiilntlng fits, 
gout and rheumatism, sprains, bruises 
and chilblains, and as a cure for hys
teria aud a remedy against epilepsy, 
hardly anything else can be found as 
useful. 

Of all tho community, moths will be 
found the most benefited. A witty 
Englishman recently said that these 
pestiferous insects much prefer costly 
foreign feathers as a regular article of 
diet. Without camphor the housewife 
is likely to have an exceedingly hard 
time. A substitute for it in moth mat
ters It would be difficult to find. Tar 
paper has never been especially ef
fective and has never reached a high 
point of popularity. Two good sub
stances which can take the place of 
camphor on a pinch it is a good plan 
to mention, as it is quite likely that 
later on they will be of value to tho 
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Inside the House of Rufn*. 

'  -Fountain in tho Garden of Marcus 
I.ueretius. 

claims itself without aid of the savant. 
Imagination peoples for us this spa

cious and Imposing spot to which 
.. . streets from all the gates lead. Alotig 

these colonnades, among the statues 
,!j which surely crowned these pedestals 
i! still intact, along the marble pave

ment, walked tho Roman in his day. 
Here the patrician swept through the 
crowds. *>r-stood to talk tc his clients. 
IWhat w^n offer more against which 

• to pose a Roman i-a the graceful 

V 

fountain, where wo have rendezvous 
with the small boy who is to bring 
luncheon at noon. And we sit in the 
shadow of a ruin and eat the salad 
and fruit, bestowing the remaining 
and unpalatable viands upon the small 
boy, who seemingly finds them excel
lent. After the remains have disap
peared Inside tlie small boy, and he 
has betaken himself to the hotel, we 
take a long siesta. 

By this time the people begin to 
flock inside the walls and we cioss the 
beautiful field outside the gates which 
leads to the amphitheater. By 4 
o'clock the crowds go back to Naples, 
and we have another ramble in and 
out, up and down the deserted streets 
of the town. 

The deep ruts In the pavement made 
by the chariot wheels suggest many 
things that went on in the old days. 
Certain pictures in certain houses tell 
of a side of Roman life but ^ too 
pointedly. On the other hand,* the 
frescoes on the walls of private 
houses, softened into Ioa eliness by 
time; the niches for the household 
gods, the graceful columns of the 
peristyle, the marble be sin In which 
the fountain played, the mosaic floors, 
with here and there a statue or 
sculptured table or pedestal remain
ing, picture to us the graceful interior 
where went on the Roman family life. 

We often find the private baths, 
proving that the pater-faniiliaa did 
not monopolize this luxury, but pro
vided as well for the Roman matron 
and the daughters. 

Many and many a wine shop we 
find—the vessels still remaining intact, 
some half buried in the soil. And here 
and there an oil shop, the vessels be
ing broader In form than those used 
for wine. 

And when the afternoon shadows 
are lengthening we chance upon 
Pausa's garden, bright with green 
grass, studded with the yellow, white 
and red of the buttercups, daisies and 
poppies that grow there, giving quite 
an effect of mosaic. And upon an
other garden quite In contrast—that of 
Marcus Lucretius, rich in its fountain 
and statues. 

And through the gratings of a prison 
door we see a skeleton lying in a 
corner. In the excavations It was un
earthed. In the mad struggle for es
cape on that last day of Pompeii there 
was no one to unlock tho prison door 
for him, and here he met his doom 

Keir Bxcarntljuf, 

We come across the busy group of 
men making new excavations under 
careful guidance, and note the pains 
and delicate manipulations with which 
fresh treasuies are coming forth from 
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housewife. Bitter apples, dried and 
broken up into small pieces, are even 
more efficacious than camphor, and 
they cost less in the long run. Black 
pepper well sprinkled over the articles 
that are to be put away, will render 
them practically moth proof, provided 
they are well shaken out first. 

However, even if camphor does be
come a rare drug within the next few 
months, there is no need to despair, 
for the chemists have discovered a 
way of manufacturing artificial cam 
plior by the union of hydrochloride 
acid gas and oil of turpentine. This 
substance Is soluble in alcohol and 
possesses a camphor-like odor.—New 
York World. 

Razor-Back Hoes Trained to Dlff. 

K. C. Mason, a prosperous farmer 
living down in the piny woods country 
below Sparta, La., has for the past 
few years has been turning his atten
tion almost exclusively to the cultiva
tion of sweet potatoes, growing the 
largest and finest tubers to be found 
in the whole section. As labor down 
In Mason's neighborhood Is scarce, for 
some time he had considerable diffi
culty in getting his crop gathered, hav
ing frequently to lose a good part of 
it each season. Nowadays all that is 
changed, however, thanks to Mason's 
ingenuity and patience and the kindly 
assistance of a herd of razor-back 
hogs. These hogs, about twenty in 
number, have been trained to gather 
the potatoes, rooting them up and col
lecting them In piles more carefully 
than would be possible by human 
agency. In fact, scarce a single root 
escapes their keen scent aud per
sistent snout, and Mason declares the 
animals are worth a small fortune to 
him. At first lie had some difficulty 
to keep them from eating the potatoes 
as they gathered them but in*a short 
while he made them understand that 
it would be better for them to wait 
for the reward of tl:eir dilligent labors 
in the shape of a generous supply of 
potatoes for each ncal and now they 
work faithfully and well resting from 
their exertions onlv when the entire 
crop is gathered.—Philadelphia Times. 

TALMAGE'S SEBMON. 

DUN OUNCES THE EXI'l RGATION OF 
THE SCRIPTURES. 

The Old Testament's Description of 
Wickedness Purposely and Right
eously Plain—No Gi?,lIi>K of Iii-
iiiuity, No Garlands on a Death's 
Head. 

;  The Modest Maid. , 

Mistress—You have al—iys been so 
careful, Mary, that I can't understand 
how you happened to break that vase 
this morning. 

Maid—Well, you see, mem, I never 
have broke nothing, and I was afraid 
you would be thinking that I might 
want to get above my station.—Detroit 
Free Press, v • T 

New York, Special.—In his sermon 
for to-day Rev. Dr. Talmage deals 
with a subject that is agitating the en
tire Christian church at the present 
moment, viz.: "Expurgation of the 
Scriptures." The text chosen was, 
"Let God be true but every man a 
liar."—Romans iii-., 4. 

He said: The Bible needs reconstruc
tion, according to some inside and out
side the pulpit. It is no surprise that 
the world bombards the Scriptures, 
but it is amazing to find Christian 
ministers picking at this in the Bible 
and denying that until many good peo
ple are left in the fog about what 
parts of the Bible they ought to be
lieve, and what parts to reject. The 
lieinousness of finding fault with the 
Bible at this time is most evident. In 
our day the Bible is assailed by scur
rility, by misrepresentation, by infidel 
scientists, by all the vice of earth and 
all the venom of perdition, and at this 
particular time even preachers of the 
Gospel fall into line of criticism of the 
word of God. Why, It makes me 
think of a ship In a September equi
nox, the waves dashing to the top of 
the smoke stack aud the hatches fast
ened down and many prophesying the 
fouuderiug of the steamer, and at the 
same time some of the crew with axes 
and saws go down into the hold of the 
ship, and they try to saw off some of 
the planks and pry out some of the 
timbers because the timber did not 
come from the right forest. It does 
not seem to me a commendable busi
ness for the crew to be helping the 
winds and storms outside with their 
axes and saws Inside. Now, this old 
Gospel ship, what with the roaring of 
earth and hell around the stem and 
stern, and mutiny on deck, is having 
a'very rough voyage, but I have no
ticed that not one of the timbers has 
started, and the captain says he will 
see it through. And I have noticed 
that keelson and counter-timber-knee 
are built out of Lebanon cedar, and 
she is going to weather the gale, but 
no credit to those who make mutiny 
on deck. 

When I see professed Christians in 
this particular day finding fault with 
the Scriptures it makes me think of a 
fortress terrifically bombarded and the 
men on the ramparts, instead of swab
bing out and loading the guns and 
helping fetch up the ammunition from 
the magazine, are trying with crow
bars to pry out from the wall certain 
blocks of stone, because they did not 
come from the right quarry. Oh, men 
on the ramparts, better fight back and 
fight down the common enemy instead 
of trying to make breaches in the wall. 

While I oppose this expurgation of 
the Scriptures I shall give you my rea
sons for such opposition. "What!" 
say some of the theological evolution
ists, whose brains have been addled 
by too long brooding over Darwin and 
Spencer, "you don't now really be
lieve all the story of the Garden of 
Eden, do you?" Yes, as much as I be
lieve there were roses in my garden 
last summer. "But," say they, "you 
don't really believe that the sun and 
moon stood still?" Yes, and if I had 
strength enough to create a sun and 
moon I could make them stand still, 
or cause the refraction of the sun's 
rays so it would appear to stand still. 
"But," they say, "you don't really be
lieve that the whale swallowed 
Jonah?" Yes, and if I were strong 
enough to make a whale I could have 
made very easy ingress for tho re
fractory prophet, leaving to evolution 
to eject him, if he were an unworthy 
tenant! "But," say they, "you don't 
really believe that the water was 
turned to wine?" Yes, but as easily 
as water now is often turned into 
wine with an admixture of strychnine 
and logwood. "But," say they, "you 
don't really believe that Samson slew 
a thousand with the jawbone of an 
ass?" Yes, and I think that the man 
who in this day assaults the Bible is 
wielding the same weapon. 

There Is nothing in the Bible that 
staggers me. There are many things 
I do not understand, I do not pretend 
to understand, never shall in this 
world understand. But that would be 
a very poor God who could be fully 
understood by the human. That would 
be a very small Iufinite that can be 
measured by the finite. You must not 
expect to weigh the thunderbolts of 
Omnipotence in an apothecary's bal
ances. Starting with the idea that 
God can do anything, aud that he was 
present at the beginning and that he 
is present now, there is nothing in the 
Holy Scriptures to arouse skepticism 
In my heart. Here I stand, a fossil of 
the ages, dug up from the tetiary 
formation, fallen off the shelf of an 
antiquarian, a man In the latter part 
of the glorious nineteenth century, be
lieving In a whole Bible from lid to 
lid. 

I am opposed to the expurgation of 
the Scriptures in the first place be
cause the Bible in its present shape 
lias been so miraculously preserved. 
Fifteen hundred years after Herodo
tus wrote his history there was only 
one manuscript copy of it. Twelve 
hundred years after Plato wrote his 
book there was only one manuscript 
copy of It. God was so careful to have 
us have the Bible in just the right 
shape that we have fifty manuscript 
copies of the New Testament a thous
and years old, and some of them fif
teen hundred years old. This book, 
handed down from the time of Christ, 
or just after the time of Christ, by 
the hand of such men as Origen in the 
second century and Tertullian in the 
third century, aud by men of different 
ages who died for their principles. The 
three best copies of the New Testa
ment in manuscript in the possession 
of the three great Churches—the Prot
estant church of England, the Greek 
church of St. Petersburg and the 
Romish church of Italy. 

It is a plain matter of history that 
Tischendorf went to a convent in the 
peninsula of Sinai and was by ropes 
lifted over the wall into the convent, 
that being the only mode of admission, 
and that he saw there in the waste 
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basket for kindling for tho fires a 
manuscript of the IIol.v Scriptures. 
That night he copied many of the pas
sages of that Bible, but it was not un
til fifteen years had passed of earnest 
entreaty and prayer and coaxing and 
purchase on his part that that copy of 
the Holy Scriptures was put into the 
hand of tho emperor of Russia—that 
one copy so marvellously protected. 

Do you not know that the catalogue 
of the books of the Old and New 
Testaments has been coming on down 
through the ages? Thirty-nine books 
of the Old Testament thousands of 
years ago. Thirty-nine now. Twenty-
seven books of the New Testament 
1,000 years ago. Twenty-seven books 
of the" New Testament now. Marclon, 
for wickedness, was turned out of the 
church in the second century, and in 
his assault on the Bible and Chris
tianity lie incidentally gives a cata
logue of the books of the Bible—that 
catalogue corresponding with ours— 
testimony given by the enemy of the 
Bible and the enemy of Christianity. 
The catalogue now just like the cata
logue then. Assaulted and spit on and 
torn to pieces and burned, yet ad
hering. The book to-day, in H00 lan
guages, confronting four-fifths of the 
human race in their own tongue. Four 
hundred million copies of it in exist
ence. Does not that look as if this 
Book had been divinely protected, as 
if God had guarded it all through the 
centuries? 

Is it not an argument plain enough 
to every honest man and every honest 
woman, that a book divinely protected 
and in this shape is in the very s ha lie 
that God wants it? It pleases God 
aud ought to please us. The epidemics 
which have swept thousands of other 
books into the sepulchre of forgetful-
ness have only brightened the fame of. 
this. There is not one book out of a 
thousand that lives five years. Any 
publisher will tell you that. There 
will not be more than one book out 
of 20,000 that will live a century. Yet, 
here is a book, much of it 1,000 years 
old, and much of it 4,000 j'ears old, 
and with more rebound and strength 
In It than when the book was first put 
upon parchment or papyrus. This 
book saw the cradle of all other books, 
and it will see their graves. Would 
you not think that an old book like 
this, some of It forty centuries old, 
would come along hobbling with age 
and on crutches? Instead of that, 
more potent than any other book of 
the time. More copies of it printed in 
the last ten years than of any other 
book—Walter Scott's Waverley Nov
els, Macauley's ''History of England," 
Disraeli's "Endymion." the works of 
Tennyson and Longfellow, and all the 
popular books of our time having no 
such sale in the last ten years as this 
old worn-out book. Do you know 
what a struggle a book has in order to 
get through one century or two cen
turies? Some old books, during a fire 
in a seraglio of Constantinople, were 
thrown into the street. A man wit.li-
"iit any education picked up one of 
those books, read it. and did not see 
the value of it. A scholar looked over 
his shoulder and saw it was the first 
and second decades of Llvy, and he 
offered the man a large reward if. he 
would bring the books to his study; 
but In the excitement of the fire the 
two parted, and the first and second 
decades of Livy were forever lost. 
Pliny wrote twenty books of history; 
all lost. The most of Menander's 
writings lost. Of 130 comedies of 
Plautus, all gone but twenty. Eurip
ides wrote a hundred dramas, all gone 
but nineteen. Aeschylus wrote a hun
dred dramas, all gone but seven. Verro 
wrote the laborious biographies of 700 
Romans, not a fragment left. Quin-
tilian wrote liis favorite book on the 
corruption of eloquence, all lost. Thir
ty books of Tacitus lost. Dion Cas-
sius wrote eighty books, only twenty 
remain. Berosius' history ali lost. 

Nearly all of the old books are 
mumifled and are lying in the tombs 
of old libraries, and perhaps once in 
twenty years some man comes along 
and picks up one of them and blows 
the dust off, and opens it, and finds 
it the book he does not want. But 
this old Book, much of it forty cen
turies old, stands to-day more dis
cussed than anj* other book, and It 
challenges the admiration of all the 
good and the spite and the venom and 
the animosity and the liypercriticism 
of earth and hell. I appeal to your 
common sense, if a book so divinely 
guarded and protected in its present 
shape, must not be in just the way 
that God wants it to come to us, and 
if it pleases God, ought it not to please 
us? 

Not only have all the attempts to 
detract from the Book failed, bat all 
the attempts to add to it. Many at
tempts were made to add the apocli-
ryplial books to the Old Testament. 
The Council of Trent, the Sjnod of 
Jerusalem, the Bishops of Hippo, all 
decided that the apochryphal book3 
must be added to the Old Testament, 

; "They must stay in," said tho^e 
, learned men, but they stayed out. 
There is not an intelligent Christian 
man that to-day will put the Book of 
Maccabees or the Book of Judith be
side the Book of Isaiah or Romans. 
Then a great many said, "we must 
have books added to the New Testa
ment," and there wore epistles and 
gospels and apocalypses written and 
added to the New Testament, but they 
have all fallen out. You cannot add 
anything. You can not subtract any
thing. Divinely protected Book in the 
present shape. Let no man dare to 
lay his hands on it with the intention 
of detracting from the Book, or cast
ing out any of those holy pages. 

Besides that, 1 am opposed to this 
expurgation of the Scriptures because 
if the attempt were successful, it 
would bo the annihiliation of the Bi
ble. Infidel geologists would say "out 
with the Book of Genesis;" infidel as
tronomers would say, "out with the 
Book of Joshua;" people who do not 
believe in the atoning sacrifh e wold 
say, "out with tho Book of Leviticus;" 
people who do not believe in the mira
cles would say, "out with all those 
wonderful stories in the Old and New 
Testament;" and some would say, "cut 

man or woman distinguished fo" self-
sacrifice, for consecration to God, for 
holiness of life, who wants the Bible 
changed. Many of us have inherited 
family Bibles. Those Bibles were in 
use twenty, forty, fifty, perhaps a hun
dred years in the generations. To-day 
take down those family Bibles, and 
find out if there are any chapters 
which have been erased by lead pencil 
or pen, and if in any margins you can 
find the words; 'This chapter not fit to 
read." There has been plenty of op
portunity during the last half century 
privately to expurgate the Bible. Do 
you know any case of such expurga
tion? Did not your grandfather give it . 
to your father, and did not your father 
give it to you? 

Besides that, I am opposed to the ex
purgation of the Scriptures, because 
the so-called indelicacies and cruelties 
of the Bible have demonstrated no evil 
result. A cruel book will produce 
cruelty—an unclean book will produce 
uneleanlincss. Fctcti me a victim. 
Out of all C hristonidom and out of all 
the ages, fetch mo a victim whose 
heart has been hardened to cruelty, or 
whose life lias been made impure by 
this Book. Show me one. One of the 
best families I ever knew of, for thirty 
or forty years, morning and evening, 
had all tho members gathered together, 
and the' servants of the household, 
and the strangers that happened to be 
within tho gates—twice a day, without 
leaving out a chapter or a verse, they 
read this holy Book, morning by 

morning, night by night. Not only tho 
older children, but the little child who 
could just spell her way through the 
verse while her mother helped her. 
The lather beginning and reading one 
verse, and then all the members of > 
the family in turn reading a verse. 
The father maintained his Integrity, 
the mother maintained her integrity, 
the sons grew up and entered profes
sions and commercial life, adorning 
every sphere in the life in which they 
lived, and the daughters went into 
families where Christ was honored, 
and all that was good and pure and 
righteous reigned perpetually. For 
thirty years that family endured the 
Scriptures. Not one of them ruined 
by them. 

Now, if you will tell me of a family 
where the Bible has been read twice 
a day ror thirty years, and the child
ren have been brought up in that hab
it, and the father went to ruin, and 
the mother went to ruin, and the soiii^ 
hnd daughters were destroyed by it— 
if you will tell me of one such incident 
I will throw away my Bible, or I will 
doubt your veracity. I toll you. if a 
man is shocked with what he calls the 
indelicacies of the Word of God. he is 
prurient in his taste and imagination. 
If a man can not read Solomon's Song, 
without impure suggestion, ho is 
either in his heart, or in his life," a 
libertine. 

The Old Testament description of 
wickedness, uncleanliness of all sorts, 
is purposely and righteously a disgust- ; 
ing account, instead of the Byronlc 
and the Parisian vernacular which 
makes sin attractive instead of ap
palling. When those old prophets 
point you to a lazaretto, you under
stand it is a lazaretto. When a man 
having begun to do right falls back 
into wickedness and gives up his In
tegrity, the Bible does not say he was 
overcome by the fascinations of t li--
festive board, or that he surrendered 
to convivialities, or that he became a , ; 
little fast in his habits. I will tell r 

you what the Bible says: "The dog is 
turned to his own vomit again, and 
the sow that was washed to her own 
wallowing in the mire." No gilding of 
iniquity. No garlands on a death's 
head. No pounding away with a sil
ver mallet at iniquity when it needs 
an iron sledge-hammer. 

Now, let us divide off. Let those 
people who do not believe the Bible 
and who are critical of this and that 
part of it, get clear over on the other 
side. Let them stand behind the 
devil's. guns. There can be no com
promise between infidelity and Chris-" 
tianity. Give us the out and out oppo
sition of infidelity rather than the 
work of these hybrid theologians these 
mongrel ecclesiastics, these half evo-
luted people, who believe the Bible 
and do not believe It, who accept the 
miracles and do not accept them, who >' 
believe in the Inspiration of the Scrip
tures and do not believe in the inspira
tion of the Scriptures—trimming their 
belief on one side to suit the pride of 
their own heart, and feeling that in 
order to demonstrate their courage 
they must make the Bible a target and 
shoot at God. 

There is one thing, that encourages ' 
me very much, and that is, that the 
Lord made out to manage the universe 
before they were born, and will proba-
oly be able to make out to manage tho 
universe' a little while after they are 
dead. While I demand that the an
tagonists of the Bible and the critics 
of the Bible go clear over where they 
belong on the devil's side, I ask that 
all the friends of this good book corn" 
out O] only and above board in behalf v. 
of It. That book, which was the best 
inheritance you ever received from-
your ancestry, and which will be the 
best legacy you will leave to your 
children when you bid them good-by 
as you cross the ferry to the golden 
city. 

Young man, do not be ashamed of 
your Bible. There istnot a virtue but 
it commends, there is'rot a sorrow but 
it comforts, there is not a good,law on 
the statute book of any country but 
it is founded on these Ten Command- ... 
ments. Tliere are no braver, grander ' 
people in all the earth than the heroes 
and the heroines which it 'biographizes. 

Of all the works of Dore, the gl'eat 
artist, there was nothing so Impressive 
as his illustrated Bible. What scene 
of Abrahamic faith, of Iidenic beauty,, 
o f  d o m i n i o n  D a v i d i c ,  o r  S o l o m o n i c ,  o f .  
miracle, of parable, of nativity, or of 
last judgment but tho thought leaped 
from the great brain to the skillful 
pencil, and from skillful pencil to can
vas immortal. The Louvre, the Lux
embourg, the National Gallery of Lon
don compressed within two volumes 
of Dore's illustrated Bible. But the 
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with tl>» Jlook of Revelation;" and j Bible will come to better illustration 
others wry** say, "out with the entire than that, my friends, when all the 
Pentateuch, and the work would go I deserts have become gaidens, and all 

of the Scriptures means their annihi
lation. 

I am also opposed to this proposed 
expurgation of the Scriptures for the 
fact that in proportion as people be
come self-sacrificing and good and 
holy and consecrated, they like the 
Book as it is. 1 have yet to find a 

and all the cities have become Jeru-
snlems with hovering Shekinah; and 
cymbals of divine praise, and the 
round earth a footlight to Emanuel's 
throne—that, to all lands, and all ages, 
and all centuries, and all cycles wm 
be the best specimen of Bible illustPVt-
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